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In the heart of the West End, there are many quiet pockets, unknown to dmost al but taxi driverswho
traverse them with expert knowledge, and arrive triumphantly thereby a Park Lane, Berkeley Square, or
South Audley Street.

If you turn off on an unpretentious street from the Park, and turn left and right once or twice, you will
find yoursdlf in aquiet street with Bertram's Hotel on the right-hand side. Bertram's Hotel has been there
along time. During the war, houses were demolished on theright of it, and alittle farther down on theleft
of it, but Bertram'sitself remained unscathed. Naturdly it could not escape being, as house agents would
say, scratched, bruised, and marked, but by the expenditure of only areasonable amount of money it
was restored to its origina condition. By 1955 it |ooked precisdly asit had looked in 1939--dignified,
unogtentatious, and quietly expensve.

Such was Bertram's, patronized over along stretch of years by the higher echelons of the clergy,
dowager ladies of the aristocracy up from the country, girls on their way home for the holidays from
expengve finishing schools. ("So few placeswhere agirl can stay alonein London but of courseit isquite
al right at Bertram's. We have stayed there for years.")

There had, of course, been many other hotels on the model of Bertram's. Some still existed, but nearly
al had fet thewind of change. They had had necessarily to modernize themselves, to cater for adifferent
clientele. Bertram's, too, had had to change, but it had been done so cleverly that it was not at all
gpparent at thefirst casua glance.

Outside the steps that led up to the big swing doors stood what at first sight appeared to be no lessthan
afiedd marshd. Gold braid and medal ribbons adorned a broad and manly chest. His deportment was
perfect. He received you with tender concern as you emerged with rheumatic difficulty from ataxi or a
car, guided you carefully up the steps and piloted you through the silently swinging doorway.

Insde, if thiswasthefirst time you had visited Bertram's, you felt, dmost with darm, that you had
reentered a vanished world. Time had gone back. Y ou were in Edwardian England once more.

Therewas, of course, central heating, but it was not gpparent. Asthere had always been, in the big
centra lounge, there were two magnificent cod fires; beside them big brass coa scuttles shonein theway
they used to shine when Edwardian housemaids polished them, and they werefilled with exactly the
right-sized lumps of cod. Therewas agenera gppearance of rich red velvet and plushy coziness. The
armchairswere not of thistime and age. They were well abovethe leved of thefloor, so that rheumatic
old ladies had not to struggle in an undignified manner in order to get to their feet. The seats of the chairs



did not, asin so many modern high-priced armchairs, stop halfway between the thigh and the knee,
thereby inflicting agony on those suffering from arthritis and sciatica; and they were not dl of apattern.
There were straight backs and reclining backs, different widths to accommodate the dender and the
obese. People of dmost any dimension could find acomfortable chair at Bertram's.

Sinceit was now the teahour, thelounge hal wasfull. Not that the lounge hall was the only place where
you could have tea. There was a drawing room (chintzy), a smoking room (by some hidden influence
reserved for gentlemen only) where the vast chairswere of fine leather, two writing rooms, where you
could take aspecid friend and have a cozy little gossip in aquiet corner--and even write aletter aswell if
you wanted to. Besides these amenities of the Edwardian age, there were other retreats, not in any way
publicized, but known to those who wanted them. There was a double bar, with two bar attendants, an
American barman to make the Americansfed at home and to provide them with bourbon, rye, and every
kind of cocktail, and an English oneto ded with sherriesand Pimm's No. 1, and to talk knowledgeably
about the runners at Ascot and Newbury to the middle-aged men who stayed at Bertram's for the more
serious race meetings. There was aso, tucked down a passage, in a secretive way, atelevision room for
those who asked for it.

But the big entrance lounge was the favourite place for the afternoon teadrinking. The elderly ladies
enjoyed seeing who camein and out, recognizing old friends, and commenting unfavourably on how these
had aged. There were also American visitorsfascinated by seeing thetitled English redly getting down to
their traditional afternoon tea. For afternoon teawas quite afeature of Bertram's.

It was nothing less than splendid. Presiding over theritua was Henry, alarge and magnificent figure, a
ripefifty, avuncular, sympathetic, and with the courtly manners of that long vanished species: the perfect
butler. Slim youths performed the actua work under Henry's austere direction. There were large crested
slver trays, and Georgian slver tegpots. The ching, if not actualy Rockingham and Davenport, looked
likeit. The Blind Earl serviceswere particular favourites. The teawas the best Indian, Ceylon, Darjeding,
Lapsang, etc. Asfor eatables, you could ask for anything you liked-- and get it!

On this particular day, November the 17th, Lady SdinaHazy, sixty-five, up from Leicestershire, was
edting ddlicious wel-buttered muffinswith dl an ederly lady'sreish.

Her absorption with muffins, however, was not so greet that shefailed to look up sharply every timethe
inner pair of swing doors opened to admit anewcomer.

So it was that she smiled and nodded to welcome Colonel Luscombe--erect, soldierly, race glasses
hanging round his neck. Like the old autocrat that she was, she beckoned imperioudly and in aminute or
two, Luscombe came over to her.

"Hello, Sdlina, what bringsyou up to Town?"

"Dentig," sad Lady Sdling, rather indigtinctly, owing to muffin. "And | thought as| wasup, | might as
well go and seethat man in Harley Street about my arthritis. Y ou know who | mean.”

Although Harley Street contained severa hundreds of fashionable practitionersfor al and every allment,
Luscombe did know whom she meart.

"Do you any good?' he asked.

"| rather think he did,” said Lady Selinagrudgingly. "Extraordinary fellow. Took me by the neck when |
wasn't expecting it, and wrung it like achicken." She moved her neck gingerly.



"Hurt you?'

"It must have done, twigting it like that, but redlly | hadn't time to know." She continued to move her
neck gingerly. "Fedsal right. Canlook over my right shoulder for thefirgt timein years.”

She put thisto apractical test and exclaimed.
"Why | do believe that's old Jane Marple. Thought she was dead years ago. Looks a hundred.”

Colonel Luscombe threw aglance in the direction of Jane Marple thus resurrected, but without much
interest; Bertram's dways had a sprinkling of what he called fluffy old pussies.

Lady Sdinawas continuing.

"Only placein London you can il get muffins. Red muffins. Do you know when | went to Americalast
year they had something called muffins on the breakfast menu. Not rea muffinsat dl. Kind of teacake
withrasnsinthem. | mean, why cdl them muffins?'

She pushed in the last buttery morsel and looked round vagudly. Henry materiaized immediately. Not
quickly or hurriedly. It seemed that, just suddenly, he wasthere.

"Anything further | can get you, my lady? Cake of any kind?"

"Cake?" Lady Sdinathought about it, was doubtful.

"We are serving very good seed cake, my lady. | can recommend it."

"Seed cake? | haven't eaten seed cakefor years. It isrea seed cake?'

"Ohyes, my lady. The cook has had the receipt for years. You'l enjoy it, I'm sure.”
Henry gave aglance at one of hisretinue, and the lad departed in search of seed cake.
"| suppose you've been at Newbury, Derek?’

"Yes. Darned cold, | didn't wait for the last two races. Disastrous day. That filly of Harry's was no good
adl"

"Didn't think she would be. What about Swanhilda?"
"Finished fourth." Luscombe rose. "Got to see about my room."

He walked across the lounge to the reception desk. As he went he noted the tables and their occupants.
Astonishing number of people having teahere. Quitelike old days. Teaasamed had rather gone out of
fashion since thewar. But evidently not at Bertram's. Who were al these people? Two canons and the
Dean of Chidehampton. Y es, and another pair of gaitered legs over in the corner, aBishop, no less!
Mere Vicars were scarce. Have to be at least acanon to afford Bertram's, he thought. The rank and file
of the clergy certainly couldn't, poor devils. Asfar asthat went, he wondered how on earth people like
old SelinaHazy could. She'd only got twopence or so ayear to bless hersdlf with. And there was old
Lady Berry, and Mrs. Posselthwaite from Somerset, and Sybil Kerr--all poor as church mice.



Stll thinking about this he arrived at the desk and was pleasantly greeted by Miss Gorringe, the
receptionist Miss Gorringe was an old friend. She knew every one of the clientele and, like roydty, never
forgot aface. Shelooked frumpy but respectable. Frizzled yellowish hair (old-fashioned tongs, it
suggested), black silk dress, a high bosom on which reposed alarge gold locket and a cameo brooch.

"Number fourteen,” said Miss Gorringe. "I think you had fourteen last time, Colonel Luscombe, and
likedit. It'squiet.”

"How you dways manage to remember these things, | can't imagine, Miss Gorringe.”
"Weliketo make our old friends comfortable.”

"Takes me back along way, coming in here. Nothing seemsto have changed.”

He broke off as Mr. Humfries came out from an inner sanctum to greet him.

Mr. Humfries was often taken by the uninitiated to be Mr. Bertram in person. Who the actua Mr.
Bertram was, or indeed, if there ever had been aMr. Bertram was now lost in the mists of antiquity.
Bertram's had existed since about 1840, but nobody had taken any interest in tracing its past history. It
wasjust there, solid, afact. When addressed as Mr. Bertram, Mr. Humfries never corrected the
impression. If they wanted him to be Mr. Bertram, he would be Mr. Bertram. Colonel Luscombe knew
his name, though he didn't know if Humfries was the manager or the owner. He rather fancied the latter.

Mr. Humfrieswas a man of about fifty. He had very good manners, and the presence of ajunior
minister. He could, at any moment, be dl thingsto al people. He could talk racing shop, cricket, foreign
politics, tell anecdotes of royalty, give motor show information, knew the most interesting playson at
present, advise on places Americans ought really to seein England however short their stay. He had
knowledgeabl e information about where it would suit persons of al incomes and tastesto dine. With all
this, he did not make himsdlf too cheap. Hewas not on tap al the time. Miss Gorringe had dl the same
facts a her fingertips and could retail them efficiently. At brief intervals Mr. Humfries, like the sun, made
his appearance above the horizon and flattered someone by his persond attention.

Thistimeit was Colonel Luscombe who was so honoured. They exchanged afew racing platitudes, but
Colone Luscombe was absorbed by his problem. And here was the man who could give him the
answe.

"Tel me, Humfries, how do dl these old dears manage to come and stay here?’

"Oh you've been wondering about that?' Mr. Humfries seemed amused. "Wdll, the answer'ssmple.
They couldn't afford it. Unless-"

He paused.
"Unless you make specid pricesfor them?Isthat it?"

"Moreor less. They don't redly know, usudly, that they are specia prices, or if they do redizeit, they
think it's because they're old customers.”

"Anditisn't just thet?"



"Well, Colond Luscombe, | am running ahotel. | couldn't afford actualy to lose money.”
"But how can that pay you?'

"It'saquestion of atmosphere. . . Strangers coming to this country--Americans, in particular, because
they are the oneswho have the money--have their own rather queer ideas of what England islike. I'm not
talking, you understand, of the rich business tycoons who are dways crossing the Atlantic. They usualy
go to the Savoy or the Dorchester. They want modern decor, American food, al the thingsthat will make
them fedl a home. But there are alot of people who come abroad at rare intervals and who expect this
country to be--well, | won't go back asfar as Dickens, but they've read Cranford and Henry James, and
they don't want to find this country just the same astheir own! So they go back home afterwards and
say: Therésawonderful place in London; Bertram's Hotdl, it'scaled. It'sjust like stepping back a
hundred years. It just isold England! And the people who stay there! People you'd never come across
anywhere else. Wonderful old duchesses. They serve dl the old English dishes, thereésamarvellous
old-fashioned beefsteak pudding! Y ou've never tasted anything like it; and great sirloins of beef and
saddles of mutton, and an ol d-fashioned English teaand awonderful English breskfast. And of coursedl
the usua thingsaswell. And it'swonderfully comfortable. And warm. Grest log fires.™

Mr. Humfries ceased hisimpersonation and permitted himsalf something nearly approaching agrin.

"l see" said Luscombe thoughtfully. "These people; decayed aristocrats, impoverished members of the
old county families, they areal so much mise en scene?’

Mr. Humfries nodded agreement.

"I redly wonder no one else has thought of it. Of course | found Bertram's ready made, so to spesk. All
it needed was some rather expensive restoration. All the people who come here think it's something that
they've discovered for themselves, that no one e se knows about.”

"l suppose,” said Luscombe, “that the restoration was quite expensive?'

"Ohyes. The place has got to ook Edwardian, but it's got to have the modern comforts that we take for
granted in these days. Our old dears--if you will forgive me referring to them as that--have got to fed that
nothing has changed since the turn of the century, and our travelling clients have got to fed they can have

period surroundings, and still have what they are used to having a home, and can't redly live without!™

"Bit difficult sometimes?' suggested L uscombe.

"Not really. Take centra heating for instance. Americans require--need, | should say--at least ten
degrees Fahrenheit higher than English people do. We actudly have two quite different sets of bedrooms.
The English we put in onelot, the Americansin the other. Theroomsal look dike, but they arefull of
actua differences--dlectric razors, and showers aswell astubsin some of the bathrooms, and if you want
an American breakfas, it's there--cereals and iced orange juice and al--or if you prefer you can have the
English bregkfadt.”

"Eggs and bacon?

"Asyou say--but agood deal more than that if you want it. Kippers, kidneys and bacon, cold grouse,
Y ork ham. Oxford marmaade.”

"I must remember al that tomorrow morning. Don't get that sort of thing any more a home.”



Humfries smiled. "Most gentlemen only ask for eggs and bacon. They've--well, they've got out of the
way of thinking about the things there used to be."

"Yes, yes. . . | remember when | wasachild. . . . Sdeboards groaning with hot dishes. Yes, it wasa
luxuriousway of life"

"We endeavour to give people anything they ask for."

"Including seed cake and muffins--yes, | see. To each according to hisneed--1 see. . . . Quite Marxian."

"l beg your pardon?’
"Jugt athought, Humfries. Extremes meet.”

Colone Luscombe turned away, taking the key Miss Gorringe offered him. A page boy sprang to
attention and conducted him to the elevator. He saw in passing that Lady SelinaHazy was now sitting
with her friend Jane Something or other.
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"And | suppose you're dtill living at that dear St. Mary Mead?' Lady Sdlinawas asking. "Such asweset
unspoiled village. | often think about it. Just the same as ever, | SUppose?”

"Well, not quite.” Miss Marple reflected on certain aspects of her place of resdence. The new housing
developments. The additionsto the Village Hall, the dtered gppearance of the High Street with its
up-todate shop fronts. . . She sighed. "One has to accept change, | suppose.”

"Progress,” said Lady Sedlinavaguely. "Though it often seemsto methat it isn't progress. All these smart
plumbing fixtures they have nowadays. Every shade of colour and superb what they call finish'-- but do
any of them redlly pull? Or push, when they're that kind. Every time you go to afriend's house, you find
some kind of anoticein the Loo--'Press sharply and release,’ 'Pull to the lft,' 'Release quickly. But in
the old days, one just pulled up ahandle any kind of way, and cataracts of water came at once-- There's
the dear Bishop of Medmenham," Lady Selinabroke off to say, asa handsome, elderly cleric passed by.
"Practically quiteblind, | believe. But such asplendid militant priest.”

A littlederica tak wasindulged in, interspersed by Lady Selinas recognition of various friendsand
acquaintances, many of whom were not the people she thought they were. She and MissMarpletalked a
little of "old days," though Miss Marple's upbringing, of course, had been quite different from Lady
Sdinds, and their reminiscences were mainly confined to the few yearswhen Lady Sdlina, arecent
widow of severdly straitened means, had taken asmall housein thevillage of St. Mary Mead during the
time her second son had been stationed at an airfield nearby.

"Do you aways stay here when you come up, Jane? Odd | haven't seen you here before.™

"Oh no, indeed. | couldn't afford to, and anyway, | hardly ever leave home these days. No, it wasavery
kind niece of mine who thought it would be atreat for meto have ashort visit to London. Joanisavery
kind girl--at least perhaps hardly agirl." Miss Marple reflected with aquam that Joan must now be close
on fifty. "Sheisapainter, you know. Quite awell-known painter. Joan West. She had an exhibition not

long ago.”



Lady Sdinahad littleinterest in painters, or indeed in anything artistic. She regarded writers, artists, and
musicians asaspecies of clever performing animals; she was prepared to fed indulgent towards them,
but to wonder privately why they wanted to do what they did.

"This modern stuff, | suppose," she said, her eyes wandering. "There's Cicely Longhurst--dyed her hair
agan, | see”

"I'm afraid dear Joan is rather modern."

Here Miss Marple was quite wrong. Joan West had been modern about twenty years ago, but was now
regarded by the young arriviste artists as compl etely old-fashioned.

Cadting abrief glance at Cicely Longhurst's hair, Miss Marple rel gpsed into a pleasant remembrance of
how kind Joan had been. Joan had actually said to her husband, "1 wish we could do something for poor
old Aunt Jane. She never gets away from home. Do you think she'd like to go to Bournemouth for a
week or two?'

"Good idea," said Raymond West. Hislast book was doing very well indeed, and he felt in agenerous
mood.

"She enjoyed her trip to the West Indies, | think, though it was a pity she had to get mixed upina
murder case. Quite thewrong thing a her age.”

"That sort of thing seemsto happen to her."

Raymond was very fond of hisold aunt and was congtantly devising treetsfor her, and sending her
books that he thought might interest her. He was surprised when she often politely declined the treats,
and though she dways said the books were "so interesting,” he sometimes suspected that she had not
read them. But then, of course, her eyeswerefailing.

Inthislast he waswrong. Miss Marple had remarkable eyesight for her age, and was at this moment
taking in everything that was going on round her with keen interest and pleasure.

To Joan's proffer of aweek or two at one of Bournemouth's best hotels, she had hesitated, murmured,
"It'svery, very kind of you, my dear, but | redlly don't think--"

"But it'sgood for you, Aunt Jane. Good to get away from home sometimes. It gives you new idess, and
new thingsto think about.”

"Ohyes, you are quite right there, and | would like alittle visit somewhere for achange. Not, perhaps,
Bournemouth.”

Joan was dightly surprised. She had thought Bournemouth would have been Aunt Jane's Mecca
"Eastbourne? Or Torquay?'

"What | would redlly like--" Miss Marple hesitated.

"y e

"| dare say you will think it rether silly of me.”



"No, I'msurel shan't." (Where did the old dear want to go?)
"I would redlly like to go to Bertram's Hotdl--in London."

"Bertram's Hotel 7' The name was vagudy familiar. Words came from MissMarpleinarush. "l stayed
there once--when | was fourteen. With my uncle and aunt, Uncle Thomas, that was, he was Canon of
Ely. And I've never forgotten it. If | could stay there--aweek would be quite enough--two weeks might
be too expensive.”

"Oh, that'sdl right. Of courseyou shall go. | ought to have thought that you might want to go to
L ondon--the shops and everything. Well fix it up--if Bertram'sHotdl till exists. So many hotels have
vanished, sometimes bombed in thewar and sometimesjust given up.”

"No, | happen to know Bertram's Hotdl istill going. | had aletter from there--from my American friend
Amy McAllister of Boston. She and her husband were staying there.”

"Good, then I'll go ahead and fix it up." She added gently, "I'm afraid you may find it's changed agood
dedl from the days when you knew it. So don't be disappointed.”

But Bertram's Hotel had not changed. It wasjust asit had dways been. Quite miraculoudy o, in Miss
Marple's opinion. In fact, she wondered.

It really seemed too good to be true. She knew quite well, with her usual clear-eyed common sense, that
what she wanted was smply to refurbish her memories of the past in their old origina colours. Much of
her life had, perforce, to be spent recaling past pleasures. If you could find someone to remember them
with, that was indeed happiness. Nowadays that was not easy to do; she had outlived most of her
contemporaries. But she till sat and remembered. In aqueer way, it made her cometo life again--Jane
Marple, that pink and white eager young girl. . . . Such asilly girl in many ways. . . now who was that
very unsuitable young man whose name-oh dear, she couldn't even remember it now! How wise her
mother had been to nip that friendship so firmly in the bud. She had come across him years later--and
really he was quite dreadful! At thetime she had cried herself to deep for at least aweek!

Nowadays, of course--she considered nowadays. . . . These poor young things. Some of them had
mothers, but never mothers who seemed to be any good--mothers who were quite incapabl e of
protecting their daughters from silly affairs, illegitimate babies, and early and unfortunate marriages. It was
al very sad.

Her friend's voice interrupted these meditations.
"Well, | never. Isit--yes, it is-Bess Sedgwick over there! Of al the unlikely places--"

Miss Marple had been listening with only haf an ear to Lady Sdina's comments on her surroundings.
She and Miss Marple moved in entirely different circles, so that Miss Marple had been unable to
exchange scanda ous tidbits about the various friends or acquaintances that Lady Selinarecognized or
thought she recognized.

But Bess Sedgwick was different. Bess Sedgwick was a name that almost everyonein England knew.
For over thirty years now, Bess Sedgwick had been reported by the press as doing this or that
outrageous or extraordinary thing. For agood part of the war she had been amember of the French
Resistance, and was said to have six notches on her gun representing dead Germans. She had flown solo



acrossthe Atlantic years ago, had ridden on horseback across Europe and fetched up at Lake Van. She
had driven racing cars, had once saved two children from aburning house, had severd marriagesto her
credit and discredit and was said to be the second best-dressed woman in Europe. It was also said that
she had successfully smuggled herself aboard anuclear submarine on itstest voyage.

It was therefore with the most intense interest that Miss Marple sat up and indulged in afrankly avid
dare.

Whatever she had expected of Bertram's Hotel, it was not to find Bess Sedgwick there. An expensive
night club, or alorry drivers lunch counter--either of those would be quitein keegping with Bess
Sedgwick'swide range of interests. But this highly respectable and old world hostelry seemed strangdly
dien.

Still there she was--no doubt of it. Hardly amonth passed without Bess Sedgwick's face appearing in
the fashion magazines or the popular press. Here she was in the flesh, smoking acigarette in aquick
impatient manner and looking in asurprised way at the large teaitray in front of her asthough she had
never seen one before. She had ordered--Miss Marple screwed up her eyes and peered--it was rather
far away--yes, doughnuts. Very interesting.

As she watched, Bess Sedgwick stubbed out her cigarettein her saucer, lifted adoughnut and took an
immense bite. Rich red red strawberry jam gushed out over her chin. Bessthrew back her head and
laughed, one of the loudest and gayest sounds to have been heard in the lounge of Bertram's Hotel for
sometime,

Henry wasimmediately beside her, asmall delicate napkin proffered. She took it, scrubbed her chin with
the vigour of aschoolboy, exclaming: "That'swhat | cal ared doughnut. Gorgeous.”

She dropped the napkin on the tray and stood up. As usua every eye was on her. She was used to that.
Perhaps she liked it, perhaps she no longer noticed it. She was worth looking at--a striking woman rather
than abeautiful one. The paest of platinum hair fell deek and smooth to her shoulders. The bones of her
head and face were exquisite. Her nose was faintly aguiline, her eyes deep set and ared grey in colour.
She had the wide mouth of anatural comedian. Her dresswas of such smplicity that it puzzled most men.
It looked like the coarsest kind of sacking, had no ornamentation of any kind, and no apparent fastening
or seams. But women knew better. Even the provincia old dearsin Bertram's knew, quite certainly, that
it had cost the earth!

Striding across the lounge towards the elevator, she passed quite closeto Lady Sdlinaand MissMarple,
and she nodded to the former.

"Hello, Lady Sdlina. Haven't seen you since Crults. How are the borzois?'

"What on earth are you doing here, Bess?'

"Just saying here. I've just driven up from Land's End. Four hours and three quarters. Not bad.”
"Youll kill yoursdf one of these days. Or someonedse."

"Oh, | hope not.”

"But why are you Saying here?"



Bess Sedgwick threw a swift glance round. She seemed to see the point and acknowledge it with an
ironicamile

"Someonetold mel ought to try it. | think they'reright. I've just had the most marvellous doughnut.”
"My dear, they have red muffinstoo.”
"Muffing" said Lady Sedgwick thoughtfully. "Y es. .. She seemed to concede the point. "Muffing"

She nodded and went on towards the elevator. "Extraordinary girl," said Lady Sdlina. To her, liketo
Miss Marple, every woman under sixty wasagirl. "Known her ever since shewas achild. Nobody
could do anything with her. Ran away with an Irish groom when she was sixteen. They managed to get
her back in time-or perhaps not in time. Anyway they bought him off and got her safely married to old
Coniston-- thirty years older than she was, awful old rip, quite dotty about her. That didn't last long. She
went off with Johnnie Sedgwick. That might have stuck if he hadn't broken his neck steeplechasing. After
that she married Ridgway Becker, the American yacht owner. He divorced her three yearsago and |
hear she's taken up with some racing-car driver--a Pole or something. | don't know whether she's
actudly married him or not. After the American divorce she went back to caling hersaf Sedgwick. She
goes about with the most extraordinary people. They say shetakesdrugs. . . . .. | don't know, I'm
ure”

"Onewondersif sheishappy,” said MissMarple. Lady Selina, who had clearly never wondered
anything of the kind, looked rather startled.

"She's got packets of money, | suppose,”" she said doubtfully. "Alimony and dl that. Of course that isn't
everything. .

"No, indeed.”

"And she'susudly got aman-or severa men-- in tow.”

"y e

"Of course when some women get to that age, that's al they want . . . . But somehow--"

She paused.

"No," sad MissMarple. "I don't think so either.”

There were people who would have smiled in gentle derision at this pronouncement on the part of an
oldfashioned old lady who could hardly be expected to be an authority on nymphomania, and indeed it
was not aword that Miss Marple would have used--her own phrase would have been "aways too fond
of men." But Lady Selinaaccepted her opinion as a confirmation of her own.

"There have been alot of menin her life," she pointed out.

"Ohyes, but | should say, wouldn't you, that men were an adventure to her, not a need?”'

And would any woman, Miss Marple wondered, come to Bertram's Hotel for an assignation with a

man? Bertram's was very definitely not that sort of place. But possibly that could be, to someone of Bess
Sedgwick's disposition, the very reason for choosing it.



She sighed, looked up at the handsome grandfather clock decoroudly ticking in the corner, and rose with
the careful effort of the rheumatic to her feet. She walked dowly towards the elevator. Lady Sdinacast a
glance around her and pounced upon an elderly gentleman of military appearance who was reading the
Spectator.

"How niceto seeyou again. Er--it is Generd Arlington, isn't it?"

But with great courtesy the old gentleman declined being Generd Arlington. Lady Selina apologized, but
was not unduly discomposed. She combined short sight with optimism and since the thing she enjoyed
most was mesting old friends and acquai ntances, she was aways making thiskind of mistake. Many
other people did the same, since the lights were pleasantly dim and heavily shaded. But nobody ever
took offense--usually indeed it seemed to give them pleasure.

Miss Marple amiled to hersdf as she waited for the elevator to come down. So like Sdinal Always
convinced that she knew everybody. She herself could not compete. Her solitary achievement in that line
had been the handsome and well-gaitered Bishop of Westchester whom she had addressed affectionately
as"dear Robbie" and who had responded with equd affection and with memories of himsdf asachildin
aHampshire vicarage cdling out ludtily, "Be a crocodile now, Aunty Janie. Be a crocodile and eat me.”

The devator came down, the uniformed middleaged man threw open the door. Rather to MissMarple's
surprisethe dighting passenger was Bess Sedgwick whom she had seen go up only aminute or two
before.

And then, one foot poised, Bess Sedgwick stopped dead, with a suddenness that surprised Miss
Marple and made her own forward step fater. Bess Sedgwick was staring over Miss Marple's shoulder
with such concentration that the old lady turned her own head.

The commissionaire had just pushed open the two swing doors of the entrance and was holding them to
let two women pass through into the lounge. One of them was afussy-looking middle-aged lady wearing
arather unfortunate flowered violet hat, the other was atall, smply but smartly dressed girl of perhaps
Seventeen or eighteen with long straight flaxen hair.

Bess Sedgwick pulled hersalf together, whee ed round abruptly and re-entered the elevator. As Miss
Marplefollowed her in, she turned to her and gpologized.

"I'm so sorry. | nearly ran into you." She had awarm friendly voice. "1 just remembered I'd forgotten
something--which sounds nonsense but isn't redlly.”

"Second floor?' said the operator. Miss Marple smiled and nodded in acknowledgment of the gpology,
got out and walked dowly aong to her room, pleasurably turning over sundry little unimportant problems
in her mind as was s0 often her custom.

For instance what Lady Sedgwick had said wasn't true. She had only just gone up to her room, and it
must have been then that she "remembered she had forgotten something” (if there had been any truthin
that statement at all) and had come down to find it. Or had she perhaps come down to meet someone or
look for someone? But if so, what she had seen as the elevator door opened had startled and upset her,
and she had immediately swung round into the elevator again and gone up so as not to meet whoever it
was she had seen.

It must have been the two newcomers. The middleaged woman and the girl. Mother and daughter? No,



Miss Marple thought, not mother and daughter.

Even a Bertram's, thought Miss Marple, happily, interesting things could happen. . .

3

"Er--is Colonel Luscombe--?"

Thewoman in the violet hat was at the desk. Miss Gorringe smiled in awelcoming manner and a page,
who had been standing at the ready, wasimmediately dispatched but had no need to fulfil hiserrand, as
Colonel Luscombe himsdlf entered the lounge at that moment and came quickly acrossto the desk.

"How do you do, Mrs. Carpenter.” He shook hands politely, then turned to the girl. "My dear Elvira."
Hetook both her hands affectionately in his. "Well, well, thisis nice. Splendid--splendid. Come and let's
st down." Heled them to chairs, established them. "Wdll, well," he repeated, "thisisnice.”

The effort he made was somewhat palpable aswas hislack of ease. He could hardly go on saying how
nicethiswas. Thetwo ladieswere not very hdpful. Elvirasmiled very sweetly. Mrs. Carpenter gavea
meaninglesslittle laugh, and smoothed her gloves.

"A good journey, eh?

"Yes, thank you," sad Elvira
"No fog. Nothing like that?"

"Ohno."

"Qur flight was five minutes ahead of time," said Mrs. Carpenter.

"Yes, yes. Good, very good." Hetook apull upon himself. "I hopethis place will bedl right for you?"
"Oh, I'm sureit'svery nice," said Mrs. Carpenter warmly, glancing round her. "Very comfortable.”

"Rather old-fashioned, I'm afraid,” said the colond apologetically. "Rather alot of old fogies. No--er--
dancing, anything likethat.”

"No, | suppose not," agreed Elvira.

She glanced round in an expressionless manner. It certainly seemed impossible to connect Bertram's
with dancing.

"Lot of old fogieshere, I'm afraid,” said Colond Luscombe repesating himsdlf. " Ought, perhaps, to have
taken you somewhere more modern. Not very well up in these things, you see.”

"Thisisvery nice," sad Elvirapolitely.
"It'sonly for acouple of nights,” went on Colonel Luscombe. "I thought we'd go to a show this evening.

A musica--" He said the word rather doubtfully, asthough not sure he was using theright term. "L et
Down Your Hair, Girls. | hopethat will bedl right?"



"How ddightful,” exclaimed Mrs. Carpenter. "That will be atreat, won't it, Elvira?"

"Lovely," sad Elvira, tonelesdy.

"And then supper afterwards? At the Savoy?' Fresh exclamations from Mrs. Carpenter. Colonel
Luscombe, stedling aglance at Elvira, cheered up alittle. He thought that Elvirawas pleased, though
quite determined to express nothing more than polite approva in front of Mrs. Carpenter. "And | don't
blame her," he said to himsdif.

He said to Mrs. Carpenter, "Perhaps you'd like to see your rooms--see they're dl right and al that--"

"Oh, I'm surethey will be."

"Well, if there's anything you don't like about them, well make them changeit. They know me here very
wdl."

Miss Gorringe, in charge at the desk, was pleasantly welcoming. Nos. 28 and 29 on the second floor
with an adjoining bathroom.

"I'll go up and get things unpacked,” said Mrs. Carpenter. "Perhaps, Elvira, you and Colondl Luscombe
would liketo have alittle gossp.”

Tact, thought Colond Luscombe. A bit obvious, perhaps, but anyway it would get rid of her for abit.
Though what he was going to gossip about to Elvira, heredly didn't know. A very nice-mannered girl,
but he wasn't used to girls. Hiswife had died in childbirth and the baby, a boy, had been brought up by
hiswife'sfamily while an elder sster had come to keep house for him. His son had married and goneto
livein Kenya, and his grandchildren were eeven, five, and two and ahalf and had been entertained on

their last vigt by football and space sciencetalk, eectric trains, and aride on hisfoot. Easy! But young
grld

He asked Elviraif shewould like adrink. He was about to propose a bitter lemon, ginger ae, or
orangeade, but Elviraforestalled him.

"Thank you. | should like agin and vermouth.”

Colond Luscombe looked at her rather doubtfully. He supposed girls of--what was she?--sixteen?
seventeen?--did drink gin and vermouth. But he reassured himsdlf that Elviraknew, so to speak, correct
Greenwich socid time. He ordered a gin and vermouth and adry sherry.

He cleared histhroat and asked, "How was Italy?"

"Very nice, thank you."

"And that place you were at, the Contessa what's-her-name? Not too grim?”

"Sheisrather grict. But | didn't et that worry me." He looked at her, not quite sure whether the reply
was not dightly ambiguous.

He said, sammering alittle, but with amore natural manner than he had been able to manage before:

"I'm afraid we don't know each other aswell aswe ought to, seeing I'm your guardian aswell asyour



godfather. Difficult for me, you know--difficult for aman who's an old buffer like me--to know what a
girl wants--at least--I mean to know what agirl ought to have. Schools and then after schools--what they
used to call finishing in my day. But now, | supposeit'sal more serious. Careers, eh? Jobs? All that?
WEell haveto have atak about al that sometime. Anything in particular you want to do?"

"l suppose | shall take asecretaria course,” said Elvirawithout enthusiasm.

"Oh. Y ou want to be a secretary?'

"Not particularly.”

"Oh--well, then--"

"It'sjust what you start with," Elviraexplained. Colone Luscombe had an odd feding of being relegated
to hisplace.

"These cousins of mine, the Mdfords. Y ou think you'l likeliving with them?If not--"
"Oh, I think so. | like Nancy quite well. And Cousin Mildred israther adear.”
"That'sdl right then?'

"Quite, for the present.”

Luscombe did not know what to say to that. While he was considering what next to say, Elvira spoke.
Her words were smple and direct. "Have | any money?"

Again hetook histime before answering, studying her thoughtfully. Then he said, 'Y es. Y ou've got quite
alot of money. That isto say, you will have when you are twenty-one."

"Who has got it now?"

Hesamiled. "It'sheld in trust for you; a certain amount is deducted each year from the incometo pay for
your maintenance and education.”

"And you are the trustee?"

"Oneof them. There arethree.”

"What happensif | die?

"Come, come, Elvira, you're not going to die. What nonsense!”

"l hope not--but one never knows, does one? An airliner crashed only last week and everyone was
killed."

"Wel, it's not going to happen to you," said Luscombe firmly.
"You can't redly know that," said Elvira. "l wasjust wondering who would get my money if | died?’

"l haven't the least idea," said the colond irritably. "Why do you ask?"



"It might beinteresting,” said Elvirathoughtfully. "I wondered if it would be worth anyoneswhileto kill
rre.ll

"Redlly, Elviral Thisisamost unprofitable conversation. | can't understand why your mind dwellson
suchthings”

"Oh. Just ideas. One wants to know what the factsredlly are.”

"Y ou're not thinking of the Mafia--or something like that?"

"Oh no. That would be slly. Who would get my money if | was married?”
"Y our husband, | suppose. But redlly--"

"Areyou sure of that?'

"No, I'm not in the least sure. It depends on the wording of the trust. But you're not married, so why
worry?'

Elviradid not reply. She seemed lost in thought. Findly she came out of her trance and asked:

"Do you ever see my mother?'

"Sometimes. Not very often.”

"Whereis she now?'

"Oh--abroad."

"Where abroad?"

"France--Portugd. | don't redly know."

"Does she ever want to see me?"

Her limpid gaze met his. He didn't know what to reply. Was thisamoment for truth? Or for vagueness?
Or for agood thumping lie? What could you say to agirl who asked aquestion of such smplicity, when
the answer was of great complexity?

"I don't know," he said unhappily.

Her eyes searched him gravely. Luscombe felt thoroughly ill at ease. He was making amess of this. The
girl must wonder--clearly was wondering. Any girl would.

Hesad, "Y ou mustn't think--1 mean it'sdifficult to explain. Y our mother is, well, rather different from--"
Elvirawas nodding energeticaly.

"1 know. I'm always reading about her in the papers. She's something rather specia, isn't she? In fact,
she'srather awonderful person.”



"Yes" agreed the colone. "That's exactly right. She'sawonderful person.” He paused and then went on.

"But awonderful person isvery often--" He stopped and tarted again. "It's not aways a happy thing to
have awonderful person for amother. Y ou can take that from me because it'sthe truth.”

"Y ou don't like speaking the truth very much, do you? But | think what you've just said isthe truth.”

They both sat staring towards the big brass-bound swing doorsthat |ed to the world outside.

Suddenly the doors were pushed open with violence--a violence quite unusua in Bertram's Hotel-- and
ayoung man strode in and went straight acrossto the desk. He wore ablack |eather jacket. Hisvitdlity
was such that Bertram's Hotel took on the atmosphere of amuseum by way of contrast. The people
were the dust-encrusted relics of a past age. He bent towards Miss Gorringe.

"Is Lady Sedgwick staying here?' he asked.

Miss Gorringe on this occasion had no welcoming smile. Her eyeswereifinty.

"Yes" shesad. Then, with definite unwiffingness, she stretched out her hand towards the telephone. "Do
you want to--?"

"No," sad the young man. "l just wanted to leave anotefor her."

He produced it from a pocket of hisleather coat and did it. across the mahogany counter.

"l only wanted to be surethiswastheright hotel." There might have been some dight incredulity in his
voice as helooked round him, then turned back towards the entrance. His eyes passed indifferently over
the people sitting round him. They passed over Luscombe and Elvirain the same way, and Luscombe felt
asudden unsuspected anger. Dammit al, he thought to himself, Elvirasapretty girl. When | wasayoung
chap I'd have noticed a pretty girl, epecidly among dl these fossls. But the young man seemed to have
no interested eyes to spare for pretty girls. He turned back to the desk and asked, raising hisvoice
dightly asthough to cal Miss Gorringe's attention,

"What's the telephone number here--1129, isn't it?"

"No," said Miss Gorringe, "3925."

"Regent?

"No. Mayfair."

He nodded. Then swiftly he strode across to the door and passed out, swinging the doors to behind him
with something of the same explosive qudity he had shown on entering.

Everybody seemed to draw a deep breath; to find difficulty in resuming their interrupted conversations.

"Well," said Colonel Luscombe, rather inadequately, asif at alossfor words. "Well, redly! These young
felows nowadays. . .

Elvirawas amiling.

"Y ou recognized him, didn't you?' she said. ™Y ou know who heis?' She spokein adightly awed voice.



She proceeded to enlighten him. "Ladidaus Mainowski."
"Oh, that chap." The name wasindeed faintly familiar to Colond Luscombe. "Racing driver."

"Y es. He was world champion two years running. He had abad crash ayear ago. Broke lots of things.
But | believe hesdriving again now." Sheraised her head to listen. "That'saracing car he'sdriving now."

Theroar of the engine had penetrated through to Bertram's Hotel from the street outside. Colond
Luscombe perceived that Ladidaus Mainowski was one of Elviras heroes. Well, he thought to himsdif,
better that than one of those pop singers or crooners or longhaired Bestles or whatever they called
themselves. Luscombe was old-fashioned in hisviews of young men.

The swing doors opened again. Both Elviraand Colond Luscombe looked at them expectantly but
Bertram's Hotel had reverted to normdl. It was merely awhite-haired elderly cleric who camein. He
stood for amoment looking round him with adightly puzzled air as of one who failsto understand where
he was or how he had come there. Such an experience was no novelty to Canon Pennyfather. It cameto
him in trains when he did not remember where he had come from, where he was going, or why! It came
to him when hewaswaking dong the dreet, it came to him when he found himsdf Stting on acommittee.
It had come to him before now when hewasin his cathedral stl, and did not know whether he had
already preached his sermon or was about to do so.

"I believe | know that old boy," said Luscombe, peering a him. "Who is he now? Stays herefairly often,
| believe. Abercrombie? Archdeacon Abercrombie--no, it's not Abercrombie, though he'srather like
Abercrombie.”

Elviraglanced round at Canon Pennyfather without interest. Compared with aracing driver he had no
gpped at dl. Shewas not interested in ecclesiagtics of any kind dthough, Snce being in Itdy, she
admitted to amild admiration for cardinads whom she considered as at any rate properly picturesque.

Canon Pennyfather's face cleared and he nodded his head appreciatively. He had recognized where he
was. In Bertram's Hotdl, of course; where he was going to spend the night on his way to-now where was
he on hisway to? Chadminster? No, no, he had just come from Chadminster. He was going to--of
course--to the Congress at L ucerne. He stepped forward, beaming, to the reception desk and was
greeted warmly by Miss Gorringe.

"So glad to see you, Canon Pennyfather. How well you are looking.”

"Thank you--thank you--1 had a severe cold last week but I've got over it now. Y ou have aroom for
me. | did write?"

Miss Gorringe reassured him.

"Oh yes, Canon Pennyfather, we got your letter. We've reserved No. Nineteen for you, the room you
hed last time."

"Thank you--thank you. For--let me see--I shal want it for four days. Actually | am going to Lucerne
and shdl be away for one night, but please keep the room. | shdl leave most of my things here and only
take asmall bag to Switzerland. There won't be any difficulty over that?"

Agan Miss Gorringe reassured him. "Everything's going to be quite dl right. Y ou explained very dearly
inyour letter."



Other people might not have used theword "clearly.” "Fully" would have been better, snce he had
certainly written at length.

All anxieties st at rest, Canon Pennyfather breathed asigh of relief and was conveyed, together with his
baggage, to Room 19.

In Room 28 Mrs. Carpenter had removed her crown of violets from her head and was carefully
adjusting her night-dress on the pillow of her bed. She looked up as Elviraentered.

"Ah, thereyou are, my dear. Would you like me to help you with your unpacking?”
"No, thank you," said Elvirapolitely. "I shan't unpack very much, you know."

"Which of the bedroomswould you like to have? The bathroom is between them. | told them to put your
luggageinthefar one. | thought thisroom might be alittle noisy.”

"That was very kind of you," said Elvirain her expressonlessvoice,
"Y ou're sure you wouldn't like me to help you?"
"No, thanks, redly | wouldn't. | think I might perhaps have abath.”

"Yes, | think that's avery good idea. Would you like to have the first bath?1'd rather finish putting my
thingsaway."

Elviranodded. She went into the adjoining bathroom, shut the door behind her and pushed the bolts
across. She went into her own room, opened her suitcase and flung afew things on the bed. Then she
undressed, put on adressing gown, went into the bathroom and turned the taps on. She went back into
her own room and sat down on the bed by the telephone. She listened a moment or two in case of
interruptions, then lifted the receiver.

"Thisis Room Twenty-nine. Can you give me Regent 1129, please?’
4

Within the confines of Scotland Y ard a conference wasin progress. It was by way of being an informa
conference. Six or seven men were Sitting easily around atable and each of those six men was aman of
someimportancein hisown line. The subject that occupied the attention of these guardians of the law
was a subject that had grown terrificaly in importance during the last two or three years. It concerned a
branch of crime whose success had been overwhel mingly disquieting. Robbery on abig scaewas
increasing. Bank holdups, snatches of payralls, thefts of consgnments of jewe s sent through the mail,
train robberies. Hardly a month passed but some daring and stupendous coup was attempted and
brought off successfully.

Sir Ronald Graves, Assistant Commissioner of Scotland Y ard, was presiding at the head of thetable,
According to hisusua custom he did more listening than talking. No forma reports were being presented
on thisoccasion. All that belonged to the ordinary routine of C.1.D. work. Thiswas a high-level
consultation, agenera pooling of ideas between men looking at affairsfrom dightly different points of
view. Sr Rondd Gravess eyes went dowly round hislittle group, then he nodded hishead to aman at
the end of thetable.



"Wadl, Father," he sad, "let's hear afew homey wisecracksfrom you."

The man addressed as " Father" was Chief Inspector Fred Davy. Hisretirement lay not long ahead and
he appeared to be even more ederly than he was. Hence his nickname of Father. He had acomfortable
spreading presence, and such abenign and kindly manner that many criminas had been disagreeably
surprised to find him aless genid and guffible man than he had seemed to be.

"Y es, Father, let'shear your views," said another Chief Inspector.

"It'sbig," said Chief Inspector Davy with adeep sigh. "Yes, it'shig. Maybeit's growing.”

"When you say big, do you mean numericaly?'

"Yes, | do."

Another man, Comstock, with asharp, foxy face and alert eyes, brokein to say,

"Would you say that was an advantage to them?”

"Yesand no," said Father. "It could be adisaster. But so far, devil takeit, they've got it al well under
contral."

Superintendent Andrews, afair, dight, dreamylooking man, said thoughtfully:

"I've dways thought there'salot more to size than people redlize. Take alittle one-man business. If that's
well run and if it'stheright Size, it'sa sure and certain winner. Branch out, make it bigger, increase
personnel, and perhaps you'll get it suddenly to the wrong size and down the hill it goes. The same way
with agreat big chain of stores. An empirein industry. If that's big enough it will succeed. If it'snot big
enough it just won't manageit. Everything has got itsright sze. When it isitsright sze and well runit'sthe
tops."

"How big do you think this show is?" Sir Ronad barked.
"Bigger than we thought at first," said Comstock.

A tough-looking man, Inspector McNelll, said, "It'sgrowing, I'd say. Father'sright. Growing dl the
time"

"That may be agood thing," said Davy. "It may grow abit too fast, and then it'll get out of hand.”
"Thequestionis, Sr Ronad," said McNaelll, "who we pull in and when?"

"Theresaround dozen or so we could pull in,” said Comstock. "The Harrislot are mixed up in it, we
know that. Therésanice little pocket down Luton way. Theresagarage at Epsom, there's a pub near
Maidenheed, and theré's afarm on the Great North Road.”

"Any of themworth pullingin?'

"I don't think so. Small fry al of them. Links. Just links here and therein the chain. A spot where cars
are converted, and turned over quickly; arespectable pub where messages get passed; a secondhand



clothes shop where appearance can be dtered, atheatrical costumer in the East End, also very useful.
They're paid, these people. Quite wdll paid but they don't really know anything!"

The dreamy Superintendent Andrews said again, "We're up against some good brains. We haven't got
near them yet. We know some of their affiliationsand that's al. As| say, the Harriscrowd arein it and
Marksisin on thefinancid end. The foreign contacts are in touch with Weber but he's only an agent.
Weve nothing actualy on any of these people. We know that they al have ways of maintaining contact
with each other, and with the different branches of the concern, but we don't know exactly how they do
it. We watch them and follow them, and they know we're watching them. Somewhere theres a great
centra exchange. What we want to get at isthe planners.”

"It'slike agiant network,"” Comstock said. "I agree that there must be an operationa headquarters
somewhere. A place where each operation is planned and detailed and dovetailed completely.
Somewhere, someone plotsit al, and produces aworking blueprint of Operation Mailbag or Operation
Payroll. Those are the people we're out to get."

"Possibly they are not evenin this country,” said Father quietly.

"No, | dare say that'strue. Perhapsthey'rein an igloo somewhere, or in atent in Morocco or in achalet
in Switzerland."

"l don't believe in these masterminds,” said McNelll shaking his head. "They sound dl right in agtory.
There's got to be ahead, of course, but | don't believein amaster criminal. I'd say there was avery
clever little board of directors behind this. Centraly planned, with achairman. They've got on to
something good, and they'reimproving their technique dl thetime. All the same--"

"Yes?' sad Sir Ronad encouragingly.

"Eveninaright tight little team, there are probably expendables. What | cdl the Russian dedge principle.
From timeto time, if they think we might be getting hot on the scent, they throw off one of them, the one
they think they can best afford.”

"Would they dare to do that? Wouldn' it be rather risky?"

"1'd say it could be done in such away that whoever it was wouldn't even know he had been pushed off
the dedge. Hed just think held falen off. Hed keep quiet because held think it was worth hiswhile to
keep quiet. So it would be, of course. They've got plenty of money to play with, and they can afford to
be generous. Family looked after, if he's got one, while he'sin prison. Possibly an escape engineered.”

"There's been too much of that,” said Comstock.

"I think, you know," said Sir Ronald, "that it's not much good going over and over our speculations
again. We dways say much the samething.”

McNelll laughed.
"What isit you redly wanted usfor, Sr?"
"Well--" Sir Rondd thought amoment, "we're dl agreed on the main things," he said dowly. "We're

agreed on our main policy, what weretrying to do. | think it might be profitable to have alook around
for some of the smdll things, the things that don't matter much, that are just abit out of the usud run. It's



hard to explain what | mean, but like that business some years ago in the Culver case. Anink stain. Do
you remember? Anink stain round a mousehole. Now why on earth should aman empty a bottle of ink
into amousehole? It didn't seem important. It was hard to get at the answer. But when we did hit on the
answer, it led somewhere. That's--roughly--the sort of thing | was thinking about. Odd things. Don't mind
saying if you come across something that strikes you as abit out of the usud. Petty if you like, but
irritating, because it doesn't quitefit in. | see Father's nodding his head.”

"Couldn't agree with you more,” said Chief Inspector Davy. "Come on, boys, try to come up with
something. Evenif it'sonly aman wearing afunny hat.”

There was no immediate response. Everyone looked alittle uncertain and doubtful.

"Comeon," sad Father, "I'll stick my neck out fird. It'sjust afunny story, redly, but you might aswell
haveit for what it'sworth. The London and Metropolitan Bank holdup. Carmolly Street Branch.
Remember it? A whole list of car numbers and car colours and makes. We appedled to people to come
forward and they responded--how they responded! About a hundred and fifty pieces of mideading
information! Got it sorted out in the end to about seven cars that had been seen in the neighbourhood,
any one of which might have been concerned in the robbery."

"Yes," said Sir Rondd, "go on."

"There were one or two we couldn't get tags on. Looked as though the numbers might have been
changed. Nothing out of theway in that. It's often done. Most of them got tracked down in theend. I'll
just bring up oneinstance. Moms Oxford, black saloon, number CMG 256, reported by a probation
officer. He said it was being driven by Mr. Justice Ludgrove.”

Helooked round. They werelistening to him, but without any manifest interest.

"I know," he said, "wrong as usua. Mr. Justice Ludgrove isarather noticeable old boy, ugly assinfor
onething. Well, it wasn't Mr. Justice L udgrove because at that exact time he was actudly in Court. He
has got aMorris Oxford, but its number isn't CMG 256." He looked round. "All right. All right. So
theré'sno point init, you'll say. But do you know what the number was? CMG 265. Near enough, eh?
Just the sort of mistake one does make when you're trying to remember a car number.”

"I'm sorry,” said Sir Ronald, "1 don't quite see--"

"No," said Chief Ingpector Davy, "theré's nothing to seeredlly, isthere? Only--it was very like the actua
car number, wasn't it? CMG 265--256. Redlly rather a coincidence that there should be aMorris
Oxford car of the right colour with the number just one digit wrong, and withamaniniit closely
resembling the owner of the car.”

"Do you mean--?'

"Just onelittle digit difference. Today's 'deliberate mistake." It dmost seemslikethat.”

"Sorry, Davy. | dill don't get it.”

"Oh, | don't suppose there's anything to get. TheresaMorris Oxford car, CMG 265, proceeding along

the street two and a half minutes after the bank snatch. In it, the probation officer recognizes Mr. Justice
Ludgrove



"Areyou suggesting it redly was Mr. Justice L udgrove? Come now, Davy."

"No, I'm not suggesting that it was Mr. Justice Ludgrove and that he was mixed up in abank robbery.
Hewas staying at Bertram's Hotel in Pond Street, and he was at the Law Courts at that exact time. All
proved up to the hilt. I'm saying the car number and make and the identification by a probation officer
who knows old Ludgrove quite well by sight isthe kind of coincidence that ought to mean something.
Apparently it doesn't. Too bad."

Comstock stirred uneasily. "There was another case abit like that in connection with the jewel lery
busness at Brighton. Some old admird or other. I've forgotten his name now. Some woman identified
him most positively as having been on the scene”

"And he waan't?'
"No, he'd been in London that night. Went up for some naval dinner or other, | think."
"Staying a hiscub?'

"No, hewas staying at a hotdl--I believe it was that one you mentioned just now, Father, Bertram's, isn't
it? Quiet place. A lot of old service geezers go there, | believe.”

"Bertram'sHotd," said Chief Inspector Davy thoughtfully.
5

Miss Marple awoke early because she always woke early. She was gppreciative of her bed. Most
comfortable.

She pattered across to the window and pulled the curtains, admitting alittle pallid London daylight. As
yet, however, shedid not try to dispense with the electric light. A very nice bedroom they had given her,
again quitein thetradition of Bertram's. A rose-flowered wallpaper, alarge well-polished mahogany
chest of drawers—-adressing table to correspond. Two upright chairs, one easy chair of areasonable
height from the ground. A connecting door |ed to a bathroom which was modern but which had atiled
wallpaper of roses and so avoided any suggestion of overfrigid hygiene.

Miss Marple got back into bed, plumped her pillows up, glanced at her clock, half-past seven, picked
up the small devotiona book that aways accompanied her, and read as usud the page and ahaf dlotted
to the day. Then she picked up her knitting and began to knit, dowly &t first, snce her fingers were stiff
and rheumatic when shefirst awoke, but very soon her pace grew faster, and her fingerslost their painful
diffness

"Another day," said MissMarpleto hersdlf, greeting the fact with her usuad gentle pleasure. Another
day--and who knew what it might bring forth?

She relaxed, and abandoning her knitting, let thoughts passin an idle stream through her head. . . . . .
SdinaHazy . . . . what a pretty cottage she had had in St. Mary Mead's--and now someone had put on
that ugly greenroof. ...... Muffins...... very wasteful in butter . . . .. but very good. . . . ... And
fancy serving oldfashioned seed cake! She had never expected, not for amoment, that things would be
asmuch likethey usedtobe. . . .. because, after adl, Timedidn't stand till. . . . And to have made it
stand il in thisway must redlly have cost alot of money.. . . Not abit of plasticintheplace! ... ... It
must pay them, she supposed. The out-ofdate returnsin due course as the picturesgue. . . . . Look how



people wanted old-fashioned roses now, and scorned hybrid teas! . . . . .. None of this place seemed
red atdl....... Widl, why should it?...... It wasfifty--no, nearer sixty years since she had stayed
here. And it didn't seem redl to her because she was now acclimatized in this present year of Our Lord.
Redlly, the whole thing opened up avery interesting set of problems. . . . . .. The atmosphere and the
people. .. .. Miss Marplesfingers pushed her knitting farther away from her.

"Pockets," shesaid aloud. . . . "Pockets, | suppose. . . . And quite difficult tofind. . . ."

Would that account for that curious fegling of uneasiness she had had last night? Thet feding that
something waswrong. .

All those elderly people--redly very much like those she remembered when she had stayed herefifty
years ago. They had been natural then--but they weren't very natural now. Elderly people nowadays
weren't like elderly people then--they had that worried harried look of domestic anxieties with which they
aretoo tired to cope, or they rushed around to committees and tried to appear bustling and competent,
or they dyed their hair gentian blue, or wore wigs, and their hands were not the hands she remembered,
tapering, delicate hands--they were harsh from washing up and detergents. . .

And so--well, so these people didn't ook real. But the point was that they werered. SelinaHazy was
red. And that rather handsome old military man in the corner was red--she had met him once, athough
shedid not recall his name--and the Bishop (dear Robbie!) was dead.

Miss Marple glanced at her little clock. It was eightthirty. Timefor her breakfast.

She examined the ingtructions given by the hotel-- splendid big print so that it wasn't necessary to put
one's spectacles on.

Medls could be ordered through the telephone by asking for room service, or you could press the bell
labelled Chambermaid.

Miss Marple did the latter. Taking to room service always flustered her.

The result was excdllent. In no time at al there was atap on the door and a highly satisfactory
chambermaid gppeared. A red chambermaid looking unreal, wearing a striped lavender print dress and
actudly acap, afreshly laundered cap. A smiling, rosy, positively countrified face. Where did they find
these people?

Miss Marple ordered her breakfast. Tea, poached eggs, fresh rolls. So adept was the chambermaid that
shedid not even mention cereals or orange juice.

Five minutes later breakfast came. A comfortable tray with abig pot-bellied tegpot, creamy-looking
milk, asiver hot water jug. Two beautifully poached eggs on toast, poached the proper way, not little
round hard bullets shaped in tin cups, agood-sized round of butter ssamped with athistle. Marmalade,
honey, and strawberry jam. Delicious-looking ralls, not the hard kind with papery interiors--they smelled
of fresh bread (the most delicious smédll in the world!). There were dso an apple, a pear, and abanana.

Miss Marpleinserted aknife gingerly but with confidence. She was not disgppointed. Rich deep yellow
yolk oozed out, thick and creamy. Proper eggs!

Everything piping hot. A red breskfast. She could have cooked it herself but she hadn't had to! It was
brought to her asif--no, not as though she were a queen--as though she were amiddle-aged lady staying



inagood but not unduly expensive hotel. In fact--back to 1909. Miss Marple expressed appreciation to
the chambermaid who replied smiling, "Oh, yes, madam, the chef isvery particular about his breskfagts.”

Miss Marple studied her appraisingly. Bertram's Hotel could certainly produce marvels. A red
housemaid. She pinched her left arm surreptitioudly.

"Have you been herelong?' she asked.
"Just over three years, madam.”

"And before that?"

"l wasin ahotel a Eastbourne. Very modern and up-to-date--but | prefer an old-fashioned place like
this”

Miss Marpletook asip of tea. She found hersalf humming in avague way--wordsfitting themselvesto a
long-forgotten song. "Oh, where have you been dl my life. . . ."

The chambermaid was|ooking dightly startled.
"I was just remembering an old song," twittered Miss Marple gpologeticaly. "Very popular a onetime.”
Again she sang softly. "Oh where have you been dl my life. . . ."

"Perhaps you know it?" she asked.

"Well--" The chambermaid |looked rather gpologetic. "Too long ago for you," said MissMarple."Ah
well, one getsto remembering things--in a place like this."

"Y es, madam, alot of the ladieswho stay herefed likethat, | think."
"It's partly why they come, | expect,” said MissMarple.
The chambermaid went out. She was obvioudy used to old ladies who twittered and reminisced.

Miss Marplefinished her breakfast, and got up in a pleasant leisurely fashion. She had a plan ready
made for adelightful morning of shopping. Not too much-- to overtire hersalf. Oxford Street today,
perhaps. And tomorrow Knightsbridge. She planned ahead happily.

It was about ten o'clock when she emerged from her room fully equipped: hat, gloves, umbrela--justin
case, though it looked fine--handbag--her smartest shopping bag.

The door next but one on the corridor opened sharply and someone looked out. It was Bess Sedgwick.
She withdrew back into the room and closed the door sharply.

Miss Marple wondered as she went down the stairs. She preferred the stairsto the eevator first thing in
the morning. It limbered her up. Her steps grew dower and dower . . . . .. she stopped.

As Colonel Luscombe strode along the passage from hisroom, adoor at the top of the stairs opened



sharply and Lady Sedgwick spoketo him.

"Thereyou are at last! I've been on the lookout for you--waiting to pounce. Where can we go and talk?
Thisisto say without falling over some old pussy every second.”

"Well, redly, Bess, I'm not quite sure--1 think on the mezzanine floor theré'sasort of writing room."
"Y ou'd better comein here. Quick now, before the chambermaid gets peculiar ideas about us.”

Rather unwillingly, Colond Luscombe stepped across the threshold and had the door shut firmly behind
him.

"I'd no ideayou would be staying here, Bess. | hadn't the faintest idea of it."

"l don't suppose you had.”

"I mean--1 would never have brought Elvirahere. | have got Elvirahere, you know?"

"Yes, | saw her with you lagt night.”
"But | redly didn't know that you were here. It seemed such an unlikely placefor you."

"I don't seewhy," said Bess Sedgwick coldly. "It'sfar and away the most comfortable hotel in London.
Why shouldn't | stay here?’

"Y ou must understand that | hadn't any idea of... | mean--"

Shelooked at him and laughed. She was dressed ready to go out in awell-cut dark suit and a shirt of
bright emerald green. She looked gay and very much aive. Besde her, Colone Luscombe |ooked rather

old and faded.
"Darling Derek, don't look so worried. I'm not accusing you of trying to stage a mother and daughter

sentimental mesting. It'sjust one of those things that happen; where people meet each other in
unsuspected places. But you must get Elviraout of here, Derek. Y ou must get her out of here at

once--today."

"Oh, she'sgoing. | mean, | only brought her here just for a couple of nights. Do a show--that sort of
thing. She's going down to the Mefordstomorrow.”

"Poor girl, that'll be boring for her."

Luscombe looked at her with concern. "Do you think she will be very bored?’
Besstook pity on him.

"Probably not after duressin Italy. She might even think it wildly thrilling."
Luscombe took his courage in both hands.

"Look here, Bess, | was startled to find you here, but don't you think it--well, you know, it might be
meant in away. | mean that it might be an opportunity--I don't think you really know how--well, how the



girl might fed.”
"What are you trying to say, Derek?"
"Widll, you are her mother, you know."

"Of course I'm her mother. She's my daughter. And what good has that fact ever been to either of us, or
ever will be?'

"You can't be sure. | think--1 think shefedsit."

"What givesyou that idea?' said Bess Sedgwick sharply.

"Something she said yesterday. She asked where you were, what you were doing.”

Bess Sedgwick walked across the room to the window. She stood there amoment tapping on the pane.

"You're so nice, Derek," shesaid. "Y ou have such niceideas. But they don't work, my poor angd.
That'swhat you've got to say to yourself. They don't work and they might be dangerous.”

"Oh, come now, Bess. Dangerous?’
"Yes, yes, yes. Dangerous. I'm dangerous. |'ve always been dangerous.”
"When | think of some of the things you've done," said Colond Luscombe.

"That'smy own business,” said Bess Sedgwick. "Running into danger has become akind of habit with
me. No, | wouldn't say habit. More an addiction. Like adrug. Like that nice little dollop of heroin addicts
have to have every so often to make life seem bright coloured and worth living. Well, that'sdl right.
That's my funera--or not--as the case may be. I've never taken drugs--never needed them. Danger has
been my drug. But people who live as| do can be a source of harm to others. Now don't be an obstinate
old fool, Derek. Y ou keep that girl well away from me. | can do her no good. Only harm. If possible,
don't even let her know | was staying in the same hotdl. Ring up the Mdfords and take her down there
today. Make some excuse about a sudden emergency--"

Colond Luscombe hesitated, pulling his moustache.

"I think you're making amistake, Bess." He sighed. " She asked where you were. | told her you were
abroad.”

"Wel, | shal bein another twelve hours, so that dl fitsvery nicdly."

She came up to him, kissed him on the point of his chin, turned him smartly around as though they were
about to play blind man's buff, opened the door, gave him agentle little propelling shove out of it. Asthe
door shut behind him, Colonel Luscombe noticed an old lady turning the corner from the stairs. Shewas
muttering to herself as shelooked into her handbag. "Dear, dear me. | suppose | must haveleft it in my
room. Oh dear."

She passed Colond Luscombe without paying much attention to him apparently, but as he went on
down the gtairs Miss Marple paused by her room door and directed a piercing glance after him. Then she
looked towards Bess Sedgwick's door. " So that's who she was waiting for,” said Miss Marple to hersdif.



"l wonder why."

1

Canon Pennyfather, fortified by breakfast, wandered across the lounge, remembered to leave hiskey at
the desk, pushed hisway through the swinging doors, and was neatly inserted into ataxi by thelrish
commissionaire who existed for this purpose.

"Whereto, Sr?'

"Oh dear," said Canon Pennyfather in sudden dismay. "Now let me see--wherewas | going?'
Thetrafficin Pond Street was held up for some minutes whilst Canon Pennyfather and the
commissionaire debated this knotty point. Finally Canon Pennyfather had a brainwave and the taxi was
directed to go to the British Museum.

The commissionaire was left on the pavement with abroad grin on hisface, and since no other exits
seemed to be taking place, he strolled alittle way along the fagade of the hotel whistling an old tuneina

muted manner.

One of the windows on the ground floor of Bertram's was flung up--but the commissionaire did not even
turn his head until a voice spoke unexpectedly through the open window.

"So thisiswhere you've landed up, Micky. What on earth brought you to this place?'
He swung round, startled--and stared.

Lady Sedgwick thrust her head through the open window.

"Don't you know me?* she demanded.

A sudden gleam of recognition came across the man'sface.

"Why, if itisnt little Besse now! Fancy that! After dl theseyears. Little Besse™

"Nobody but you ever called me Bessie. It'sarevolting name. What have you been doing al these
yeas?'

"Thisand that," said Micky with somereserve. "I've not been in the newslike you have. I've read of
your doingsin the paper time and again.”

Bess Sedgwick laughed. "Anyway, I've worn better than you have," she said. "Y ou drink too much. You
adwaysdid."

"Y ou've worn well because you've dways been in the money.”

"Money wouldn't have done you any good. Y ou'd have drunk even more and gone to the dogs
completely. Oh yes, you would! What brought you here? That'swhat | want to know. How did you ever
get taken on at this place?’

"l wanted ajob. | had these--" His hand ificked over the row of medals.



"Yes, | see" Shewasthoughtful. "All genuinetoo, aren't they?"
"Sure they're genuine. Why shouldn't they be?

"Oh | believeyou. Y ou aways had courage. Y ou've dways been agood fighter. Y es, the Army suited
you. I'm sure of that."

"The Army'sdl right in time of war, but it'sno good in peacetime.”
" S0 you took to this stuff. | hadn't the least idea--" She stopped.
"Y ou hadn't the least ideawhat, Besse?"

"Nothing. It's queer seeing you again after al these years."

"l haven't forgotten,” said the man. "I've never forgotten you, little Bessie. Ah, alovely girl you were! A
lovdy dipof agirl.”

"A damn fool of agirl, that'swhat | was," said Lady Sedgwick.

"That's true now. Y ou hadn't much sense. if you had, you wouldn't have taken up with me. What hands
you had for ahorse. Do you remember that mare-- what was her name now?--Molly O'Flynn. Ah, she
was awicked devil, that one was."

"Y ou were the only one that could ride her," said Lady Sedgwick.

"She'd have had me off if she could! When she found she couldn't, she gavein. Ah, she was abeauty,
now. But talking of sitting a horse, there wasn't one lady in those parts better than you. A lovely seet you
had, lovely hands. Never any fear in you, not for aminute! And it's been the same ever since, s0 | judge.
Aeroplanes, racing cars.”

Bess Sedgwick laughed. "1 must get on with my letters.”

She drew back from the window.

Micky leaned over therailing. "I've not forgotten Balygowlan," he said with meaning. " Sometimes|'ve
thought of writing to you--"

Bess Sedgwick's voice came out harshly. "And what do you mean by that, Mick Gorman?"'
"l wasjust saying as| haven't forgotten--anything. | was just--reminding you like."

Bess Sedgwick's voice till held its harsh note. "'If you mean what | think you mean, I'll give you apiece
of advice. Any trouble from you, and I'd shoot you as easily as1'd shoot arat. I've shot men before--"

"Inforeign parts, maybe--"
"Foreign parts or here--it'sal the sameto me."

"Ah, good Lord, now, and | believe you would do just that!" Hisvoice held admiration. "In



Bdlygowlan-"

"In Balygowlan," shecut in, "they paid you to keep your mouth shut and paid you well. Y ou took the
money. Y oull get no more from me so don't think it."

"It would be anice romantic story for the Sunday papers. . .
"You heard what | said."

"Ah," helaughed, "I'm not serious, | wasjust joking. I'd never do anything to hurt my little Bessie. I'll
keep my mouth shut.”

"Mind you do," said Lady Sedgwick.

She shut down the window. Staring down at the desk in front of her shelooked at her unfinished letter
on the blotting paper. She picked it up, looked &t it, crumpled it into aball and dung it into the
wastepaper basket. Then abruptly she got up from her seat and walked out of the room. She did not
even cast aglance around her before she went.

The smaller writing rooms at Bertram's often had an gppearance of being empty even when they were
not. Two well-appointed desks stood in the windows, there was atable on the right that held afew
magazines, on the left were two very high-backed armchairs turned towards the fire. These were
favourite spotsin the afternoon for ederly military or naval gentlemen to ensconce themselves and fall
happily adeep until teatime. Anyone coming in to write aletter did not usudly even notice them. The
chairswere not o much in demand during the morning.

Asit happened, however, they were on this particular morning both occupied. An old lady wasin one
and ayoung girl in the other. The young girl roseto her feet. She sood amoment looking uncertainly
towards the door through which Lady Sedgwick had passed out, then she moved dowly towardsit.
ElviraBlake'sface was deadly pae.

It was another five minutes before the old lady moved. Then Miss Marple decided that the little rest
which she alwaystook after dressing and coming downstairs had lasted quite long enough. It wastimeto
go out and enjoy the pleasures of London. She might walk asfar as Piccadilly, and takeaNo. 9 busto
High Street, Kensington, or she might walk along to Bond Street and take a 25 busto Marshall and
Snelgrove's or she might take a 25 the other way which asfar as she remembered would land her up at
the Army and Navy Stores. Passing through the swing doors she was still savouring these delightsin her
mind. The Irish commissionaire, back on duty, made up her mind for her.

"Youll bewanting ataxi, maam,” he said with firmness.

"l don't think | do," said MissMarple. "I think theres atwenty-five bus | could take quite near here--or
atwo from Park Lane."

"Youll not be wanting abus," said the commission-- airefirmly. "It's very dangerous springing on abus
when you're getting on in life. The way they start and stop and go on again. Jerk you off your feet, they
do. No heart at dl, these fdlows, nowadays. I'll whistle you dong ataxi and you'll go to wherever you
want to like aqueen.”

Miss Marple consdered and fell.



"Very well then," she said, "perhaps| had better have ataxi.”

The commissionaire had no need even to whistle. He merdly clicked histhumb and ataxi appeared like
magic. Miss Marple was helped into it with every possible care and decided on the spur of the moment
to go to Robinson and Cleaver'sand look at their splendid offer of real linen sheets. She sat happily in
her taxi feeling indeed as the commissionaire had promised her, just like aqueen. Her mind wasfilled
with pleasurable anticipation of linen sheets, linen pillow cases, and proper dish and kitchen cloths
without pictures of bananas, figs, or performing dogs and other pictorid distractions to annoy you when
you were washing up.

Lady Sedgwick came up to the reception desk. "Mr. Humfriesin his office?"

"Yes, Lady Sedgwick." Miss Gorringe looked startled.

Lady Sedgwick passed behind the desk, tapped on the door and went in without waiting for any
response.

Mr. Humfries looked up. "What--"

"Who engaged that man Michael Gorman?"

Mr. Humfries spluttered alittle.

"Parfitt |eft--he had a car accident amonth ago. We had to replace him quickly. This man seemed all
right. References O.K .--ex-Army--quite good record. Not very bright perhaps, but that's al the better
sometimes. Y ou don't know anything againgt him, do you?"'

"Enough not to want him here.”

"If youingg," Humfries said, "well give him his notice--"

"No," said Lady Sedgwick dowly. "No--it'stoo late for that. Never mind."

6

"Blvira"

"Hello, Bridget."

The Honourable Elvira Blake pushed her way through the front door of 180 Ondow Square, which her
friend Bridget had rushed down to open for her, having been watching through the window.

"Let'sgo updars,” sad Elvira
"Y es, wed better. Otherwise well get entangled by Mummy.”

The two girls rushed up the stairs, thereby circumventing Bridget's mother, who came out on to the
landing from her own bedroom just too late.

"You redlly arelucky not to have amother,” said Bridget, rather breathlesdy as she took her friend into
her bedroom and shut the door firmly. "I mean, Mummy's quite a pet and dl that, but the questions she



asks Morning, noon, and night. Where are you going, and who have you met? And are they cousins of
somebody ese of the samenamein Y orkshire? | mean, thefutility of it al.”

"| suppose they have nothing eseto think about,” said Elviravaguely. "L ook here, Bridget, there's
something terribly important I've got to do, and you've got to help me.”

"Wdl, | will if | can. What isit--aman?"

"No, it isn't, asamatter of fact." Bridget |ooked disappointed. "I've got to get away to Ireland for
twenty-four hours or perhapslonger, and you've got to cover up for me."

"To Irdand? Why?'

"I can't tell you al about it now. Therésno time. I've got to meet my guardian, Colond Luscombe, at
Prunier'sfor lunch at half-past one."

"What have you done with the Carpenter?”
"Gave her the dip in Debenham's”

Bridget giggled.

"And after lunch they're taking me down to the Mefords. I'm going to live with them until I'm
twenty-one."

"How ghestly!"

"I expect | shall manage. Cousin Mildred is fearfully easy to deceive. It'sarranged I'm to come up for
classesand things. Theres aplace called World of Today. They take you to lectures and to museums
and to picture galleries and the House of Lords, and al that. The whole point is that nobody will know
whether you're where you ought to be or not! Well manage lots of things."

"l expect wewill." Bridget giggled. "We managed in Italy, didn't we? Old Macaroni thought she was so
grict. Little did she know what we got up to when wetried."

Both girlslaughed in the pleasant consciousness of successful wickedness.
"Stll, it did need alot of planning,” said Elvira.
"And some splendid lying," said Bridget. "Have you heard from Guido?"

"Oh yes, he wrote me along letter sgned Ginevraas though hewasagirl friend. But | do wish you'd
stop talking so much, Bridget. Weve got alot to do and only about an hour and ahalf to doitin. Now
firgt of dl just listen. I'm coming up tomorrow for an appointment with the dentist. That's easy, | can put it
off by telephone--or you can from here. Then, about midday, you can ring up the Melfords pretending to
be your mother and explain that the dentist wants to see me again the next day and so I'm staying over
with you here."

"That ought to go down dl right. They'll say how very kind and gush. But supposing you're not back the
next day?"



"Then you'l have to do some moreringing up.”
Bridget looked doubtful.

"Well havelotsof timeto think up something before then,” said Elviraimpatiently. "What'sworrying me
now ismoney. Y ou haven't got any, | suppose?’ Elvira spoke without much hope.

"Only about two pounds.”

"That's no good. I've got to buy my air ticket. I've looked up theflights. It only takes about two hours. A
lot depends upon how long it takes me when | get there.”

"Can't you tell me what you're going to do?'

"No, | can't. But it'sterribly, terribly important.”

Elvirasvoice was so different that Bridget looked at her in some surprise.

"Isanything redly the metter, Elvira?"

"Yes itis"

"Is it something nobody's got to know about?"

"Y es, that'sthe sort of thing. It'sfrightfully, frightfully secret. I've got to find out if something isredly true
or not. It'sabore about the money. What's maddening isthat I'm redly quiterich. My guardian told me
s0. But dl they give meisameady dressalowance. And that seemsto go assoon as| get it."

"Wouldn't your guardian--Colonel Thingummyhbob-- lend you some money?”

"That wouldn't do at al. Hed ask alot of questions and want to know what | wanted it for."

"Oh dear, | suppose hewould. | can't think why everybody wantsto ask so many questions. Do you
know that if somebody rings me up, Mummy hasto ask who it is? When it redlly is no business of herdl”

Elviraagreed, but her mind was on another tack.
"Haveyou ever pawned anything, Bridget?"
"Never. | don't think I'd know how to."

"It'squite easy, | believe," said Elvira "Y ou go to the sort of jeweller who hasthree bals over the door,
isn't thet right?"

"l don't think 1've got anything that would be any good taking to a pawnbroker,” said Bridget.
"Hasn't your mother got some jewe lery somewhere?"
"l don't think we'd better ask her to help.”

"No, perhaps not. But we could pinch something perhaps.”



"Oh, | don't think we could do that," said Bridget, shocked.

"No? Well, perhaps you'reright. But | bet she wouldn't notice. We could get it back before she missed
it. I know. W€l goto Mr. Bollard."

"Who's Mr. Bollard?"*

"Oh, he'sasort of family jeweller. | take my watch there dwaysto have it mended. He's known me ever
snce |l was sx. Comeon, Bridget, well go thereright away. Well just havetime.

"Wed better go out the back way," said Bridget, "and then Mummy won't ask us where we're going.”

Outsde the old established business of Bollard and Whitley in Bond Street the two girls made their final
arrangements.

"Areyou sure you understand, Bridget?"

"| think s0," said Bridget in afar from happy voice. "Firs," said Elvira, "we synchronize our watches.”
Bridget brightened up alittle. Thisfamiliar literary phrase had a heartening effect. They solemnly
synchronized their watches, Bridget adjusting hers by one minute.

"Zero hour will be twenty-five past exactly,” said Elvira. "That will give me plenty of time. Perhaps even
morethan | need, but it's better that way about.”

"But supposing--" began Bridget.
"Supposing what?"* asked Elvira.
"Wel, | mean, supposing | redly got run over?’

"Of course you won't get run over," said Elvira. "Y ou know how nippy you are on your feet, and all
London traffic isused to pulling up suddenly. It1l bedl right.”

Bridget looked far from convinced.

"Y ou won't let me down, Bridget, will you?'

"All right," said Bridget, "1 won' et you down."

"Good," sad Elvira

Bridget crossed to the other side of Bond Street and Elvira pushed open the doors of Messrs. Bollard
and Whitley, old established jewellers and watchmakers. Insde there was a beautiful and hushed
atmosphere. A frock-coated nobleman came forward and asked Elvirawhat he could do for her.
"Could | see Mr. Bollard?'

"Mr. Bollard. What name shdll | say?'

"MissElviraBlake"



The nobleman disappeared and Elviradrifted to a counter where, below plate glass, brooches, ringsand
bracelets showed off their jewelled proportions againgt suitable shades of velvet. In avery few moments

Mr. Bollard made his appearance. He was the senior partner of the firm, an elderly man of sixty odd. He
gregted Elvirawith warm friendliness.

"Ah, MissBlake, so you arein London. It'sagreat pleasure to see you. Now what can | do for you?”'
Elviraproduced adainty little evening wristwatch.
"Thiswatch doesn't go properly,” said Elvira. "Could you do something to it?"

"Ohyes, of course. There's no difficulty about that." Mr. Bollard took it from her. "What address shall |
sendit to?'

Elviragavethe address.

"And theré's another thing," she said. "My guardian--Colond Luscombe you know--"

"Yes, yes, of course.”

"He asked mewheat 1'd like for a Christmas present,” said Elvira. "He suggested | should comein here
and look at some different things. He said would | like him to come with me, and | said I'd rather come
along first--because | awaysthink it's rather embarrassing, don't you? | mean, pricesand al that.”

"W, that's certainly one aspect,” said Mr. Bollard, beaming in an avuncular manner. "Now what had
you in mind, Miss Blake? A brooch, bracelet--aring?'

"| think really brooches are most useful,”" said Elvira. "But | wonder--could | look at alot of things?' She
looked up a him gppedlingly. He smiled sympathetically.

"Of course, of course. No pleasure et al if one has to make up one's mind too quickly, isit?’

The next five or Sx minutes were spent very agreeably. Nothing was too much trouble for Mr. Bollard.
He fetched things from one case and another, brooches and bracelets piled up on the piece of velvet
spread in front of Elvira. Occasiondly sheturned asideto look at hersdf in amirror, trying the effect of a
brooch or apendant. Finally, rather uncertainly, a pretty little bangle, asmal diamond wristwatch and
two broocheswere laid aside.

"WEelIl make anote of these," said Mr. Bollard, "and then when Colond Luscombeisin London next,
perhaps helll come in and see what he decides himself held liketo give you."

" think thet way will be very nice" said Elvira. "Then helll fed more that he's chosen my present himsdlf,
won't he?' Her limpid blue gaze was raised to the jewd ler'sface. That same blue gaze had registered a
moment earlier that the time was now exactly twenty-five minutes past the hour.

Outside there was the squedling of brakes and a girl'sloud scream. Inevitably the eyes of everyonein the
shop turned towards the windows of the shop giving on Bond Street. The movement of Elvirashand on
the counter in front of her and then to the pocket of her neat tailor-made coat and skirt was so rapid and
unobtrusive asto be dmost unnoticeable, even if anybody had been looking.



"Tcha, tcha," said Mr. Ballard, turning back from where he had been peering out into the Street. "Very
nearly an accident. Silly girl! Rushing acrosstheroad likethat."

Elvirawas aready moving towards the door. Shelooked at her wristwatch and uttered an exclamation.

"Oh dear, I've been far too long in here. | shal miss my train back to the country. Thank you so much,
Mr. Bollard, and you won't forget which the four things are, will you?"

In another minute she was out of the door. Turning rapidly to the left and then to the left again, she
stopped in the arcade of ashoe shop until Bridget, rather breathless, rgjoined her.

"Oh," said Bridget, "I wasterrified. | thought | was going to bekilled. And I'vetorn aholein my
stocking, too."

"Never mind," said Elviraand walked her friend rapidly aong the street and round yet another corner to
theright. "Comeon.”

"Isit--wasit--dl right?’

Elvira's hand dipped into her pocket and out again showing the diamond and sapphire bracelet in her
pam.

"Oh, Elvira, how you dared!"

"Now, Bridget, you've got to get aong to the pawnshop we marked down. Go in and see how much
you can get for this. Ask for ahundred.”

"Do you think--supposing they say--1 mean--1 mean, it might be on alist of stolen things--"
"Don't beslly. How could it be on alist SO soon? They haven't even noticed it's gone yet.”

"But Elvira, when they do noticeit's gone, they'll think--perhaps they'll know--that you must have taken
it

"They might think so--if they discover it soon.”

"Well, then they'll go to the police and--" She stopped as Elvirashook her head dowly, her pale yelow
hair swinging to and fro and afaint enigmatic smile curving up the corners of her mouth.

"They won't go to the police, Bridget. Certainly not if they think | took it"

"Why--you mean--?"

"Asl| told you, I'm going to have alot of money when I'm twenty--one. | shall be able to buy lots of
jewedsfrom them. They won't make ascandal. Go on and get the money quick. Then go to Aer Lingus
and book the ticket--1 must take ataxi to Prunier's. I'm dready ten minutes|late. I'll be with you
tomorrow morning by half-past ten."

"Oh Elvira, | wish you wouldn't take such frightful risks" moaned Bridget.

But Elvirahad hailed ataxi.



Miss Marple had avery enjoyable time at Robinson and Cleaver's. Besides purchasing expensive but
delicious sheets-she loved linen sheets with their texture and their coolness—-shedso indulged ina
purchase of good qudlity red-bordered dish cloths. Redlly the difficulty in getting proper dish cloths
nowadays Instead, you were offered things that might aswell have been ornamenta tablecloths,
decorated with radishes or lobsters or the Tour Eiffel or Trafalgar Square, or ese littered with lemons
and oranges. Having given her addressin &. Mary Mead, Miss Marple found a convenient bus which
took her to the Army and Navy Stores.

The Army and Navy Stores had been ahaunt of Miss Marpl€'s aunt in days long gone. It was not, of
course, quite the same nowadays. Miss Marple cast her thoughts back to Aunt Helen seeking out her
own specia man in the grocery department, settling hersalf comfortably in achair, wearing abonnet and
what she dways called her "black poplin” mantle. Then there would ensue along hour with nobody ina
hurry and Aunt Helen thinking of every conceivable grocery that could be purchased and stored up for
future use. Christmas was provided for, and there was even afar-off look towards Easter. The young
Jane had fidgeted somewhat, and had been told to go and look at the glass department by way of
amusement.

Having finished her purchases, Aunt Helen would then proceed to lengthy inquiries about her chosen
shop-assistant's mother, wife, second boy, and crippled sister-in-law. Having had athoroughly pleasant
morning, Aunt Helen would say in the playful manner of thosetimes, "And how would alittle girl fed
about some luncheon?' Whereupon they went up in thelift to the fourth floor and had luncheon which
awaysfinished with astrawberry ice. After that, they bought half a pound of coffee chocolate creams
and went to amatinee in afour-wheder.

Of course, the Army and Navy Stores had had a good many face lifts since those days. In fact, it was
now quite unrecognizable from the old times. It was gayer and much brighter. Miss Marple, though
throwing akindly and indulgent smile at the past, did not object to the amenities of the present. There
was gtill arestaurant, and there she repaired to order her lunch.

As shewas|ooking carefully down the menu and deciding what to have, she looked across the room
and her eyebrows went up alittle. How extraordinary coincidence was! Here was awoman she had
never seentill the day before, though she had seen plenty of newspaper photographs of her--at race
meetings, in Bermuda, or standing by her own plane or car. Y esterday, for the first time, she had seen her
inthe flesh. And now, aswas so often the case, there was the coincidence of running into her againina
most unlikely place. For somehow she did not connect lunch at the Army and Navy Stores with Bess
Sedgwick. She would not have been surprised to see Bess Sedgwick emerging from aden in Soho, or
stepping out of Covent Garden OperaHouse in evening dress with adiamond tiara on her head. But
somehow, not in the Army and Navy Storeswhich in Miss Marple's mind was, and wayswould be,
connected with the armed forces, their wives, daughters, aunts and grandmothers. Stifi, there Bess
Sedgwick was, looking as usua very smart, in her dark suit and her emerad shirt, lunching at atable with
aman. A young man with alean hawklike face, wearing ablack |eather jacket. They were leaning
forward talking earnestly together, forking in mouthfuls of food as though they were quite unaware what
they were edting.

An assignation, perhaps?Y es, probably an assignation. The man must be fifteen or twenty years younger
than she was--but Bess Sedgwick was amagnetically attractive woman.

Miss Marplelooked &t the young man consderingly and decided that he was what she called a



"handsome fellow." She aso decided that she didn't like him very much. "Just like Harry Russell,” said
Miss Marpleto herself, dredging up a prototype as usua from the past. "Never up to any good. Never
did any woman who had anything to do with him any good either.”

She wouldn't take advice from me, thought Miss Marple, but | could give her some. However, other
people'slove affairs were no concern of hers, and Bess Sedgwick, by al accounts, could take care of
hersdf very well when it cameto love afairs.

Miss Marple sighed, ate her lunch, and meditated avisit to the Sationery department.

Curiosity, or what she preferred hersdlf to call "taking an interest” in other peopl€s affairswas
undoubtedly one of Miss Marple's characterigtics.

Deliberately leaving her gloves on the table, she rose and crossed the floor to the cash desk, taking a
route that passed closeto Lady Sedgwick's table. Having paid her bill she "discovered” the absence of
her gloves and returned to get them--unfortunately dropping her handbag on the return route. It came
open and spilled various oddments. A waitress rushed to assist her in picking them up, and MissMarple
was forced to show agreat shakiness and dropped coins and keys a second time.

She did not get very much by these subterfuges but they were not entirely in vain--and it was interesting
that neither of the two objects of her curiosity spared as much as aglance for the dithery old lady who
kept dropping things.

AsMiss Marplewaited for the el evator down she memorized such scraps as she had heard.

"What about the westher forecast?"

"O.K.Nofog."

"All st for Lucerne?'

"Yes. Planeleaves 9:40."

That was al she had got thefirst time. On the way back it had lasted alittle longer.

Bess Sedgwick had been speaking angrily. "What possessed you to come to Bertram's yesterday--you
shouldn't have come near the place.”

"It'sdl right. | asked if you were staying there and everyone knows we're close friends--"

"That's not the point. Bertram'sisdl right for me-- not for you. Y ou stick out like a sore thumb.
Everyone sares a you."

"Let them!”

"You redly are an idiot. Why--why?What reasons did you have? Y ou had areason--1 know you. . ." .



"Cam down, Bess™"

"Youresuchaliar!"

That was all Miss Marple had been able to hear. She found it interesting.

7
On the evening of November 19 Canon Pennyfather had finished an early dinner a the Athenaeum, he
had nodded to one or two friends, had had a pleasant acrimonious discussion on some crucia points of
the dating of the Dead Sea scrolls and now, glancing at hiswatch, saw that it wastimeto leaveto catch
his planeto Lucerne. As he passed through the hail he was greeted by one more friend: Dr. Whittaker, of
the S.O.A.S,, who said cheerfully, "How are you, Pennyfather? Haven't seen you for along time. How
did you get on at the Congress? Any points of interest come up?"

"l am suretherewill be"

"Just come back from it, haven't you?'

"No, no, | am on my way there. I'm catching a plane this evening.”

"Oh | see™ Whittaker looked dightly puzzled. "Somehow or other | thought the Congress was today."

"No, no. Tomorrow, the nineteenth.”

Canon Pennyfather passed out through the door while hisfriend, looking after him, wasjust saying,

"But my dear chap, today isthe nineteenth, isn't it?"

Canon Pennyfather, however, was gone beyond earshot. He picked up ataxi in Pl Mdl, and was
drivento theair termina in Kensington. Therewas quite afair crowd this evening. Presenting himself at
the desk it at last came to his turn. He managed to produce ticket and passport and other necessities for
thejourney. The girl behind the desk, about to stamp these credentia's, paused abruptly.

"1 beg your pardon, gr, this seemsto be the wrong ticket."

"The wrong ticket? No, no, that is quite right. Flight one hundred and--well, | can't really read without
my glasses--one hundred and something to Lucerne.”

"It'sthe date, Sr. Thisis dated Wednesday the eighteenth.”

"No, no, surely. At least--I mean--today is Wednesday the eighteenth.”

"I'm sorry, Sir. Today isthe nineteenth.”

"The nineteenth!™ The Canon was dismayed. He fished out asmall diary, turning the pages eagerly. Inthe
;e/neg 2(3 gyad to be convinced. Today was the nineteenth. The plane he had meant to catch had gone

"Then that means--that means--dear me, it means the Congress at L ucerne has taken place today."



He stared in degp dismay across the counter; but there were many otherstravelling; the canon and his
perplexities were elbowed asde. He stood sadly, holding the uselessticket in his hand. His mind ranged
over various possibilities. Perhaps histicket could be changed? But that would be no use--no
indeed--what time wasit flow? Going on for nine o'clock? The conference had actualy taken place;
garting at ten o'clock this morning. Of course, that was what Whittaker had meant at the Athenaeum. He
thought Canon Pennyfather had aready been to the Congress.

"Oh dear, oh dear," said Canon Pennyfather, to himsdf. "What amuddle| have made of it dl!" He
wandered sadly and silently into the Cromwell Road, not at its best avery cheerful place.

Hewalked dowly aong the Street carrying his bag and revolving perplexitiesin hismind. When &t last he
had worked out to his satisfaction the various reaSons for which he had made amistake in the day, he
shook his head sadlly.

"Now, | suppose,” he said to himsdlf, "I suppose--let me seg, it's after nine o'clock, yes, | suppose | had
better have something to eat.”

It was curious, he thought, that he did not fed hungry.

Wandering disconsolately aong the Cromwell Road hefindly settled upon asmall restaurant which
served Indian curries. It seemed to him that though he was not quite as hungry as he ought to be, he had
better keep his spirits up by having ameal, and after that he must find a hotel and--but no, therewas no
need to do that. He had ahotel! Of course. He was staying at Bertram's, and had reserved his room for
four days. What apiece of luck! What asplendid piece of luck! So hisroom wasthere, waiting for him.
He had only to ask for hiskey at the desk and--here another reminiscence assailed him. Something heavy

in his pocket?

He dipped his hand in and brought out one of those large and solid keys with which hotelstry and
discourage their vaguer guests from taking them away in their pockets. It had not prevented the canon
from doing so!

"Number Nineteen," said the canon, in happy recognition. "That'sright. It's very fortunate that | haven't
got to go and find aroom in ahotel. They say they're very crowded just now. Y es, Edmunds was saying
S0 a the Athenaeum this evening. He had aterrible job finding aroom."”

Somewhat pleased with himsalf and the care he had taken over histravelling arrangements by booking a
hotel beforehand, the canon abandoned his curry, remembered to pay for it, and strode out once more
into the Cromwell Road.

It seemed alittle tame to go homejust like thiswhen he ought to have been dining in Lucerne and talking
about al sorts of interesting and fascinating problems. His eye was caught by amovietheater sgn: Walls
of Jericho. It seemed an eminently suitabletitle. It would be interesting to seeif Biblica accuracy had
been preserved.

He bought himself a seat and stumbled into the darkness. He enjoyed the film, though it seemed to him
to have no relationship to the Biblica story whatsoever. Even Joshua seemed to have been left out. The
walls of Jericho seemed to be asymbolica way of referring to a certain lady's marriage vows. When they
had tumbled down severa times, the beautiful star met the dour and uncouth hero whom she had secretly
loved al dong and between them they proposed to build up thewallsin away that would stand the test
of time better. It was not afilm destined particularly to apped to an ederly clergyman; but Canon
Pennyfather enjoyed it very much. It was not the sort of film he often saw and hefelt it was enlarging his



knowledge of life. The film ended, the lights went up, the nationa anthem was played and Canon
Pennyfather sumbled out into the lights of London, dightly consoled for the sad events of earlier inthe

evening.

It was afine night and he walked hometo Bertram's Hotel after first getting into abuswhich took himin
the opposite direction. It was midnight when he got in, and Bertram's Hotel at midnight usualy preserved
adecorous appearance of everyone having goneto bed. The elevator was on a higher floor so the canon
walked up the stairs. He came to hisroom, inserted the key in the lock, threw the door open and
entered!

Good gracious, was he seeing things? But who-- how--he saw the upraised arm too late. . .
Stars exploded in akind of Guy Fawkes display within hishead. . .
8

The Irish Mail rushed through the night. Or, more correctly, through the darkness of the early morning
hours.

At intervasthe diesd engine gaveitsweird banshee warning cry. It wastravelling at well over eighty
milesan hour. It wason time.

Then, with some suddenness, the pace dackened as the brakes came on. The whedl's screamed as they
gripped themetals. Slower . . . . .. dower. ...... The guard put his head out of the window, noting the
red sgna ahead asthetrain cameto afina hat. Some of the passengers woke up. Most did not.

One elderly lady, darmed by the suddenness of the deceleration, opened the door and looked out along
the corridor. A little way along one of the doorsto the line was open. An elderly cleric with athatch of
thick white hair was climbing up from the permanent way. She presumed he had previoudy climbed
down to thelineto investigate.

Themorning air was distinctly chilly. Someone at the end of the corridor said, "Only asignal.” The
elderly lady withdrew into her compartment and tried to go to deep again.

Farther up the line, aman waving alantern was running towards the train from asignal box. The fireman
climbed down from the engine. The guard who had descended from the train came along to join him. The
man with the lantern arrived, rather short of breath, and spokein a series of gasps.

"Bad crash ahead . . . freight train deralled. . . "

The engine driver looked out of his cab, then climbed down aso to join the others.

At therear of thetrain, sx men who had just climbed up the embankment boarded the train through a
door left open for them in the last coach. Six passengers from different coaches met them. With
well-rehearsed speed, they proceeded to take charge of the mail car, isolating it from the rest of thetrain.
Two men in Baaclavahemets at front and rear of the compartment stood on guard, coshesin hand.

A maninralway uniform went forward aong the corridor of the Sationary train, uttering explanationsto
such as demanded them.

"Block on the line ahead. Ten minutes delay, maybe, not much more. .. ." . . It sounded friendly and



reassuring.

By the engine, the driver and the fireman lay negily gagged and trussed up. The man with the lantern
cdled out: "Everything O.K. here."

The guard lay by the embankment, smilarly gagged and tied.

The expert cracksmen in the mail car had done their work. Two more neatly trussed bodies lay on the
floor. The specia mailbags sailed out to where other men on the embankment awaited them.

Intheir compartments, passengers grumbled to each other that the railways were not what they used to
be.

Then, asthey settled themsalves to deep again, there came through the darkness the roar of an exhaust.
"Goodness," murmured awoman. "Isthat ajet plane?’

"Racing car, | should say."

Theroar died away. . . .

On the Bedhampton Motorway, nine miles away, asteady stream of night lorrieswas grinding its way
north. A big whiteracing car flashed past them.

Ten minutes|ater, it turned off the motorway.

The garage on the corner of the B road bore the sign CLOSED. Buit the big doors swung open and the
white car was driven straight in, the doors closing again behind it. Three men worked at lightning speed.
A fresh st of license plates were attached. The driver changed his coat and cap. He had worn white
sheegpskin before. Now he wore black leather. He drove out again. Three minutes after his departure, an
old Morris Oxford, driven by aclergyman, chugged out on to the road and proceeded to take aroute
through various turning and twisting country lanes.

A station wagon, driven aong acountry road dowed up asit came upon an old Morris Oxford, parked
by ahedge, with an ederly man standing over it.

Thedriver of the station wagon put out a head. "Having trouble? Can | help?’
"Very good of you. It'smy lights."
The two drivers approached each other--listened. "All clear.”

Various expensive American-style suitcases were transferred from the Morris Oxford to the station
wagon.

A mile or two farther on, the station wagon turned off on what looked like arough track but which
presently turned out to be the back way to alarge and opulent mansion. In what had been astableyard, a
big white Mercedes car was standing. The driver of the station wagon opened its trunk with akey,
transferred the cases to the trunk, and drove away again in the station wagon.

In anearby farmyard a cock crowed noigly.
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ElviraBlake looked up at the sky, noted that it was a fine morning and went into atelephone box. She
dialed Bridget's number in Ondow Square. Satisfied by the response, she said, "Hello? Bridget?'

"Oh Elvira, isthat you?' Bridget's voice sounded agitated.

"Y es. Has everything been dl right?"

"Oh no. It's been awful. Y our cousin, Mrs. Mdford, rang up Mummy yesterday afternoon.”

"What, about me?'

"Yes. | thought I'd doneit so well when | rang her up at lunchtime. But it seems she got worried about
your teeth. Thought there might be something really wrong with them. Abscesses or something. So she
rang up the dentist herself and found, of course, that you'd never been there at al. So then sherang up
Mummy and unfortunately Mummy was right there by the telephone. So | couldn't get therefirst. And
naturaly Mummy said she didn't know anything abouit it, and that you certainly weren't staying here. |
didn't know what to do."

"What did you do?'

"Pretended | knew nothing about it. | did say that | thought you'd said something about going to see
some friends at Wimbledon."

"Why Wimbledon?'

"It wasthefirgt place cameinto my head.”

Elvirasighed. "Oh wdll, | suppose I'll have to cook up something. An old governess, perhaps, who lives
at Wimbledon. All thisfussing does make things so complicated. | hope Cousin Mildred doesn't make a
redl fool of hersdlf and ring up the police or something like that?'

"Areyou going down there now?"

"Not till thisevening. I'vegot alot to do first."

"You got to Irdand. Wasit--dl right?"

"l found out what | wanted to know."

"Y ou sound--sort of grim.”

"I'mfeding grim."

"Can't | help you, Elvira? Do anything?"

"Nobody can help meredly. . . . It'sathing | haveto do myself. | hoped something wasn't true, but it is
true. | don't know quite what to do about it."



"Areyou in danger, Elvira?'

"Don't be melodramatic, Bridget. I'll haveto be careful that'sdl. I'll haveto be very careful.”
"Then you arein danger."

Elvirasaid after amoment's pause, "'l expect I'm just imagining things, that'sdl.”

"Elvira, what are you going to do about that bracelet?"

"Oh, that's dl right. I've arranged to get some money from someone, so | can go and--what's the
word?--redeem it. Then just teke it back to Bollards.”

"D'you think they'll be dl right about it?. . . No, Mummy, it'sjust the laundry. They say we never sent
that sheet. Y es, Mummy, yes, I'll tel the manageress. All right then.”

At the other end of the line Elviragrinned and put down the receiver. She opened her purse, sorted
through her money, counted out the coins she needed and arranged them in front of her and proceeded
to put through acall. When she got the number she wanted she put in the necessary coins, pressed
Button A and spoke in asmdll rather breathless voice.

"Hello, Cousin Mildred. Yes, it'sme. .. I'mteribly sorry. ... Yes | know...wdl | wasgoingto...
yesit was dear old Maddy, you know our old Mademoisdlle. . . . Yes, | wrote apostcard, then | forgot
to post it. It'sill in my pocket now. ... ... Wéll, you see shewasill and there was no one to look after
her and s0 | just stopped to see shewasadl right. Yes, | was going to Bridget's but this changed things. .
... | don't understand about the message you got. Someone must havejumbledit up. . . . ... yes, I'll
explainitall toyouwhen| getback. . ... .. Y es, thisafternoon. No, | shdl just wait and see the nurse
who's coming to look after old Maddy--well, not really anurse. Y ou know one of those--er--practical
ad nurses or something like that. No, she would hate to go to hospitd. . . . . But | am sorry, Cousin
Mildred, | redlly am very, very sorry.” She put down the recelver and sighed in an exasperated manner.
"If only," she murmured to hersdf, "one didn't have to tell so many liesto everybody.”

She came out of the telephone box, noting as she did so the big newspaper placards. BIG TRAIN
ROBBERY. IRISH MAIL ATTACKED BY BANDITS.

Mr. Bollard was serving a customer when the shop door opened. He looked up to see the Honourable
ElviraBlake entering.

"No," she said to an assstant who came forward to her. "I'd rather wait until Mr. Bollard isfree."
Presently Mr. Bollard's customer's bus ness was concluded and Elviramoved into the vacant place.
"Good morning, Mr. Ballard,” shesaid.

"I'm afraid your watch isn't done quite as soon asthis, Miss Elvira," said Mr. Bollard.

"Oh, it'snot the watch," said Elvira. "I've cometo apologize. A dreadful thing happened.” She opened

her bag and took out asmall box. From it she extracted the sapphire and diamond bracelet. ™Y ou will
remember when | camein with my watch to be repaired that | waslooking &t things for a Christmas



present and there was an accident outside in the street. Somebody was run over | think, or nearly run
over. | suppose | must have had the bracelet in my hand and put it into the pocket of my suit without
thinking, although | only found it thismorning. So | rushed dong at onceto bring it back. I'm so terribly
sorry, Mr. Bollard, | don't know how | cameto do such anidiotic thing."

"Why, that's quite dl right, Miss Elvira" said Mr. Bollard dowly.

"| suppose you thought someone had stoleniit,” said Elvira

Her limpid blue eyes met his.

"We had discovereditsloss,” said Mr. Ballard. "Thank you very much, Miss Elvira, for bringing it back
S0 promptly.”

"| felt amply awful about it when | found it,” said Elvira. "Wéll, thank you very much, Mr. Ballard, for
being so nice about it."

"A lot of strange mistakes do occur,” said Mr. Bollard. He smiled at her in an avuncular manner. "We
won't think of it any more. But don't do it again, though." He laughed with the air of one making agenia
little joke.

"Ohno," sad Elvirg, "'l shdl beterribly careful infuture”

Shesmiled a him, turned and | eft the shop.

"Now | wonder," said Mr. Bollard to himsdlf, "I redlly do wonder. . .

One of his partners, who had been standing near, moved nearer to him. "So she did takeit?' he said.

"Yes. Shetook it dl right,” said Mr. Bollard.

"But she brought it back," his partner pointed out. " She brought it back," agreed Mr. Bollard. "'l didn't
actualy expect that."

"Y ou mean you didn't expect her to bring it back?'
"No, not if it was shewho'd teken it."

"Do you think her story istrue?" his partner inquired curioudy. "1 mean, that she dipped it into her
pocket by accident?'

"l supposeit'sposshble” said Bollard thoughtfully.
"Or it could be kleptomania, | suppose.”

"Or it could be kleptomania,” agreed Bollard. "It's more likely that she took it on purpose. . . . But if so,
why did she bring it back so soon? It's curious--"

"Just aswell we didn't notify the police. | admit | wanted to.”

"I know, | know. Y ou haven't got as much experience as| have. In this case, it was definitely better



not." He added softly to himsdf, "The thing's interesting, though. Quite interesting. | wonder how old she
iS? Seventeen or eighteen, | suppose. She might have got hersdf inajam of somekind.”

"| thought you said shewasrolling in money."

"Y ou may be an heiressand ralling in money,” said Bollard, "but at seventeen you can't ways get your
hands on it. The funny thing is, you know, they keep heiresses much shorter of cash than they keep the
more impecunious. It's not aways agood idea. Well, | don't suppose we shall ever know the truth of it.”

He put the bracelet back inits place in the display case and shut down thelid.

10
The offices of Egerton, Forbes and Wilborough were in Bloomsbury, in one of those imposing and
dignified squares which have as yet not felt thewind of change. Their brass plate was suitably worn down
toillegibility. Thefirm had been going for over ahundred years and agood proportion of the landed
gentry of England weretheir clients. There was no Forbesin the firm any more and no Wilboroughs.
Instead there were Atkinsons, father and son, and aWelsh LIoyd and a Scottish MacAllister. There was,
however, till an Egerton, descendant of the original Egerton. This particular Egerton was aman of
fifty-two and he was adviser to severd familieswhich had in their day been advised by his grandfather,
hisuncle, and hisfather.

At this moment he was sitting behind alarge mahogany desk in his handsome room on the firgt floor,
gpesking kindly but firmly to a dgected-looking client. Richard Egerton was ahandsome man, tall, dark

with atouch of grey at the temples and very shrewd grey eyes. His advice was adways good advice, but
he seldom minced hiswords.

"Quite frankly you haven't got aleg to stand upon, Freddie," he was saying. "Not with those letters
you've written."

"Y ou don't think--" Freddie murmured dgectedly. "No, | don't," said Egerton. "The only hopeisto
Settle out of court. It might even be held that you've rendered yoursdlf liable to crimina prosecution.”

"Oh look here, Richard, that's carrying thingsabit far."

There wasasmall discreet buzz on Egerton’s desk. He picked up the telephone receiver with afrown.
"I thought | said | wasn't to be disturbed.”

There was amurmur at the other end. Egerton said, "Oh. Y es--yes, | see. Ask her to wait, will you."
He replaced the receiver and turned once more to his unhappy-looking client.

"Look here, Freddie," he said, "I know the law and you don't. You'rein anasty jam. I'll do my best to
get you out of it, but it'sgoing to cost you abit. | doubt if they'd settle for less than twelve thousand.”

"Twelve thousand!" The unfortunate Freddie was aghagt. "Oh, | say! | haven't got it, Richard.”

"Well, you'll haveto raiseit then. There are dwaysways and means. If shell settle for twelve thousand,
you'l be lucky, and if you fight the case, it'll cost you alot more.”



"You lawyerd" said Freddie. "Sharks, al of you!" Heroseto hisfeet. "Well," he said, "do your bloody
best for me, Richard old boy."

Hetook his departure, shaking his head sadly. Richard Egerton put Freddie and his affairs out of his
mind, and thought about his next client. He said softly to himsdlf, "The Honourable Elvira Blake. | wonder
what she'slike. . . ." Helifted hisreceiver. "Lord Frederick's gone. Send up Miss Blake, will you."

Ashewaited he made little calculations on his desk pad. How many years since--? She must be fifteen--
seventeen--perhaps even more than that. Time went so fast. Coniston's daughter, he thought, and Bess's
daughter. | wonder which of them she takes after?

The door opened, the clerk announced Miss Elvira Blake and the girl walked into the room. Egerton

rose from his chair and came towards her. In gppearance, he thought, she did not resemble either of her
parents. Tal, dim, very fair, Besss colouring but none of Besssvitality, with an old-fashioned air about
her; though that was difficult to be sure of, since the fashion in dress happened at the moment to be ruffles
and baby bodices.

"Wadl, wdl," he said, as he shook handswith her. "Thisisasurprise. Last timel saw you, you were
eleven yearsold. Come and sit here." He pulled forward achair and she sat down.

"l suppose,” said Elvira, alittle uncertainly, "that | ought to have written first. Written and made an
gppointment. Something like that, but | really made up my mind very suddenly and it seemed an
opportunity, sincel wasin London."

"And what are you doing in London?"

"Having my teeth seento.”

"Beadtly things, teeth,” said Egerton. "Give ustrouble from the cradle to the grave. But | am grateful for
theteeth, if it gives me an opportunity of seeing you. Let me see now; you've beenin Itay, haven't you,

finishing your education there at one of these placesdl girls go to nowadays?'

"Yes," sad Elvira, "the ContessaMartindli. But I've left there now for good. I'm living with the Mefords
in Kent until I make up my mind if therés anything I'd liketo do."

"Well, | hopeyoull find something satisfactory. Y ou're not thinking of auniversity or anything like that?'

"No," said Elvira, "I don't think I'd be clever enough for that." She paused before saying, "'l suppose
you'd haveto agreeto anything if | did want to do it?"

Egerton's keen eyesfocused sharply.

" am one of your guardians, and atrustee under your father'swill, yes" he said. "Therefore, you have a
perfect right to gpproach me a any time."

Elvirasad "Thank you,” politely.
"|sthere anything worrying you?"' Egerton asked.

"No. Not redly. But you see, | don't know anything. Nobody's ever told me things. One doesn't dways
liketo ask."



Helooked at her attentively.

"Y ou mean things about yoursdlf?*

"Yes" sad Elvira. "It'skind of you to understand. Uncle Derek--" She hesitated.

"Derek Luscombe, you mean?”

"Yes. I'vedwayscdled him uncle”

"l e

"He'svery kind," said Elvira, "but he's not the sort of person who ever tells you anything. He just
arranges things, and looks alittle worried in case they mightn't be what I'd like. Of course helistensto a
lot of people--women, | mean--who tdll him things. Like Contessa Martindli. He arrangesfor meto go
to schools or to finishing places.”

"And they haven't been where you wanted to go?'

"No, | didn't mean that. They've been quite dl right. | mean they've been more or lesswhere everyone
elsegoes”

"l see

"But | don't know anything about mysdlf. | mean what money I've got, and how much, and what | could
dowithitif | wanted."

"Infact,” said Egerton, with his attractive smile, "you want to talk business. Isthat it? Well, | think you're
quiteright. Let's see. How old are you? Sixteen--seventeen?”'

"I'm nearly twenty."
"Oh dear. I'd no idea."

"You see" explained Elvira, "l fed dl thetimethat I'm being shielded and sheltered. It'snicein away,
but it can get very irritating.”

"It'san attitude that's gone out of date," agreed Egerton, "but | can quite seethat it would apped to
Derek Luscombe.”

"He'sadear," sad Elvira, "but very difficult, somehow, to talk to serioudy.”

"Yes, | can seethat that might be so. Well, how much do you know about yourself, Elvira? About your
family drcumstances?'

"I know that my father died when | wasfive and that my mother had run away from him with someone
when | was about two, | don't remember her at al. | barely remember my father. Hewas very old and
had hisleg up on achair. He used to swear. | wasrather scared of him. After hedied | lived first with an
aunt or acousn or something of my father's, until she died, and then | lived with Uncle Derek and his
gder. But then shedied and | went to Italy. Uncle Derek has arranged for me, now, to live with the



Meélfordswho are his cousins and very kind and nice and have two daughters about my age.”
"Y ou're happy there?"

"l don't know yet. I've barely got there. They'reall very dull. | redlly wanted to know how much money
I'vegot."

"Soit'sfinancia information you redly want?'

"Yes" sad Elvira "I've got some money, | know. Isit alot?'

Egerton was serious now. "Yes," hesaid. "Y ou've got alot of money. Y our father was a very rich man.
Y ou were hisonly child. When he died, the title and the estate went to acousin. He didn't like the cousin,
s0 heleft dl hispersona property, which was considerable, to his daughter--to you, Elvira. Youre avery
rich woman, or will be, when you are twentyone."

"Y oumean | am not rich now?"

"Yes," said Egerton, "you're rich now, but the money is not yoursto dispose of until you are twentyone
or marry. Until that timeit isin the hands of your trustees. Luscombe, myself, and another.” He amiled at
her. "We haven't embezzled it or anything like that. It's till there. In fact, we've increased your capita
consderably by invetments.”

"How much will | have?'

"At the age of twenty-one or upon your marriage, you will comeinto asum which at arough estimate
would amount to six or seven hundred thousand pounds.”

"Thatisalot," said Elvira, impressed.

"Yes, itisalot. Probably it isbecauseit is such alot that nobody has ever talked to you about it much.”
He watched her as she reflected upon this. Quite an interesting girl, he thought. Looked an unbelievably
milk-and-water Miss, but she was more than that. A good ded more. He said, with afaintly ironic smile,
"Doesthat satisfy you?"

She gave him asudden amile.

"It ought to, oughtn't it?"

"Rather better than winning the poals,” he suggested.

She nodded, but her mind was elsawhere. Then she came out abruptly with a question.

"Who getsitif | die?'

"Asthings stand now, it would go to your next of kin."

"1 mean--1 couldn't make awill now, could I”? Not until | was twenty-one. That's what someonetold
r.rell



"They werequiteright.”
"That'sredlly rather annoying. If | was married and died, | suppose my husband would get the money?!
"es"

"And if | wasn't married, my mother would be my next of kin and get it. | redlly seem to have very few
relations--I don't even know my mother. What is she like?'

"Shelsavery remarkable woman," said Egerton shortly. "Everybody would agree to that."

"Didn't she ever want to see me?'

"Shemay havedone. . . | think it's very possible that she did. But having made in--certain ways-- rather
amess of her own life, she may have thought that it was better for you that you should be brought up
quite gpart from her."

"Do you actudly know that she thinks that?"

"No. | don't redly know anything about it."

Elviragot up. "Thank you," shesad. "It'svery kind of you to tel meadl this."

"| think perhaps you ought to have been told more about things before,” said Egerton.

"It'srather humiliating not to know things," said Elvira. "Uncle Derek, of course, thinksI'm just achild.”

"Well, he's not a very young man himself. Heand |, you know, are well advanced in years. Y ou must
make alowances for uswhen welook at things from the point of view of our advanced age."

Elvirastood looking at him for amoment or two. "But you don't think I'm redlly achild, do you?' she
said shrewdly, and added, "I expect you know rather more about girls than Uncle Derek does. He just
lived with hissigter." Then she stretched out her hand and said, very prettily, "Thank you so much. | hope
| haven't interrupted some important work you had to do," and went out.

Egerton stood looking at the door that had closed behind her. He pursed up hislips, whistled amoment,
shook his head and sat down again, picked up apen and tapped thoughtfully on his desk. He drew some
papers towards him, then thrust them back and picked up histelephone.

"Miss Cordell, get me Colonel Luscombe, will you? Try hisclub first. And then the Shropshire address.”

He put back the receiver. Again he drew his papers towards him and started reading them but hismind
was not on what he was doing. Presently his buzzer went.

"Colond Luscombeis on the wire now, Mr. Egerton.”

"Right. Put him through. Hello, Derek. Richard Egerton here. How are you? I've just been having avisit
from someone you know. A vigit from your ward."

"From Elvira?' Derek Luscombe sounded very surprised.



IIYall
"But why--what on earth--what did she come to you for? Not in any trouble?’

"No, | wouldn't say s0. On the contrary, she seemed rather--well, pleased with herself. She wanted to
know al about her financia postion.”

"Youdidn't tell her, | hope?' said Colond Luscombe, in alarm.
"Why not? What's the point of secrecy?"

"Well, | can't hdp feding it'salittle unwisefor agirl to know that sheisgoing to comeinto such alarge
amount of money."

"Somebody esewill tell her that, if we don't. She's got to be prepared, you know. Money isa
responghility.”

"Y es, but she's so much of achild till."

"Areyou sure of that?"

"What do you mean? Of course she'sachild.”

"I wouldn't describe her as such. Whao'sthe boy friend?"

"I beg your pardon.”

"l said who'sthe boy friend? Thereisaboy friend in the offing, isn't there?!
"No, indeed. Nothing of the sort. What on earth makes you think that?"

"Nothing that she actudly said. But I've got some experience, you know. | think you'l find thereisaboy
friend."

"W, | can assure you you're quite wrong. | mean, she's been most carefully brought up, she's been at
very grict schoals; she'sbeen in avery sdect finishing establishment in Italy. | should know if therewas
anything of that kind going on. | dare say she's met one or two pleasant young fellows and dl that, but I'm
sure there's been nothing of the kind you suggest.”

"Well, my diagnosisisaboy friend--and probably an undesirable one.”
"But why, Richard, why?What do you know about young girls?'
"Quitealot,” said Egerton dryly. "I've had three clientsin the last year, two of whom were made wards

of court and the third one managed to bully her parentsinto agreeing to an dmost certainly disastrous

marriage. Girlsdon't get looked after the way they used to be. Conditions are such that it's very difficult
to look after them at all--"

"But | assure you Elvirahas been most carefully looked after.”

"Theingenuity of the young female of the speciesis beyond anything you could conjecture! Y ou keep an



eye on her, Derek. Make afew inquiries asto what she's been up to."

"Nonsense. She'sjust asweet smplegirl.”

"What you don't know about sweet smple girlswould fill an abum! Her mother ran away and caused a
scanda--remember?--when she was younger than Elviraistoday. Asfor old Coniston, he was one of
thewordt ripsin England.”

"Y ou upset me, Richard. Y ou upset me very much.”

"Y ou might aswell be warned. What | didn't quite like was one of her other questions. Why isshe so
anxiousto know who'd inherit her money if she dies?!

"It's queer your saying that, because she asked me that same question.”

"Did she now?Why should her mind run on early death? She asked me about her mother, by theway."
Colond Luscombe's voice sounded worried ashe said, "'l wish Besswould get in touch with the girl."
"Have you been talking to her on the subject--to Bess, | mean?”

"Well, yes. ... Yesl did. | ran across her by chance. We were staying in the same hotel, as a matter of
fact. | urged Bess to make some arrangementsto seethe girl."

"What did she say?" asked Egerton curioudly.
"Refused point blank. She more or less said that she wasn't a safe person for the girl to know."

"L ooked a from one point of view | don't suppose sheis," said Egerton. "She's mixed up with that
racing fellow, isn't she?'

"I've heard rumours.”

"Yes, I've heard them too. | don't know if thereésmuchinit really. There might be, | suppose. That could
be why shefeds as she does. Besssfriends are strong mesat from time to time! But what awoman sheis,
eh, Derek? What awoman.”

"Always been her own worst enemy,” said Derek Luscombe gruffly.

"A redlly nice conventional remark,” said Egerton. "Well, sorry | bothered you, Derek, but keep alook
out for undesirablesin the background. Don't say you haven't been warned.”

He replaced the receiver and drew the pages on his desk towards him once more. Thistime hewas able
to put his whole attention on what he was doing.

11

Mrs. McCrae, Canon Pennyfather's housekeeper, had ordered a Dover sole for the evening of his
return. The advantages attached to a good Dover sole were manifold. It need not be introduced to the
grill or frying pan until the canon was safely in the house. It could be kept until the next day if necessary.
Canon Pennyfather wasfond of Dover sole; and, if atelephone call or telegram arrived saying that the



canon would after al be elsewhere on this particular evening, Mrs. McCrae was fond of agood Dover
sole hersdf. All therefore wasin good trim for the canon's return. The Dover sole would be followed by
pancakes. The sole sat on the kitchen table, the batter for the pancakes was ready in abowl. All wasin
readiness. The brass shone, the silver sparkled, not a minuscule of dust showed anywhere. Therewas
only onething lacking. The canon himsdf.

The canon was scheduled to return on the train arriving at six-thirty from London.

At seven o'clock he had not returned. No doubt the train was late. At seven-thirty he till had not
returned. Mrs. McCrae gave asigh of vexation. She suspected that thiswas going to be another of these
things. Eight o'clock came and no canon. Mrs. McCrae gave along, exasperated sigh. Soon, no doubt,
shewould get atelephone call, though it was quite within the bounds of possibility that there would not
even be atelephone cal. He might have written to her. No doubt he had written, but he had probably
omitted to post the | etter.

"Dear, dear!" said Mrs. McCrae.

At nine o'clock she made hersdf three pancakes with the pancake batter. The sole she put carefully
away inthe Frigidaire. "1 wonder where the good man's got to now," she said to hersalf. She knew by
experience that he might be anywhere. The odds were that he would discover hismistakein timeto
telegraph her or telephone her before sheretired to bed. "'l shal St up until eeven o'clock but no longer,”
said Mrs. McCrae. Ten-thirty was her bedtime, an extension to eleven she consdered her duty, but if at
€leven there was nothing, no word from the canon, then Mrs. McCrae would duly lock up the house and
betake hersdlf to bed.

It cannot be said that she wasworried. This sort of thing had happened before. There was nothing to be
done but wait for news of some kind. The possbilities were numerous. Canon Pennyfather might have
got on thewrong train and failed to discover his mistake until he was at Land's End or John o' Groats, or
he might till bein London having made some mistake in the date, and was therefore convinced he was
not returning until tomorrow. He might have met afriend or friends at this foreign conference hewas
going to and been induced to stay out there perhaps over the weekend. He would have meant to let her
know but had entirely forgotten to do so. So, as has been aready said, she was not worried. The day
after tomorrow hisold friend, Archdeacon Simmons, was coming to stay. That was the sort of thing the
canon did remember, so no doubt he himsdlf or ateegram from him would arrive tomorrow and at latest
he would be home on the day after, or there would be aletter.

The morning of the day after, however, arrived without aword from him. For thefirst time Mrs. McCrae
began to be uneasy. Between nine A.M. and one P.M. she eyed the telephone in a doubtful manner.

Mrs. McCrae had her own fixed views about the telephone. She used it and recognized its convenience
but she was not fond of the telephone. Some of her house- hold shopping was done by telephone, though
she much preferred to do it in person owing to afixed belief that if you did not see what you were being
given, ashopkeeper was sureto try and cheat you. Still, telephones were useful for domestic matters.
She occasiondly, though rardly, telephoned her friends or relationsin the near neighbourhood. To makea
cal of any distance, or aL.ondon call, upset her severely. It was a shameful waste of money.
Nevertheless, she began to meditate facing that problem.

Findly, when yet another day dawned without any news of him she decided to act. She knew where the
canon was staying in London. Bertram's Hotel. A nice old-fashioned place. It might be aswell, perhaps,
if sherang up and made certain inquiries. They would probably know where the canon was. It was not
an ordinary hotd. She would ask to be put through to Miss Gorringe. Miss Gorringe was dways efficient
and thoughtful. The canon might, of course, return by the twelve-thirty. If so he would be here any minute



NOw.

But the minutes passed and there was no canon. Mrs. McCrae took a deep bresth, nerved herself and
asked for acdl to London. She waited, biting her lips and holding the receiver clamped firmly to her ear.

"Bertram's Hotd, at your service," said the voice.

"1 would like, if you please, to speak to Miss Gorringe,” said Mrs. McCrae.
"Just amoment. What name shdl | say?'

"It's Canon Pennyfather's housekeeper. Mrs. McCrae."

"Just amoment please.”

Presently the cam and efficient voice of Miss Gorringe came through. "Miss Gorringe here. Did you say
Canon Pennyfather's housekeeper?*

"That'sright. Mrs. McCrae."

"Ohyes. Of course. What can | do for you, Mrs. McCrae?'

"|s Canon Pennyfather aying at the hotdl ill?"

"I'm glad you've rung up,” said Miss Gomnge. “"We have been rather worried asto what exactly to do.”

"Do you mean something's happened to Canon Pennyfather? Has he had an accident?’

"No, no, nothing of that kind. But we expected him back from Lucerne on Friday or Saturday."

"Eh--that'd beright.”

"But he didn't arrive. Well, of course that wasn't redlly surprising. He had booked his room on-- booked
it, that is, until yesterday. He didn't come back yesterday or send any word and histhings are till here.
The mgjor part of hisbaggage. We hadn't been quite sure what to do about it. Of course,” Miss Gorringe
went on hadtily, "we know the canon is, well-- somewhat forgetful sometimes.”

"You may well say thet!"

"It makesit alittle difficult for us. We are so fully booked up. Hisroom is actualy booked for another
guest.” She added, "Y ou have no ideawhere heis?'

With bitterness Mrs. McCrae said, "The man might be anywhere!™ She pulled hersdf together. "Well,
thank you, Miss Gorringe."

"Anything | can do--" Miss Gorringe suggested helpfully.
"| daresay I'll hear soon enough,” said Mrs. McCrae. She thanked Miss Gorringe again and rang off.

She sat by the telephone, looking upset. She did not fear for the canon's persona safety. If he had had
an accident, she would by now have been notified. Shefelt sure of that. On the whole the canon was not



what onewould cal accident prone. He was what Mrs. McCrae called to herself "one of the scatty
ones," and the scatty ones seemed awaysto be looked after by aspecid providence. Whiletaking no
care or thought, they could till survive even aPanda crossing. No, she did not visudize Canon
Pennyfather aslying groaning in a hospitdl. He was somewhere, no doubt innocently and happily prattling
with somefriend or other. Maybe he was abroad still. The difficulty wasthat Archdeacon Simmonswas
arriving this evening and Archdeacon Smmonswould expect to find ahost to receive him. She couldn't
put Archdeacon Simmons off because she didn't know where hewas. It was al very difficult, but it had,
like mogt difficulties, its bright spot. Its bright spot was Archdeacon Smmons. Archdeacon Smmons
would know what to do. She would place the matter in his hands.

Archdeacon Simmons was a complete contrast to her employer. He knew where he was going, and
what he was doing, and was aways cheerfully sure of knowing the right thing to be doneand doing it. A
confident cleric. Archdeacon Simmons, when he arrived, to be met by Mrs. McCrag's explanations,
apologies and perturbation, was atower of strength. He, too, was not alarmed.

"Now don't you worry, Mrs. McCrae," he said in hisgenia fashion, as he sat down to the meal she had
prepared for hisarriva. "Well hunt the absentminded fellow down. Ever heard that story about
Chegterton? G. K. Chesterton, you know, the writer. Wired to his wife when held gone on alecture tour
'Am at Crewe Station. Where ought | to be?"

Helaughed. Mrs. McCrae smiled dutifully. She did not think it was very funny because it was so exactly
the sort of thing that Canon Pennyfather might have done.

"Ah," said Archdeacon Smmons, with appreciation, "one of your excellent ved cutlets! Yourea
marvellous cook, Mrs. McCrae. | hope my old friend appreciates you.”

Ved cutlets having been succeeded by some small castle puddings with ablackberry sauce which Mrs.
McCrae had remembered was one of the archdeacon's favourite sweets, the good man applied himsdf in
earnest to the tracking down of his missing friend. He addressed himsdlf to the telephone with vigour and
acomplete disregard for expense, which made Mrs. McCrae purse her lips anxioudly, athough not really
disapproving, because definitely her master had to be tracked down.

Having firgt dutifully tried the canon's Sster who took little notice of her brother's goings and comings
and as usua had not the faintest ideawhere he was or might be, the archdeacon spread his net farther
afield. He addressed himself once more to Bertram's Hotel and got details as precisely as possible. The
canon had definitely |eft there on the early evening of the nineteenth. He had with him asmdl B.E.A.
handbag, but his other luggage had remained behind in his room, which he had duly retained. He had
mentioned that he was going to a conference of some kind at Lucerne. He had not gone direct to the
arport from the hotel. The commissionaire, who knew him well by sight, had put him into ataxi and had
directed it astold by the canon, to the Athenaeum Club. That wasthe last time that anyone at Bertram's
Hotel had seen Canon Pennyfather. Oh yes, asmall detail--he had omitted to leave his key behind but
had taken it with him. It was not the first time that that had happened.

Archdeacon Simmons paused for afew minutes consideration before the next cal. He could ring up the
arlinesin London. That would no doubt take sometime. There might be a short cut. Herang up Dr.
Weissgarten, alearned Hebrew scholar who was amost certain to have been at the conference.

Dr. Weissgarten was at hishome. As soon as he heard who was speaking to him he launched out into a
torrent of verbiage consisting mostly of disparaging criticism of two papersthat had been read at the
conferencein Lucerne.



"Most unsound, that fellow Hogarov," he said, "most unsound. How he gets away with it | don't know!
Fdlow isnt ascholar a al. Do you know what he actudly said?’

The archdeacon sighed and had to be firm with him. Otherwise there was a good chance that the rest of
the evening would be spent in listening to criticism of fellow scholars at the Lucerne Conference. With
some reluctance Dr. Weissgarten was pinned down to more persond maiters.

"Pennyfather?' he said, "Pennyfather? He ought to have been there. Can't think why he wasn't there.
Said hewas going. Told me so only aweek before when | saw him in the Athenaeum.”

"Y ou mean hewasn't a the conference at al?’
"That'swhat I've just said. He ought to have been there."
"Do you know why he wasn't there? Did he send an excuse?”'

"How should | know? He certainly talked about being there. Y es, now | remember. He was expected.
Severd people remarked on his absence. Thought he might have had a chill or something. Very
treacherous wesather." He was about to revert to his criticisms of hisfellow scholars but Archdeacon
Simmonsrang off.

He had got afact but it was afact that for the first time awoke in him an unessy feding. Canon
Pennyfather had not been at the Lucerne Conference. He had meant to go to that conference. It seemed
very extraordinary to the archdeacon that he had not been there. He might, of course, have taken the
wrong plane, though on the whole, B.E.A. were pretty careful of you and shepherded you away from
such possibilities. Could Canon Pennyfather have forgotten the actua day that he was going to the
conference? It was aways possible, he supposed. But if so where had he gone instead?

He addressed himsdlf now to the air termindl. It involved agreet ded of patient waiting and being
transferred from department to department. In the end he got a definite fact. Canon Pennyfather had

booked as a passenger on the 21:40 plane to Lucerne on the eighteenth but he had not been on the
plane.

"We're getting on," said Archdeacon Smmonsto Mrs. McCrae, who was hovering in the background.
"Now, let me see. Who shdl | try next?"

"All thistelephoning will cost afearful lot of money,” said Mrs. McCrae.

"I'm afraid so. I'm afraid s0," said Archdeacon Simmons. "But we've got to get on histrack, you know.
He'snot avery young man.”

"Oh, gr, you don't think theré's anything could redlly have happened to him?"

"Wdl | hopenat . . . | don't think so, because | think you'd have heard if so. He--er--always had his
name and address on him, didn't he?"

"Ohyes, gir, he had cards on him. Hed have letterstoo, and al sorts of thingsin hiswallet.”

"Wl | don't think he'sin ahospitd then,” said the archdeacon. "L et me see. When he left the hotel he
took ataxi to the Athenaeum. I'll ring them up next."



Here he got some definite information. Canon Pennyfather, who waswell known there, had dined there
a seven-thirty on the evening of the nineteenth. It was then that the archdeacon was struck by something
he had overlooked until then. The aeroplane ticket had been for the eighteenth but the canon had left
Bertram's Hotdl by taxi to the Athenaeum, having mentioned he was going to the L ucerne Conference, on
the nineteenth. Light began to break. Silly old ass, thought Archdeacon Simmonsto himsalf, but careful
not to say it aloud in front of Mrs. McCrae. "Got his dates wrong. The conference was on the nineteenth.
I'm sure of it. He must have thought that he was leaving on the eighteenth. He was one day wrong."

He went over the next bit carefully. The canon would have gone to the Athenaeum, he would have
dined, he would have gone on to Kensington Air Station. There, no doulbt, it would have been pointed
out to him that histicket was for the day before and he would then have redlized that the conference he
was going to attend was now over.

"That's what happened,” said Archdeacon Simmons, "depend upon it." He explained it to Mrs. McCrae,
who agreed that it was likely enough. "Then what would he do?"

"Go back to hishotel," said Mrs. McCrae.
"He wouldn't have come straight down here--gone straight to the station, | mean.”
"Not if hisluggage was a the hotdl. At any rate, he would have cdled there for hisluggage.”

"True enough,” said Smmons. "All right. Well think of it likethis. Heleft the airport with hislittle bag and
he went back to the hotdl, or started for the hotel at al events. He might have had dinner perhaps--no,
he'd dined at the Athenaeum. All right, he went back to the hotel. But he never arrived there.” He paused
amoment or two and then said doubtfully, " Or did he? Nobody seems to have seen him there. So what
happened to him on the way?*

"He could have met someone,” said Mrs. McCrag, doubtfully.

"Yes. Of course that's perfectly possible. Some old friend he hadn't seen for along time. . . . He could
have gone off with afriend to the friend's hotdl or the friend's house, but he wouldn't have stayed there
three days, would he? He wouldn't have forgotten for three whole days that hisluggage was at the hotel.
Hed have rung up about it, hed have cdled for it, or in asupremefit of absent-mindedness he might
have come straight home. Three days silence. That'swhat's o inexplicable.”

"If he had an accident--"

"Yes, Mrs. McCrae, of course that's possible. We can try the hospitals. Y ou say he had plenty of
paperson him to identify him? Hm--I think there's only onething for it."

Mrs. McCrae looked a him apprehensively.

"| think, you know," said the archdeacon gently, "that we've got to go to the police.”

12

Miss Marple had found no difficulty in enjoying her stay in London. Shedid alot of the thingsthat she
had not had the timeto do in her hitherto brief viststo the capital. It hasto be regretfully noted that she

did not avail hersdlf of the wide cultura activities that would have been possibleto her. Shevidted no
picture gdleries and no museums. Theideaof patronizing adress show of any kind would not even have



occurred to her. What she did visit were the glass and china departments of the large stores, and the
household linen departments, and she also availed hersdlf of some marked-down linesin furnishing
fabrics. Having spent what she considered areasonable sum upon these household investments, she
indulged in various excursions of her own. She went to places and shops she remembered from her
young days, sometimes merely with the curiosity of seeing whether they were dtill there. It was not a
pursuit that she had ever had timefor before, and she enjoyed it very much. After anicelittle nap after
lunch, shewould go out, and, avoiding the atentions of the commissionaireif possible, because he was
so firmly imbued with the ideaithat alady of her age and frailty should dwaysgoin ataxi, shewaked
towards a bus stop, or tube station. She had bought a small guide to buses and their routes--and an
underground transport map; and she would plan her excursion carefully. One afternoon she could be
seen walking happily and nogtagicaly round Evelyn Gardens or Ondow Square murmuring softly, "Yes,
that was Mrs. Van Dylan's house. Of course it looks quite different now. They seem to have remodelled
it. Dear me, | seeit'sgot four bells. Four flats, | suppose. Such anice old-fashioned square thisaways
wes."

Rather shamefacedly she paid avisit to Madame Tussaud's, awell-remembered delight of her
childhood. In Westbourne Grove shelooked in vain for Bradley's. Aunt Helen had aways goneto
Bradley's about her sed skin jacket.

Window shopping in the genera sense did not interest Miss Marple, but she had asplendid time
rounding up knitting patterns, new varieties of knitting wool, and suchlike delights. She made a specid
expedition to Richmond to see the house that had been occupied by Great-Uncle Thomas, theretired
admiral. The handsome terrace was gtill there but here again each house seemed to be turned into flats.
Much more painful was the house in Lowndes Square where adistant cousin, Lady Merridew, had lived
in some style. Here avast skyscraper building of modernistic design appeared to have arisen. Miss
Marple shook her head sadly and said firmly to hersdlf, " There must be progress | suppose. If Cousin
Ethd knew, shed turnin her grave, I'm sure.”

It was one particularly mild and pleasant afternoon that Miss Marple embarked on a bus that took her
over Battersea Bridge. She was going to combine the double pleasure of taking a sentimental look at
Princes Terrace Mangons where an old governess of hers had once lived, and visiting Battersea Park.
Thefirst part of her quest was abortive. Miss Ledbury's former home had vanished without atrace and
had been replaced by agreat dedl of gleaming concrete. Miss Marple turned into Battersea Park. She
had always been agood waker but had to admit that nowadays her walking powers were not what they
were. Half amile was quite enough to tire her. She could manage, she thought, to crossthe Park and go
out over Chelsea Bridge and find hersalf once more on a convenient bus route, but her steps grew
gradually dower and dower, and she was pleased to come upon atea enclosure situated on the edge of
the lake.

Teaswere dill being served therein spite of the autumn chill. There were not many peopletoday, a
certain amount of mothers and prams, and afew pairs of young lovers. Miss Marple collected atray with
tea and two sponge cakes. She carried her tray carefully to atable and sat down. The teawas just what
she needed. Hot, strong and very reviving. Revived, she looked round her, and her eyes stopping
suddenly at aparticular table, she sat up very straight in her chair. Redlly, avery strange coincidence,
very drangeindeed! First the Army and Navy Stores and now here. Very unusud places those particular
two people chose! But no! She waswrong. Miss Marple took asecond and stronger pair of glasses
from her bag. Y es, she had been mistaken. There was a certain smilarity, of course. That long straight
blonde hair; but this was not Bess Sedgwick. It was someone years younger. Of course! It wasthe
daughter! The young girl who had comeinto Bertram'swith Lady SdlinaHazy's friend, Colonel
Luscombe. But the man was the same man who had been lunching with Lady Sedgwick in the Army and
Navy Stores. No doubt abouit it, the same handsome, hawklike look, the same leanness, the same



predatory toughness and--yes, the same strong, virile attraction.

"Bad!" said MissMarple. "Bad al through! Cruel! Unscrupulous. | don't like seeing this. Firgt the
mother, now the daughter. What doesit mean?"

It meant no good. Miss Marple was sure of that. Miss Marple seldom gave anyone the benefit of the
doubt; sheinvariably thought the worst, and nine times out of ten, so sheinsisted, shewasright in so
doing. Both these meetings, she was sure, were more or |ess secret meetings. She observed now the way
these two bent forward over the table until their heads nearly touched, and the earnestness with which
they talked. The girl'sface--Miss Marple took off her spectacles, rubbed the lenses carefully, then put
them on again. Yes, thisgirl wasin love. Desperatdly inlove, as only the young can bein love. But what
were her guardians about to let her run about London and have these clandestine assgnmentsin
Battersea Park? A nicely brought up, well-behaved girl like that. Too nicely brought up, no doubt! Her
people probably believed her to be in some quite other spot. She had to tell lies.

On her way out Miss Marple passed the table where they were sitting, dowing down as much as she
could without its being too obvious. Unfortunately, their voices were so low that she could not hear what
they said. The man was speaking, the girl waslistening, half pleased, hdf afraid. Planning to run away
together, perhaps? thought Miss Marple. She's ill under age.

Miss Marple passed through the small gate in the fence that led to the sdewalk of the park. There were
cars parked along there and presently she stopped beside one particular car. Miss Marple was not
particularly knowledgeable over cars but such cars as this one did not come her way very often, so she
had noted and remembered it. She had acquired alittle information about cars of this style from an
enthusiastic greatnephew. It was aracing car. Some foreign make--she couldn't remember the name
now. Not only that, she had seen thiscar or one exactly likeit, seenit only yesterday in aside street
closeto Bertram's Hotel. She had noticed it not only because of its size and its powerful and unusua
appearance but because the number had awakened some vague memory, some trace of association in
her memory. FAN 2266. It had made her think of her cousin Fanny Godfrey. Poor Fanny who stuttered,
who had said, "I have got t-t-t-wo s-s-s-potz. . .

She walked aong and looked at the number of thiscar. Y es, she was quite right. FAN 2266. It wasthe
same car. Miss Marple, her footsteps growing more painful every moment, arrived deep in thought at the
other sde of Chelsea Bridge and by then was so exhausted that she hailed the first taxi she saw with
decison. Shewasworried by the fedling that there was something she ought to do about things. But what
things and what to do about them? It was al so indefinite. She fixed her eyes absently on some
newsboards. SENSATIONAL DEVELOPMENTSIN TRAIN ROBBERY, they ran. ENGINE
DRIVER'S STORY, said another one. Redly! Miss Marple thought to hersdlf, every day there seemed
to be abank holdup or atrain robbery or awage pay snatch.

Crime seemed to have got aboveitself.
13
Vaguey reminiscent of alarge bumblebee, Chief Inspector Fred Davy wandered around the confines of

the Crimind Investigation Department, humming to himsdlf. It was awell-known idiosyncrasy of his, and
caused no particular notice except to give rise to the remark that " Father was on the prowl again.”

Hisprowling led him at last to the room where Ingpector Campbell was sitting behind adesk with a
bored expression. Ingpector Campbell was an ambitious young man and he found much of his occupation
tediousin the extreme. Nevertheless, he coped with the duties appointed to him and achieved avery fair



measure of successin so doing. The powersthat be approved of him, thought he should do well and
doled out from time to time afew words of encouraging commendation.

"Good morning, Sir," said Ingpector Campbell, respectfully, when Father entered his domain. Naturaly
he called Chief Inspector Davy "Father" behind his back as everyone ese did; but he was not yet of
sufficient seniority to do such athing to hisface.

"Anything | can do for you, Sr?' heinquired.
"La, la, boom, boom," hummed the Chief Inspector, dightly off key. "Why must they cdl me Mary when

my name's Miss Gibbs?' After thisrather unexpected resurrection of abygone musical comedy, he drew
up achair and sat down. "Busy?' he asked.

"Moderately s0."

"Got some disappearance case or other on, haven't you, to do with some hotel or other? What's the
name of it now? Bertram's. Isthat it?"

"Yes, that'sright, gr. Bertram's Hotel "
"Contravening the licensing hours? Cdl girls?'

"Ohno, sr," said Inspector Campbell, dightly shocked at hearing Bertram's Hotel being referred to in
such aconnection. "Very nice, quiet, old-fashioned place.

"Isit now?' said Father. "Yes, isit now? Wdll, that'sinteresting, redly."

Inspector Campbell wondered why it wasinteresting. He did not like to ask, astempersin the upper
hierarchy were notorioudly short since the mail train robbery, which had been a spectacular successfor
the criminas. Helooked at Father'slarge, heavy, bovine face and wondered, as he had once or twice
wondered before, how Chief Ingpector Davy had reached his present rank and why he was so highly
thought of in the department. All right in hisday, | suppose, thought Inspector Campbdll, but there are
plenty of go-ahead chaps about who could do with some promotion, once the deadwood is cleared
away. But the deadwood had begun another song, partly hummed, with an occasiona word or two here
and there.

"Tel me, gentle stranger, are there any more at home like you?' intoned Father and then in asudden
fasetto, "A few, kind Sir, and nicer girlsyou never knew. No, let's see, I've got the sexes mixed up.
Floradora. That was a good show, too."

"I believe I've heard of it, Sir," said Ingpector Campbell.

"Y our mother sang you to deep in the cradle withiit, | expect,” said Chief Ingpector Davy. "Now then,
what's been going on at Bertram's Hotel? Who has disappeared and how and why?"

"A Canon Pennyfather, gr. Elderly clergyman.”
"Dull case, en?"

Ingpector Campbell smiled. "Yes, gr, it israther dull inaway."



"What did helook like?"

"Canon Pennyfather?'

"Y es-you've got adescription, | suppose?"

"Of course." Campbe| shuffled papers and read:

"Height five feet eight. Large thatch of white hair-- stoops. . ."

"And he disappeared from Bertram's Hotdl -- when?'

" About aweek ago--November nineteenth.”

"And they've just reported it. Took their time about it, didn't they?"

"Well, | think there was agenera ideathat hed turn up.”

"Any ideawhat's behind it?" asked Father. "Has a decent God-fearing man suddenly gone off with one
of the churchwardens wives? Or does he do a bit of secret drinking, or has he embezzled the church
funds? Or ishe the sort of absent-minded old chap who goesin for this sort of thing?'

"Wdl, fromal | can hear, gir, | should say the latter. HE's done it before.”

"What--disappeared from a respectable West End hotel ?*

"No, not exactly that, but he's not aways returned home when he was expected. Occasiondly he's
turned up to stay with friends on a day when they haven't asked him, or not turned up on the date when

they had asked him. That sort of thing."

"Yes" sad Father. "Yes. Wl that sounds very nice and natura and according to plan, doesn't it? When
exactly did you say he disappeared?’

"Thursday. November nineteenth. He was supposed to be attending a congress at"'--he bent down and
studied some papers on his desk--"oh yes, Lucerne. Society of Biblical Historica Studies. That'sthe
English trandation of it. | think it's actudly a German society.”

"And it was held at Lucerne? The old boy--1 suppose heisan old boy?!

"Sixty-three, gr, | understand.”

"The old boy didn't turn up, isthat it?"

Inspector Campbell drew his papers towards him and gave Father the ascertainable factsin so far as
they had been ascertained.

"Doesn't sound asif he'd gone off with achoirboy,” observed Chief Inspector Davy.

"I expect hell turn up al right,” said Camphbell, "but we're looking into it, of course. Are you--er--
particularly interested in the case, Sr?' He could hardly restrain his curiogity on this point.



"No," said Davy thoughtfully. "No, I'm not interested in the case. | don't see anything to be interested
aboutinit."

There was a pause, a pause which clearly contained the words "Well, then?" with a question mark after
it from Ingpector Campbell, which he wastoo well trained to utter in audible tones.

"What I'm redlly interested in,” said Father, "isthe date. And Bertram's Hotel, of course.”
"It'saways been very well conducted, sir. No trouble there.”

"That'svery nice, I'm sure," said Father. He added thoughtfully, "I'd rather like to have alook at the
place”

"Of course, sir," said Ingpector Campbell. "Any timeyou like. | wasthinking of going round there
mysdf.”

"I might aswell come dong with you," said Father. "Not to butt in, nothing like that. But I'd just rather
like to have alook at the place, and this disappearing archdeacon of yours, or whatever heis, makes
rather agood excuse. No need to call me 'sir' when were there--you throw your weight about. I'll just be

your stooge.”

Ingpector Campbell became interested.

"Do you think therés something that might tie in there, Sr, something that might tiein with something
dse?'

"There's no reason to believe so, so far,” said Father. "But you know how it is. One gets--I don't know
what to call them--whims, do you think? Bertram's Hotel, somehow, sounds amost too good to be true.”

He resumed hisimpersonation of abumblebee with arendering of "Let's All Go Down the Strand.”

The two detective officers went off together, Campbell looking smart in alounge suit (he had an
excdlent figure), and Chief Inspector Davy carrying with him atweedy air of being up from the country.
They fitted in quite wdll. Only the astute eye of Miss Gorringe, as sheraised it from her ledgers, sngled
them out and appreciated them for what they were. Since she had reported the disappearance of Canon
Pennyfather herself and had aready had aword with alesser personage in the police force, she had been
expecting something of thiskind.

A faint murmur to the earnest-looking girl assistant whom she kept handy in the background enabled the
latter to come forward and dedl with any ordinary inquiries or serviceswhile Miss Gomnge gently shifted
hersdf alittle farther dong the counter and looked up at the two men. Inspector Campbell laid down his
card on the desk in front of her and she nodded. Looking past him to the large tweed-coated figure
behind him, she noted that he had turned dightly sideways, and was observing the lounge and its
occupants with an apparently naive pleasure at beholding such awell-bred, upper-classworld in action.

"Would you like to comeinto the office?' said Miss Gorringe. "We can talk better there perhaps.”
"Yes, | think that would be best."

"Nice place you've got here," said the large, fat, bovine-looking man, turning his head back towards her.
"Comfortable," he added, looking approvingly at thelargefire. "Good old-fashioned comfort.”



Miss Gorringe smiled with an ar of pleasure.

"Y esindeed. We pride ourselves on making our visitors comfortable," she said. Sheturned to her
assigtant. "Will you carry on, Alice? Thereisthe ledger. Lady Jocelyn will be arriving quite soon. Sheis
sure to want to change her room as soon as she sees it but you must explain to her we areredly full up. If
necessary, you can show her number 340 on the third floor and offer her that instead. It's not a very
pleasant room and I'm sure she will be content with her present one as soon as she seesthat.”

"Yes, Miss Gorringe. I'll do just that, Miss Gorringe.”

"And remind Colonel Mortimer that hisfield glasses are here. He asked me to keep them for him this
morning. Don't et him go off without them.”

"No, Miss Gorringe."

These duties accomplished, Miss Gorringe looked at the two men, came out from behind the desk and
walked aong to a plain mahogany door with no legend on it. Miss Gorringe opened it and they went into
asmadll, rather sad-looking office. All three sat down.

"The missing man is Canon Pennyfather, | understand,” said Inspector Campbell. He looked at his notes.
"I've got Sergeant Waddll's report. Perhaps youll tell mein your own words just what occurred.”

"I don't think that Canon Pennyfather hasreally disappeared in the sense in which one would usualy use
that word,” said Miss Gorringe. "1 think, you know, that he's just met someone somewhere, some old

friend or something like that, and had perhaps gone off with him to some scholarly meeting or reunion or
something of that kind, on the Continent. Heis so very vague."

"Y ouve known him for along time?'

"Oh yes, he's been coming here to stay for--let me see--oh five or six years at least, | should think."

"Y ou've been here some time yoursdf, maam,” said Chief Ingpector Davy, suddenly putting in aword.
"I have been here, let methink, fourteen years,” said Miss Gorringe.

"It'sanice place" repeated Davy again. "And Canon Pennyfather usudly stayed here when hewasin
London? Isthat right?'

"Y es. He always came to us. He wrote well beforehand to retain his room. He was much less vague on
paper than hewasin red life. He asked for aroom from the seventeenth to the twenty-first. During that
time he expected to be away for one or two nights, and he explained that he wished to keep hisroom on
while he was away. He quite often did that.”

"When did you begin to get worried about him?" asked Campbell.

"Well, | didn't realy. Of course it was awkward. Y ou see, his room was let on from the twenty-third and
when | redlized--I didn't at first--that he hadn't come back from Lugano--"

"I've got Lucerne herein my notes," said Campbdll. "Yes, yes, | think it was Lucerne. Some
archaeologica congress or other. Anyway, when | redlized he hadn't come back here and that his



baggage was dtill here waiting in hisroom, it made things rather awkward. Y ou see, we are very booked
up a thistime of year and | had someone €lse coming into hisroom. The Honourable Mrs. Saunders,
who lives a Lyme Regis. She dways had that room. And then his housekeeper rang up. She was
worried.”

"The housekeeper'snameis Mrs. McCrag, so | understand from Archdeacon Simmons. Do you know
her?'

"Not personaly, no, but | have spoken to her on the telephone once or twice. Sheis, | think, avery
reliable woman and has been with Canon Pennyfather for some years. She wasworried naturdly. |
believe she and Archdeacon Smmons got in touch with near friends and relations but they knew nothing
of Canon Pennyfather's movements. And since he was expecting the archdeacon to stay with himiit
certainly seemed very odd--in fact it still does--that the canon should not have returned home.”

"Isthis canon usuadly as absent-minded as that?" asked Father.

Miss Gorringe ignored him. Thislarge man, presumably the accompanying sergeant, seemed to her to be
pushing himsdlf forward alittle too much.

"And now | understand,” continued Miss Gorringe, in an annoyed voice, "and now | understand from
Archdeacon Smmonsthat the canon never even went to this conferencein Lucerne.”

"Did he send any message to say hewouldn't go?"'

"I don't think so--not from here. No telegram of anything likethat. | really know nothing about
Lucerne--1 am redly only concerned with our Side of the matter. It has got into the evening papers, |
seethe fact that heismissing, | mean. They haven't mentioned he was staying here. | hope they won't. We
don't want the press here, our visitorswouldn't likethat at al. If you can keep them off us, Inspector
Campbdl, we should be very grateful. | meanit'snot asif he had disappeared from here.”

"Hisluggegeisdill here?!

"Y es. In the baggage room. If he didn't go to Lucerne, have you considered the possibility of hisbeing
run over? Something like that?"

"Nothing like that has happened to him."

"It redlly does seem very, very curious," said Miss Gorringe, afaint flicker of interest appearing in her
manner, to replace the annoyance. "1 mean, it does make one wonder where he could have gone and

why?'

Father looked at her comprehendingly. " Of course," he said. "Y ou've only been thinking of it from the
hotel angle. Very naturd .

"l understand,” said Ingpector Campbell, referring once more to his notes, "that Canon Pennyfather |eft
here about six-thirty on the evening of Thursday the nineteenth. He had with him asmal overnight bag
and hel€ft herein ataxi, directing the commissonaireto tell the driver to drive to the Athenaeum Club.”

Miss Gorringe nodded her head. "Y es, he dined at the Athenaeum Club--Archdeacon Simmonstold me
that that was the place he was last seen.”



Therewas afirmnessin Miss Gorringe's voice as she transferred the responsibility of seeing the canon
last from Bertram's Hotd to the Athenaeum Club.

"Well, it'sniceto get the facts straight,” said Father in agentle rumbling voice. "Weve got 'em dtraight
now. He went off with hislittle blue B.O.A.C. bag or whatever held got with him--it was ablue
B.O.A.C. bag, yes? He went off and he didn't come back, and that's that."

"So you see, redly | cannot help you," said Miss Gorringe, showing adisposition to rise to her feet and
get back to work.

"It doesn't seem asif you could help us," said Father, "but someone el se might be able to,” he added.
"Someone else?’

"Why, yes," said Father. "One of the staff perhaps.”

"I don't think anyone knows anything; or they would certainly have reported it to me."

"Well, perhaps they might. Perhgpsthey mightn't. What | meaniis, they'd havetold you if they'd distinctly
known anything. But | was thinking more of something he might have said.”

"What sort of thing?* said Miss Gorringe, looking perplexed.

"Oh, just some chance word that might give one aclue. Something like 'I'm going to see an old friend
tonight that | haven't seen sncewe met in Arizona.' Something like that. Or 'I'm going to Stay next week
with aniece of minefor her daughter's confirmation.' With absent-minded people, you know, clueslike
that are agreat help. They show what wasin the person's mind. It may be that after hisdinner at the
Athenaeum, he getsinto ataxi and thinks 'Now where am | going? and having got--say--the
confirmation in hismind--thinks he's going off there."

"Well, | seewhat you mean," said Miss Gorringe doubtfully. "It seemsalittle unlikely.”

"Oh, one never knows one's luck," said Father cheerfully. "Then there are the various guests here. |
suppose Canon Pennyfather knew some of them since he came here fairly often.”

"Ohyes," said Miss Gorringe, "L et me see now. I've seen him talking to--yes, Lady SdinaHazy. Then
there was the Bishop of Norwich. They're old friends, | believe. They were at Oxford together. And
Mrs. Jameson and her daughters. They come from the same part of theworld. Oh yes, quite alot of

people.”

"You see" sad Father, "he might have talked to one of them. He might have just mentioned somelittle
thing that would give usaclue. Isthere anyone staying here now that the canon knew fairly well?

Miss Gorringe frowned in thought. "Well, | think Generd Radley ishere dill. And therésan old lady
who came up from the country--who used to stay hereasagirl, so shetold me. Let me see, | can't
remember her name at the moment, but | can find it for you. Oh yes, Miss Marple, that's her name. |
believe sheknew him."

"Well, we could make astart with those two. And thered be a chambermaid, | suppose.”

"Ohyes" sad Miss Gorringe. "But she has been interviewed aready by Sergeant Waddll."



"l know. But not perhaps from this angle. What about the waiter who attended on histable. Or the head
waiter?'

"Therés Henry, of course," said Miss Gorringe.
"Who's Henry?" asked Father.
Miss Gorringe looked dmost shocked. It was to her impossible that anyone should not know Henry.

"Henry has been herefor more yearsthan | can say,” shesaid. "Y ou must have noticed him serving teas
asyou camein.”

"Kind of persondity,” said Davy. "I remember noticing him."

"l don't know what we should do without Henry," said Miss Gon-inge with fedling. "Heredly is
wonderful. He sets the tone of the place, you know."

"Perhaps he might like to serve someteato me,” said Chief Inspector Davy. "Muffins, | saw held got
there. I'd like agood muffin again.”

"Certainly if you like," said Miss Gorringe, rather coldly. "Shdl | order two teasto be served toyou in
the lounge?' she added, turning to Inspector Campbell.

"That would--" the ingpector began, when suddenly the door opened and Mr. Humfries appeared in his
Olympian manner.

Helooked dightly taken aback, then looked inquiringly at Miss Gorringe. Miss Gorringe explained.
"These are two gentlemen from Scotland Y ard, Mr. Humfries," she said.
"Detective Inspector Campbell," said Camphbell.

"Ohyes. Yes, of course," said Mr. Humfries. "The matter of Canon Pennyfather, | suppose? Most
extraordinary business. | hope nothing's happened to him, poor old chap.”

"Sodol," sad Miss Gorringe. "Such adear old man.”

"One of theold schooal," said Mr. Humfries approvingly.

"Y ou seem to have quite alot of the old school here," observed Chief Inspector Davy.

"l suppose we do, | supposewe do,” said Mr. Humfries. "Y es, in many wayswe are quite asurviva."

"We have our regulars, you know," said Miss Gorringe. She spoke proudly. "The same people come
back year after year. We have alot of Americans. People from Boston, and Washington. Very quiet,

nice people.”
"They like our English atmosphere” said Mr. Humfries, showing hisvery whiteteethinasmile.

Father looked at him thoughtfully.



Inspector Campbel said, "Y ou're quite sure that no message came here from the canon? | mean it might
have been taken by someone who forgot to write it down or to passit on.”

"Telephone messages are dways taken down most carefully,” said Miss Gorringe with icein her voice. "l
cannot concelveit possible that amessage would not have been passed on to me or to the appropriate
person on duty.”

Sheglared a him.
Inspector Campbel | looked momentarily taken aback.

"Weveredly answered dl these questions before, you know," said Mr. Humfries, aso with atouch of

icein hisvoice. "We gavedl theinformation at our disposa to your sergeant--1 can't remember hisname
for the moment.”

Father stirred alittle and said, in akind of homely way, "Well you see, things have begun to ook rather
more serious. It lookslike abit more than absentmindedness. That'swhy, | think, it would be agood

thing if we could have aword or two with those two people you mentioned--Genera Radley and Miss
Marple

"Y ou want meto--to arrange an interview with them?* Mr. Humfries|ooked rather unhappy. " Genera
Radley'svery desf."

"I don't think it will be necessary to makeit too formal," said Chief Inspector Davy. "We don't want to
worry people. You can leaveit quite safely to us. Just point out those two you mentioned. Thereisjust a
chance you know, that Canon Pennyfather might have mentioned some plan of his, or some person he
was going to meset at L ucerne or who was going with him to Lucerne. Anyway, it'sworth trying.”

Mr. Humfries |ooked somewhat relieved. "Nothing more we can do for you?' he asked. "I'm sure you
understand that we wish to help you in every way, only you do understand how we fed about any press
publicity.”

"Quite," said Ingpector Campbell.

"And I'll just have aword with the chambermaid,” said Father.

"Certainly, if you like. | doubt very much whether she can tell you anything.”

"Probably not. But there might be some detail-- some remark the canon made about aletter or an
gppointment. One never knows."

Mr. Humfries glanced at hiswatch. "Shéll be on duty at six,” he said. "Second floor. Perhapsin the
meantime, you'd carefor tea?'

"Suitsme," said Father promptly.
They left the office together.

Miss Gorringe said, "Generd Radley will be in the smoking room. The first room down that passage on
the left. Hell bein front of thefire therewith The Times. | think," she added discreetly, "he might be



adeep. You're sure you don't want me to--"
"No, no, I'll seetoit,” said Father. "And what about the other one--the old lady?"
"She'sditting over there, by thefireplace,” said Miss Gorringe.

"The one with white fluffy hair and the knitting?" said Father, taking alook. "Might amost be on the
dage, mightn't she? Everybody's universa greataunt.”

"Great aunts aren't much like that nowadays," said Miss Gorringe, "nor grandmothers nor
great-grand-mothers, if it comesto that. We had the Marchioness of Barlowe in yesterday. She'sa
great-grandmother. Honestly, | didn't know her when she camein. Just back from Paris. Her face a
mask of pink and white and her hair platinum blonde and | suppose an entirdly fasefigure, but it looked
wonderful.”

"Ah," said Father, "I prefer the old-fashioned kind myself. Well, thank you, maam." He turned to
Campbel. "I'll ook after it, shal 1, Sr?1 know you've got an important appointment.”

"That'sright," said Campbell, taking his cue. "I don't suppose anything much will come of it, but it's
worthtrying.”

Mr. Humfries disgppeared into hisinner sanctum, saying as he did so, "Miss Gorringe--just amoment,
please"

Miss Gorringe followed him in and shut the door behind her.

Humfries was walking up and down. "What do they want to see Rose for?' he demanded sharply.
"Wadell asked al the necessary questions.”

"| supposeit'sjust routing," said Miss Gorringe, doubtfully.

"You'd better have aword with her first."

Miss Gorringe looked alittle startled. "But surdly Inspector Campbell--"

"Oh, I'm not worried about Campbell. It's the other one. Do you know who heis?'

"l don't think he gave his name. Sergeant of some kind, | suppose. Helooks rather ayokel.”

"Y okel my foot,"” said Mr. Humfries, abandoning his elegance. "That's Chief Inspector Davy, an old fox
if there ever was one. They think alot of him at the Yard. I'd like to know what he's doing here, nosing
about and playing the genid hick. | don't likeit at al."

"You can't think--"

"l don't know what to think. But | tell you | don't likeit. Did he ask to see anyone else besides Rose?’

"| think he's going to have aword with Henry."

Mr. Humfries laughed. Miss Gorringe laughed too.



"We needn't worry about Henry."

"No, indeed."

"And the vistors who knew Canon Pennyfather?'

Mr. Humfrieslaughed again.

"I wish him joy of old Radley. HEll have to shout the place down and then he won't get anything worth
having. Hes welcome to Radley and that funny old hen, Miss Marple. All the same, | don't much like his
poking hisnosein. .. ."
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"You know," said Chief Ingpector Davy thoughtfully, "I don't much like that chap Humfries."

"Think therés something wrong with him?" asked Campbell.

"Wdll--" Father sounded apologetic, "you know the sort of fedling one gets. Smarmy sort of chap. |
wonder if he'sthe owner or only manager.”

"l could ask him." Campbell took a step back towards the desk.
"No, don't ask him," said Father. "Just find out-- quietly.”
Campbdl looked at him curioudy. "What's on your mind, Sr?"

"Nothing in particular,” said Father. "l just think 1'd like to have agood ded more information about this
place. I'd liketo know who isbehind it, what itsfinancid statusis. All that sort of thing."

Campbell shook hishead. "I should have said if there was one place in London that was absol utely
above suspicion--"

"I know, | know," said Father. "And what auseful thing it isto have that reputation!™

Campbell shook his head again and | eft. Father went down the passage to the smoking room. General
Radley wasjust waking up. The Times had dipped from hisknees and disntegrated dightly. Father
picked it up and reassembled the sheets and handed it to him.

"Thank ye, sr. Very kind," said General Radley gruffly.

"Generd Radley?'

IIYall

"You'll excuseme," said Father, raising hisvoice, "but | want to speak to you about Canon Pennyfather.”

"Eh--what'sthat?' The general approached ahand to hisear.

"Canon Pennyfather," bellowed Father.



"My father? Dead years ago.”

"Canon Penny-father."

"Oh. What about him? Saw him the other day. He was staying here.”

"There was an address he was going to give me. Said hedd leave it with you."
Thiswasrather more difficult to get over but he succeeded in the end.

"Never gave me any address. Must have mixed me up with somebody else. Muddle-headed old fool.
Alwayswas. Scholarly sort of chap, you know. They're dways absent-minded.”

Father persevered for alittle longer but soon decided that conversation with Generd Radley was
practicaly impossible and dmost certainly unprofitable. He went and sat down in thelounge at atable
adjacent to that of Miss Jane Marple.

"Tea 9r?"

Father looked up. He was impressed, as everyone was impressed by Henry's persondlity. Though such
alarge and portly man he had appeared, asit were, like some vast travesty of Ariel who could
materiaize and vanish at will. Father ordered tea.

"Did | seeyou've got muffins here?' he asked.

Henry smiled benignly. "Yes, Sr. Very good indeed our muffinsare, if | may say so. Everyone enjoys
them. Shdll | order you muffins, Sr? Indian or Chinatea?'

"Indian," said Father. "Or Ceylonif you'vegot it."
"Certainly we have Ceylon, Sr."

Henry made the faintest gesture with afinger and the pale young man who was his minion departed in
search of Ceylon teaand muffins. Henry moved gracioudy el sewhere.

Y ou're someone, you are, thought Father. | wonder where they got hold of you and what they pay you.
A packet, | bet, and you'd be worth it. He watched Henry bending in afatherly manner over an elderly
lady. He wondered what Henry thought, if he thought anything, about Father. Father considered that he
fitted into Bertram's Hotel reasonably well. He might have been a prosperous gentleman farmer or he
might have been a peer of the realm with aresemblance to a bookmaker. Father knew two peerswho
were very like that. On the whole, he thought, he passed muster, but he also thought it possible that he
had not decelved Henry. Y es, you're someone, you are, Father thought again.

Teacame and the muffins. Father bit deeply. Butter ran down his chin. He wiped it off with alarge
handkerchief. He drank two cups of teawith plenty of sugar. Then he leaned forward and spoke to the
lady sitting inthe chair next to him.

"Excuseme," hesad, "but aren't you Miss Jane Marple?’

Miss Marpletransferred her gaze from her knitting to Chief Detective Inspector Davy.



"Yes" shesad, "l an MissMarple”

"I hope you don't mind my speaking to you. Asamatter of fact | am a police officer.”
"Indeed? Nothing serioudy wrong here, | hope?'

Father hastened to reassure her in his best paternd fashion.

"Now, don't you worry, MissMarple" he said. "It's not the sort of thing you mean at dl. No burglary or
anything like that. Just alittle difficulty about an absent-minded clergyman, that'sall. | think he'safriend

of yours. Canon Pennyfather.”

"Oh, Canon Pennyfather. He was here only the other day. Y es, I've known him dightly for many years.
Asyou say, heisvery absent-minded.” She added, with someinterest, "What has he done now?"'

"Well, asyou might say in amanner of speaking, he'slost himself.”
"Oh dear," said Miss Marple. "Where ought he to be?!
"Back a homein his Cathedra Close," said Father, "but heisn't.”

"Hetold me" said Miss Marple, "he was going to aconference at L ucerne. Something to do with the
Dead Seascrolls, | believe. He's agreat Hebrew and Aramaic scholar, you know."

"Yes" said Father. "Y ou're quite right. That's where he--well, that's where he was supposed to be
going.”

"Do you mean he didn't turn up there?'
"No," said Father, "he didn't turn up.”

"Oh, wdll," said MissMarple, "l expect he got his dateswrong.”

"Vay likdy, very likey."

"I'm afraid," saidd Miss Marple, "that that's not the firgt time that that's happened. | went to have teawith
him in Chadmingter once. He was actually absent from home. His housekeeper told me then how very
absentminded hewas."

"He didn't say anything to you when he was staying here that might give usaclue, | suppose?' asked
Father, speaking in an easy and confidentia way. "Y ou know the sort of thing I mean, any old friend he'd
met or any plans hed made gpart from this Lucerne Conference?’

"Oh no. He just mentioned the L ucerne Conference. | think he said it was on the nineteenth. Isthat
right?'

"That was the date of the Lucerne Conference, yes."
"I didn't notice the date particularly. | mean"--like most old ladies, Miss Marple here became dightly

involved--"I thought he said the nineteenth and he might have meant the nineteenth and it might redly have
been the twentieth. | mean, he may have thought the twentieth was the nineteenth or he may have thought



the nineteenth was the twentieth.”

"Well--" said Father, dightly dazed.

"I'm putting it badly,” sadd MissMarple, "but | mean people like Canon Pennyfather, if they say they're
going somewhere on a Thursday, oneis quite prepared to find that they didn't mean Thursday, it may be
Wednesday or Friday they redly mean. Usudly they find out in time but sometimesthey just dont. |
thought at the time that something like that must have happened.”

Father looked dightly puzzled.

"Y ou speak asthough you knew aready, Miss Marple, that Canon Pennyfather hadn't goneto
Lucerne

"l knew hewasn't in Lucerne on Thursday," said MissMarple. "He was here al day--or most of the
day. That'swhy | thought, of course, that though he may have said Thursday to me, it wasredly Friday
he meant. He certainly |eft here on Thursday evening carrying hisB.E.A. bag.”

"Quitesn."

" took it he was going off to the airport then,” said MissMarple. "That'swhy | was so surprised to see
hewas back again.”

"1 beg your pardon, what do you mean by 'back again'?"

"Wadll, that he was back here again, | mean."

"Now, let's get thisquite clear,” said Father, careful to speak in an agreeable and reminiscent voice, and
not asthough it was really important. "Y ou saw the old idio--you saw the canon, that isto say, leave as
you thought for the airport with his overnight bag, fairly early in the evening. Isthat right?"

"Yes. About half-past six, | would say, or quarter to seven.”

"But you say he came back."

"Perhaps he missed the plane. That would account for it."

"When did he come back?"

"Wedll, | don't redlly know. | didn't see him come back.”

"Oh," said Father, taken aback. "'l thought you said you did see him."

"Oh, | did seehim later," said MissMarple, "1 meant | didn't see him actualy comeinto the hotd."

"You saw him later? When?

Miss Marple thought.

"Let me see. it was about 3 A.M. | couldn't deep very well. Something woke me. Some sound. There
are so many queer noisesin London. | looked at my little clock, it was ten minutes past three. For some



reason--I'm not quite sure what--1 felt uneasy. Footsteps, perhaps, outside my door. Living inthe
country, if one hears footstepsin the middie of the night it makes one nervous. So | just opened my door
and looked out. There was Canon Pennyfather leaving his room--it's next door to mine--and going off
down the stairs wearing his overcoat.”

"He came out of hisroom wearing his overcoat and went down the sairs at three A.M. in the morning?”’
"Yes," said MissMarple and added: "I thought it odd at the time.”

Father looked at her for some moments. "Miss Marple," he said, "why haven't you told anyone this
before?'

"Nobody asked me," said MissMarplesmply.

15

Father drew a deep breath.

"No," hesaid. "No, | suppose nobody would ask you. It'sas ssimple asthat.”

Hereapsed into slence again.

"Y ou think something has happened to him, don't you?' asked MissMarple.

"It's over aweek now," said Father. "He didn't have a stroke and fall down in the street. HE'snotina
hospital asaresult of an accident. So where is he? His disappearance has been reported in the press, but
nobody's come forward with any information yet."

"They may not have seenit. | didnt.”

"It looks-it redlly looks'--Father was following out his own line of thought--"as though he meant to

disappear. Leaving this place like that in the middle of the night. Y ou're quite sure about it, aren't you?"
he demanded sharply. "Y ou didn't dream it?"

"l am absolutdy sure,” said Miss Marple with findity.
Father heaved himsdf to hisfeet. "I'd better go and see that chambermaid,” he said.
Father found Rose Sheldon on duty and ran an approving eye over her pleasant person.

"I'm sorry to bother you,” he said. "I know you've seen our sergeant already. But it's about that missing
gentleman, Canon Pennyfather.”

"Ohyes, gr, avery nice gentleman. He often sayshere."

"Absent-minded," said Father.



Rose Sheldon permitted a discreet smile to appear on her respectful mask of aface.

"Now let me see” Father pretended to consult some notes. "Thelast time you saw Canon
Pennyfather--was--"

"On the Thursday morning, sir. Thursday the nineteenth. He told me that he would not be back that night

and possibly not the next either. Hewas going, | think, to Geneva. Somewhere in Switzerland, anyway.
He gave metwo shirts he wanted washed and | said they would be ready for him on the morning of the

following day."

"And that'sthe last you saw of him, en?'

"Yes, 9r. You see, I'm not on duty in the afternoons. | come back again at sx o'clock. By then he must
have left, or a any rate he was downstairs. Not in hisroom. He had left two suitcases behind.”

"That'sright," said Father. The contents of the suitcases had been examined, but had given no ussful
lead. Hewent on, "Did you cal him the next morning?'

"Cdl him?No, sr, hewas away."

"What did you do ordinarily--take him early tea? Bregkfast?"'
"Early tea, Sr. He breskfasted downgtairs dways.”

"Soyou didn't go into hisroom at dl the next day?"

"Ohyes, gr." Rose sounded shocked. "' went into hisroom asusual. | took his shirtsin for onething.
And of course| dusted the room. We dust dl the rooms every day.”

"Had the bed been dept in?’

She stared at him. "The bed, sir? Oh no."
"Wasit rumpled--creased in any way?"
She shook her head.

"What about the bathroom?”

"There was adamp hand towd, sir, that had been used, | presume that would be the evening before. He
may have washed his hands last thing before going off."

"And there was nothing to show that he had come back into the room--perhaps quite |ate--after
midnight?'

She stared at him with an air of bewilderment. Father opened his mouth, then shut it again. Either she
knew nothing about the canon's return or she was a highly accomplished actress.

"What about his clothes--suits. Were they packed up in his suitcases?"

"No, gir, they were hanging up in the cupboards. He was keeping hisroom on, you see, Sir."



"Who did pack them up?'
"Miss Gorringe gave orders, Sir. When the room was wanted for the new lady coming in.”

A draightforward coherent account. But if that old lady was correct in stating that she saw Canon
Pennyfather leaving hisroom at 3 A.M. on Friday morning, then he must have come back to that room
sometime. Nobody had seen him enter the hotdl. Had he, for some reason, ddliberately avoided being
seen? He had |eft no traces in the room. He hadn't even lain down on the bed. Had Miss Marple
dreamed the whole thing? At her ageit was possible enough. An ideastruck him.

"What about hisairport bag?'

"| beg your pardon, Sir?'

"A smal bag, dark blue--aB.E.A. or B.O.A.C. bag--you must have seen it?"
"Oh that--yes, gr. But of course he'd taken that with him abroad.”

"But he didn't go abroad. He never went to Switzerland after dl. So he must have left it behind. Or else
he came back and |&ft it here with his other luggage.”

"Y es--yes--| think--1'm quite sure--1 believe he did.”
Quite unsolicited, the thought raced into Father's mind: They didn't brief you on that, did they?

Rose Sheldon had been calm and competent up till now. But that question had rattled her. She hadn't
known theright answer to it. But she ought to have known.

The canon had taken his bag to the airport, had been turned away. from the airport. If he had come
back to Bertram's, the bag would have been with him. But Miss Marple had made no mention of it when
she had described the canon leaving hisroom and going down the sairs.

Presumably it was|eft in the bedroom, but it had not been put in the baggage room with the suitcases.
Why not? Because the canon was supposed to have gone to Switzerland?

He thanked Rose genialy and went downstairs again. Canon Pennyfather! Something of an enigma,
Canon Pennyfather. Talked alot about going to Switzerland, muddied up things so that he didn't go to
Switzerland, came back to his hotel s0 secretly that nobody saw him, Ieft it again in the early hours of the
morning. (To go where? To do what?)

Could absent-mindedness account for all this?
If not, then what was Canon Pennyfather up to? And more important, where was he?

From the staircase, Father cast ajaundiced eye over the occupants of the lounge, and wondered
whether anyone was what they seemed to be. He had got .to that stage! Elderly people, middle-aged
people (nobody very young), nice old-fashioned people, nearly al well-to-do, dl highly respectable.
Service people, lawyers, clergymen, American hushand and wife near the door, a French family near the
fireplace. Nobody flashy, nobody out of place, most of them enjoying an old-fashioned English afternoon
tea. Could thereredlly be anything serioudy wrong with a place that served ol d-fashioned afternoon teas?



The Frenchman made aremark to hiswife that fitted in appositively enough.

"LeFive-0-clock," hewas saying. "C'est bien Anglais ¢a, n'est-ce pas?' Helooked round him with
approval.

Le Five-0'-clock, thought Davy as he passed through the swing doorsto the street. That chap doesn't
know that "le Five-0'-clock™ is as dead as the dodo!

Outsde, various vast American wardrobe cases and suitcases were being loaded on to ataxi. It seemed
that Mr. and Mrs. EImer Cabot were on their way to the Hotel Vendome, Paris.

Beside him on the curb, Mrs. Elmer Cabot was expressing her viewsto her husband.

"The Pendleburys were quite right about this place, EiImer. It just isold England. So beautifully
Edwardian. | just fed Edward the Seventh could walk right in any moment and it down there for his
afternoon tea. | mean to come back here next year--I redly do."

"If welve got amillion dollars or so to spare,” said her husband dryly.

"Now, Elmer, it wasn't asbad as all that."

The baggage was | oaded, the tall commissionaire hel ped them in, murmuring "Thank you, sir" as Mr.
Cabot made the expected gesture. Thetaxi drove off. The commissionaire transferred his attention to
Father.

"Taxi, 9r?"

Father looked up at him.

Over six feet. Good-looking chap. A bit run to seed. Ex-Army. Lot of medas--genuine, probably. A bit
shifty? Drinks too much.

Aloud hesad, "Ex-Army man?'

"Yes, gr. Irish Guards."

"Military Medd, | see. Where did you get that?'
"Burma”

"What's your name?"'

"Michad Gorman. Sergeant.”

"Good job here?!

"It'sa peaceful spot.”

"Wouldn't you prefer the Hilton?"



"l would not. | likeit here. Nice people come here, and quite alot of racing gentlemen--for Ascot and
Newbury. I've had good tips from them now and again.”

"Ah, 0 you're an Irishman and gambler, isthat it?"
"Och! now, what would life be without agamble?’
"Peaceful and dull," said Chief Inspector Davy. "Likemine."
"Indeed, Sr?'
"Can you guesswhat my profession is?' asked Father.
Thelrishman grinned.
"No offenseto you, S, but if | may guess1'd say you were acop.”
"Right firgt time," said Chief Inspector Davy. "Y ou remember Canon Pennyfather?'
"Canon Pennyfather now, | don't seem to mind the name--"
"Elderly dergymen.”
Michadl Gorman laughed.
"Ah now, clergymen are asthick aspeasin apod in there"
"This one disappeared from here."
"Oh, that one!l" The commissionaire seemed dightly taken aback.
"Did you know him?"
"I wouldn't remember himiif it hadn't been for people asking me questions about him. All | know is, | put
him into ataxi and he went to the Athenaeum Club. That'sthelast | saw of him. Somebody told me hed
goneto Switzerland, but | hear he never got there. Lost himsdlf, it seems.”
"You didn't see him later that day?’
"Later-- No, indeed."
"What time do you go off duty?’

"Eleven-thirty.”

Chief Inspector Davy nodded, refused ataxi and moved sowly away along Pond Street. A car roared
past him close to the curb, and pulled up outside Bertram's Hotel, with a scream of brakes. Chief

Ingpector Davy turned his head soberly and noted the number plate. FAN 2266. There was something
reminiscent about that number, though he couldn't for the moment placeit.

Slowly heretraced his steps. He had barely reached the entrance before the driver of the car, who had



gone through the door a moment or two before, came out again. He and the car matched each other. It
was aracing modd, white with long gleaming lines. The young man had the same eager greyhound look
with a handsome face and a body with not a superfluousinch of flesh oniit.

The commissionaire held the car door open, the young man jumped in, tossed a coin to the
cornmissionaire and drove off with aburst of powerful engine.

"Y ou know who heis?' said Michagl Gorman to Father.
"A dangerousdriver, anyway."

"Ladidaus Mdinowski. Won the Grand Prix two years ago--world champion he was. Had a bad smash
last year. They say he'sdl right again now."

"Don't tell me he's saying a Bertram's. Highly unsuitable.”

Michadl Gorman grinned.

"He's not staying here, no. But afriend of hisis-" He winked.

A porter in astriped apron came out with more American luxury travel equipment.

Father stood absent-mindedly watching them being ensconced in a Daimler hire car while hetried to
remember what he knew about Ladidaus Malinowski. A reckless fellow--said to be tied up with some
wellknown woman--what was her name now? Still staring at a smart wardrobe case, he was just turning
away when he changed his mind and entered the hotel again.

He went to the desk and asked Miss Gorringe for the hotdl register. Miss Gorringe was busy with
departing Americans, and pushed the book aong the counter towards him. He turned the pages. Lady
Setma Hazy, Little Cottage, Merryfield, Hants. Mr. and Mrs. Hennessey King, Elderberries, Essex. Sir
John Woodstock, 5 Beaumont Crescent, Cheltenham. Lady Sedgwick, Hurstings House,
Northumberland. Mr. and Mrs. Elmer Cabot, Greenwich, Connecticut. Genera Radley, 14, The Green,
Chichester. Mr. and Mrs. Woolmer Pickington, Marblehead, Massachusetts. La Comtesse de Beawville,
Les Sapins, S.-Germain-en-Laye. Miss Jane Marple, St. Mary Mead, Much Benham. Colonel
Luscombe, Little Green, Suffolk. Mrs. Carpenter, The Hon. Elvira Blake. Canon Pennyfather, The
Close, Chadmingter. Mrs. Holding, Miss Holding, Miss Audrey Holding, The Manor House, Carmanton.
Mr. and Mrs. Ryesville, Valey Forge, Pennsylvania. The Duke of Barnstable, Doone Castle, N. Devon.
...... A cross section of the kind of people who stayed at Bertram's Hotel. They formed, he thought, a
kind of pattern.

As he shut the book, aname on an earlier page caught hiseye. Sir William Ludgrove.

Mr. Justice Ludgrove who had been recognized by a probation officer near the scene of abank
robbery. Mr. Justice L udgrove--Canon Pennyfather--both patrons of Bertram'sHotdl. . . . .

"I hope you enjoyed your tea, Sir?" It was Henry, standing at his elbow. He spoke courteoudy, and with
the dight anxiety of the perfect host.

"The best teal've had for years,” said Chief Inspector Davy.

He remembered he hadn't paid for it. He attempted to do so; but Henry raised a deprecating hand.



"Oh no, gr. | was given to understand that your teawas on the house. Mr. Humfries orders.”

Henry moved away. Father was |eft uncertain whether he ought to have offered Henry atip or not. It
was galling to think that Henry knew the answer to that socia problem much better than he did.

As he moved away along the street, he stopped suddenly. He took out his notebook and put down a
name and an address--no time to lose. He went into a telephone box. He was going to stick out his neck.
Come hell or high water, he was going al out on a hunch.
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It was the wardrobe that worried Canon Pennyfather. It worried him before he was quite awake. Then
he forgot it and he fell adeep again. But when his eyes opened once more, there the wardrobe ill wasin
the wrong place. He was lying on hisleft side facing the window and the wardrobe ought to have been
there between him and the window on theleft wall. But it wasn't. It was on theright. It worried him. It
worried him so much that it made him fed tired. He was conscious of his head aching badly, and on top
of that, to have the wardrobeinthewrong place. . . . ... At this point once more his eyes closed.

There was rather more light in the room the next time he woke. It was not daylight yet. Only the faint
light of dawn. "Dear me," said Canon Pennyfather to himsdlf, suddenly solving the problem of the
wardrobe. "How stupid | am! Of course, I'm not at home."

He moved gingerly. No, thiswasn't his own bed. He was away from home. He was--where was he?
Oh, of course. HEd gone to London, hadn't he? He was in Bertram's Hotel and--but no, he wasn't in
Bertram'sHotd. In Bertram's Hotel his bed was facing the window. So that was wrong, too.

"Dear me, where can | be?" said Canon Pennyfather.

Then he remembered that he was going to Lucerne. "Of course,” he said to himsdf, "I'min Lucerne.” He
began thinking about the paper he was going to read. He didn't think about it long. Thinking about his
paper seemed to make his head ache so he went to deep again.

The next time he woke his head was agreat dedl clearer. Also there was agood dedl morelight in the
room. He was not at home, he was not at Bertram's Hotel and he wasfairly surethat hewasnot in
Lucerne. Thiswasn't ahotel bedroom at dl. He studied it fairly closdly. It was an entirely strange room
with very littlefurnitureinit. A kind of cupboard (what held taken for the wardrobe) and awindow w.ith
flowered curtains through which thelight came. A chair and atable and achest of drawers. Redly, that
was about all.

"Dear me," said Canon Pennyfather, "thisismost odd. Wheream 1?7

He wasthinking of getting up to investigate but when he sat up in bed his headache began again so helay
down.

"I must have beenill," decided Canon Pennyfather. "Y es, definitely | must have beeniill.” Hethought a
minute or two and then said to himself, "Asamatter of fact, | think perhaps I'm il ill. Influenza,
perhaps?’ Influenza, people often said, came on very suddenly. Perhaps--perhapsit had come on at
dinner at the Athenaeum. Y esthat was right. He remembered that he had dined at the Athenaeum.

There were sounds of moving about in the house. Perhaps they'd taken him to anursing home. But no,



he didn't think thiswas anursing home. With the increased light it showed itself as arather shabby and
ill-furnished smdl bedroom. Sounds of movement went on. From downstairs avoice cdled out,
"Goodbye, ducks. Sausage and mash this evening.”

Canon Pennyfather considered this. Sausage and mash. The words had afaintly agreeable quality.
"l believe," he said to himsdlf, "I'm hungry.”

The door opened. A middle-aged woman came in, went across to the curtains, pulled them back alittle
and turned towards the bed.

"Ah, you're awake now," she said. "And how are you feding?"
"Redly," said Canon Pennyfather, rather feebly, "I'm not quite sure.”

"Ah, | expect not. Y ou've been quite bad, you know. Something hit you a nasty crack, so the doctor
said. These motorists! Not even stopping after they'd knocked you down."

"Have | had an accident?' said Canon Pennyfather. "A motor accident?'

"That'sright,” said the woman. "Found you by the side of the road when we come home. Thought you
wasdrunk at first." She chuckled pleasantly at the reminiscence. "Then my husband said he'd better take
alook. It may have been an accident, he said. There wasn't no smell of drink or anything. No blood or
anything neither. Anyway, there you was, out like alog. So my husband said 'We can't leave him here
lying likethat' and he carried you in here. See?!

"Ah," said Canon Pennyfather, faintly, somewhat overcome by al these reveations. "A Good
Samaritan.”

"And he saw you were a clergyman so my husband said ‘It's al quite respectable.’ Then he said held
better not call the police because being aclergyman and al that you mightn't likeit. That'sif you was
drunk in spite of there being no smell of drink. So then we hit upon getting Dr. Stokes to come and have
alook at you. We il cal him Dr. Stokes dthough he's been struck off. A very niceman heis,
embittered a bit, of course, by being struck off. It was oniy hiskind heart redly, helping alot of girlswho
were no better than they should be. Anyway, he's agood enough doctor and we got him to come and
take alook at you. He says you've cometo no real harm, saysit's mild concussion. All we'd got to do
wasto keep you lying flat and quiet in adark room. 'Mind you," he said, 'I'm not giving an opinion or
anything likethat. Thisisunofficial. I've no right to prescribe or to say anything. By rights| dare say you
ought to report it to the police, but if you don't want to, why should you? Give the poor old geezer a
chance, that'swhat he said. Excuse me if I'm speaking disrespectful. He's arough and ready speaker, the
doctor is. Now what about adrop of soup and some hot bread and milk?"

"Either," said Canon Pennyfather faintly, "would be very welcome.”

He relgpsed on to his pillows. An accident? So that wasit. An accident, and he couldn't remember a
thing about it! A few minutes |ater the good woman returned bearing atray with asteaming bowl onit.

"Youll fed better after this" shesaid. "I'd like to have put adrop of whisky or adrop of brandy in it but
the doctor said you wasn't to have nothing like that.”

"Certainly not,” said Canon Pennyfather, "not with concussion. No. It would have been unadvissble.”



"I'll put another pillow behind your back, shall I, ducks? There, isthat al right?”

Canon Pennyfather was alittle startled by being addressed as"ducks." Hetold himself that it was kindly
meant.

"Upsydaisy," said the woman, "therewe are.”

"Yes, but where arewe?' said Canon Pennyfather. "I mean, where am 1? Where isthis place?’
"Milton . John," said the woman. "Didn't you know?'

"Milton St. John?" said Canon Pennyfather. He shook hishead. "'l never heard the name before.”
"Ohwadl, it'snot much of aplace. Only avillage."

"Y ou have been very kind," said Canon Pennyfather. "May | ask your name?"

"Mrs. Wheding. EmmaWheding."

"You aremost kind," said Canon Pennyfather again. "But this accident now. | Smply cannot
remember--"

"Y ou put yourself outside thet, luv, and you'l fedl better and up to remembering things.”

"Milton . John," said Canon Pennyfather to himsdlf, in atone of wonder. "The name means nothing to
meat al. How very extraordinary!"

17

Sir Ronad Graves drew a cat upon his blotting pad. He looked at the large portly figure of Chief
Inspector Davy Sitting opposite him and drew a bulldog.

"Ladidaus Mdinowski?' he said. "Could be. Got any evidence?'
"No. Hed fit the bill, would he?"

"A daredevil. No nerves. Won the world championship. Bad crash about ayear ago. Bad reputation
with women. Sources of income doubtful. Spends money here and aboroad very fredy. Always going to
and fro to the Continent. Have you got someideathat he's the man behind these big organized robberies

and holdups?’
"l don't think he'sthe planner. But | think he'sin with them.”

“Why?

"For onething, he runs a Mercedes-Otto car. Racing model. A car answering to that description was
seen near Bedhampton on the morning of the mail robbery. Different number plates--but we're used to
that. And it's the same stunt--unlike, but not too unlike. FAN 2299 instead of 2266. There aren't so
many Mercedes-Otto models of that type about. Lady Sedgwick has one and young Lord Merrivae.”



"Y ou don't think Malinowski runs the show?
"No--1 think there are better brainsthan his at the top. But he'sinit. I've looked back over thefiles.

Take the holdup at the Midland and West London. Three vans happened--just happened--to block a
certain street. A Mercedes-Otto that was on the scene got clear away owing to that block.”

"It was stopped later.”

"Yes. And given aclean bill of health. Especidly as the people who'd reported it weren't sure of the
correct number. It was reported as FAM 3366--Malinowski's registration number is FAN 2266. It's all

the same picture.”

"And you persst in tying it up with Bertram's Hotel. They dug up some stuff about Bertram's for you--"

Father tapped his pocket. "Got it here. Properly registered company. Balance--paid up
capital--directors-et cetera, et cetera Doesn't mean athing! These financia shows are al the same--just
alot of snakes swalowing each other. Companies, and holding companies-makes your brain red.”

"Come now, Father. That'sjust away they have in the City. Hasto do with taxation--"

"What | want isthereal dope. If you'll give meachit, sir, I'd like to go and see some top brass."

The A.C. sared at him. "And what exactly do you mean by top brass?'

Father mentioned a name.

The A.C. looked upset. "I don't know about that. | hardly think we dare approach him."

"It might be very hdpful "

There was apause. The two men looked at each other. Father looked bovine, placid, and patient. Sir
Ronad gavein.

"Y ou're astubborn old devil, Fred," he said. "Have it your own way. Go and worry the top brains
behind theinternationa financiers of Europe.”

"Hell know," said Chief Inspector Davy. "Hell know. And if he doesn't, he can find out by pressing one
buzzer on his desk or making one telephone call.”

"I don't know that helll be pleased.”

"Probably not," said Father, "but it won't take much of histime. I've got to have authority behind me,
though."

"You'rereally serious about this place, Bertram's, aren't you? But what have you to go on? It'swell run,
has a good respectable clientele--no trouble with the licensing laws.”

"l know--1 know. No drinks, no drugs, no gambling, no accommodation for criminas. All pure asthe
driven snow. No beatniks, no thugs, no juvenile delinquents. Just sober Victorian-Edwardian old ladies,
county families, vigiting travellers from Boston and the more respectable parts of the U.SA. All the same,
arespectable canon of the churchisseento leaveit at three A.M. in the morning in a somewhat



surreptitious manner--"

"Who saw that?"

"Anoldlady."

"How did she manage to see him? Why wasn't shein bed and adeep?’

"Old ladiesarelike that, Sir."

"Y ou're not talking of--what's his name--Canon Pennyfather?"

"That'sright, dr. His disappearance was reported and Campbell has been looking into it.”

"Funny coincidence--his name'sjust come up in connection with the mail robbery at Bedhampton.”

"Indeed? In what way, Sr?'

"Another old lady--or middle-aged anyway. When the train was stopped by that signal that had been
tampered with, agood many people woke up and looked out into the corridor. Thiswoman, who livesin
Chadmingter and knows Canon Pennyfather by sght, says she saw him entering the train by one of the
doors. She thought he'd got out to see what was wrong and was getting in again. We were going to

follow it up because of his disappearance being reported--"

"L et's see--the train was stopped at five-thirty A.M. Canon Pennyfather left Bertram's Hotel not long
after three A.M. Yes, it could be done. If he were driven there--say--in aracing car

"So we're back again to Ladidaus Malinowski!"

The A.C. looked at his blotting pad doodles. "What abulldog you are, Fred," he said.

Half an hour later Chief Inspector Davy was entering a quiet and rather shabby office.

The large man behind the desk rose and put forward a hand.

"Chief Ingpector Davy? Do st down," he said. "Do you care for acigar?”

Chief Ingpector Davy shook his head.

"l must gpologize," he said, in his degp countryman's voice, "for wasting your valuable time.”

Mr. Robinson smiled. Hewas afat man and very well dressed. He had ayellow face, hiseyeswere
dark and sad-looking and his mouth was large and generous. He frequently smiled to display over-large
teeth. "The better to eat you with," thought Chief Inspector Davy irrdevantly. His English was perfect and
without accent but he was not an Englishman. Father wondered, as many others had wondered before
him, what nationality Mr. Robinson realy was.

"Well, what can | do for you?"

"I'd liketo know," said Chief Inspector Davy, "who owns Bertram's Hotdl."



The expression on Mr. Robinson's face did not change. He showed no surprise a hearing the name nor
did he show recognition. He said thoughtfully:

"Y ou want to know who owns Bertram's Hotdl. That, | think, isin Pond Street, off Piccadilly.”
"Quiteright, ar."

"| have occasiondly stayed there mysdlf. A quiet place. Well run.”

"Yes" sad Father, "particularly wdl run."

"And you want to know who ownsit? Surely that is easy to ascertain?”

Therewasafant irony behind hissmile.

"Through the usua channdls, you mean? Oh yes." Father took asmall piece of paper from his pocket
and read out three or four names and addresses.

"l see,”" said Mr. Robinson, "someone has taken quite alot of trouble: Interesting. And you cometo
me?'

"If anyone knows, you would, gr."

"Actualy I do not know. But it istruethat | have ways of obtaining information. One has'--he shrugged
hisvery large, fat shoulders--"one has contacts.”

"Yes, gr," sad Father with an impassive face.
Mr. Robinson looked at him, then he picked up the telephone on his desk.

"Sonia? Get me Carlos.” He waited aminute or two then spoke again. "Carlos?' He spoke rapidly half a
dozen sentencesin aforeign language. It was not alanguage that Father could even recognize.

Father could conversein good British French. He had a smattering of Italian and he could make aguess
at plain travellers German. He knew the sounds of Spanish, Russian and Arabic, though he could not
understand them. This language was none of those. At afaint guess he hazarded it might be Turkish or
Persan or Armenian, but even of that he was by no means sure. Mr. Robinson replaced the receiver.

"I do not think," he said genidly, "that we shdl have long to wait. | am interested, you know. Very much
interested. | have occasionaly wondered myself--"

Father looked inquiring.

"About Bertram'sHotd," said Mr. Robinson. "Financidly, you know. One wonders how it can pay.
However, it had never been any of my business. And one appreciates’--he shrugged his shoulders--"a
comfortable hostelry with an unusudly talented personnel and staff. Yes, | have wondered.” He looked at
Father. "Y ou know how and why?"

"Not yet," said Father, "but | meanto.”

"There are severd possihilities” said Mr. Robinson, thoughtfully. "It islike music, you know. Only so



many notesto the octave, yet one can combine them in--what isit--severa million different ways? A
musician told me once that you do not get the same tune twice. Most interesting.”

There was adight buzz on his desk and he picked up the receiver once more.

"Yes?Yes, you have been very prompt. | am pleased. | see. Ohl Amsterdam, yes. ... Ah. ... Thank
you....Yes Youwill spdl that? Good." He wrote rapidly on apad at his elbow.

"1 hopethiswill be useful to you," he said, as he tore off the sheet and passed it acrossthe table to
Father, who read the name out loud. "Wilhelm Hoffman."

"Nationality Swiss," said Mr. Robinson. "Though not, | would say, born in Switzerland. Has agood ded
of influencein banking circles and though keeping strictly on theright side of the law, he has been behind
agreat many--questionable dedl's. He operates solely on the Continent, not in this country.”

"But he has abrother,” said Mr. Robinson. "Robert Hoffman. Living in London--a diamond merchant--
most respectable business. Hiswife is Dutch. He adso has officesin Amsterdam. Y our people may know
about him. As| say, he deds mainly in diamonds, but heisavery rich man, and he ownsalot of
property, not usual.y in hisown name. Yes, heisbehind quite alot of enterprises. He and his brother are
the real ownersof Bertram'sHotdl."

"Thank you, sir." Chief Inspector Davy roseto hisfeet. "I needn't tell you that I'm much obliged to you.
It'swonderful," he added, alowing himsdf to show more enthusiasm than was normdl.

"That | should know?" inquired Mr. Robinson, giving one of hislarger amiles. "But that isone of my
specidities. Information. | like to know. That iswhy you cameto me, isit not?"

"Well," said Chief Inspector Davy, "we do know about you. The Home Office. The Specid Branch and
al therest of it." He added dmost naively, "It took abit of nerve on my part to approach you."

Again Mr. Robinson amiled. "l find you an interesting persondity, Chief Ingpector Davy," hesaid. "'l wish
yOu success in whatever you are undertaking.”

"Thank you, gr. | think | shdl need it. By the way, these two brothers, would you say they were violent
men?'

"Certainly not," said Mr. Robinson. "It would be quite againgt their policy. The brothers Hoffman do not
apply violence in business matters. They have other methods that serve them better. Y ear by year, |
would say, they get steadily richer, or so my information from Swiss banking circlestdlsme.”

"Itsauseful place, Switzerland," said Chief Inspector Davy.

"Yes, indeed. What we should al do without it | do not know! So much rectitude. Such afine business
sense! Yes, we businessmen must dl be very grateful to Switzerland. | myself,” he added, "have dso a
high opinion of Amsterdam.” Helooked hard at Davy, then smiled again, and the Chief Inspector |€ft.

When he got back to headquarters again, he found a note awaiting him.

Canon Pennyfather has turned up--safe if not sound. Apparently was knocked down by acar at Milton
. John and has concussion.
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Canon Pennyfather looked at Chief Inspector Davy and Inspector Camphbell, and Chief Inspector Davy
and Inspector Campbel| looked at him. Canon Pennyfather was at home again. Sitting in the big armchair

inhislibrary, apillow behind his head and hisfeet up on apouffe, with arug over hiskneesto emphasize
hisinvaid gatus.

"I'm &fraid," hewas saying politey, "that | Smply cannot remember anything a dl.”
"Y ou can't remember the accident when the car hit you?'

"I'mredly afraid not."

"Then how did you know acar did hit you?' demanded |nspector Campbell acutely.

"The woman there, Mrs.--Mrs.--was her name Wheeling?--told me about it."

"And how did she know?"

Canon Pennyfather looked puzzled.

"Dear me, you are quiteright. She couldn't have known, could she? | suppose she thought it was what
must have happened.”

"And you redly cannot remember anything? How did you cometo bein Milton S. John?"
"lI'venoides,” said Canon Pennyfather. "Even the nameisquite unfamiliar to me.”

Inspector Campbdll's exasperation was mounting, but Chief Ingpector Davy said in his soothing, homely
voice

"Judt tell usagain thelast thing you do remember, ar.”

Canon Pennyfather turned to him with relief. The ingpector's dry skepticism had made him
uncomfortable.

"] was going to Lucerneto acongress. | took ataxi to the airport--at least to Kensington Air Station.”
"Yes. And then?'

"That'sal. | can't remember any more. The next thing | remember isthe wardrobe.”

"What wardrobe?" demanded Inspector Campbell.

"It wasin thewrong place.”

Inspector Campbdl | was tempted to go into this question of awardrobe in the wrong place. Chief
Inspector Davy cutin.

"Do you remember arriving a theair gation, Sr?”



"l suppose s0," said Canon Pennyfather, with the air of one who hasagreat deal of doubt on the matter.
"And you duly flew to Lucerne.”

"Did 1?1 don't remember anything abouit it if s0."

"Do you remember arriving back at Bertram's Hotel that night?"

"No."

"Y ou do remember Bertram's Hotel 7"

"Of course. | was staying there. Very comfortable. | kept my room on."

"Do you remember travellingin atran?'

"Atran?No, | can't recdl atrain.”

"There was a hold-up. Thetrain was robbed. Surely, Canon Pennyfather, you can remember that."

"l ought to, oughtn't 17" said Canon Pennyfather. "But somehow'--he spoke gpologeticaly--"I don't.” He
looked from one to the other of the officerswith abland gentle smile.

"Then your story isthat you remember nothing after going in ataxi to the air station until you wokeupin
the Whedlings cottage at Milton St. John."

"Thereisnothing unusua in that," the Canon assured him. "It happens quite often in cases of concusson.”
"What did you think had happened to you when you woke up?"

"l had such aheadache | redlly couldn't think. Then of course | began to wonder where | was and Mrs.
Whesdling explained and brought me some excellent soup. She called me 'love' and 'deari€’ and 'ducks,”

sad the canon with dight distaste, "but she was very kind. Very kind indeed.”

" She ought to have reported the accident to the police. Then you would have been taken to hospital and
properly looked after,” said Campbell.

"Shelooked after me very well,” the canon protested, with spirit, "and | understand that with concussion
thereisvery little you can do except keep the patient quiet.”

"If you should remember anything more, Canon Pennyfather--"

The canon interrupted him.

"Four whole days | seem to havelost out of my life," he said. "Very curious. Redly very curiousindeed.
| wonder so much where | was and what | was doing. The doctor tellsmeit may all come back to me.
On the other hand it may not. Possibly | shall never know what happened to me during those days." His
eydidsflickered. "Youll excuse me. | think | am rather tired."

"That's quite enough now," said Mrs. McCrae, who had been hovering by the door, ready to intervene if
shethought it necessary. She advanced upon them. "Doctor says he wasn't to be worried,” she said



firmly.

The policemen rose and moved towards the door. Mrs. McCrae shepherded them out into the hail
rather in the manner of a conscientious sheepdog. The canon murmured something and Chief Inspector
Davy who was the last to pass through the door wheeled round at once.

"What was that?' he asked, but the canon's eyes were now closed.

"What did you think he said?' said Campbell asthey |eft the house after refusing Mrs. McCrae's
lukewarm offer of refreshment.

Father said thoughtfully, "I thought he said 'thewalls of Jericho.™
"What could he mean by that?'
"It sounds Biblical," said Fether.

"Do you think well ever know," asked Campbell, "how that old boy got from the Cromwell Road to
Milton . John?'

"It doesn't seem asif we shal get much help from him," agreed Davy.

"That woman who says she saw him on the train after the holdup. Can she possibly be right? Can he be
mixed up in some way with these robberies? It ssemsimpossible. He's such athoroughly respectable old
boy. Can't very well suspect a canon of Chadminster Cathedra of being mixed up with atrain robbery,

can one?'

"No," said Father thoughtfully, "'no. No more than one can imagine Mr. Justice Ludgrove being mixed up
with abank holdup.”

Inspector Campbell looked at his superior officer curioudly.

The expedition to Chadminster concluded with a short and unprofitable interview with Dr. Stokes.

Dr. Stokes was aggressve, uncooperative and rude. "I've known the Whedlings quite awhile. They're
by way of being neighbours of mine. They'd picked some old chap up off the road. Didn't know whether
he was dead drunk, or ill. Asked mein to have alook. | told them he wasn't drunk--that it was
concussion--"

"And you trested him for that."

"Not at dl. | didn't treat him, or prescribe for him or attend him. I'm not a doctor--1 was once, but I'm
not now--I told them what they ought to do was ring up the police. Whether they did or not | don't
know. Not my business. They're abit dumb, both of them-- but kindly folk."

"You didn't think of ringing up the police yoursdf?"

"No, | did not. I'm not adoctor. Nothing to do with me. Asahuman being | told them not to pour
whisky down histhroat and to keep him quiet and flat until the police came.”

Heglared at them and, reluctantly, they had to leave it at that.
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Mr. Hoffman was a big solid-looking man. He gave the appearance of being carved out of
wood--preferably teak.

Hisface was s0 expressionless asto give rise to surmise--could such aman be capable of thinking, of
feding emotion? It seemed impossible,

His manner was highly correct.

He rose, bowed, and held out awedgdike hand. "Chief Inspector Davy? It issomeyears since | had the
pleasure--you may not even remember--"

"Ohyes, | do, Mr. Hoffman. The Aaronberg diamond case. Y ou were awitness for the Crown--amost
excdllent witness, let me say. The Defense was quite unable to shake you.”

"I am not easily shaken," said Mr. Hoffman gravely. He did not look aman who would easily be shaken.
"What can | do for you?' he went on. "No trouble, | hope--I dwayswant to agree well with the police. |
have the grestest admiration for your superb policeforce.

"Oh, thereisno trouble. It isjust that we wanted you to confirm alittle information.”

"| shdl be ddighted to help you in any way | can. As| say, | have the highest opinion of your London
policeforce. Y ou have such asplendid class of men. So full of integrity, so fair, sojust.”

"Y ou'll make me embarrassed,” said Father. "l am a your service. What isit that you want to know?"'
"I wasjust going to ask you to give me alittle dope about Bertram's Hotdl "

Mr. Hoffman's face did not change. It was possible that his entire attitude became for amoment or two
even more static than it had been before--that was all.

"Bertram's Hotd ?' he said. Hisvoice wasinquiring, dightly puzzled. It might have been that he had never
heard of Bertram's Hotel or that he could not quite remember whether he knew Bertram's Hotel or not.

"Y ou have a connection with it, have you not, Mr. Hoffman?'

Mr. Hoffman moved his shoulders. "There are o many things,” he said. ""One cannot remember them all.
So much business, so much--it kegps me very busy.”

"Y ou have your fingersin alot of pies, | know that."

"Yes." Mr. Hoffman amiled awooden amile. "I pull out many plums, that iswhat you think? And so you
believe | have a connection with this--Bertram's Hotel 7'

"| shouldn't have said a connection. Asamatter of fact, you own it, don't you?' said Father genidly.
Thistime, Mr. Hoffman definitely did stiffen. "Now who told you that, | wonder?' he said softly.

"Well, it'strue, isn't it?" said Chief Ingpector Davy cheerfully. "Very nice placeto own, | should say. In



fact, you must be quite proud of it."

"Ohyes," said Hoffman. "For the moment--I could not quite remember--you see’--he smiled
deprecatingly--"I own quite alot of property in London. It isagood investment--property. If something
comes on the market in what | think isagood position, and thereis a chance of snapping it up cheap, |
inves."

"And was Bertram'sHotel going chegp?'

"Asarunning concern, it had gone down the hill," said Mr. Hoffman, shaking his head.

"Wdll, it'sonitsfeet now," said Father. "1 wasin there just the other day. | was very much struck with
the atmosphere there. Nice old-fashioned clientele, comfortable old-fashioned premises, nothing rackety
about it, alot of luxury without looking luxurious.”

"I know very little about it persondly,” explained Mr. Hoffman. "It isjust one of my investments--but |
believeitisdoing wel.”

"Y es, you seem to have afirg-classfellow running it. What is his name? Humfries? Y es, Humfries"

"An excdlent man," said Mr. Hoffman. "I leave everything to him. | look at the balance sheet once ayear
to seethat dl iswdl.”

"The place wasthick with titles" said Father. "Rich travelling Americans, too." He shook his head
thoughtfully. "Wonderful combinetion.”

"Y ou say you werein there the other day?' Mr. Hoffman inquired. "Not--not officialy, | hope?"
"Nothing serious. Just trying to clear up alittle mystery.”

"A mystery? In Bertram's Hotel ?*

"So it seems. The Case of the Disgppearing Clergyman, you might label it."

"That isajoke," Mr. Hoffman said. "That isyour Sherlock Holmes language.”

"This clergyman walked out of the place one evefling and was never seen again.”

"Peculiar,” said Mr. Hoffman, "but such things happen. | remember many, many years ago now, agreat
sensation. Colonel--now let me think of his name-- Colondl Fergusson | think, one of the equerries of
Queen Mary. Hewalked out of his club one night and he, too, was never seen again.”

"Of course" said Father, with asigh, "alot of these disgppearances are voluntary.”

"Y ou know more about that than | do, my dear Chief Inspector,” said Mr. Hoffman. He added, "I hope
they gave you every assstance at Bertram's Hotel ?*

"They couldn't have been nicer,” Father assured him. "That Miss Gorringe, she has been with you some
time, | believe?'

"Possibly. | redly know so very little about it. | take no persond interest, you understand. In fact--" he



smiled disarmingly, "I was surprised that you even knew it belonged to me.”

It was not quite aquestion; but once more there was adight uneasinessin his eyes. Father noted it
without seeming to.

"Theramificationsthat go on in the City arelike agigantic jigsaw," he said. "It would make my head
acheif | had to deal with that Side of things. | gather that a company--Mayfair Holding Trust or some
name like that--is the registered owner. They're owned by another company and so on and so on. The
redl truth of the matter isthat it belongsto you. Smple asthat. I'mright, aren't |7

"I and my fellow directorsarewhat | dare say you'd call behind it, yes," admitted Mr. Hoffman rather
reluctantly.

"Y our fellow directors. And who might they be?Y ourself and, | believe, abrother of yours?'

"My brother Wilhelm is associated with mein this venture. Y ou must understand that Bertram'sisonly a
part of achain of various hotdls, offices, clubs, and other London properties.”

"Any other directors?’

"Lord Pomfret, Abdl Issacstein.” Hoffman's voice was suddenly edged. "Do you readly need to know all
these things? Just because you are looking into the Case of the Disappearing Clergyman?”’

Father shook his head and looked apologetic. "I supposeit'srealy curiogity. Looking for my
disappearing clergyman was what took me to Bertram's, but then | got--well, interested if you understand
what | mean. One thing leads to another sometimes, doesn't it?"

"| suppose that could be so, yes. And now," he smiled, "your curiosity is satisfied?”
"Nothing like coming to the horse's mouth when you want information, isthere?' said Father genidly.

Heroseto hisfet. "Theresonly onething I'd redlly like to know--and | don't supposeyou'll tell me
that."

"Yes, Chief Inspector?' Hoffman's voice was wary. "Where do Bertram's get hold of their staff?
Wonderful! That fellow what's-his-name--Henry. The one that |ooks like an archduke or an archbishop,
I'm not surewhich. Anyway, he serves you teaand muffins- most wonderful muffinsl An unforgettable
experience.”

"Y ou like muffinswith much butter, yes?' Mr. Hoffman's eyes rested for amoment on the rotundity of
Father's figure with disgpprobation.

"| expect you can seel do," said Father. "Well, | mustn't be keeping you. | expect you're pretty busy
taking over take-over bids, or something like that.”

"Ah. It amusesyou to pretend to be ignorant of dl these things. No, | am not busy. | do not let business
absorb me too much. My tastesare smple. | live smply, with leisure, with growing of roses, and my
family to whom | am much devoted.”

"Soundsided," said Father. "Wish | could livelikethat."



Mr. Hoffman smiled and rose ponderoudy to shake hands with him.
"1 hope you will find your disappearing clergyman very soon.”

"Oh! that'sal right. I'm sorry | didn't make mysdlf clear. He's found--disappointing case, redly. Had a
car accident and got concussion--smple asthat.”

Father went to the door, then turned. "By theway, is Lady Sedgwick adirector of your company?' he
asked.

"Lady Sedgwick?" Hoffman took a moment or two. "No. Why should she be?
"Oh wdll, one hearsthings. Just a shareholder?
III__yall

"Well, good-bye, Mr. Hoffman. Thanks very much.” Father went back to the Y ard and straight to the
Assgant Commissoner.

"The two Hoffman brothers are the ones behind Bertram's Hotel--financialy."
"What? Those scoundrels?' demanded Sir Ronald.

"Ves"

"They've kept it very dark."

"Y es-and Robert Hoffman didn't haf like our finding it out. It was a shock to him."
"What did he say?'

"Oh, wekept it dl very forma and polite. Hetried, not too obvioudy, to learn how | found out about it."
"And you didn't oblige him with that information, | suppose.”

"| certainly did not.”

"What excuse did you give for going to see him?”'

"l didn't give any,” said Father.

"Didn't hethink that abit odd?"

"l expect he did. On thewhole | thought that was a good way to play it, Sir."

"If the Hoffmans are behind dl this, it accountsfor alot. They're never concerned in anything crooked
themsdlves--oh no! They don't organize crime--they finance it though!

"Wilhelm ded swith the banking side from Switzerland. He was behind those foreign currency rackets
just after thewar. We knew it, but we couldn't prove it. Those two brothers control agreat deal of
money and they useit for backing al kinds of enterprises-- some legitimate, some not. But they're



careful--they know every trick of the trade. Robert's diamond broking is straightforward enough, but it
makes a suggestive picture--diamonds, banking interests, and property--clubs, cultura foundations,
office buildings, restaurants, hotels--all apparently owned by somebody dse.”

"Do you think Hoffman isthe planner of these organized robberies?'

"No, | think those two ded only with finance. No, you'll have to look €l sewherefor your planner.
Somewhere therés afirst-class brain at work."

20

The fog had come down over London suddenly that evening. Chief Ingpector Davy pulled up his coat
collar and turned into Pond Street. Walking dowly like aman who was thinking of something else, he did
not look particularly purposeful but anyone who knew him well would redize that his mind was wholly
aert. He was prowling as a cat prowls before the moment comes for it to pounce on its prey.

Pond Street was quiet tonight. There were few cars about. The fog had been patchy to begin with, had
amost cleared, then had degpened again. The noise of the traffic from Park Lane was muted to the level
of asuburban sideroad. Most of the buses had given up. Only from timeto timeindividua cars went on
their way with determined optimism. Chief Inspector Davy turned up a cul-de-sac, went to the end of it
and came back again. Heturned again, amlesdy asit seemed, first one way, then the other, but he was
not amless. Actudly hiscat prowl wastaking himin acircle round one particular building. Bertram's
Hotel. He was appraising carefully just what lay to the east of it, to the west of it, to the north of it, and to
the south of it. He examined the cars that were parked by the pavement, he examined the carsthat were
in the cul-de-sac. He examined a mews with specid care. One car in particular interested him and he
stopped. He pursed up hislips and said softly, "So you're here again, you beauty." He checked the
number and nodded to himsdlf. "FAN 2266 tonight, are you?' He bent down and ran hisfingers over the
number plate ddlicately, then nodded approval. "Good job they made of it,” he said under his breath.

Hewent on, came out at the other end of the mews, turned right and right again and came out in Pond
Street once more, fifty yards from the entrance of Bertram's Hotel. Once again he paused, admiring the
handsome lines of yet another racing car.

"You're abeauty, too," said Chief Ingpector Davy. "Y our number plate'sthe same asthelast timel saw
you. | rather fancy your number plate dwaysis the same. And that should mean”--he broke off--"or
should it?" he muttered. He looked up towards what could have been the sky. "Fog's getting thicker,” he
sadto himsdf.

Outsde the door to Bertram's, the Irish commissionaire was standing swinging his arms backwards and
forwards with some violence to keep himself warm. Chief Inspector Davy said good evening to him.

"Good evening, Sr. Nasty night.”
"Yes. | shouldn't think anyone would want to go out tonight who hadn't got to."

The swing doors were pushed open and amiddleaged lady came out and paused uncertainly on the
gtep.

"Want ataxi, mdam?'

"Oh dear. | meant towalk."



"I wouldn't if | were you, maam. It'svery nasty, thisfog. Eveninataxi it won't be too easy."

"Do you think you could find me ataxi?" asked the lady doubtfully.

"I'll do my best. Y ou go insde now, and keep warm and I'll comein and tell you if I've got one.” His
voice changed, modulated to a persuasive tone. "Unless you have to, maam, | wouldn't go out tonight at

al”

"Oh dear. Perhaps you're right. But I'm expected at some friendsin Chelsea. | don't know. It might be
very difficult getting back here. What do you think?"

Michael Gorman took charge.

"If I wereyou, maam," he said firmly, "I'd go in and telephone to your friends. It's not nice for alady like
you to be out on afoggy night likethis."

"Wdl--redly--yes, well, perhapsyou'reright.”

She went back in again.

"I haveto look after them,” said Micky Gorman, turning in an explanatory manner to Father. "That kind
would get her bag snatched, she would. Going out thistime of night in afog and wandering about
Chelsea or West Kensington or wherever she'strying to go."

"I suppose you've had agood dedl of experience of dedling with elderly ladies?' said Davy.

"Ahyes, indeed. This place is ahome from home to them, blesstheir aging hearts. How about you, Sir.
Were you wanting ataxi?'

"Don't suppose you could get meoneif | did," said Father. "There don't seem to be many about in this.
And | don't blame them."

"Ah, now, | might lay my hand on one for you. Theré's a place round the corner where therésusualy a
taxi driver got his cab parked, having awarm-up and adrop of something to keep the cold out."

"A taxi'sno good to me," said Father with asigh. He jerked his thumb towards Bertram's Hotel. "I've
gottogoingde. I'vegot ajob to do.”

"Indeed now?Would it be still the missing canon?’

"Not exactly. He's been found.”

"Found?' The man stared a him. "Found where?'

"Wandering about with concussion after an accident.”

"Ah, that'sjust what one might expect of him. Crossed the road without looking, | expect.”

"That seemsto betheidea" said Father.



He nodded, and pushed through the doorsinto the hotel. There were not very many people in the lounge
thisevening. He saw Miss Marple ditting in achair near the fire and Miss Marple saw him. She made,
however, no sign of recognition. He went towards the desk. Miss Gorringe, as usua, was behind her
books. Shewas, he thought, faintly discomposed to see him. It was avery dight reaction, but he noted
thefact.

"Y ou remember me, Miss Gorringe," he said. "I came here the other day.”

"Yes, of course | remember you, Chief Inspector. |s there anything more you want to know? Do you
want to see Mr. Humfries?'

"No thank you. | don't think that'll be necessary. I'd just like one more look at your register if | may."

"Of course” Shepushed it dong to him.

He opened it and looked dowly down the pages. To Miss Gorringe he gave the appearance of aman
looking for one particular entry. In actuality thiswas not the case. Father had an accomplishment which
he had learned early in life and had devel oped into ahighly skilled art. He could remember names and
addresses with a perfect and photographic memory. That memory would remain with him for twenty-four
or even forty-eight hours. He shook his head as he shut the book and returned it to her.

"Canon Pennyfather hasn't beenin, | suppose?' hesaidin alight voice.

"Canon Pennyfather?'

"Y ou know he'sturned up again?'

"No indeed. Nobody hastold me. Where?"

"Some place in the country. Car accident it seems. Wasn't reported to us. Some good Samaritan just
picked him up and looked after him."

"Oh, | am pleased. Yes, | redly am very pleased. | wasworried about him."

"Sowere hisfriends," said Father. "Actualy | waslooking to seeif one of them might be staying here
now. Archdeacon--Archdeacon--1 can't renember his name now, but I'd know it if | saw it."

"Tomlinson?' said Miss Gorringe helpfully. "He is due next week. From Sdisbury.”

"No, not Tomlinson. Well, it doesn't matter." He turned away.

It was quiet in the lounge tonight.

An ascetic-looking middle-aged man was reading through abadly typed thesis, occasiondly writing a
comment in the margin in such small crabbed handwriting asto bedmost illegible. Every timehedid this,
he amiledin vinegary satisfaction.

There were one or two married couples of long standing who had little need to talk to each other.

Occasiondly two or three people were gathered together in the name of the weather conditions,
discussing anxioudy how they or their families were going to get where they wanted to be.



"--] rang up and begged Susan not to come by car . . . it meansthe M. One and aways so dangerousin
fog-—-"

"They say it'sclearer intheMidlands. . . ."

Chief Inspector Davy noted them as he passed. Without haste, and with no seeming purpose, he arrived
at hisobjective.

Miss Marple was Sitting near the fire and observing his approach.

"Soyouredill here, MissMarple. I'm glad.”

"I go tomorrow," said MissMarple.

That fact had, somehow, been implicit in her attitude. She had sat, not relaxed, but upright, asone sitsin
an airport lounge, or aralway waiting room. Her luggage, he was sure, would be packed, only toilet
things and night wear to be added.

"Itisthe end of my fortnight's holiday," she explained.

"You'veenjoyedit, | hope?'

Miss Marpledid not answer at once. "Inaway-- yes. . . .. " She stopped.

"And in another way, no?"

"It'sdifficult to explain what | mean--"

"Aren't you, perhaps, alittle too near the fire? Rather hot, here. Wouldn't you like to move--into that
corner perhaps.”

Miss Marplelooked at the corner indicated, then she looked at Chief Ingpector Davy. "I think you are
quiteright,” shesaid.

He gave her ahand up, carried her handbag and her book for her and established her in the quiet corner
he had indicated.

"All right?"
"Quited| right."
"Y ou know why | suggested it?"

"Y ou thought--very kindly--that it was too hot for me by the fire. Besides," she added, "our conversation
cannot be overheard here."

"Have you got something you want to tell me, Miss Marple?"
"Now why should you think that?"

"Y ou looked as though you had,” said Davy.



"I'msorry | showed it so plainly,” sadd MissMarple. "I didn't mean to."
"Waéll, what about it?"

"I don't know if | ought to do so. | would like you to believe, Ingpector, that | am not really fond of
interfering. | am againg interference. Though often well meant, it can cause agreat ded of harm.”

"It'slikethat, isit?] see. Yes, it'squite aproblem for you."

"' Sometimes one sees people doing things that seem to one unwise--even dangerous. But has one any
right to interfere? Usudly not, | think."

"Isthis Canon Pennyfather you're talking about?"

"Canon Pennyfather?' Miss Marple sounded very surprised. "Oh no. Oh dear me, no, nothing whatever
to do with him. It concerns--agirl."

"A girl, indeed? And you thought | could hep?’

"l don't know," said MissMarple. "l smply don't know. But I'm worried, very worried.”

Father did not press her. He sat there looking large and comfortable and rather stupid. He let her take
her time. She had been willing to do her best to help him, and he was quite prepared to do anything he
could to help her. He was not, perhaps, particularly interested. On the other hand, one never knew.

"Onereadsin the papers,” said MissMarplein alow clear voice, "accounts of proceedingsin court; of
young people, children or girls'in need of care and protection.’ It'sjust asort of legal phrase, | suppose,
but it could mean something red.”

"Thisgirl you mentioned, you fed sheisin need of care and protection?'

"Yes. Yes | do."

"Alonein theworld?"

"Oh no," saild MissMarple. "Very much not so, if | may put it that way. Sheisto al outward
appearances very heavily protected and very well cared for.”

"Soundsinteresting,” said Father.

"Shewas gaying inthishote," said MissMarple, "with aMrs. Carpenter, | think. | looked in the register
to seethe name. The girl'snameisElviraBlake."

Father looked up with aquick air of interest.
"Shewasalovely girl. Very young, very mu,ch as| say, sheltered and protected. Her guardian was a
Colonel Luscombe, avery nice man. Quite charming. Elderly, of course, and | am afraid terribly

innocent.”

"The guardian or the girl?'



"I meant the guardian,” said Miss Marple. "I don't know about the girl. But | do think sheisin danger. |
came across her quite by chance in Battersea Park. She was Sitting at arefreshment place therewith a

young man."
"Oh, that'sit, isit?' said Father. "Undesirable, | suppose. Beatnik--spiv--thug--"

"A very handsome man,” said Miss Marple. "Not so very young. Thirty-odd, the kind of man that |
should say isvery attractive to women, but hisface is abad face. Cruel, hawklike, predatory.”

"He mayn't be as bad ashelooks," said Father soothingly.

"If anything heisworse than helooks," said MissMarple. "l am convinced of it. He drivesalargeracing

Father looked up quickly. "Racing car?’
"Yes. Once or twice I've seen it standing near thishotd.”

"Y ou don't remember the number, do you?'

"Yes, indeed | do. FAN 2266. | had acousin who stuttered,” Miss Marple explained. "That's how |
remember it."

Father looked puzzled.

"Do you know who heis?' demanded MissMarple. "Asamaitter of fact | do," said Father dowly. "Half
French, half Polish. Very well-known racing driver, he was world champion three years ago. Hisnameis
Ladidaus Mdinowski. Y ou're quite right in some of your views about him. He has a bad reputation
where women are concerned. That isto say, heisnot a suitable friend for ayoung girl. But it's not easy

to do anything about that sort of thing. | suppose sheis meeting him onthedy, isthat it?"
"Almogt certainly,” sad MissMarple.

"Did you approach her guardian?’

"l don't know him," said MissMarple. "I've only just been introduced to him once by amutua friend. |
don' liketheideaof going to him in atale-bearing way. | wondered if perhagpsin someway you could do

something about it."

"I cantry," said Father. "By theway, | thought you might like to know that your friend Canon
Pennyfather hasturned up dl right.”

"Indeed!" Miss Marple looked animated. "Where?'
"A place cdled Milton St. John.”
"How very odd. What was he doing there? Did he know?"

"Apparently "--Chief Ingpector Davy stressed the word--"he had had an accident."”



"What kind of an accident?'

"Knocked down by a car--concussed--or else, of course, he might have been conked on the head.”
"Oh, | see" Miss Marple congdered the point. "Doesn't he know himsdlf?!

"He says'--again the Chief Ingpector stressed the word--"that he does not know anything.”

"Very remarkable.”

"lsntit? Thelast thing he remembersisdriving in ataxi to Kensington Air Station.”

Miss Marple shook her head perplexedly.

"I know it does happen that way in concussion,” she murmured. "Didn't he say anything--useful ?"
"He murmured something about the wals of Jericho.”

"Joshua?' hazarded Miss Marple, "or archaeol ogy--excavations?----or | remember, long ago, aplay--
by Mr. Sutro, | think."

"And dl thisweek north of the Thames, Gaumont Cinemas--The Walls of Jericho, featuring Olga
Radbourne and Bart Levinne," said Father.

Miss Marple looked at him suspicioudy.

"He could have goneto that film in the Cromwell Road. He could have come out about eleven and come
back here--though if so, someone ought to have seen him--it would be well before midnight--"

"Took thewrong bus," Miss Marple suggested. " Something like that--"

"Say he got back here after midnight,” Father said. "He could have walked up to his room without
anyone seeing him. But if so, what happened then--and why did he go out again three hours later?

Miss Marpie groped for aword. "The only ideathat occursto meis--oh!™
Shejumped as areport sounded from the street outside.

"Car backfiring," said Father soothingly.

"I'm sorry to be so jumpy. | am nervous tonight-- that feeling one has--"
"That something's going to happen?1 don't think you need worry."

"l have never liked fog."

"I wanted to tell you," said Chief ingpector Davy, "that you've given me alot of help. The thingsyou've
noticed here--just little things—-they've added up.”

"'So there was something wrong with this place?



"Therewas and is everything wrong with it." MissMarple sghed. "It seemed wonderful at firgt--
unchanged you know--like stepping back into the past--to the part of the past that one had loved and
enjoyed.”

She paused. "But of course, it wasn't redlly likethat, | learned (what | suppose | redlly knew aready)
that one can never go back, that one should not ever try to go back--that the essence of lifeisgoing
forward. Lifeisredly aoneway dredt, isn't it?'

"Something of the sort,” agreed Father.

"l remember," said MissMarple, diverging from her main topic in acharacteristic way, "l remember
being in Paris with my mother and my grandmother, and we went to have tea at the Elysee Hotdl. And
my grandmother looked round, and she said suddenly, 'Clara, | do believe | am the only woman hereina

bonnet!" And shewas, too! When she got home she packed up all her bonnets and her beaded mantles,
too, and sent them off--"

"Tothejumble sade?" inquired Father sympathetically.

"Oh no. Nobody would have wanted them at ajumble sale. She sent them to athestrica repertory
company. They appreciated them very much. But let me see--" Miss Marple recovered her direction.
"Wherewas|?'

"Summing up this place.”

"Yes. It seemed dl right, but it wasn't. It was mixed up--real people and people who weren't redl. One
couldn't dwaystell them gpart.”

"What do you mean by not real ?"

"There wereretired military men, but there were aso what seemed to be military men but who had never
been inthe Army. And clergymen who weren't clergymen. And admirals and sea captains who've never
been in the Navy. My friend Selina Hazy--it amused me at first how she was adways so anxiousto
recognize people she knew (quite natural, of course) and how often she was mistaken and they weren't
the peopl e she thought they were. But it happened too often. And so--1 began to wonder. Even Rose,
the chambermaid--so nice--but | began to think that perhaps she wasn't redl, either.”

"If it interests you to know, she's an ex-actress. A good one. Gets a better salary here than she ever
drew on the stage.”

"But--why?"

"Mainly, as part of the decor. Perhaps there's more than that to it.”

"I'm glad to be leaving here," said Miss Marple. She gave alittle shiver. "Before anything happens.”
Chief Ingpector Davy looked at her curioudy.

"What do you expect to happen?' he asked.

"Evil of somekind," said MissMarple.



"Evil israther abig word--"

"You think it istoo melodramatic? But | have some experience. | seem to have been--so often--in
contact with murder.”

"Murder?' Chief Ingpector Davy shook his head. "I'm not suspecting murder. Just anice cozy roundup
of some remarkably clever criminas--"

"That's not the same thing. Murder--the wish to do murder--is something quite different. It--how shall |
say ?--it defies God."

Helooked at her and shook his head gently and reassuringly.
"Therewon't be any murders” he said.

A sharp report, louder than the former one, came from outside. It was followed by a scream and
another report.

Chief Ingpector Davy was on hisfeet, moving with aspeed surprising in such abulky man. In afew sec
onds he was through the swing doors and out in the street.

The screaming--awoman's-was piercing the mist with anote of terror. Chief Ingpector Davy raced
down Pond Street in the direction of the screams. He could dimly visualize awoman's figure backed
agang arailing. In adozen strides he had reached her. She wore along paefur coat, and her shining
blonde hair hung down each side of her face. He thought for amoment that he knew who she was, then
he redlized that thiswas only adip of agirl. Sprawled on the pavement at her feet was the body of aman
in uniform. Chief Ingpector Davy recognized him. 1t was Michagl Gorman.

As Davy came up to the girl, she clutched at him, shivering al over, sammering out broken phrases.

"Someonetriedto kill me. ... Someone. .. .they shot a me.. .. If it hadn't been for him--" She
pointed down at the motionlessfigure at her feet. "He pushed me back and got in front of me--and then
the second shot came.. .. . .. andhefdl....... He saved my life. | think he's hurt--badly hurt. . . ."

Chief Ingpector Davy went down on one knee. Historch came out. Thetal hish commissonaire had
falen likeasoldier. Theleft-hand side of histunic showed awet patch that was growing wetter asthe
blood oozed out into the cloth. Davy rolled up an eydlid, touched awrist. Heroseto hisfeet again.

"Heshadit dl right,” he said.
The girl gave asharp cry. "Do you mean he's dead? Oh no, no! He can't be dead.”
"Who wasit shot & you?'

"I don't know. . . . I'd left my car just round the corner and was feding my way along by therailings-- |
was going to Bertram's Hotel. And then suddenly there was a shot--and a bullet went past my cheek and
then--he--the doorman from Bertram's--came running down the street towards me, and shoved me
behind him, and then another shot came. . . . . | think-- I think whoever it was must have been hiding in
that areathere.”



Chief Inspector Davy looked where she pointed. At thisend of Bertram's Hotel therewas an
old-fashioned areabelow the level of the street, with a gate and some steps down to it. Since it gave only
on some store roomsit was not much used. But aman could have hidden there easily enough.

"You didn't seehim?'

"Not properly. He rushed past me like a shadow. It was dl thick fog."
Davy nodded.

The girl began to sob hystericaly.

"But who could possibly want to kill me? Why should anyone want to kill me? That's the second time. |
dontunderstand. . . . ... Why?'

One arm round the girl, Chief Ingpector Davy fumbled in his pocket with the other hand.

The shrill notes of apolice whistle penetrated the migt.

[l

In the lounge of Bertram's Hotel, Miss Gorringe had |ooked up sharply from the desk.

One or two of the visitors had looked up aso. The older and deafer did not look up.

Henry, about to lower aglass of old brandy to atable, stopped poised with it ill in hishand.
Miss Marple sat forward, clutching thearms of her chair.

"Accident!" aretired admiral said decisvely. "Cars collided in thefog, | expect.”

The swing doors from the street were pushed open. Through them came what seemed like an outsize
policeman, looking agood ded larger than life.

Hewas supporting agirl in apae fur coat. She seemed hardly able to walk. The policeman looked
round for help with some embarrassment.

Miss Gorringe came out from behind the desk, prepared to cope. But at that moment the e evator came
down. A tal figure emerged, and the girl shook hersdlf free from the policeman's support, and ran
frantically acrossthelounge.

"Mother," she cried. "Oh Mother, Mother. . . ." and threw herself, sobbing, into Bess Sedgwick'sarms.
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Chief Ingpector Davy settled himsdlf back in his chair and looked at the two women sitting opposite him.
It was past midnight. Police officias had come and gone. There had been doctors, fingerprint men, an
ambulance to remove the body; and now everything had narrowed to this one room dedicated for the
purposes of the Law by Bertram's Hotdl. Chief Inspector Davy sat one Side of the table. Bess Sedgwick
and Elvirasat the other Sde. Againgt thewall a policeman sat unobtrusively writing. Detective Sergeant



Waddll sat near the door.

Father looked thoughtfully at the two women facing him. Mother and daughter. Therewas, he noted, a
strong superficia likeness between them. He could understand how for one moment in the fog he had
taken ElviraBlake for Bess Sedgwick. But now, looking at them, he was more struck by the points of
difference than the points of resemblance. They were not redlly dike savein colouring, yet theimpression
persisted that here he had a positive and a negative version of the same personality. Everything about
Bess Sedgwick was positive. Her vitdity, her energy, her magnetic attraction. He admired Lady
Sedgwick. He dways had admired her. He had admired her courage and had aways been excited over
her exploits, had said, reading his Sunday papers. "Shell never get away with that," and invariably she
had got away with it! He had not thought it possible that she would reach journey's end and she had
reached journey's end. He admired particularly the indestructible quality of her. She had had one air
crash, severd car crashes, had been thrown badly twice from her horse, but at the end of it here shewas.
Vibrant, dive, apersonality one could not ignore for amoment. He took off his hat to her mentally. Some
day, of course, she would come acropper. Y ou could only bear acharmed life for so long. Hiseyes
went from mother to daughter. He wondered. He wondered very much.

In ElviraBlake, he thought, everything had been driven inward. Bess Sedgwick had got through life by
imposing her will onit. Elvira, he guessed, had adifferent way of getting through life. She submitted, he
thought. She obeyed. She smiled in compliance and behind that, he thought, she dipped away through
your fingers. "Sy," he said to himsalf, gppraisng that fact. "That's the only way she can manage, | expect.
She can never brazen things out or impose herself. That'swhy, | expect, the people who've looked after
her have never had the least idea of what she might be up to.”

He wondered what she had been doing dipping aong the street to Bertram's Hotel on alate foggy
evening. Hewas going to ask her presently. He thought it highly probable that the answer he would get
would not be the true one. That's the way, he thought, that the poor child defends herself. Had she come
here to meet her mother or to find her mother? It was perfectly possible, but he didn't think so. Not for a
moment. Instead he thought of the big sports car tucked away round the corner--the car with the number
plate FAN 2266. Ladidaus Mainowski must be somewhere in the neighbourhood since his car was
there.

"Well," said Father, addressing Elvirain hismogt kindly and fatherlike manner, "well, and how are you
feding now?'

“I'mquitedl right,” said Elvira
"Good. I'd like you to answer afew questionsif you fed up to it; because, you see, timeisusualy the
essence of these things. Y ou were shot at twice and aman waskilled. We want as many clues aswe can

get to the person who killed him."

"I'll tell you everything | can, but it dl came so suddenly. And you can't see anything in afog. I've no idea
mysaf who it could have been--or even what he looked like. That's what was so frightening.”

"Y ou said this was the second time somebody had tried to kill you. Does that mean there was an attempt
onyour life before?!

"Did | say that?1 can't remember.” Her eyes moved uneasily. "l don't think | said that."

"Oh, but you did, you know," said Father.



"| expect | wasjust being--being hysterica.”

"No," sad Father, "I don't think you were. | think you meant just what you said.”
"l might have beenimagining things," said Elvira. Her eyes shifted again.

Bess Sedgwick moved. "Y ou'd better tell him, Elvira," she said quietly.
Elvirashot aquick, uneasy look at her mother.

"Y ou needn't worry," said Father reassuringly. "We know quite well in the police force that girls don't tell
their mothers or their guardians everything. We don't take those things too serioudy, but we've got to
know about them, because, you seg, it dl helps.”

"Wasit in Italy?' Bess Sedgwick said.
"Yes" sad Elvira

Father said, "That's where you've been at schoal, isn't it, or to afinishing place or whatever they cal it
nowadays?'

"Yes. | wasat Contessa Martingli's. There were about eighteen or twenty of us."
"And you thought that somebodly tried to kill you. How was that?'

"Wl abig box of chocolates and sweets and things came for me. There wasacard with it writtenin
Itdian in aflowery hand. The sort of thing they say, you know, To the bellissina Signorina.’ Something
likethat. And my friends and I--well, we laughed about it a bit, and wondered who'd sent it.”

"Did it come by post?'
"No. No, it couldn't have come by post. It was just there in my room. Someone must have put it there."

"| see. Bribed one of the servants, | suppose. | am to takeit that you didn't let the Contessa
whoever-it-wasin on this?'

A faint smile appeared on Elvirasface. "No. No. We certainly didn't. Anyway we opened the box and
they were lovely chocolates. Different kinds, you know, but there were some violet creams. That'sthe
sort of chocolate that has a crystallized violet on top. My favourite. So of course | ate one or two of
thosefirs. And then afterwards, inthe night, | felt terribly ill. I didn't think it was the chocolates, | just
thought it was something perhapsthat 1'd eaten at dinner.”

“Anybody dseill?

"No. Only me. Well, | wasvery sick and dl that, but | felt al right by the end of the next day. Thena
day or two later | ate another of the same chocolates, and the same thing happened. So | talked to
Bridget about it. Bridget was my specid friend. And we looked at the chocolates, and we found that the
violet creams had got a sort of holein the bottom that had been filled up again, so we thought that
someone had put some poison in and they'd only put it in the violet creams so that | would be the one
who ae them.”



"Nobody dsewasill?!
"No."
"So presumably nobody else ate the violet creams?”

"No. | don't think they could have. Y ou see, it was my present and they knew | liked the violet ones, so
they'd leave them for me."

"The chap took arisk, whoever hewas," said Father. "The whole place might have been poisoned.”
"It'sabsurd,” said Lady Sedgwick sharply. "Utterly absurd! | never heard of anything so crude.”

Chief Inspector Davy made adight gesture with hishand. "Please," he said, then he went onto Elvira
"Now | find that very interesting, Miss Blake. And you il didn't tell the Contessa?”

"Oh no, we didn't. She'd have made aterrible fuss.”

"What did you do with the chocol ates?’

"Wethrew them away," said Elvira. "They were lovely chocolates,” she added, with atone of dight grief.
"You didn't try and find out who sent them?"

Elviralooked embarrassed. "Well, you see, | thought it might have been Guido.”

"Yes?' sad Chief Ingpector Davy cheerfully. "And who is Guido?’

"Oh, Guido. . . ." Elvirapaused. Shelooked at her mother.

"Don't be stupid,” said Bess Sedgwick. "Tell Chief Ingpector Davy about Guido, whoever heis. Every
girl of your age hasa Guido in her life. Y ou met him out there, | suppose?’

"Y es. When we were taken to the opera. He spoke to me there. Hewas nice. Very attractive. | used to
see him sometimes when we went to classes. He used to pass me notes.”

"And | suppose,” said Bess Sedgwick, "that you told alot of lies, and made plans with some friends and
you managed to get out and meet him? Isthat it?'

Elviralooked relieved by this short cut to confession. "Y es. Bridget and | sometimes went out together.
Sometimes Guido managed to--"

"What was Guido's other name?"

"l don't know," said Elvira "He never told me."

Chief Ingpector Davy amiled at her. ™Y ou mean you're not going to tell? Never mind. | dare say well be
ableto find out quite al right without your help, if it should redly matter. But why should you think that
this young man who was presumably fond of you, should want to kill you?'

"Oh, because he used to threaten things like that. | mean, we used to have rows now and then. Hed



bring some of hisfriendswith him, and I'd pretend to like them better than him, and then held get very,
very wild and angry. He said I'd better be careful what | did. | couldn't give him up just likethat! That if |
waan't faithful to him hed kill me! | just thought he was being melodramatic and theetricd.” Elvirasmiled
suddenly and unexpectedly. "But it was dl rather fun. | didn't think it wasred or serious.”

"Well," said Chief Ingpector Davy, "I don't think it does seem very likely that ayoung man such asyou
describe would redly poison chocolates and send them to you.”

"Well, | don't think so redly ether,” said Elvira, "but it must have been him because | can't seethat
there'sanyone else. It worried me. And then, when | came back here, | got anote--" She stopped.

"What sort of anote?"
"It just camein an envelope and was printed. It said: Be on your guard. Somebody wantsto kill you.”

Chief Inspector Davy's eyebrows went up. "Indeed? Very curious. Yes, very curious. And it worried
you. Y ou were frightened?’

"Y es. | began to--to wonder who could possibly want me out of theway. That'swhy | tried to find out if
| wasredly very rich."

"Goon."

"And the other day in London something else happened. | wasin the tube and there were alot of people
on the platform. | thought someone tried to push me onto the track.”

"My dear child!" said Bess Sedgwick. "Don't romance.”

Again Father made that dight gesture of hishand.

"Yes," said Elviragpologeticaly. "I expect | have beenimagining it al but--1 don't know--1 mean, after
what happened this evening it seems, doesn't it, asthough it might all betrue?" She turned suddenly to
Bess Sedgwick, speaking with urgency. "Mother! Y ou might know. Does anyone want to kill me? Could

there be anyone? Have | got an enemy?"

"Of course you've not got an enemy,” said Bess Sedgwick impatiently. "Don't be an idiot. Nobody
wantsto kill you. Why should they?'

"Then who shot a me tonight?"

"Inthat fog," said Bess Sedgwick, "you might have been mistaken for someone else. That's possible,
don't you think?' she said, turning to Father.

"Yes, | think it might be quite possible,” said Chief Inspector Davy.
Bess Sedgwick waslooking at him very intently. He dmost fancied the motion of her lips saying "later.”

"Wdll," he said cheerfully, "we'd better get down to some more facts now. Where had you come from
tonight? What were you doing walking dong Pond Street on such afoggy evening?'

"l came up for an art class at the Tate thismorning. Then | went to lunch with my friend Bridget. She



livesin Ondow Square. We went to afilm and when we came out, there was this fog--quite thick and
getting worse, and | thought perhaps 1'd better not drive home."

"You driveacar, do you?'

"Yes. | took my driving test last summer. Only, I'm not avery good driver and | hate driving in fog. So
Bridget's mother said | could stay the night, so | rang up Cousin Mildred--that'swhere livein Kent--"

Father nodded.
"--and | said | was going to stay up overnight. She said that was very wise."
"And what happened next?"' asked Father.

"And then the fog seemed lighter suddenly. Y ou know how patchy fogsare. So | said | would drive
down to Kent after all. | said good-bye to Bridget and started off. But then it began to come down again.
| didn't likeit very much. | raninto avery thick patch of it and | lost my way and | didn't know where |
was. Then after abit | redlized | was at Hyde Park Corner and | thought: | really can't go down to Kent
inthis. Atfirst, | thought I'd go back to Bridget's but then | remembered how I'd lost my way aready.
And then | redlized that | was quite closeto this nice hotel where Uncle Derek took me, when | came
back from Italy and | thought: I'll go there and I'm sure they can find me aroom. That wasfairly easy, |
found a place to leave the car and then | walked back up the street towards the hotel.”

"Did you meet anyone or did you hear anyone waking near you?'

"It'sfunny you saying that, because | did think I heard someone waking behind me. Of course, there
must be lots of peoplewaking about in London. Only in afog likethis, it givesyou anervousfedling. |
waited and listened but | didn't hear any footsteps and | thought 1'd imagined them. | was quite closeto
the hotel by then."

"And then?'

"And then quite suddenly there was ashot. As| told you, it seemed to go right past my ear. The
cornmissionaire man who stands outside the hotel came running down towards me and he pushed me
behind him and then--then--the other shot came. . . . . .. He-- hefdll down and | screamed.” Shewas
shaking now. Her mother spoketo her.

"Steady, girl," said Bessin alow, firm voice. "Steady now." It was the voice Bess Sedgwick used for her
horses and it was quite as efficacious when used on her daughter. Elvirablinked at her, drew herself up a
little, and became cam again.

"Good girl," said Bess.

"And then you came," said Elvirato Father. ™Y ou blew your whistle, you told the policeman to take me
into the hotel. And assoon as| got in, | saw--I saw Mother." She turned and looked at Bess Sedgwick.

"And that brings us more or less up to date," said Father. He shifted hisbulk alittle in the chair.
"Do you know aman cdled Ladidaus Mainowski?' he asked. His tone was even, casud, without any

direct inflection. He did not look at the girl, but he was aware, sSince his ears were functioning at full
attention, of aquick little gasp she gave. His eyes were not on the daughter but on the mother.



"No," sad Elvira, having waited just a shade too long to say it. "No, | don't."

"Oh," said Father. "I thought you might. I thought he might have been here thisevening.”

"Oh?Why should he be here?!

"Well, hiscar ishere," said Father. "That'swhy | thought he might be."

"l don't know him," said Elvira

"My mistake," said Father. ™Y ou do, of course?' He turned his head towards Bess Sedgwick.
"Naturaly," said Bess Sedgwick. "Known him for many years." She added, smiling dightly, "Hesa
madman, you know. Driveslike an angel or adevil--hell break his neck one of these days. Had abad
smash eghteen months ago.”

"Yes, | remember reading about it," said Father. "Not racing again yet, ishe?"

"No, not yet. Perhaps he never will."

"Do you think I could go to bed now?" asked Elvira, plaintively. "I'm--redlly terribly tired.”

"Of course. You must be," said Father. "Y ou'vetold usal you can remember?’

"Oh, yes™"

"Il go up with you," said Bess.

Mother and daughter went out together.

"Sheknowshimdl right," said Fether.

"Do you redly think s0?" asked Sergeant Waddll.

"l know it. She had teawith him in Battersea Park only aday or two ago.”

"How did you find that out?"

"Old lady told me--distressed. Didn't think hewas anicefriend for ayoung girl. Heisn't, of course.”
"Especidly if he and the mother--" Waddl broke off delicately. "It's pretty general gossip--"

"Y es. May betrue, may not. Probably is."

"Inthat casewhich oneisheredly after?’

Father ignored that point. "1 want him picked up. | want him badly," he said. "His car's here--just round
the corner.”

"Do you think he might be actualy staying in thishotd ?*



"Don't think so. It wouldn't fit into the picture. He's not supposed to be here. If he came here, he came
to meet the girl. She definitely cameto meet him, I'd say.”

The door opened and Bess Sedgwick reappeared.
"| came back," she said, "because | wanted to speak to you." Shelooked from him to the other two
men. "1 wonder if | could spesk to you adone?1've given you al theinformation | have, such asitis; but |

would like aword or two with you in private."

"l don't see any reason why not," said Chief Ingpector Davy. He motioned with his head, and the young
detective constable took his notebook and went out. Wadell went with him. "Well?" said Chief Inspector

Davy.
Lady Sedgwick sat down again opposite him.

"That slly story about poisoned chocolates," she said. "It's nonsense. Absolutely ridiculous. | don't
believe anything of the kind ever happened.”

"You dont, en?"

"Doyou?'

Father shook his head doubtfully. ™Y ou think your daughter cooked it up?"
"Yes. But why?"

"Well, if you don't know why," said Chief Ingpector Davy, "how should | know? She's your daughter.
Presumably you know her better than | do."

"I don't know her at al," said Bess Sedgwick bitterly. "I've not seen her or had anything to do with her
snce she was two years old, when | ran away from my husband.”

"Ohyes. | know dl that. | find it curious. Y ou see, Lady Sedgwick, courts usudly give the mother, even
if sheisaguilty party in adivorce, custody of ayoung child if sheasksfor it. Presumably then you didn't
ask for it?'You didn't want it."

"| thought it--better not.”

IIWMI

"l didn't think it was--safe for her."

"Onmord grounds?'

"No. Not on mora grounds. Plenty of adultery nowadays. Children haveto learn about it, have to grow
up withit. No. It'sjust that | am not redlly a safe person to be with. Thelifel'd lead wouldn't be a safe
life. You can't help the way you're born. | was born to live dangeroudy. I'm not |aw-abiding or

conventiond. | thought it would be better for Elvira, happier, to have aproper English conventiond
bringing-up. Shielded, looked &fter. . . "



"But minusamother'slove?'

"| thought if she learned to love meit might bring sorrow to her. Oh, you mayn't believe me, but that's
whet | felt."

"l see. Do you ill think you wereright?!

"No," said Bess. "'l don't. | think now | may have been entirely wrong.”

"Does your daughter know Ladidaus Mainowski?'

"I'm sure she doesn't. She said so. Y ou heard her.”

"l heard her, yes."

"Well, then?'

"Shewas afraid, you know, when she was sitting here. In our profession we get to know fear when we
meet up with it. She was afraid--why? Chocolates or no chocolates, her life has been attempted. That
tube story may be true enough--"

"It wasridiculous. Like athriller--"

"Perhaps. But that sort of thing does happen, Lady Sedgwick. Oftener than you'd think. Can you give
me any ideawho might want to kill your daughter?'

"Nobody--nobody at al!"

She spoke vehemently.

Chief Inspector Davy sighed and shook his head.
22

Chief Ingpector Davy waited patiently until Mrs. Meford had finished talking. It had been asingularly
unprofitableinterview. Cousin Mildred had been incoherent, unbdieving, and generdly feather-headed.
Or that was Father's private view. Accounts of Elviras sweet manners, nice nature, troubles with her
teeth, odd excusestold through the tel ephone, had led on to serious doubts whether Elvirasfriend
Bridget wasredlly asuitable friend for her. All these matters had been presented to the Chief Inspector in
akind of general hasty pudding. Mrs. Mdford knew nothing, had heard nothing, had seen nothing and
had apparently deduced very little.

A ghort telephone call to Elvira's guardian Colond Luscombe had been even more unproductive, though
fortunately lesswordy. "More Chinese monkeys," he muttered to his sergeant as he put down the
receiver. "See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil.

"Thetroubleisthat everyone who's had anything to do with this girl has been far too nice--if you get my
meaning. Too many nice people who don't know anything about evil. Not like my old lady."

"The Batram'sHotd one?'



"Y es, that'sthe one. She's had along life of experiencein noticing evil, fancying evil, suspecting evil, and
going forth to do battle with evil. Let's see what we can get out of girl friend Bridget."

The difficultiesin thisinterview were represented firdt, last, and most of the time by Bridget's mamma. To
talk to Bridget without the assstance of her mother took al Chief Inspector Davy's adroitness and
cgolery. Hewas, it must be admitted, ably seconded by Bridget. After a certain amount of stereotyped
guestions and answers and expressions of horror on the part of Bridget's mother at hearing of Elviras
narrow escape from desth, Bridget said, "Y ou know it'stime for that committee meeting, Mum. Y ou said
it was very important.”

"Oh dear, dear,” said Bridget's mother.

"Y ou know they'll get into afrightful messwithout you, Mummy.”

"Oh, they will, they certainly will. But perhaps| ought--"

"Now that's quite dl right, madam,” said Chief Inspector Davy, putting on hiskindly old father look.

"Y ou don't want to worry. Just you get off. I'vefinished al theimportant things. Y ou'vetold meredly
everything | wanted to know. I'vejust one or two routine inquiries about peoplein Italy which | think
your daughter Miss Bridget might be able to help me with."

"Well, if you think you could manage, Bridget--"

"Oh, I can manage, Mummy," said Bridget.

Findly, with agreat ded of fuss, Bridget's mother went off to her committee.

"Oh dear," said Bridget, sighing, as she came back after closing the front door. "Redlly! | do think
mothersaredifficult.”

"So they tdl me," said Chief Ingpector Davy. "A lot of young ladies| come across have alot of trouble
with their mothers™”

"I'd have thought you'd put it the other way round,” said Bridget.

"Oh, I do, | do," said Davy. "But that's not how the young ladies seeit. Now you can tel mealittle
more."

"I couldn't redly speak frankly in front of Mummy," explained Bridget. "But | do fed, of course, that itis
redlly important that you should know as much as possible about al this. | do know Elvirawasterribly
worried about something and afraid. She wouldn't exactly admit she wasin danger, but she was.”

"| thought that might have been so. Of course | didn't like to ask you too much in front of your mother.”

"Ohno," said Bridget, "we don't want Mummy to hear about it. She getsin such afrightful state about
things and sheld go and tell everyone. | mean, if Elviradoesn't want things like thisto be known. .. ." ..

"First of dl," said Chief Ingpector Davy, "I want to know about abox of chocolatesin Italy. | gather
there was some ideathat abox was sent to her which might have been poisoned.”

Bridget's eyes opened wide. "Poisoned,” shesaid. "Oh no. | don't think so. At least. ..." ..



"There was something?”

"Ohyes. A box of chocolates came and Elviradid eat alot of them and she was rather sick that night.
Quiteill."

"But she didn't suspect poison?’

"No. At least--oh yes, she did say that someone was trying to poison one of us and we. looked at the
chocolatesto see, you know, if anything had been injected into them.”

"And had it?'

"No, it hadn't," said Bridget. "At least, not asfar aswe could see.”

"But perhaps your friend, Miss Elvira, might sill have thought so?"

"Wdl, she might--but she didn't say any more."

"But you think she was afraid of someone?"

"l didn't think so at thetime or notice anything. It was only here, later.”

"What about his man, Guido?'

Bridget giggled. "He had aterrific crushon Elvirg” shesad.

"And you and your friend used to meet him places?’

"Well, | don't mind telling you," said Bridget. "After dl you'rethe police. It isn't important to you, that
sort of thing and | expect you understand. Countess Martindli was frightfully strict--or thought she was.
And of coursewe had dl sorts of dodges and things. We al stood in with each other. Y ou know."

"Andtold theright lies, | suppose?'

"Well, I'm afraid s0," said Bridget. "But what can one do when anyoneis o suspicious?'

"So you did meet Guido and dl that. And used he to threeten Elvira?"

"Oh, not serioudly, | don't think."

"Then perhaps there was someone el se she used to meet?”

"Oh--that---well, | don't know."

"Pleasetell me, Miss Bridget. It might be--vital, you know."

"Yes. Yes| can seethat. Well there was someone. | don't know who it was, but there was someone
else--sheredly minded about. She was deadly serious. | mean it wasaredly important thing."

"She used to mest him?"



"I think so. | mean she'd say she was meseting Guido but it wasn't dways Guido. It wasthis other man."
"Any ideawho it was?"

"No." Bridget sounded alittle uncertain.

"It wouldn't be aracing motorist caled Ladidaus Mainowski?*

Bridget gaped a him. "So you know?"

"Am| right?'

"Y es-| think s0. She'd got a photograph of him torn out of a paper. She kept it under her stockings.”
"That might have been just apin-up hero, mightn't it?'

"Wdl it might, of course, but | don't think it was."

"Did she meet him herein this country, do you know?"

"l don't know. You seel don't realy know what she's been doing since she came back from Italy.”

"She came up to London to the dentist,” Davy prompted her. "Or so she said. Instead she cameto you.
Sherang up Mrs. Mdford with some story about an old governess.”

A faint giggle camefrom Bridget.

"That wasn't true, wasit?' said the Chief Ingpector, smiling. "Where did sheredly go?’
Bridget hesitated and then said, " She went to Irdland.”

"Shewent to Irdland, did she? Why?*

"Shewouldn't tell me. She said there was something she had to find out."

"Do you know where shewent in Irdland?"

"Not exactly. She mentioned aname. Baly something. Balygowlan, | think it was."
"l see. Y ou're sure she went to Ireland?’

"I saw her off at Kensington Airport. She went by Aer Lingus.”

"She came back when?'

"Thefollowing day."

"Alsoby ar?

”YS,"



"Y ou're quite sure, are you, that she came back by air?'

"Well--1 suppose shedid!"

"Had she taken areturn ticket?'

"No. No, shedidn't. | remember."

""She might have come back another way, mightn't she?"

"Yes, | suppose so.”

"She might have come back for instance by the Irish Mail ?*

"Shedidn't say she had.”

"But she didn't say sheld come by air, did she?!

"No," Bridget agreed. "But why should she come back by boat and train instead of by air?"

"Well, if she had found out what she wanted to know and had had nowhere to stay, she might think it
would be easier to come back by the Irish Mail."

"Why, | suppose she might.”
Davy smiled fantly.

"I don't suppose you young ladies," he said, "think of going anywhere except in terms of flying, do you,
nowadays?'

"l supposewe don't redlly,” agreed Bridget.

"Anyway, she came back to England. Then what happened? Did she cometo you or ring you up?"'
"Sherang up.”

"What time of day."

"Oh, inthe morning sometime. Y es, it must have been about eleven or twelve o'clock, | think."

"And she sad, what?'

"Well, shejudt asked if everything wasdl right.”

"Andwasit?'

"No, it wasn't, because, you see, Mrs. Mdford had rung up and Mummy had answered the phone and

things had been very difficult and | hadn't known what to say. So Elvira said she would not cometo
Ondow Square, but that she'd ring up her cousin Mildred and try to fix up some story or other.”



"And that'sdl that you can remember?’

"That'sal," said Bridget, making certain reservations. She thought of Mr. Bollard and the bracelet. That
was certainly athing shewas not going to tell Chief Ingpector Davy.

Father knew quite wdll that something was being kept from him. He could only hope that it was not

something pertinent to hisinquiry. He asked again: "Y ou think your friend was redlly frightened of
someone or something?'

"Yesl| do."
"Did she mention it to you or did you mention it to her?"

"Oh, | asked her outright. At first she said no and then she admitted that she was frightened. And | know

shewas," went on Bridget violently. " Shewasin danger. She was quite sure of it. But | don't know why
or how or anything abouit it."

"Y our surety on this point relatesto that particular morning, doesit, the morning she had come back
from Irdand?'

"Yes. Yes, that'swhen | was so sure about it."
"On the morning when she might have come back on the Irish Mail?*
"I don't think it's very likely that she did. Why don't you ask her?"

"| probably shall do inthe end. But | don't want to call attention to that point. Not at the moment. It
might just possibly make things more dangerousfor her.”

Bridget opened round eyes. "What do you mean?"

"Y ou may not remember it, Miss Bridget, but that was the night, or rather the early morning, of the Irish
Mail robbery.”

"Do you mean that Elvirawasin that and never told me athing about it?'

"l agreeit'sunlikely,” said Father. "Buit it just occurred to me that she might have seen something or
someone, or some incident might have occurred connected with the Irish Mail. She might have seen
someone she knew, for ingtance, and that might have put her in danger.”

"Oh!" said Bridget. She thought it over. ™Y ou mean--someone she knew was mixed up in the robbery.”

Chief Ingpector Davy got up. "I think that's dl," he said. " Sure there's nothing more you can tell me?
Nowhere where your friend went that day? Or the day before?"

Againvisions of Mr. Bollard and the Bond Street shop rose before Bridget's eyes.

"No," shesaid.

"| think thereis something you haven't told me," said Chief Inspector Davy.



Bridget grasped thankfully at astraw. "Oh, | forgot,” shesaid. "Y es. | mean she did go to some lawyers.
Lawyerswho were trustees, to find out something.”

"Oh, she went to some lawyerswho were her trustees. | don't suppose you know their name?”

"Their name was Egerton--Forbes, Egerton and Something,” said Bridget. "L ots of names. | think that's
moreor lessright."

"l see. And she wanted to find out something, did she?'
" She wanted to know how much money sheld got,” said Bridget.
Ingpector Davy's eyebrowsrose. "Indeed!” he said. "Interesting. Why didn't she know hersalf?

"Oh, because people never told her anything about money," said Bridget. "They seem to think it's bad
for you to know actualy how much money you have.

"And she wanted to know badly, did she?'

"Yes," sad Bridget. "l think she thought it wasimportant.”

"Well, thank you," said Chief Inspector Davy. "Y ou've helped me agood dedl .”
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Richard Egerton looked again at the officia card in front of him, then up into the Chief Inspector'sface.
"Curiousbusiness,” hesaid.

"Yes, gr," sad Chief Ingpector Davy, "avery curious business.”

"Bertram's Hotdl," said Egerton, "inthefog. Yesit wasabad fog last night. | suppose you get alot of
that sort of thing in fogs, don't you? Snatch and grab--handbags----that sort of thing?”

"It wasn't quite likethat,” said Father. "Nobody attempted to snatch anything from Miss Blake."
"Where did the shot come from?"

"Owing to the fog we can't be sure. She wasn't sure herself. But we think--it seems the best idea--that
the man may have been sanding inthe area.”

"He shot at her twice, you say?'

"Y es. Thefirg shot missed. The commissionaire rushed aong from where he was standing outside the
hotel door and shoved her behind him just before the second shot.”

"So that he got hit instead, en?"
"YS"

"Quite abrave chap."



"Yes. Hewas brave," said the Chief Inspector. "His military record was very good. An Irishman.”
"What's his name?'
"Gorman. Michad Gorman.”

"Michadl Gorman." Egerton frowned for aminute. "No," he said. "For amoment | thought the name
meant something.”

"It'savery common name, of course. Anyway, he saved the girl'slife.”
"And why exactly have you cometo me, Chief Ingpector?”

"I hoped for alittle information. We aways like full information, you know, about the victim of a
murderous assault.”

"Oh naturdly, naturdly. But redly, I've only seen Elviratwice since shewasachild.”

"Y ou saw her when she cameto cdl upon you about aweek ago, didn't you?"

"Y es, that's quite right. What exactly do you want to know? If it's anything about her personally, who her
friends were or about boyfriends, or lovers quarrels-all that sort of thing--you'd do better to go to one

of the women. There'saMrs. Carpenter who brought her back from Italy, | believe, and theré's Mrs.
Méeford with whom shelivesin Sussex."

"I've seen Mrs. Mdford."
lla.].ll

"No good. Absolutely no good at dl, sir. And | don't so much want to know about the girl
personally--after all, I've seen her for myself and I've heard what she can tell me--or rather what she's
willing to tdl me--"

At aquick movement of Egerton's eyebrows he saw that the other had appreciated the point of the
word "willing."

"I've been told that she was worried, upset, afraid about something, and convinced that her lifewasin
danger. Wasthat your impression when she came to see you?"

"No," said Egerton, dowly, "no, | wouldn't go asfar asthat; though she did say one or two things that
struck meascurious.”

"Such as?'
"Well, she wanted to know who would benefit if shewereto die suddenly.”

"Ah," said Chief Ingpector Davy, "so she had that possibility in her mind, did she? That she might die
suddenly. Interesting.”

"She'd got something in her head but | didn't know what it was. She aso wanted to know how much



money she had--or would have when she was twentyone. That, perhaps, is more understandable.”

"It'salot of money | believe.”

"It'savery large fortune, Chief Inspector.”

"Why do you think she wanted to know?"

"About the money?"

"Y es, and about who would inherit it?'

"l don't know," said Egerton. "'l don't know at al. She aso brought up the subject of marriage--"

"Did you form the impression that there was aman in the case?"

"I've no evidence--but--yes, | did think just that. | felt sure there was aboyfriend somewhere in the
offing. Thereusualy is Luscombe--that's Colonel Luscombe, her guardian--doesn't seem to know
anything about a boy friend. But then dear old Derek L uscombe wouldn't. He was quite upset when |
suggested that there was such athing in the background and probably an unsuitable one at that.”

"Heisunsuitable," said Chief Inspector Davy.

"Oh, then you know who heis?'

"l can have avery good guess at it. Ladidaus Mainowski."

"Theracing motorist? Redly! A handsome daredevil. Women fall for him easily. | wonder how he came
across Elvira | don't see very well where their orbits would meet except--yes, | believe he wasin Rome
acouple of months ago. Possbly she met him there.”

"Very possbly. Or could she have met him through her mother?!

"What, through Bess?| wouldn't say that wasat dl likely."

Davy coughed. "Lady Sedgwick and Malinowski are said to be close friends, air.”

"Ohyes, yes, | know that's the gossip. May be true, may not. They are close friends--thrown together
congtantly by their way of life. Bess has had her affairs, of course; though, mind you, she's not the
nymphomaniac type. People are ready enough to say that about awoman, but it's not true in Bess's case.
Anyway, asfar as| know, Bess and her daughter are practically not even acquainted with each other.”

"That'swhat Lady Sedgwick told me. And you agree?”’

Egerton nodded.

"What other relatives has Miss Blake got?"

"For all intents and purposes, none. Her mother's two brothers were killed in the war--and shewas old

Conigton's only child. Mrs. Méford, though the girl calls her ‘Cousin Mildred, isactualy acousin of
Colone Luscombe's. Luscombe's done hisbest for the girl in his conscientious ol d-fashioned way--but



itsdifficult . . . foraman."

"Miss Blake brought up the subject of marriage, you say? There€'s no possibility, | suppose, that she may
actualy dready be married--"

"She'swell under age--she'd have to have the assent of her guardian and trustees.”
"Technically, yes. But they don't dwayswait for that," said Father.

"I know. Mogt regrettable. One hasto go through all the machinery of making them Wards of Court,
and dl therest of it. And even that hasits difficulties”

"And once they're married, they're married," said Father. "'l suppose, if she were married, and died
suddenly, her hushand would inherit?"

"Thisidea of marriageis most unlikely. She has been most carefully looked after and . . . ." He stopped,
reacting to Chief Ingpector Davy's cynica smile.

However carefully Elvirahad been looked after, she seemed to have succeeded in making the
acquaintance of the highly unsuitable Ladidaus Mainowski.

He said dubioudy, "Her mother bolted, it'strue.”

"Her mother bolted, yes--that's what she would do--but Miss Blake's a different type. She'sjust as set
on getting her own way, but shed go about it differently.”

"You dont redly think--"
"l don't think anything--yet," said Chief Inspector Davy.
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Ladidaus Mdinowski looked from one to the other of the two police officers and flung back hishead
and laughed.

"Itisvery anusing!" hesaid. "Y ou look solemn as owls. It isridiculous that you should ask meto come
here and wish to ask me questions. Y ou have nothing against me, nothing."

"Wethink you may be ableto assist usin our inquiries, Mr. Mainowski." Chief Inspector Davy spoke
with official smoothness. ™Y ou own acar, MercedesOtto, registration number FAN 2266."

"Isthere any reason why | should not own such acar?'

"Noreason at dl, sr. There'sjust alittle uncertainty asto the correct number. Y our car wason a
highway, M. Seven, and the registration plate on that occasion was a different one.”

"Nonsense. It must have been some other car.”
"There aren't S0 many of that make. We have checked up on those there are.”

"Y ou believe everything, | suppose, that your traffic policetell you! It islaughable! Wherewasal this?!



"The place where the police stopped you and asked to see your licenseis not very far from
Bedhampton. It was on the night of the Irish Mail robbery."

"Youredly doamuse me" said Ladidaus Mainowski.

"You havearevolver?'

"Certainly, | have arevolver and an automatic pistal. | have proper licensesfor them.”
"Quite s0. They are both il in your possesson?”’

"Certainly."

"| have dready warned you, Mr. Mainowski."

"The famous policeman'swarning! Anything you say will be taken down and used againgt you at your
trid."

"That's not quite the wording,” said Father mildly. "Used, yes. Againgt, no. Y ou don't want to quaify that
gatement of yours?'

“No, | do not."

"And you are sure you don't want your solicitor here?"

"I do not like solicitors.”
"Some people don't. Where are those firearms now?"

"I think you know very well wherethey are, Chief Ingpector. The small pistol isin the pocket of my car,

the Mercedes-Otto whose registered number is, as| have said, FAN 2266. The revolver isin adrawer
inmy fla."

"Y ou're quite right about the one in the drawer in your flat," said Father, "but the other--the pistol--is not
inyour car."

"Yes, itis. Itisintheleft-hand pocket.”
Father shook his head. "It may have been once. It isn't now. Isthisit, Mr. Malinowski?"

He passed asmd| automatic pistol acrossthetable. Ladidaus Mainowski, with an air of great surprise,
picked it up.

"Ah-ha, yes. Thisisit. Soit wasyou who took it from my car?'

"No," sad Father, "we didn't take it from your car. It was not in your car. We found it somewheredse.”

"Where did you find it?"

"Wefound it," said Father, "in an areain Pond Street which--as you no doubt know--is a street near



Park Lane. It could have been dropped by aman walking down that street--or running perhaps.”

Ladidaus Mainowski shrugged his shoulders. "That is nothing to do with me--1 did not put it there. It
wasinmy car aday or two ago. One does not continually look to seeif athing is still where one has put
it. One assumesit will be."

"Do you know, Mr. Malinowski, that thisis the pistol which was used to shoot Michael Gorman on the
night of November twenty-sixth?'

"Michadl Gorman?| do not know a Michad Gorman."
"The commissonaire from Bertram's Hotd ."
"Ah yes, the onewho was shot. | read about it. And you say my pistol shot him? Nonsense!™

"It'snot nonsense. The ballistic experts have examined it. Y ou know enough of firearmsto be aware that
ther evidenceisrdidble

"You aretrying to frame me. | know what you police do!"

"I think you know the police of this country better than that, Mr. Mainowski."
"Areyou suggesting that | shot Michad Gorman?'

"So far we are only asking for astatement. No charge has been made.”

"But that iswhat you think--that | shot that ridiculous dressed-up military figure. Why should 1?1 didn't
owe him money, | had no grudge againgt him."

"It was ayoung lady who was shot at. Gorman ran to protect her and received the second bullet in his

"A young lady?"

"A young lady whom | think you know. Miss ElviraBlake."
"Do you say someone tried to shoot Elvirawith my pistol ?
He sounded incredulous.

"It could be that you had had a disagreement.”

"Y ou mean that | quarrelled with Elviraand shot her? What madness! Why should | shoot thegirl | am
going to marry?'

"Isthat part of your statement? That you are going to marry Miss Elvira Blake?!

Jugt for amoment or two Ladidaus hesitated. Then he said, shrugging his shoulders, "Sheis il very
young. It remainsto be discussed.”

"Perhaps she had promised to marry you, and then--she changed her mind. There was someone she was



afraid of. Wasit you, Mr. Mainowski?"

"Why should | want her to die? Either | am inlove with her and want to marry her, or if | do not want to
marry her, | need not marry her. It isas smple asthat. So why should | kill her?"

"There aren't many people close enough to her to want to kill her." Davy waited amoment and then said,
amogt casudly, "There's her mother, of course.”

"What!" Mainowski sprang up. "Bess? Besskill her own daughter?Y ou are mad! Why should Besskill
Blvira?'

"Possibly because, as next of kin, she might inherit an enormous fortune.”

"Bess? Y ou mean Besswould kill for money? She has plenty of money from her American husband.
Enough, anyway."

"Enough is not the same as a greeat fortune," said Father. ""People do murder for alarge fortune, mothers
have been known to kill their children, and children have killed their mothers.”

"I tdll you, you're mad!"

"Y ou say that you may be going to marry Miss Blake. Perhaps you have dready married her? If so, then
you would be the oneto inherit avast fortune."

"What more crazy, stupid things can you say! No, | am not married to Elvira. Sheisapretty girl. | like
her, and sheisin lovewith me. Yes, | admit it. | met her in Italy. We had fun--but that isal. No more, do
you understand?’

"Indeed? Just now, Mr. Mdinowski, you said quite definitely that she wasthe girl you were going to
mary."

"Oh thet."

"Yes--that. Wasit true?'

"| said it because--it sounded more respectable that way. Y ou are so-prudish in this country--"
"That seemsto me an unlikely explanation.”

"Y ou do not understand anything at al. The mother and I--we are lovers--1 did not wish to say so-s0 |
suggest instead that the daughter and I--we are engaged to be married. That sounds very English and

proper."”

"It sounds to me even more farfetched. Y ou're rather badly in need of money, aren't you, Mr.
Mdinowski?"

"My dear Chief Ingpector, | am dwaysin need of money. Itisvery sad."
"And yet afew months ago | understand you were flinging money about in avery carefree way."

"Ah. | had had alucky flutter. | anagambler. | admit it."



"| find that quite easy to bdieve. Where did you have this 'flutter'?"

"That | do not tell. Y ou can hardly expect it."

"| don't expect it."

"Isthat dl you haveto ask me?"

"For the moment, yes. Y ou have identified the pistal asyours. That will be very helpful "
"l don't understand--I can't conceive--" He broke off and stretched out his hand. "Giveit to me please.”
"I'm afraid well haveto keep it for the present, so I'll write you out areceipt for it."

He did so and handed it to Mainowski.

The latter went out damming the door.

"Temperamentd chap,” said Father.

"Y ou didn't press him on the matter of the false number plate and Bedhampton?”

"No. | wanted him rattled. But not too badly rattled. Well give him one thing to worry about at atime.
And heisworried."

"The Old Man wanted to see you, Sir, as soon as you were through.”
Chief Inspector Davy nodded and made hisway to Sir Ronald's room.
"Ah, Father. Making progress?’

"Y es. Getting dong nicely--quite alot of fishinthe net. Small fry mostly. But we're closing in onthe big
flows. Everything'sin train--"

"Good show, Fred," said the Assistant Commissioner.
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Miss Marple got out of her train a Paddington and saw the burly figure of Chief Inspector Davy
gtanding on the platform waiting for her.

Hesaid, "Vely good of you, MissMarple," put hishand under her elbow and piloted her through the
barrier to where a car was waiting. The driver opened the door, Miss Marple got in, Chief Inspector
Davy followed her and the car drove off.

"Where are you taking me, Chief Ingpector Davy?"

"To Bertram'sHotd."

"Dear me, Bertram'sHotel again. Why?'



"The officid reply is. because the police think you can assst theminther inquiries.”

"That sounds familiar, but surely rather snister? So often the prelude to an arrest, isit not?”
"l am not going to arrest you, MissMarple.”" Father smiled. "Y ou havean dibi.”

Miss Marple digested thisin silence. Then shesaid, "'l see”

They droveto Bertram's Hotd in silence. Miss Gorringe looked up from the desk asthey entered, but
Chief Ingpector Davy piloted Miss Marple straight to the elevator.

"Second floor."
The elevator ascended, stopped, and Father led the way along the corridor.

As he opened the door of No. 18, MissMarple said, "Thisisthe sameroom | had when | was staying
here before."

"Yes" sad Father.

Miss Marple sat down in the armchair. "A very comfortable room," she observed, looking round with a
dight sgh.

"They certainly know what comfort ishere," Father agreed.

"You look tired, Chief Ingpector,” said Miss Marple unexpectedly.

"I've had to get around a bit. As a matter of fact I've just got back from Ireland.”
"Indeed. From Bdlygowlan?"

"Now how the devil did you know about Balygowlan? I'm sorry--I beg your pardon.”
MissMarple amiled forgiveness.

"I suppose Michael Gorman happened to tell you he came from there--wasthat it?"
"No, not exactly,” said MissMarple.

"Then how, if you'll excuse me asking you, did you know?"

"Oh dear,” said MissMarple, "it'sreally very embarrassing. It wasjust something I--happened to
overhear.”

"Oh, | see”

"l wasn't eavesdropping. It wasin a public room-- at least technicaly a public room. Quitefrankly, |
enjoy listening to people talking. One does. Especidly when oneis old and doesn't get about very much.
| mean, if people aretalking near you, you listen."”



"Well, that seemsto me quite natural,” said Father. "Up to apoint, yes," said MissMarple. "If people do
not choose to lower their voices, one must assume that they are prepared to be overheard. But of course
meatters may develop. The Stuation sometimes arises when you redlize that though it isa public room,
other peopletalking do not redlize that there is anyone dseinit. And then one hasto decide what to do
about it. Get up and cough, or just stay quite quiet and hope they won't redize you've been there. Either
way isembarrassng.”

Chief Ingpector Davy glanced at hiswatch. "Look here," he said, "1 want to hear more about this, but
I've got Canon Pennyfather arriving a any moment. | must go and collect him. Y ou don't mind?'

Miss Marple said she didn't mind. Chief Inspector Davy |eft the room.
I

Canon Pennyfather came through the swing doorsinto the hall of Bertram's Hotel. He frowned dightly,
wondering what it was that seemed alittle different about Bertram's today. Perhapsit had been painted
or done up in some way? He shook hishead. That was not it, but there was something. It did not occur
to him that it was the difference between a six-foot commissonaire with blue eyes and dark hair and a
five-foot-saven commissionaire with doping shoulders, freckles and a sandy thatch of hair bulging out
under hiscommissionaire's cap. He just knew something was different. In hisusua vague way he
wandered up to the desk. Miss Gomnge was there and greeted him.

"Canon Pennyfather. How nice to see you. Have you cometo fetch your baggage? It's al ready for you.
If you'd only let us know, we could have sent it to you to any addressyou like."

"Thank you," said Canon Pennyfather, "thank you very much. Y ou're dways most kind, Miss Gorringe.
But as| had to come up to London anyway today | thought I might aswell cal for it."

"We were so worried about you," said Miss Gorringe. "Being missing, you know. Nobody ableto find
you. You had a car accident, | hear?'

"Yes," sad Canon Pennyfather. "Y es. People drive much too fast nowadays. Most dangerous. Not that
| can remember much about it. It affected my head. Concussion, the doctor says. Oh well, asoneis
getting oninlife, one's memory--" He shook hishead sadly. "And how are you, Miss Gorringe?'

"Oh, I'mvery well," said Miss Gorringe.

At that moment it struck Canon Pennyfather that Miss Gorringe also was different. He peered at her,
trying to analyze where the difference lay. Her hair? That was the same as usual. Perhaps even alittle
frizzier. Black dress, large locket, cameo brooch. All there as usual. But there was a difference. Was she
perhaps alittle thinner? Or was it--yes, surely, shelooked worried. It was not often that Canon
Pennyfather noticed whether people looked worried, he was not the kind of man who noticed emotionin
the faces of others, but it struck him today, perhaps because Miss Gorringe had so invariably presented
exactly the same countenance to guests for so many years.

"You'venot beenill, I hope?' he asked solicitoudy. "Y ou look alittle thinner."
"Wdll, welve had agood dedl of worry, Canon Pennyfather.”

"Indeed. Indeed. I'm sorry to hear it. Not due to my disappearance, | hope?"



"Ohno," said Miss Gorringe. "Weworried, of course, about that, but as soon as we heard that you
weredl right--" She broke off and said, "No. No-- it'sthis--well, perhaps you haven't read about it in
the papers. Gorman, our doorman, got killed."

"Ohyes," said Canon Pennyfather. "I remember now. | did seeit mentioned in the paper--that you had
had amurder here."

Miss Gorringe shuddered at this blunt mention of the word murder. The shudder went al up her black
dress.

"Terrible," she sad, "terrible. Such athing has never happened at Bertram's. | mean, we're not the sort
of hotel where murders happen.”

"No, no, indeed," said Canon Pennyfather quickly. "I'm sure you're not. | mean it would never have
occurred to me that anything like that could happen here."

"Of courseit wasn't indgde the hotdl," said Miss Gorringe, cheering up alittle asthis aspect of the affair
struck her. "It was outsidein the street.”

"So redly nothing to do with you at dl,” said the canon, helpfully.

That apparently was not quite theright thing to say. "But it was connected with Bertram's. We had to
have the police here questioning people, Since it was our commissionaire who was shot.”

"So that's anew man you have outside. D'you know, | thought somehow things looked alittle strange.”

"Yes, | don't know that he's very satisfactory. | mean, not quite the style we're used to here. But of
course we had to get someone quickly.”

"I remember al about it now," said Canon Pennyfather, assembling some rather dim memories of what
he had read in the paper aweek ago. "But | thought it was agirl who was shot.”

"Y ou mean Lady Sedgwick's daughter? | expect you remember seeing her here with her guardian
Colond Luscombe. Apparently she was attacked by someonein thefog. | expect they wanted to snatch
her bag. Anyway they fired a shot a her and then Gorman, who of course had been asoldier and wasa
man with alot of presence of mind, rushed down, got in front of her and got shot himself, poor fellow.”

"Very sad, very sad," said the canon, shaking his head.
"It makes everything terribly difficult,” complained Miss Gorringe. "I mean, the police constantly in and
out. | suppose that's to be expected, but we don't like it here, though | must say Chief Inspector Davy

and Sergeant Wadell are very respectable looking. Plain clothes, and very good style, not the sort with
boots and mackintosheslike one seesin films. Almost like one of us."

"Er--yes," said Canon Pennyfather.
"Did you haveto go to hospital ?" inquired Miss Gomnge.
"No," said the canon, "some very nice people, realy Good Samaritans--a market gardener, |

believe--picked me up and hiswife nursed me back to hedlth. I'm mogt grateful, most grateful. Itis
refreshing to find thereis till human kindnessin the world. Don't you think so?"



Miss Gorringe said she thought it was very refreshing. "After al one reads about the increasein crime,”
she added, "al those dreadful young men and girls holding up banks and robbing trains and ambushing
people.” Shelooked up and said, "There's Chief Ingpector Davy coming down the stairs now. | think he
wants to speak to you."

"I don't know why he should want to speak to me," said Canon Pennyfather, puzzled. "He's aready
been to see me, you know," he said, "at Chadminster. He was very disappointed, | think, that | couldn't
tdl him anything useful.”

"Y ou couldn't?'

The canon shook hishead sorrowfully. "I couldn't remember. The accident took place somewhere near
aplace caled Bedhampton and redlly | don't understand what | can have been doing there. The Chief
I nspector kept asking mewhy | wasthereand | couldn't tell him. Very odd, isn't it? He seemed to think
I'd been driving acar from somewhere near arailway sation to avicarage.”

"That sounds very possible" said Miss Gorringe.

"It doesn't seem possible at dl," said Canon Pennyfather. "I mean, why should | be driving about in a
part of theworld that | don't really know?"

Chief Ingpector Davy had come up to them. " So here you are, Canon Pennyfather,” he said. "Fedling
quiteyoursdf again?'

"Oh, | fed quitewdl now," said the canon, "but rather inclined to have headaches till. And I've been
told not to do too much. But | still don't seem to remember what | ought to remember, and the doctor
saysit may never come back."

"Ohwell," said Chief Ingpector Davy, "we mustin't give up hope." He led the canon away from the desk.
"Theresalittle experiment | want you totry,” he said. "Y ou don't mind helping me, do you?'

When Chief Ingpector Davy opened the door of Number 18, Miss Marple was il sitting in the
armchair by the window.

"A good many peoplein the street today,” she observed. "More than usua.”
"Oh well--thisisaway through to Berkeley Square and Shepherd's Market.”

"l didn't mean only passers-by. Men doing things-- road repairs, atelephone repair van, a couple of
private cars--"

"And what--may | ask--do you deduce from that?"
"I didn't say that | deduced anything.”
Father gave her alook. Then he said, "'l want you to help me.”

"Of course. That iswhy | am here. What do you want meto do?"



"I want you to do exactly what you did on the night of November nineteenth. Y ou were adeep--you
wOke up--possibly awakened by some unusua noise. Y ou switched on the light, looked at the time, got
out of bed, opened the door and looked out. Can you repesat those actions?”

"Certainly,"” said MissMarple. She got up and went across to the bed.

"Jugt amoment.”

Chief Ingpector Davy went and tapped on the connecting walls of the next room.

"Youll haveto do that louder," said MissMarple. "Thisplaceis very well built."

The Chief Inspector redoubled the force of his knuckles.

"| told Canon Pennyfather to count ten,” he said, looking at his watch. "Now then, off you go."

Miss Marple touched the e ectric lamp, looked at an imaginary clock, got up, waked to the door,

opened it and looked out. To her right, just leaving hisroom, walking to the top of the stairs, was Canon
Pennyfather. He arrived at the top of the stairs and started down them. Miss Marple gave adight catch

of her breath. She turned back.
"We|?" said Chief Inspector Davy.

"The man | saw that night can't have been Canon Pennyfather," said Miss Marple. "Not if that's Canon
Pennyfather now."

"| thought you said--"

"I know. Helooked like Canon Pennyfather. His hair and his clothes and everything. But he didn't walk
the same way. | think--I think he must have been ayounger man. I'm sorry, very sorry, to have mided
you, but it wasn't Canon Pennyfather that | saw that night. I'm quite sure of it."

"Youredly are quite surethistime, MissMarple.”

"Yes" sad MissMarple. "I'm sorry," she added again, "to have mided you."

"Y ou were very nearly right. Canon Pennyfather did come back to the hotel that night. Nobody saw him
comein, but that wasn't remarkable. He came in after midnight. He came up the stairs, he opened the
door of hisroom next door and he went in. What he saw or what happened next we don't know,
because he can't or won't tell us. If there was only some way we could jog hismemory . .

"Therésthat German word of course,” said Miss Marple, thoughtfully.

"What German word?"

"Dear me, I've forgotten it now, but--"

There was aknock at the door.

"May | comein?' said Canon Pennyfather. He entered. "Was it satisfactory?"



"Most satisfactory,” said Father. "I wasjust telling Miss Marple--you know Miss Marple?’
"Ohyes" said Canon Pennyfather, redlly dightly uncertain asto whether hedid or not.

"l wasjudt tdling Miss Marple how we have traced your movements. Y ou came back to the hotel that
night after midnight. Y ou came upstairs and you opened the door of your room and went in--" He

paused.

Miss Marple gave an exclamation. "'l remember now," she said, "what that Germanword is.
Doppeganger!”

Canon Pennyfather uttered an exclamation. "But of course,”" he said, "of course! How could | have
forgotten? Y ou're quite right, you know. After that film, The Walls of Jericho, | came back hereand |
came upgtairsand | opened my room and | saw--extraordinary, | distinctly saw mysdlf sitting in achair
facing me. Asyou say, dear lady, a doppelganger. How very remarkable! And then--let me see--" He
rased hiseyes, trying to think.

"And then," said Father, "startled out of their livesto see you, when they thought you were safely in
Lucerne, somebody hit you on the head.”
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Canon Pennyfather had been sent on hisway in ataxi to the British Museum. Miss Marple had been
ensconced in the lounge by the Chief Inspector. Would she mind waiting for him there for about ten
minutes? Miss Marple had not minded. She welcomed the opportunity to sit and look around her and
think.

Bertram's Hotel. So many memories. . . The past fused itsalf with the present. A French phrase came
back to her: Plus ¢ca change, pius c'est laméme chose. She reversed thewording. Plus c'est laméme
chose, plus ca change. Both true, she thought.

Shefdt sad--for Bertram's Hotel and for hersalf. She wondered what Chief Inspector Davy wanted of
her next. She sensed in him the excitement of purpose. He was a man whose planswere at last coming to
fruition. It was Chief Inspector Davy's D-Day.

Thelife of Bertram'swent on as usua. No, Miss Marple decided, not as usud. There was adifference,
though she could not have defined where the difference lay. An underlying unessiness, perhaps?

The doors swung open once more and thistime the big bovine-looking countryman came through them
and across to where Miss Marple sat.

"All 27" heinquired genidly.

"Where are you taking me now?"

"We're going to pay acal on Lady Sedgwick."
"|sshe daying here?

"Y es. With her daughter.”



Miss Marple roseto her feet. She cast a glance round her and murmured, " Poor Bertram's.”
"What do you mean--poor Bertram's?"

" think you know quite well what | mean.”

"Well--looking at it from your point of view, perhaps| do."

"It isadways sad when awork of art has to be destroyed.”

"You cdl thisplace awork of art?'

"Certainly | do. So do you."

"l seewhat you mean," admitted Father.

"It islike when you get ground elder really badly in aborder. There's nothing else you can do about
it--except dig the whole thing up.”

"l don't know much about gardens. But change the metaphor to dry rot and I'd agree.”

They went up in the elevator and along a passage to where Lady Sedgwick and her daughter had a
corner suite.

Chief Inspector Davy knocked on the door, avoice said Comein, and he entered with Miss Marple
behind him.

Bess Sedgwick was dtting in ahigh-backed chair near the window. She had abook on her knee which
she was not reading.

"Soit'syou again, Chief Inspector.” Her eyes went past him towards Miss Marple and she looked
dightly surprised.

"ThisisMissMarple" explained Chief Inspector Davy. "Miss Marple--Lady Sedgwick.”

"I've met you before," said Bess Sedgwick. ™Y ou were with Sdlina Hazy the other day, weren't you? Do
st down,” she added. Then she turned towards Chief ingpector Davy again. "Have you any news of the
man who shot a Elvira?"

"Not actudly what you'd call news."

"I doubt if you ever will have. In afog like that, predatory creatures come out and prowl around looking
for women waking done.”

"Trueup to apoint,” said Father. "How isyour daughter?'
"Oh, Elviraisquited| right again."

"Y ou've got her herewith you?'



"Yes. | rang up Colond Luscombe--her guardian. He was ddlighted that | waswilling to take charge.”
She gave asudden laugh. "Dear old boy. He's dways been urging a mother-and-daughter reunion act!”

"Hemay beright at that," said Father.

"Oh no, heisn't. Just a the moment, yes, | think it isthe best thing." She turned her head to look out of
the window and spoke in achanged voice. "I hear you've arrested afriend of mine--Ladidaus
Mainowski. On what charge?'

"Not arrested,” Chief Inspector Davy corrected her. "He'sjust asssting uswith our inquiries.”

"I've sent my solicitor to look after him.”

"Very wise" sad Father gpprovingly. "Anyone who's having alittle difficulty with the policeis very wise
to have asolicitor. Otherwise they may s0 easily say the wrong thing.”

"Evenif completey innocent?"
"Possibly it's even more necessary in that case,” said Father.
"You're quiteacynic, aren't you? What are you questioning him about, may | ask? Or mayn't 17"

"For onething wed like to know just exactly what his movements were on the night when Michael
Gorman died.”

Bess Sedgwick sat up sharply in her chair.

"Have you got someridiculousideathat Ladidausfired those shots at Elvira? They didn't even know
each other.”

"He could have doneit. His car wasjust round the corner.”

"Rubbish,” said Lady Sedgwick robustly.

"How much did that shooting businessthe other night upset you, Lady Sedgwick?"

She looked faintly surprised.

"Naturaly | was upset when my daughter had a narrow escape of her life. What do you expect?’
"I didn't mean that. I mean how much did the death of Michagl Gorman upset you?'

"l was very sorry about it. He was a brave man.”

"Isthat dl?'

"What more would you expect meto say?"

"Y ou knew him, didn't you?"

"Of course. He worked here."



"Y ou knew him alittle better than that, though, didn't you?"'

"What do you mean?"

"Come, Lady Sedgwick. Hewas your husband, wasn't he?!

Shedid not answer for amoment or two, though she displayed no signs of agitation or surprise.

"Y ou know agood dedl, don't you, Chief ingpector?' She sighed and sat back in her chair. "I hadn't
seen him for--let me see--a great many years. Twenty--more than twenty. And then | looked out of a
window one day, and suddenly recognized Micky."

"And he recognized you?'

"Quite surprising that we did recognize each other,” said Bess Sedgwick. "We were only together for
about aweek. Then my family caught up with us, paid Micky off, and took me homein disgrace.”

She sghed.

"| was very young when | ran away with him. | knew very little. Just afool of agirl with ahead full of
romantic notions. He was a hero to me, mainly because of the way he rode ahorse. He didn't know what
fear was. And he was handsome and gay with an Irishman'stongue! | supposeredly | ran away with
him! | doubt if hed have thought of it himsalf. But | waswild and headstrong and madly in lovel" She
shook her heed. "It didnt last long. . . . . .. Thefirst twenty-four hours were enough to disilluson me. He
drank and he was coarse and brutal. WWhen my family turned up and took me back with them, | was
thankful. | never wanted to seehim again.”

"Did your family know that you were married to him?"

"No."

"Youdidnt tdl them?'

"I didn't think | was married.”

"How did that come about?'

"Wewere married in Ballygowlan, but when my people turned up, Micky cameto me and told methe
marriage had been afake. He and hisfriends had cooked it up between them, he said. By that timeiit
seemed to me quite anaturd thing for him to have done. Whether he wanted the money that was being

offered him, or whether he was afraid held committed a breach of law by marrying mewhen | wasn't of
age, | don't know. Anyway, | didn't doubt for amoment that what he said was true--not then.”

"And later?'

She seemed lost in her thoughts. "1t wasn't until-- oh, quite anumber of years afterwards, when | knew a
little more of life, and of legal matters, that it suddenly occurred to methat probably | was married to
Micky Gorman after dl!"

"In actud fact, then, when you married Lord Coniston, you committed bigamy.”



"And when! married Johnny Sedgwick, and again when | married my American husband, Ridgeway
Becker." Shelooked at Chief Inspector Davy and laughed with what seemed like genuine amusement.

"So much bigamy," shesad. "It redly does seem very ridiculous.”

"Did you ever think of getting adivorce?'

She shrugged her shoulders. "It al seemed like aslly dream. Why rakeit up?1'd told Johnny, of
course." Her voice softened and mellowed as she said his name.

"And what did he say?'

"Hedidn't care. Neither Johnny nor | were ever very law-abiding.”
"Bigamy carries certain pendties, Lady Sedgwick."

Shelooked at him and laughed.

"Who was ever going to worry about something that had happened in Ireland years ago? The whole
thing was over and done with. Micky had taken his money and gone off. Oh, don't you understand? It
seemed just aslly littleincident. Anincident | wanted to forget. | put it aside with the things--the very
many things—-that don't matter in life."

"And then," said Father, in atranquil voice, "one day in November, Michagl Gorman turned up again
and blackmailed you?'

"Nonsense! Who said he blackmailed me?"

Slowly Father's eyes went round to the old lady sitting quietly, very upright, in her chair.
"You." Bess Sedgwick stared at Miss Marple. "What can you know about it?"

Her voice was more curious than accusing.

"The armchairsin thishotd have very high backs," said Miss Marple. "Very comfortable they are. | was
gtting in onein front of the firein the writing room. Just resting before | went out one morning. Y ou came
intowrite aletter. | suppose you didn't redlize there was anyone e sein the room. And so--1 heard your

conversation with this man Gorman."

"You ligened?"

"Naturaly," said MissMarple. "Why not? It was a public room. When you threw up the window and
caled to the man outside, | had no ideathat it was going to be a private conversation.”

Bess stared at her for amoment, then she nodded her head dowly.

"Fair enough,” shesaid. "Yes, | see. But al the same you misunderstood what you heard. Micky didn't
blackmail me. He might have thought of it--but | warned him off before he could try!" Her lips curled up
again in that wide generous smile that made her face so attractive. "l frightened him off."



"Yes" agreed MissMarple. "I think you probably did. Y ou threatened to shoot him. Y ou handled it--if
you won't think it impertinent of meto say so--very well indeed.”

Bess Sedgwick's eyebrows rose in some amusement. "But | wasn't the only person to hear you,” Miss
Marple went on.

"Good gracious Wasthewhole hotd listening?!
"The other armchair was al so occupied.”
"By whom?"

Miss Marple closed her lips. Shelooked a Chief Inspector Davy, and it was amost a pleading glance.
"If it must be done, you doit,” theglance said, "but | cant . . . .. "

"Y our daughter wasin the other chair,” said Chief Inspector Davy.
"Oh, no!" The cry came out sharply. "Oh, no. Not Elviral | see--yes, | see. She must have thought--"

" She thought serioudy enough of what she had overheard to go to Ireland and search for the truth. It
wasnt difficult to discover.”

Again Bess Sedgwick said softly: "Ohno . . ." And then: "Poor child! Even now, she'snever asked mea
thing. She'skept it al to hersdlf. Bottled it up ingde herself. If sheld only told me | could have explained it
al to her--showed her how it didn't matter.”

"She mightn't have agreed with you there," said Chief Ingpector Davy. "It'safunny thing, you know," he
went on, in areminiscent, dmaost gossipy manner, looking like an old farmer discussing his stock and his
land, "I've learned after agreat many years trid and error--1've learned to distrust a pattern when it's
smple. Simple patterns are often too good to be true. The pattern of this murder the other night waslike
that. Girl says someone shot a her and missed. The commissionaire came running to save her, and
copped it with asecond bullet. That may be dl true enough. That may be theway the girl saw it. But
actualy behind the appearances, things might be rather different.

"Y ou said pretty vehemently just now, Lady Sedgwick, that there could be no reason for Ladidaus
Malinowski to attempt your daughter'slife. Well, I'll agree with you. | don't think there was. He's the sort
of young man who might have arow with awoman, pull out aknifeand stick it into her. But | don't think
he'd hide in an area, and wait cold-bloodedly to shoot her. But supposing he wanted to shoot someone
else. Screams and shots--but what has actually happened isthat Michagl Gorman is dead. Suppose that
was actualy what was meant to happen. Malinowski plansit very carefully. He chooses afoggy night,
hidesin the area.and waits until your daughter comes up the street. He knows she's coming because he
has managed to arrange it that way. He firesa shot. It's not meant to hit the girl. He's careful not to let the
bullet go anywhere near her, but shethinksit'saimed at her al right. She screams. The doorman from the
hotel, hearing the shot and the scream, comes rushing down the street and then Mainowski shoots the
person he's come to shoot. Michag Gorman.”

"I don't believe aword of it! Why on earth should Ladidaus want to shoot Micky Gorman?”

"A little matter of blackmail, perhaps,” said Father. "Do you mean that Micky was blackmailing
Ladidaus? What about?'



"Perhaps," said Father, "about the things that go on a Bertram's Hotel. Michael Gonnan might have
found out quite alot about that.”

"Thingsthat go on at Bertram's Hotel ? What do you mean?”

"It'sbeen agood racket,” said Father. "Well planned, beautifully executed. But nothing lastsforever.
Miss Marple here asked me the other day what was wrong with this place. Well, I'll answer that question
now. Bertram's Hotdl isto al intents and purposes the headquarters of one of the best and biggest crime
syndicates that's been known for years.”
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Therewas slence for aout a minute or a haf. Then Miss Marple spoke.
"How very interesting,” she said conversationadly.

Bess Sedgwick turned on her. ™Y ou don't seem surprised, Miss Marple.”

"I'm not. Not redlly. There were so many curious, thingsthat didn't seem quitetofitin. It wasal too
good to be true--if you know what | mean. What they call in theatrical circles, abeautiful performance.
But it was a performance--not redl.

"And therewere alot of little things, people claiming afriend or an acquaintance--and turning out to be
wrong."

"These things happen,” said Chief Ingpector Davy, "but they happened too often. Isthat right, Miss
Marple?’

"Yes" agreed MissMarple. "People like Selina Hazy do make that kind of mistake. But there were so
many other people doing it too. One couldn't help noticing it.”

"Shenoticesalot," said Chief Inspector Davy, speaking to Bess Sedgwick as though Miss Marple was
his pet performing dog.

Bess Sedgwick turned on him sharply.

"What did you mean when you said this place was the headquarters of acrime syndicate? | should have
said that Bertram's Hotel was the most respectable place in the world.”

"Naturdly," said Father. "It would haveto be. A lot of money, time, and thought has been spent on
making it just what it is. The genuine and the phony are mixed up very cleverly. Y ouve got asuperb

actor manager running the show in Henry. Y ou've got that chap, Humfries, wonderfully plausible. He
hasn't got arecord in this country but he's been mixed up in some rather curious hotel dealings abroad.
There are some very good character actors playing various parts here. I'll admit, if you like, that | can't
help feding agood ded of admiration for the whole set-up. It has cost this country amint of money. It's
giventhe C.I.D. and the provincia police forces constant headaches. Every time we seemed to be getting
somewhere, and put our finger on some particular incident--it turned out to be the kind of incident that
had nothing to do with anything else. But we've gone on working on it, apiece there, apiece here. A
garage where stacks of number plates were kept, transferable at a moment's notice to certain cars. A
firm of furniture vans, abutcher's van, agrocer's van, even one or two phony posta vans. A racing driver
with aracing car covering incredible distancesin incredibly few minutes, and at the other end of the scale



an old clergyman jogging along in hisold Morris Oxford. A cottage with amarket gardener init who
lendsfirgt ad if necessary and who isin touch with auseful doctor. | needn't gointoit dl. The
ramifications seem unending. That's one half of it. The foreign vistorswho come to Bertram'sare the
other haf. Mostly from America, or from the Dominions. Rich people above suspicion, coming here with
agood lot of luxury luggage, leaving herewith agood lot of luxury luggage which looks the same but isn't.
Rich tourigts arriving in France and not worried unduly by the Customs because the Customs don't worry
tourists when they're bringing money into the country. Not the same tourists too many times. The pitcher
mustn't go to the well too often. None of it's going to be easy to prove or to tie up, but it will dl tieupin
the end. Weve made a beginning. The Cabots, for instance--"

"What about the Cabots?' asked Bess sharply.

"Y ou remember them? Very nice Americans. Very niceindeed. They stayed herelast year and they've
been here again this year. They wouldn't have come athird time. Nobody ever comes here more than
twice on the same racket. Y es, we arrested them when they arrived at Calais. Very well madejob, that
wardrobe case they had with them. It had over three hundred thousand pounds negtly stashed. Proceeds
of the Bedhampton train robbery. Of course, that's only adrop in the ocean.

"Bertram's Hotel, let metell you, isthe headquarters of the whole thing! Half the staff arein onit. Some
of the guestsarein on it. Some of the guests are who they say they are--some are not. Thereal Cabots,
for instance, arein Y ucatan just now. Then there was the identification racket. Take Mr. Justice
Ludgrove. A familiar face, bulbous nose and awart. Quite easy to impersonate. Canon Pennyfather. A
mild country clergyman, with agreat white thatch of hair and a notable absent-minded behavior. His
mannerisms, hisway of peering over his spectacles- dl very easlly imitated by agood character actor.”

"But what was the use of dl that?' asked Bess.

"Areyou redly asking me? Isn't it obvious? Mr. Justice Ludgrove is seen near the scene of abank
holdup. Someone recognizes him, mentionsit. Wego into it. It'sal amistake. He was somewhere ese at
thetime. But it wasn't for awhile that we redlized that these were dl what is sometimes called 'deliberate
mistakes." Nobody's bothered about the man who had looked so like him. And doesn't look particularly
like him redlly. He takes off his make-up and stops acting his part. The whole thing brings about
confusion. At onetime we had aHigh Court judge, an archdeacon, an admira, amgor generd, al seen
near the scene of acrime.

"After the Bedhampton train robbery at least four vehicles were concerned before the loot arrived in
London. A racing car driven by Malinowski took part in it, afalse meta box lorry, an old-fashioned
Damler with an admird init, and an old clergyman with athatch of white hair inaMorris Oxford. The
whole thing was a splendid operation, beautifully planned.

"And then one day the gang had abit of bad luck. That muddle-headed old ecclesiastic, Canon
Pennyfather, went off to catch his plane on the wrong day, they turned him away from the air termind, he
wandered out into Cromwell Road, went to afilm, arrived back here after midnight, came up to hisroom
of which he had the key in his pocket, opened the door, and walked in to get the shock of hislife when
he saw what gppeared to be himsdlf gtting in achair facing him! Thelast thing the gang expected wasto
seethered Canon Pennyfather, supposed to be safely in Lucerne, walk in! His double was just getting
ready to start off to play his part at Bedhampton when in walked the real man. They didn't know what to
do but there was aquick reflex action from one member of the party. Humfries, | suspect. He hit the old
man on the head, and he went down unconscious. Somebody, | think, was angry over that. Very angry.
However, they examined the old boy, decided he was only knocked out, and would probably come
round later and they went on with their plans. The fase Canon Pennyfather left hisroom, went out of the



hotel, and drove to the scene of activities where he wasto play his part in therelay race. What they did
with the real Canon Pennyfather | don't know. | can only guess. | presume he too was moved later that
night, driven down in acar, taken to the market gardener's cottage which was at a spot not too far from
where the train was to be held up and where a doctor could attend to him. Then, if reports came through
about Canon Pennyfather having been seen in that neighbourhood, it would dl fit in. It must have been an
anxious moment for al concerned until he regained consciousness and they found that at least three days
had been knocked out of his remembrance.”

"Would they havekilled him otherwise?' asked MissMarple.

"No," said Father. "I don't think they would have killed him. Someone wouldn't have let that happen. It
has seemed very clear dl dong that whoever ran this show had an objection to murder.”

"It sounds fantastic,” said Bess Sedgwick. "Utterly fantastic! And | don't believe you have any evidence
whatever to link Ladidaus Mdinowski with thisrigmarole.”

"I've plenty of evidence againgt Ladidaus Mdinowski," said Father. "He's careless, you know. He hung
around here when he shouldn't have. On the first occasion he came to establish connection with your
daughter. They had a code arranged.”

"Nonsense. Shetold you hersdf that she didn't know him.”

"She may havetold methat but it wasn't true. She'sin love with him. She wantsthe fellow to marry her."

"l don't bdieveit!"

"You'renot in apostion to know," Chief Inspector Davy pointed out. "Malinowski isn't the sort of
person who tells al his secrets and your daughter you don't know at al. Y ou admitted as much. You
were angry, weren't you, when you found out Mainowski had come to Bertram's Hotel "

"Why should | beangry?

"Because you'e the brains of the show," said Father. ™Y ou and Henry. Thefinancid side wasrun by the
Hoffman brothers. They made dl the arrangements with the Continental banks and accounts and that sort
of thing, but the boss of the syndicate, the brainsthat run it, and plan it, are your brains, Lady Sedgwick."

Besslooked at him and laughed. "I never heard anything so ridiculoud!” she said.

"Ohno, it'snot ridiculous at al. Y ou've got brains, courage, and daring. Y ou've tried most things; you
thought you'd turn your hand to crime. Plenty of excitement iniit, plenty of risk. It wasn't the money that
attracted you, 1'd say, it wasthe fun of the whole thing. But you wouldn't stand for murder, or for undue
violence. There were no killings, no brutd assaults, only nice quiet scientific taps on the head if necessary.
Y oure avery interesting woman, you know. One of the few redlly interesting great criminas.”

There was silence for some few minutes. Then Bess Sedgwick roseto her feet.

"I think you must be mad." She put her hand out to the telephone.

"Going to ring up your solicitor? Quite the right thing to do before you say too much.”

With a sharp gesture she dammed the receiver back on the hook.



"On second thoughts | hate salicitors. . . All right. Have it your ownway. Yes, | ran thisshow. You're
quite correct when you say it wasfun. | loved every minute of it. It was fun scooping money from banks,
trains and post offices and so-called security vand It was fun planning and deciding; gloriousfunand I'm
glad I had it. The pitcher goesto the well once too often? That's what you said just now, wasn't it?|
supposeit'strue. Well, I've had agood run for my money! But you're wrong about Ladidaus Malinowski
shooting Michadl Gorman! Hedidn'. | did." Shelaughed a sudden high, excited laugh. "Never mind what
it was he did, what he threatened . . . .. | told him I'd shoot him--Miss Marple heard me--and | did
shoot him. | did very much what you suggested Ladidausdid. | hid in that area. When Elvirapassed, |
fired one shot wild, and when she screamed and Micky came running down the street, I'd got him where
| wanted him, and | let him haveit! I've got keysto al the hotel entrances, of course. | just dipped in
through the area door and up to my room. It never occurred to me you'd trace the pistol to Ladidaus--or
would even suspect him. I'd pinched it from his car without his knowing. But not, | can assure you, with
any ideaof throwing suspicion on him."

She swept round on MissMarple. "Y ou're awitness to what 1've said, remember. | killed Gorman.”
"Or perhaps you are saying S0 because you're in love with Mainowski," suggested Davy.

"I'm not." Her retort came sharply. "I'm hisgood friend, that's al. Oh yes, we've been loversin acasua
kind of way, but I'm not in lovewith him. Indl my life, I've only loved one person--John Sedgwick.” Her
voice changed and softened as she pronounced the name.

"But Ladidausismy friend. | don't want him railroaded for something he didn't do. | killed Michael
Gorman. I've said so, and MissMarplehasheardme. . . . . .. And now, dear Chief Inspector Davy--"
Her voicerose excitedly, and her laughter rang out: "' Catch meif you can.”

With asweep of her arm she smashed the window with the heavy telephone set, and before Father
could get to hisfeet, she was out of the window and edging her way rapidly dong the narrow parapet.
With surprising quicknessin spite of his bulk, Davy had moved to the other window and flung up the
sash. At the same time he blew the whistle he had taken from his pocket.

Miss Marple, getting to her feet with rather more difficulty amoment or two later, joined him. Together
they stared out along the fagade of Bertram's Hotdl.

"Shelll fal. Shel's climbing up adrainpipe” Miss Marple exclamed. "But why up?*

"Going to the roof. It's her only chance and she knowsit. Good God, look &t her. Climbslike acat. She
lookslike afly on the sde of thewadll. Therisks she'staking!"

Miss Marple murmured, her eyes haf closing, "Shelll fal. Shecant doit. . .
The woman they were watching disappeared from sight. Father drew back alittle into the room.

Miss Marple asked, "Don't you want to go and--" Father shook his head. "What good am | with my
bulk? I've got my men posted ready for something like this. They know what to do. In afew minuteswe
shdl know. ... ... | wouldn't put it past her to besat the lot of them! She'sawoman in athousand, you
know." He sighed. "One of the wild ones. Oh, we've some of them in every generation. Y ou can't tame
them, you can't bring them into the community and make them livein law and order. They go their own
way. If they're saints, they go and tend lepers or something, or get themsalves martyred in jungles. If
they're bad lots, they commit the atrocities that you don't like hearing about. And sometimes--they're just



wild! They'd have been dl right, | suppose, born in another age when it was everyone's hand for himself,
everyonefighting to keep lifein thelr veins. Hazards a every turn, danger dl round them, and they
themselves perforce dangerous to others. That world would have suited them; they'd have been at home
init. Thisone doesnt.”

"Did you know what she was going to do?'

"Not redly. That's one of her gifts. The unexpected. She must have thought this out, you know. She
knew what was coming. So she sat looking at us--keeping the bal rolling--and thinking. Thinking and
planning hard. | expect--ah--" He broke off as there came the sudden roar of acar's exhaust, the
screaming of whedls, and the sound of abig racing engine. He leaned out. " She's made it, she's got to her

There was more screaming as the car came round the corner on two wheels, agreat roar, and the
beautiful white monster came tearing up the stret.

"Shélll kill someone," said Father, "shéll kill alot of people. . .. .. evenif shedoesnt kill hersdf.”

"l wonder,” said MissMarple.

"She'sagood driver, of course. A damned good driver. Whoof, that was a near one!™

They heard the roar of the car racing away with the horn blaring, heard it grow fainter. Heard cries,
shouts, the sound of brakes, cars hooting and pulling up and finally agreat scream of tiresand aroaring
exhaust and--.

"She's crashed,” said Father.

He stood there very quietly waiting with the patience that was characteristic of hiswhole big patient
form. MissMarple stood slent beside him. Then, like arelay race, word came down aong the street. A
man on the pavement opposite looked up at Chief Ingpector Davy and made rapid signswith his hands.

"Shelshad it,” said Father heavily. "Dead! Went about ninety miles an hour into the park railings. No
other casudties bar afew dight collisons. Magnificent driving. Y es, she'sdead." He turned back into the
room and said heavily, "Well, shetold her story firt. Y ou heard her."

"Yes" said MissMarple. "I heard her." Therewasa pause. "It wasn't true, of course,” said MissMarpie
quigtly.

Father looked at her. "Y ou didn't bdieve her, eh?'
"Did you?'

"No," said Father. "No, it wasn't the right story. She thought it out so that it would meet the case exactly,
but it wasn't true. She didn't shoot Michagl Gorman. D'you happen to know who did?"

"Of course| know," said MissMarple. "Thegirl."
"Ah! When did you begin to think that?

"l awayswondered,” said MissMarple.



"Sodidl," sad Father. "Shewasfull of fear that night. And the lies she told were poor lies. But |
couldnt seeamotive at fird."

"That puzzled me," said MissMarple. "She had found out her mother's marriage was bigamous, but
would agirl do murder for that? Not nowadays! | suppose--there was amoney sideto it?"

"Yes, itwasmoney," said Chief Inspector Davy. "Her father left her acolossd fortune. When shefound
out that her mother was married to Michael Gorman, she redlized that the marriage to Coniston hadn't
been legd. She thought that meant that the money wouldn't come to her because, though she was his
daughter, she wasn't legitimate. She was wrong, you know. We had a case something like that before.
Depends on theterms of awill. Coniston left it quite clearly to her, naming her by name. Shed get it all
right, but she didn't know that. And she wasn't going to let go of the cash.”

"Why did she need it s0 badly?"

Chief Ingpector Davy said grimly, "To buy Ladidaus Mainowski. He would have married her for her
money. He wouldn't have married her without it. She wasn't afool, that girl. She knew that. But she
wanted him on any terms. She was desperately inlove with him."

"l know," said MissMarple. She explained, "I saw her face that day in Battersea Park. . .

"She knew that with the money sheld get him, and without the money sheéd lose him," said Father. "And
30 she planned a cold-blooded murder. She didn't hide in the area, of course. There was nobody in the
area. Shejust stood by the railings and fired a shot and screamed, and when Michael Gorman came
racing down the Street from the hotel, she shot him at close quarters. Then she went on screaming. She
was acool hand. Sheld no idea of incriminating young Ladidaus. She pinched his pistol because it was
the only way she could get hold of one easily; and she never dreamed that he would be suspected of the
crime, or that he would be anywhere in the neighbourhood that night. She thought it would be put down
to some thug taking advantage of thefog. Y es, she was acool hand. But she was afraid that
night--afterwards! And her mother was afraid for her. . .

"And now--what will you do?'

"I know shedidit," said Father, "but I've no evidence. Maybe shelll have beginner'siuck. . . . Eventhe
law seemsto go on the principle now of allowing adog to have one bite--trand ated into human terms.
An experienced counsel could make great play with the sob stuff--so young agirl, unfortunate
upbringing--and she's beautiful, you know."

"Yes" sad MissMarple. "The children of Lucifer are often beautiful. And aswe know, they flourish like
the green bay tree."

"But as| tell you, it probably won't even come to that. There's no evidence. Take yoursdf--you'll be
cdled as awitness--awitness to what her mother said--to her mother's confession of the crime.”

"l know," said MissMarple. "Sheimpressed it on me, didn't she? She chose degth for hersdlf, at the
price of her daughter going free. Sheforced it on me asadying request. . .

The connecting door to the bedroom opened. Elvira Blake came through. She was wearing a straight
shift dress of paeblue. Her fair hair fell down each sSde of her face. She looked like one of the angelsin
an early primitive Italian painting. She looked from one to the other of them.



"l heard a car and a crash and people shouting,”" she said. "Has there been an accident?”
"I'm sorry to tell you, Miss Blake," said Chief Inspector Davy formaly, “that your mother is dead.”
Elviragavealittle gasp. "Oh no," she said. It was afaint uncertain protest.

"Before she made her escape,” said Chief Inspector Davy, "because it was an escape--she confessed to
the murder of Michael Gorman.”

"Y ou mean--she said--that it was she--"

"Yes" sad Father. "That iswhat she said. Have you anything to add?"
Elviralooked for along time at him. Very faintly she shook her head.

"No," shesad, "I haven't anything to add.”

Then she turned and went out of the room.

"Wdl," said MissMarple. "Areyou going to let her get away with it?"

There was a pause, then Father brought down hisfist with a crash on thetable.
"No," heroared. "No, by God, I'm not!"

Miss Marple nodded her head dowly and gravely.

"May God have mercy on her soul,” shesaid.
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