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Chapter I. I Go To Styles 

 
he intense interest aroused in the public by what was known at the time as 
Ȱ4ÈÅ 3ÔÙÌÅÓ #ÁÓÅȱ ÈÁÓ ÎÏ× ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÁÔ ÓÕÂÓÉÄÅÄȢ .ÅÖÅÒÔÈÅÌÅÓÓȟ ÉÎ ÖÉÅ× ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
world-wide notoriety which attended it, I have been asked, both by my 

friend Poirot and the famil y themselves, to write an account of the whole story. 
This, we trust, will effectually silence the sensational rumours which still persist. 

I will therefore briefly set down the circumstances which led to my being 
connected with the affair. 

I had been invalided home from the Front; and, after spending some 
ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÉÎ Á ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÄÅÐÒÅÓÓÉÎÇ #ÏÎÖÁÌÅÓÃÅÎÔ (ÏÍÅȟ ×ÁÓ ÇÉÖÅÎ Á ÍÏÎÔÈȭÓ ÓÉÃË ÌÅÁÖÅȢ 
Having no near relations or friends, I was trying to make up my mind what to do, 
when I ran across John Cavendish. I had seen very little of him for some years. 
Indeed, I had never known him particularly well. He was a good fifteen years my 
senior, for one thing, though he hardly looked his forty-five years. As a boy, 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ) ÈÁÄ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÁÔ 3ÔÙÌÅÓȟ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÉÎ Essex. 

We had a good yarn about old times, and it ended in his inviting me down 
to Styles to spend my leave there. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÍÁÔÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÇÁÉÎɂÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÙÅÁÒÓȟȱ ÈÅ 
added. 

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ËÅÅÐÓ ×ÅÌÌȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÓȢ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ 
I am afraid I showed my surprise rather plainly. Mrs. Cavendish, who had 

ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ *ÏÈÎȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ×ÉÄÏ×ÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ÓÏÎÓȟ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÈÁÎÄÓÏÍÅ 
woman of middle-age as I remembered her. She certainly could not be a day less 
than seventy now. I recalled her as an energetic, autocratic personality, somewhat 
inclined to charitable and social notoriety, with a fondness for opening bazaars 
and playing the Lady Bountiful. She was a most generous woman, and possessed a 
considerable fortune of her own. 

Their country -place, Styles Court, had been purchased by Mr. Cavendish 
ÅÁÒÌÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÌÉÆÅȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÁÓÃÅÎÄÁÎÃÙȟ ÓÏ 
much so that, on dying, he left the place to her for her lifetime, as well as the larger 
part of his income; an arrangement that was distinctly unfair to his two sons. Their 
step-mother, however, had always been most generous to them; indeed, they were 
ÓÏ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÒÅÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ of her as 
their own mother.  

T 
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Lawrence, the younger, had been a delicate youth. He had qualified as a 
doctor but early relinquished the profession of medicine, and lived at home while 
pursuing literary ambitions; though his verses never had any marked success. 

John practiced for some time as a barrister, but had finally settled down to 
the more congenial life of a country squire. He had married two years ago, and had 
taken his wife to live at Styles, though I entertained a shrewd suspicion that he 
would have preferred his mother to increase his allowance, which would have 
enabled him to have a home of his own. Mrs. Cavendish, however, was a lady who 
liked to make her own plans, and expected other people to fall in with them, and 
in this case she certainly had the whip hand, namely: the purse strings. 

*ÏÈÎ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÍÙ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×Ó ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÒÅÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ 
rather ruefully.  

Ȱ2ÏÔÔÅÎ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÏÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÏÏȦȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÁÖÁÇÅÌÙȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȟ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ 
making life jolly difficult for us. As for EvieɂÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ %ÖÉÅȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÅÒȭÓ ÆÁÃÔÏÔÕÍȟ 

companion, Jack of all trades! A great sportɂold Evie! Not precisely young and 
ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÓ ÇÁÍÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÁÙɂɂȩȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÉs fellow! He turned up from nowhere, on the pretext of being a 

ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÃÏÕÓÉÎ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÆ %ÖÉÅȭÓȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌÙ ËÅÅÎ ÔÏ 
acknowledge the relationship. The fellow is an absolute outsider, anyone can see 
ÔÈÁÔȢ (ÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÂÌÁÃË Âeard, and wears patent leather boots in all weathers! 
But the mater cottoned to him at once, took him on as secretaryɂyou know how 
ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ Á ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÓÏÃÉÅÔÉÅÓȩȱ 

I nodded. 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒ ÈÁÓ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄÓȢ .Ï ÄÏÕÂt 

the fellow was very useful to her. But you could have knocked us all down with a 
feather when, three months ago, she suddenly announced that she and Alfred were 
ÅÎÇÁÇÅÄȦ 4ÈÅ ÆÅÌÌÏ× ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÓÈÅ ÉÓȦ )ÔȭÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ 
bare-faced fortune hunting; but there you areɂÓÈÅ ÉÓ ÈÅÒ Ï×Î ÍÉÓÔÒÅÓÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÓ 
ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ Á ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔȦ )ÔȭÓ ÄÁÍÎÁÂÌÅȦȱ 
Thus it came about that, three days later, I descended from the train at 

Styles St. Mary, an absurd little station, with no apparent reason for existence, 
perched up in the midst of green fields and country lanes. John Cavendish was 
waiting on the platform, and piloted me out to the car.  

Ȱ'ÏÔ Á ÄÒÏÐ ÏÒ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÐÅÔÒÏÌ ÓÔÉÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄȢ Ȱ-Áinly owing to 
ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÅÒȭÓ ÁÃÔÉÖÉÔÉÅÓȢȱ 
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The village of Styles St. Mary was situated about two miles from the little 
station, and Styles Court lay a mile the other side of it. It was a still, warm day in 
early July. As one looked out over the flat Essex country, lying so green and 
peaceful under the afternoon sun, it seemed almost impossible to believe that, not 
so very far away, a great war was running its appointed course. I felt I had suddenly 
strayed into another world. As we turned in at the lodge gates, John said: 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅȟ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȢȱ 
Ȱ-Ù ÄÅÁÒ ÆÅÌÌÏ×ȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÎÔȢȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÐÌÅÁÓÁÎÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÄÌÅ ÌÉÆÅȢ ) ÄÒÉÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 

volunteers twice a week, and lend a hand at the farms. My wife ×ÏÒËÓ ÒÅÇÕÌÁÒÌÙ ȬÏÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÄȭȢ 3ÈÅ ÉÓ ÕÐ ÁÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÉÌËȟ ÁÎÄ ËÅÅÐÓ ÁÔ ÉÔ ÓÔÅÁÄÉÌÙ ÕÎÔÉÌ 
ÌÕÎÃÈÔÉÍÅȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÊÏÌÌÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÌÉÆÅ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÒÏÕÎÄɂÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÅÌÌÏ× 
!ÌÆÒÅÄ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȦȱ (Å ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÔÃÈȢ Ȱ) 
×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÉÆ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ .Ïȟ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ 
ÂÙ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ#ÙÎÔÈÉÁȦ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÉÆÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÉÓ Á ÐÒÏÔÅÇÅÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ 

schoolfellow of hers, who married a rascally solicitor. He came a cropper, and the 
girl was left an orphan and penniless. My mother came to the rescue, and Cynthia 
has been with us nearly two years now. She works in the Red Cross Hospital at 
4ÁÄÍÉÎÓÔÅÒȟ ÓÅÖÅÎ ÍÉÌÅÓ Á×ÁÙȢȱ 

As he spoke the last words, we drew up in front of the fine old house. A lady 
in a stout tweed skirt, who was bending over a flower bed, straightened herself at 
our approach. 

Ȱ(ÕÌÌÏȟ %ÖÉÅȟ ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÏÕÒ ×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÈÅÒÏȦ -ÒȢ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓɂ-ÉÓÓ (Ï×ÁÒÄȢȱ 
Miss Howard shook hands with a hearty, almost painful, grip. I had an 

impression of very blue eyes in a sunburnt face. She was a pleasant-looking woman 
of about forty, with a deep voice, almost manly in its stentorian tones, and had a 
large sensible square body, with feet to matchɂthese last encased in good thick 
boots. Her conversation, I soon found, was couched in the telegraphic style. 

Ȱ7ÅÅÄÓ ÇÒÏ× ÌÉËÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÆÉÒÅȢ #ÁÎȭÔ ËÅÅÐ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ ȬÅÍȢ 3ÈÁÌÌ ÐÒÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÉÎȢ 
"ÅÔÔÅÒ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ) ÓÈÁÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÏÏ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÕÓÅÆÕÌȟȱ ) ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȢ 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÉÔȢ .ÅÖÅÒ ÄÏÅÓȢ 7ÉÓÈ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÃÙÎÉÃȟ %ÖÉÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÏÈÎȟ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÅÁ ÔÏ-dayɂinside or 

ÏÕÔȩȱ 
Ȱ/ÕÔȢ 4ÏÏ ÆÉÎÅ Á ÄÁÙ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÏÏÐÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÇÁÒÄÅÎÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÏ-ÄÁÙȢ Ȭ4ÈÅ ÌÁÂÏÕÒÅÒ ÉÓ 

×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÈÉÒÅȭȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣ #ÏÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÅ ÒÅÆÒÅÓÈÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÉÓÓ (Ï×ÁÒÄȟ ÄÒÁ×ÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ÈÅÒ ÇÁÒÄÅÎÉÎÇ ÇÌÏÖÅÓȟ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÉÎÃÌÉÎÅÄ ÔÏ 

ÁÇÒÅÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
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She led the way round the house to where tea was spread under the shade 
of a large sycamore. 

A figure rose from one of the basket chairs, and came a few steps to meet 
us. 

Ȱ-Ù ×ÉÆÅȟ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÏÈÎȢ 
I shall never forget my first sight of Mary Cavendish. Her tall, slender form, 

outlined against the bright light; the vivid sense of slumbering fire that seemed to 
find expression only in those wonderful tawny eyes of hers, remarkable eyes, 
ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ËÎÏ×ÎȠ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÎÓÅ ÐÏ×ÅÒ ÏÆ 
stillness she possessed, which nevertheless conveyed the impression of a wild 
untamed spirit in an exquisitely civilised bodyɂall these things are burnt into my 
memory. I shall never forget them. 

She greeted me with a few words of pleasant welcome in a low clear voice, 
ÁÎÄ ) ÓÁÎË ÉÎÔÏ Á ÂÁÓËÅÔ ÃÈÁÉÒ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÄÉÓÔÉÎÃÔÌÙ ÇÌÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÄ ÁÃÃÅÐÔÅÄ *ÏÈÎȭÓ 
invitation. Mrs. Cavendish gave me some tea, and her few quiet remarks 
heightened my first impression of her as a thoroughly fascinating woman. An 
appreciative listener is always stimulating, and I described, in a humorous manner, 
certain incidents of my Convalescent Home, in a way which, I flatter myself, 
greatly amused my hostess. John, of course, good fellow though he is, could hardly 
be called a brilliant conversationalist. 

At that moment a well remembered voice floated through the open French 
window near at hand: 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ×ÒÉÔÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 0ÒÉÎÃÅÓÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÅÁȟ !ÌÆÒÅÄȩ )ȭÌÌ ×ÒÉÔÅ ÔÏ ,ÁÄÙ 
Tadminster for the second day, myself. Or shall we wait until we hear from the 
Princess? In case of a refusal, Lady Tadminster might open it the first day, and 
Mrs. Crosbie ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ $ÕÃÈÅÓÓɂÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÆÅÔÅȢȱ 

4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÍÕÒ ÏÆ Á ÍÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȭÓ ÒÏÓÅ ÉÎ 
reply: 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÔÅÁ ×ÉÌÌ ÄÏ ÑÕÉÔÅ ×ÅÌÌȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÓÏ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÆÕÌȟ !ÌÆÒÅÄ 
ÄÅÁÒȢȱ 

The French window swung open a little wider, and a handsome white-
haired old lady, with a somewhat masterful cast of features, stepped out of it on to 
the lawn. A man followed her, a suggestion of deference in his manner. 

Mrs. Inglethorp greeted me with effusion. 
Ȱ7ÈÙȟ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ delightful to see you again, Mr. Hastings, after all these 

years. Alfred, darling, Mr. HastingsɂÍÙ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȢȱ 
) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÕÒÉÏÓÉÔÙ ÁÔ Ȱ!ÌÆÒÅÄ ÄÁÒÌÉÎÇȱȢ (Å ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÓÔÒÕÃË Á ÒÁÔÈÅÒ 

alien note. I did not wonder at John objecting to his beard. It was one of the 
longest and blackest I have ever seen. He wore gold-rimmed pince-nez, and had a 
curious impassivity of feature. It struck me that he might look natural on a stage, 
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but was strangely out of place in real life. His voice was rather deep and unctuous. 
He placed a wooden hand in mine and said: 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅȟ -ÒȢ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȢȱ 4ÈÅÎȟ ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȡ Ȱ%ÍÉÌÙ ÄÅÁÒÅÓÔȟ 
) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÃÕÓÈÉÏÎ ÉÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÄÁÍÐȢȱ 

She beamed fondly on him, as he substituted another with every 
demonstration of the tenderest care. Strange infatuation of an otherwise sensible 
woman! 

With the presence of Mr. Inglethorp, a sense of constraint and veiled 
hostility seemed to settle down upon the company. Miss Howard, in particular, 
took no pains to conceal her feelings. Mrs. Inglethorp, however, seemed to notice 
nothing unusual. Her volubility, which I remembered of old, had lost nothing in 
the intervening years, and she poured out a steady flood of conversation, mainly 
on the subject of the forthcoming bazaar which she was organizing and which was 
to take place shortly. Occasionally she referred to her husband over a question of 
days or dates. His watchful and attentive manner never varied. From the very first I 
took a firm and rooted dislike to him, and I flatter myself that my  first judgments 
are usually fairly shrewd. 

Presently Mrs. Inglethorp turned to give some instructions about letters to 
Evelyn Howard, and her husband addressed me in his painstaking voice: 

Ȱ)Ó ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÅÇÕÌÁÒ ÐÒÏÆÅÓÓÉÏÎȟ -ÒȢ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒ ) ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ,ÌÏÙÄȭÓȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓȢ %ÉÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÒ Á ÆÒÅÓÈ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÁÌÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢȱ 
Mary Cavendish leant forward. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÃÈÏÏÓÅ ÁÓ Á ÐÒÏÆÅÓÓÉÏÎȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÏÎÓÕÌÔ 

ÙÏÕÒ ÉÎÃÌÉÎÁÔÉÏÎȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÅÐÅÎÄÓȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÈÏÂÂÙȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÍÅɂÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÒÁ×Î ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȩ %ÖÅÒÙ 

one isɂÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÓÕÒÄȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÌÁÕÇÈ ÁÔ ÍÅȢȱ 
She smiled. 
Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÁÄ Á ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÈÁÎËÅÒÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÄÅÔÅÃÔÉÖÅȦȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌ ÔÈÉÎÇɂScotland 9ÁÒÄȩ /Ò 3ÈÅÒÌÏÃË (ÏÌÍÅÓȩȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ 3ÈÅÒÌÏÃË (ÏÌÍÅÓ ÂÙ ÁÌÌ ÍÅÁÎÓȢ "ÕÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ ) ÁÍ Á×ÆÕÌÌÙ 

drawn to it. I came across a man in Belgium once, a very famous detective, and he 
quite inflamed me. He was a marvellous little fellow. He used to say that all good 
detective work was a mere matter of method. My system is based on hisɂthough 
of course I have progressed rather further. He was a funny little man, a great 
ÄÁÎÄÙȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌÌÙ ÃÌÅÖÅÒȢȱ 
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Ȱ,ÉËÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÄÅÔÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȟȱ ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄ -ÉÓÓ (Ï×ÁÒÄȢ ȰLots of 
nonsense written, though. Criminal discovered in last chapter. Every one 
dumbfounded. Real crimeɂÙÏÕȭÄ ËÎÏ× ÁÔ ÏÎÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ ÕÎÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÃÒÉÍÅÓȟȱ ) ÁÒÇÕÅÄȢ 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÉÔȢ 4Èe family. You 

ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÏÏÄ×ÉÎË ÔÈÅÍȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÎȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÍÕÓÅÄȟ ȰÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÉØÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ Á 

ÃÒÉÍÅȟ ÓÁÙ Á ÍÕÒÄÅÒȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÐÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÅÒ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÏÆÆȩȱ 
Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄȢ -ÉÇÈÔÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ Á ÐÁÃk of lawyers. But 

)ȭÍ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ )ȭÄ ËÎÏ×Ȣ )ȭÄ ÆÅÅÌ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÔÉÐÓ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÎÅÁÒ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ Á ȬÓÈÅȟȭȱ I suggested. 
Ȱ-ÉÇÈÔȢ "ÕÔ ÍÕÒÄÅÒȭÓ Á ÖÉÏÌÅÎÔ ÃÒÉÍÅȢ !ÓÓÏÃÉÁÔÅ ÉÔ ÍÏÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÍÁÎȢȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÉÎ Á ÃÁÓÅ ÏÆ ÐÏÉÓÏÎÉÎÇȢȱ -ÒÓȢ #ÁÖÅÎÄÉÓÈȭÓ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÌÅÄ ÍÅȢ Ȱ$ÒȢ 

Bauerstein was saying yesterday that, owing to the general ignorance of the more 
uncommon poisons among the medical profession, there were probably countless 
ÃÁÓÅÓ ÏÆ ÐÏÉÓÏÎÉÎÇ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÕÎÓÕÓÐÅÃÔÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȟ -ÁÒÙȟ ×ÈÁÔ Á ÇÒÕÅÓÏÍÅ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎȦȱ ÃÒÉÅÄ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȢ Ȱ)Ô 
ÍÁËÅÓ ÍÅ ÆÅÅÌ ÁÓ ÉÆ Á ÇÏÏÓÅ ×ÅÒÅ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÍÙ ÇÒÁÖÅȢ /Èȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȦȱ 

A young girl in V. A. D. uniform ran lightly across the lawn. 
Ȱ7ÈÙȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÌÁÔÅ ÔÏ-day. This is Mr. Hastingsɂ-ÉÓÓ -ÕÒÄÏÃÈȢȱ 
Cynthia Murdoch was a fresh-looking young creature, full of life and vigour. 

She tossed off her little V. A. D. cap, and I admired the great loose waves of her 
auburn hair, and the smallness and whiteness of the hand she held out to claim 
her tea. With dark eyes and eyelashes she would have been a beauty. 

She flung herself down on the ground beside John, and as I handed her a 
plate of sandwiches she smiled up at me. 

Ȱ3ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÓÓȟ ÄÏȢ )ÔȭÓ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÎÉÃÅÒȢȱ 
I dropped down obediently. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÏÒË ÁÔ 4ÁÄÍÉÎÓÔÅÒȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȟ -ÉÓÓ -ÕÒÄÏÃÈȩȱ 
She nodded. 
Ȱ&ÏÒ ÍÙ ÓÉÎÓȢȱ 
Ȱ$Ï ÔÈÅÙ ÂÕÌÌÙ ÙÏÕȟ ÔÈÅÎȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȢ 
Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅÍȦȱ ÃÒÉÅÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ×ÉÔÈ ÄÉÇÎÉÔÙȢ 
Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÃÏÕÓÉÎ ×ÈÏ ÉÓ ÎÕÒÓÉÎÇȟȱ ) ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÉÓ ÔÅÒÒÉÆÉÅÄ ÏÆ 

Ȭ3ÉÓÔÅÒÓȭȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÎder. Sisters are, you know, Mr. Hastings. They simpɂly are! 

9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁȦ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ Á ÎÕÒÓÅȟ ÔÈÁÎË ÈÅÁÖÅÎȟ ) ×ÏÒË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÐÅÎÓÁÒÙȢȱ 
Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÐÏÉÓÏÎȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȢ 
Cynthia smiled too. 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄÓȦȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
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Ȱ#ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟȱ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȟ ȰÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ×ÒÉÔÅ Á ÆÅ× ÎÏÔÅÓ 
ÆÏÒ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙȟ !ÕÎÔ %ÍÉÌÙȢȱ 
She jumped up promptly, and something in her manner reminded me that 

her position was a dependent one, and that Mrs. Inglethorp, kind as she might be 
in the main, did not allow her to forget it.  

My hostess turned to me. 
Ȱ*ÏÈÎ ×ÉÌÌ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÏÏÍȢ 3ÕÐÐÅÒ ÉÓ ÁÔ ÈÁÌÆ-past seven. We have given 

ÕÐ ÌÁÔÅ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÎÏ×Ȣ ,ÁÄÙ 4ÁÄÍÉÎÓÔÅÒȟ ÏÕÒ -ÅÍÂÅÒȭÓ ×ÉÆÅɂshe was 
ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÅ ,ÏÒÄ !ÂÂÏÔÓÂÕÒÙȭÓ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒɂdoes the same. She agrees with me that one 
must set an example of economy. We are quite a war household; nothing is wasted 
hereɂÅÖÅÒÙ ÓÃÒÁÐ ÏÆ ×ÁÓÔÅ ÐÁÐÅÒȟ ÅÖÅÎȟ ÉÓ ÓÁÖÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÎÔ Á×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÓÁÃËÓȢȱ 

I expressed my appreciation, and John took me into the house and up the 
broad staircase, which forked right and left half-way to different wings of the 
building. My room was in the left wing, and looked out over the park. 

John left me, and a few minutes later I saw him from my window walking 
slowly across the grass arm in arm with Cynthia Murdoch. I heard Mrs. Inglethorp 
ÃÁÌÌ Ȱ#ÙÎÔÈÉÁȱ ÉÍÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÁÎ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ !Ô ÔÈÅ 
same moment, a man stepped out from the shadow of a tree and walked slowly in 
the same direction. He looked about forty, very dark with a melancholy clean-
shaven face. Some violent emotion seemed to be mastering him. He looked up at 
my window as he passed, and I recognized him, though he had changed much in 
ÔÈÅ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÅÌÁÐÓÅÄ ÓÉÎÃÅ ×Å ÌÁÓÔ ÍÅÔȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ *ÏÈÎȭÓ ÙÏÕÎÇer brother, 
Lawrence Cavendish. I wondered what it was that had brought that singular 
expression to his face. 

Then I dismissed him from my mind, and returned to the contemplation of 
my own affairs. 

The evening passed pleasantly enough; and I dreamed that night of that 
enigmatical woman, Mary Cavendish. 

The next morning dawned bright and sunny, and I was full of the 
anticipation of a delightful visit.  

I did not see Mrs. Cavendish until lunch-time, when she volunteered to take 
me for a walk, and we spent a charming afternoon roaming in the woods, 
returning to the house about five. 

As we entered the large hall, John beckoned us both into the smoking-
room. I saw at once by his face that something disturbing had occurred. We 
followed him in, and he shut the door after us. 

Ȱ,ÏÏË ÈÅÒÅȟ -ÁÒÙȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÕÃÅ ÏÆ Á ÍÅÓÓȢ %ÖÉÅȭÓ ÈÁÄ Á ÒÏ× ×ÉÔÈ !ÌÆÒÅÄ 
)ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÏÆÆȢȱ 

Ȱ%ÖÉÅȩ /ÆÆȩȱ 
John nodded gloomily. 
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Ȱ9ÅÓȠ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÅÒȟ ÁÎÄɂ/Èȟ ÈÅÒÅȭÓ %ÖÉÅ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȢȱ 
Miss Howard entered. Her lips were set grimly together, and she carried a 

small suit-case. She looked excited and determined, and slightly on the defensive. 
Ȱ!Ô ÁÎÙ ÒÁÔÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÂÕÒÓÔ ÏÕÔȟ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÓÐÏËÅÎ ÍÙ ÍÉÎÄȦȱ 
Ȱ-Ù ÄÅÁÒ %ÖÅÌÙÎȟȱ ÃÒÉÅÄ -ÒÓȢ #ÁÖÅÎÄÉÓÈȟ ȰÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÒÕÅȦȱ 
Miss Howard nodded grimly. 
Ȱ4ÒÕÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȦ !ÆÒÁÉÄ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ %ÍÉÌÙ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÏÒ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅ 

ÉÎ Á ÈÕÒÒÙȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÕÎË ÉÎ Á ÂÉÔȢ 0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÏÆÆ Á ÄÕÃËȭÓ 
ÂÁÃËȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÏÕÔȡ Ȭ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÁÎȟ %ÍÉÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÆÏÏÌ ÌÉËÅ 
an old fÏÏÌȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕȟ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÏÌ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ 
ÁÓ ÔÏ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒȢ -ÏÎÅÙȦ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ 
Farmer Raikes has got a very pretty young wife. Just ask your Alfred how much 
time he spends over thereȢȭ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÁÎÇÒÙȢ .ÁÔÕÒÁÌȦ ) ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎȟ Ȭ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
warn you, whether you like it or not. That man would as soon murder you in your 
ÂÅÄ ÁÓ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÙÏÕȢ (ÅȭÓ Á ÂÁÄ ÌÏÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÁÙ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ 
×ÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȢ (ÅȭÓ Á ÂÁÄ ÌÏÔȦȭȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÙȩȱ 
Miss Howard made an extremely expressive grimace. 
ȰȬ$ÁÒÌÉÎÇ !ÌÆÒÅÄȭɂȬÄÅÁÒÅÓÔ !ÌÆÒÅÄȭɂȬ×ÉÃËÅÄ ÃÁÌÕÍÎÉÅÓȭ ɂȬ×ÉÃËÅÄ ÌÉÅÓȭɂ

Ȭ×ÉÃËÅÄ ×ÏÍÁÎȭɂÔÏ ÁÃÃÕÓÅ ÈÅÒ ȬÄÅÁÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȭȦ 4ÈÅ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ) ÌÅÆÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ 
ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ 3Ï )ȭÍ ÏÆÆȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÕÔÅȦȱ 
For a moment we sat and stared at her. Finally John Cavendish, finding his 

persuasions of no avail, went off to look up the trains. His wife followed him, 
murmuring something about persuading Mrs. Inglethorp to think better of it.  

As she lefÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȟ -ÉÓÓ (Ï×ÁÒÄȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÅÁÎÔ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÍÅ 
eagerly. 

Ȱ-ÒȢ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȢ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
I was a little startled. She laid her hand on my arm, and sank her voice to a 

whisper. 
Ȱ,ÏÏË ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÅÒȟ -ÒȢ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȢ -Ù ÐÏÏÒ %ÍÉÌÙȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÓÈÁÒËÓɂall of 

ÔÈÅÍȢ /Èȟ ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÁÒÄ 
ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȢ )ȭÖÅ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ) ÃÏÕÌÄȢ .Ï× 
)ȭÍ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÉÍÐÏÓÅ ÕÐÏÎ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ -ÉÓÓ (Ï×ÁÒÄȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÄÏ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÃÁÎȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ 
ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒ×ÒÏÕÇÈÔȢȱ 

She interrupted me by slowly shaking her forefinger. 
Ȱ9ÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎȟ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÍÅȢ )ȭÖÅ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅȢ 

All I ask you is to keep your eyes opÅÎȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÍÅÁÎȢȱ 
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The throb of the motor came through the open window, and Miss Howard 
ÒÏÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ *ÏÈÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
handle, she turned her head over her shoulder, and beckoned to me. 

Ȱ!ÂÏÖÅ ÁÌÌȟ Mr. Hastings, watch that devilɂÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȦȱ 
There was no time for more. Miss Howard was swallowed up in an eager 

chorus of protests and good-byes. The Inglethorps did not appear. 
As the motor drove away, Mrs. Cavendish suddenly detached herself from 

the group, and moved across the drive to the lawn to meet a tall bearded man who 
had been evidently making for the house. The colour rose in her cheeks as she held 
out her hand to him.  

Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÓÈÁÒÐÌÙȟ ÆÏÒ ÉÎÓÔÉÎÃÔÉÖÅÌÙ ) ÄÉÓÔÒÕÓÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ $ÒȢ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÏÈÎ ÓÈÏÒÔÌÙȢ 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÏ ÉÓ $ÒȢ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎȩȱ 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ Á ÒÅÓÔ ÃÕÒÅȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÂÁÄ ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓ 

ÂÒÅÁËÄÏ×ÎȢ (ÅȭÓ Á ,ÏÎÄÏÎ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÉÓÔȠ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÃÌÅÖÅÒ ÍÁÎɂone of the greatest living 
ÅØÐÅÒÔÓ ÏÎ ÐÏÉÓÏÎÓȟ ) ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ -ÁÒÙȭÓȟȱ ÐÕÔ ÉÎ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ÔÈÅ ÉÒÒÅÐÒÅÓÓÉÂÌÅȢ 
John Cavendish frowned and changed the subject. 
Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÔÒÏÌÌȟ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÍÏÓÔ ÒÏÔÔÅÎ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ 3ÈÅ 

always had a rough tongue, but there is no stauncher friend in England than 
%ÖÅÌÙÎ (Ï×ÁÒÄȢȱ 

He took the path through the plantation, and we walked down to the village 
through the woods which bordered one side of the estate. 

As we passed through one of the gates on our way home again, a pretty 
young woman of gipsy type coming in the opposite direction bowed and smiled. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÇÉÒÌȟȱ ) ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄ ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÉÖÅÌÙȢ 
*ÏÈÎȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÈÁÒÄÅÎÅÄȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÉÓ -ÒÓȢ 2ÁÉËÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ -ÉÓÓ (Ï×ÁÒÄɂɂȱ 
Ȱ%ØÁÃÔÌÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÏÈÎȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÕÎÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙ ÁÂÒÕÐÔÎÅÓÓȢ 
I thought of the white -haired old lady in the big house, and that vivid 

wicked little face that had just smiled into ours, and a vague chill of foreboding 
crept over me. I brushed it aside. 

Ȱ3ÔÙÌÅÓ ÉÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ Á ÇÌÏÒÉÏÕÓ ÏÌÄ ÐÌÁÃÅȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ *ÏÈÎȢ 
He nodded rather gloomily. 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÆÉÎÅ ÐÒÏÐÅÒÔÙȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÍÉÎÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÄÁÙɂshould be mine now by 

ÒÉÇÈÔÓȟ ÉÆ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÄÅÃÅÎÔ ×ÉÌÌȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÏ 
ÄÁÍÎÅÄ ÈÁÒÄ ÕÐ ÁÓ ) ÁÍ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÒÄ ÕÐȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ-Ù ÄÅÁÒ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÁÔ ÍÙ ×ÉÔȭÓ end for 

ÍÏÎÅÙȢȱ 
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Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ,Á×ÒÅÎÃÅȩ (ÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÐÅÎÎÙ ÈÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÄȟ ÐÕÂÌÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÒÏÔÔÅÎ 

ÖÅÒÓÅÓ ÉÎ ÆÁÎÃÙ ÂÉÎÄÉÎÇÓȢ .Ïȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÎ ÉÍÐÅÃÕÎÉÏÕÓ ÌÏÔȢ -Ù ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÅÎ 
awfully good to us, I must say. That is, up to now. Since her marriage, of courseɂ
ɂȱ ÈÅ ÂÒÏËÅ ÏÆÆȟ ÆÒÏ×ÎÉÎÇȢ 

For the first time I felt that, with Evelyn Howard, something indefinable 
had gone from the atmosphere. Her presence had spelt security. Now that security 
was removedɂand the air seemed rife with suspicion. The sinister face of Dr. 
Bauerstein recurred to me unpleasantly. A vague suspicion of every one and 
everything filled my mind. Just for a moment I had a premonition of approaching 
evil. 

 



Chapter II. The 16th and 17th of July 

 
 had arrived at Styles on the 5th of July. I come now to the events of the 16th 
and 17th of that month. For the convenience of the reader I will recapitulate 
the incidents of those days in as exact a manner as possible. They were elicited 

subsequently at the trial by a process of long and tedious cross-examinations. 
I received a letter from Evelyn Howard a couple of days after her departure, 

telling me she was working as a nurse at the big hospital in Middlingham, a 
manufacturing town some fifteen miles away, and begging me to let her know if 
Mrs. Inglethorp should show any wish to be reconciled. 

4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÆÌÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÉÎÔÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÐÅÁÃÅÆÕÌ ÄÁÙÓ ×ÁÓ -ÒÓȢ #ÁÖÅÎÄÉÓÈȭÓ 
extraordinary, and, for my part, unaccountable preference for the society of Dr. 
Bauerstein. What she saw in the man I cannot imagine, but she was always asking 
him up to the house, and often went off for long expeditions with him. I must 
confess that I was quite unable to see his attraction. 

The 16th of July fell on a Monday. It was a day of turmoil. The famous 
bazaar had taken place on Saturday, and an entertainment, in connection with the 
same charity, at which Mrs. Inglethorp was to recite a War poem, was to be held 
that night. We were all busy during the morning arranging and decorating the Hall 
in the village where it was to take place. We had a late luncheon and spent the 
ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎ ÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÒÄÅÎȢ ) ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ *ÏÈÎȭÓ ÍÁÎÎÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÁÔ 
unusual. He seemed very excited and restless. 

After tea, Mrs. Inglethorp went to lie down to rest before her efforts in the 
evening and I challenged Mary Cavendish to a single at tennis. 

About a quarter to seven, Mrs. Inglethorp called us that we should be late as 
supper was early that night. We had rather a scramble to get ready in time; and 
before the meal was over the motor was waiting at the door. 

4ÈÅ ÅÎÔÅÒÔÁÉÎÍÅÎÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓȟ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȭÓ ÒÅÃÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ 
receiving tremendous applause. There were also some tableaux in which Cynthia 
took part. She did not return with us, having been asked to a supper party, and to 
remain the night with some friends who had been acting with her in the tableaux. 

The following morning, Mrs. Inglethorp stayed in bed to breakfast, as she 
was rather overtired; but she appeared in her briskest mood about 12.30, and swept 
Lawrence and myself off to a luncheon party. 

Ȱ3ÕÃÈ Á ÃÈÁÒÍÉÎÇ ÉÎÖÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ -ÒÓȢ 2ÏÌÌÅÓÔÏÎȢ ,ÁÄÙ 4ÁÄÍÉÎÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ 
you know. The Rollestons came over with the Conquerorɂone of our oldest 
ÆÁÍÉÌÉÅÓȢȱ 

I 
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Mary had excused herself on the plea of an engagement with Dr. 
Bauerstein. 

We had a pleasant luncheon, and as we drove away Lawrence suggested 
that we should return by Tadminster, which was barely a mile out of our way, and 
pay a visit to Cynthia in her dispensary. Mrs. Inglethorp replied that this was an 
excellent idea, but as she had several letters to write she would drop us there, and 
we could come back with Cynthia in the pony-trap. 

We were detained under suspicion by the hospital porter, until Cynthia 
appeared to vouch for us, looking very cool and sweet in her long white overall. 
She took us up to her sanctum, and introduced us to her fellow dispenser, a rather 
awe-ÉÎÓÐÉÒÉÎÇ ÉÎÄÉÖÉÄÕÁÌȟ ×ÈÏÍ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÃÈÅÅÒÉÌÙ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÁÓ Ȱ.ÉÂÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÂÏÔÔÌÅÓȦȱ ) ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄȟ ÁÓ ÍÙ ÅÙÅ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÌÅÄ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ 
ÒÏÏÍȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÌÌȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÁÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÒÉÇÉÎÁÌȟȱ ÇÒÏÁÎÅÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ×ÈÏ ÃÏÍÅÓ 
up here says that. We are really thinking of bestowing a prize on the first 
individual who does not ÓÁÙȡ Ȭ7ÈÁÔ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÂÏÔÔÌÅÓȦȭ !ÎÄ I know the next thing 
ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÉÓȡ Ȭ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÐÏÉÓÏÎÅÄȩȭȱ 

I pleaded guilty with a laugh. 
Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÏÎÌÙ ËÎÅ× ÈÏ× ÆÁÔÁÌÌÙ ÅÁÓÙ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÔÏ ÐÏÉÓÏÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÎÅ ÂÙ 

ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÊÏËÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÅÁȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ all sorts of 
secret stories in that cupboard. No, LawrenceɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÓÏÎ ÃÕÐÂÏÁÒÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÉÇ 
cupboardɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

We had a very cheery tea, and assisted Cynthia to wash up afterwards. We 
had just put away the last tea-spoon when a knock came at the door. The 
countenances of Cynthia and Nibs were suddenly petrified into a stern and 
forbidding expression. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÉÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ÉÎ Á ÓÈÁÒÐ ÐÒÏÆÅÓÓÉÏÎÁÌ ÔÏÎÅȢ 
A young and rather scared looking nurse appeared with a bottle which she 

proffered to Nibs, who waved her towards Cynthia with the somewhat enigmatical 
remark: 

ȰIȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ-ÄÁÙȢȱ 
Cynthia took the bottle and examined it with the severity of a judge. 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÅÎÔ ÕÐ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÓÔÅÒ ÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ 3ÈÅ ÆÏÒÇÏÔȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÓÔÅÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÌÅÓ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢȱ 
) ÇÁÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÎÕÒÓÅȭÓ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔ 

likelihood of her having the hardihood to retail this message to the dreaded 
Ȱ3ÉÓÔÅÒȱȢ 

Ȱ3Ï ÎÏ× ÉÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÏ-ÍÏÒÒÏ×ȟȱ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ #ynthia. 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÙ ÌÅÔ ÕÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ-ÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 
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Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÇÒÁÃÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ Ȱ×Å ÁÒÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÂÕÓÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÆ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÔ 
ÓÈÁÌÌ ÂÅ ÄÏÎÅȢȱ 

The little nurse withdrew, and Cynthia promptly took a jar from the shelf, 
refilled the bottle,  and placed it on the table outside the door. 

I laughed. 
Ȱ$ÉÓÃÉÐÌÉÎÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎÅÄȩȱ 
Ȱ%ØÁÃÔÌÙȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÁÌÃÏÎÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ×ÁÒÄÓ 

ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
I followed Cynthia and her friend and they pointed out the different wards 

to me. Lawrence remained behind, but after a few moments Cynthia called to him 
over her shoulder to come and join us. Then she looked at her watch. 

Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÄÏȟ .ÉÂÓȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÌÏÃË ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÇÏȢȱ 
I had seen Lawrence in quite a different light that afternoon. Compared to 

John, he was an astoundingly difficult person to get to know. He was the opposite 
of his brother in almost every respect, being unusually shy and reserved. Yet he 
had a certain charm of manner, and I fancied that, if one really knew him well, one 
could have a deep affection for him. I had always fancied that his manner to 
Cynthia was rather constrained, and that she on her side was inclined to be shy of 
him. But they were both gay enough this afternoon, and chatted together like a 
couple of children. 

As we drove through the village, I remembered that I wanted some stamps, 
so accordingly we pulled up at the post office. 

As I came out again, I cannoned into a little man who was just entering. I 
drew aside and apologised, when suddenly, with a loud exclamation, he clasped 
me in his arms and kissed me warmly. 

Ȱ-ÏÎ ÁÍÉ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȦȱ ÈÅ ÃÒÉÅÄȢ Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ ÉÎÄÅÅÄ ÍÏÎ ÁÍÉ (ÁÓÔÉÎÇÓȦȱ 
Ȱ0ÏÉÒÏÔȦȱ ) ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄȢ 
I turned to the pony -trap. 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÐÌÅÁÓÁÎÔ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟ -ÉÓÓ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 4ÈÉÓ is my old friend, 

-ÏÎÓÉÅÕÒ 0ÏÉÒÏÔȟ ×ÈÏÍ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ×Å ËÎÏ× -ÏÎÓÉÅÕÒ 0ÏÉÒÏÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÇÁÉÌÙȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁ ÈÅ 

×ÁÓ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒÓȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÎÄÅÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÏÉÒÏÔ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȱ) ËÎÏ× -ÁÄÅÍÏÉÓÅÌÌÅ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ )Ô ÉÓ ÂÙ 

the charity oÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÏÄ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÁÍ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 4ÈÅÎȟ ÁÓ ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍ 
ÉÎÑÕÉÒÉÎÇÌÙȡ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ËÉÎÄÌÙ ÅØÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌÉÔÙ ÔÏ ÓÅÖÅÎ ÏÆ ÍÙ 
countrypeople who, alas, are refugees from their native land. We Belgians will 
always remember her with gÒÁÔÉÔÕÄÅȢȱ 

Poirot was an extraordinary looking little man. He was hardly more than 
five feet, four inches, but carried himself with great dignity. His head was exactly 
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the shape of an egg, and he always perched it a little on one side. His moustache 
was very stiff and military. The neatness of his attire was almost incredible. I 
believe a speck of dust would have caused him more pain than a bullet wound. Yet 
this quaint dandyfied little man who, I was sorry to see, now limped badly, had 
been in his time one of the most celebrated members of the Belgian police. As a 
detective, his flair had been extraordinary, and he had achieved triumphs by 
unravelling some of the most baffling cases of the day. 

He pointed out to me the little house inhabited by him and hi s fellow 
Belgians, and I promised to go and see him at an early date. Then he raised his hat 
with a flourish to Cynthia, and we drove away. 

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ Á ÄÅÁÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÁÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ)ȭÄ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁ ÙÏÕ ËÎÅ× ÈÉÍȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÅÎÔÅÒÔÁÉÎÉÎÇ Á ÃÅÌÅÂÒÉÔÙ ÕÎÁ×ÁÒÅÓȟȱ I replied. 
And, for the rest of the way home, I recited to them the various exploits and 

triumphs of Hercule Poirot.  
We arrived back in a very cheerful mood. As we entered the hall, Mrs. 

Inglethorp came out of her boudoir. She looked flushed and upset. 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȟ !ÕÎÔ %ÍÉÌÙȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 
Ȱ#ÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÎÏÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐ ÓÈÁÒÐÌÙȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÂÅȩȱ 4ÈÅÎ 

catching sight of Dorcas, the parlourmaid, going into the dining-room, she called 
to her to bring  some stamps into the boudoir. 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÍȭÍȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÓÅÒÖÁÎÔ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÄÄÅÄ ÄÉÆÆÉÄÅÎÔÌÙȡ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ 
ÔÈÉÎËȟ ÍȭÍȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÂÅÄȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÒÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ $ÏÒÃÁÓɂyesɂnoɂÎÏÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ )ȭÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÌÅÔÔÅÒÓ ) ÍÕÓÔ 
finish by post-ÔÉÍÅȢ (ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÉÇÈÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÓ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÍȭÍȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÎ )ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÂÅÄ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÕÐÐÅÒȢȱ 
She went into the boudoir again, and Cynthia stared after her. 
Ȱ'ÏÏÄÎÅÓÓ ÇÒÁÃÉÏÕÓȦ ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÕÐȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ,Á×ÒÅÎÃÅȢ 
He did not seem to have heard her, for without a word he turned on his 

heel and went out of the house. 
I suggested a quick game of tennis before supper and, Cynthia agreeing, I 

ran upstairs to fetch my racquet. 
Mrs. Cavendish was coming down the stairs. It may have been my fancy, 

but she, too, was looking odd and disturbed. 
Ȱ(ÁÄ Á ÇÏÏÄ ×ÁÌË ×ÉÔÈ $ÒȢ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÐÐÅÁÒ ÁÓ 

indifferent as I could. 
Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÏȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÁÂÒÕÐÔÌÙȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȩȱ 
Ȱ)Î ÔÈÅ ÂÏÕÄÏÉÒȢȱ 
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Her hand clenched itself on the banisters, then she seemed to nerve herself 
for some encounter, and went rapidly past me down the stairs across the hall to 
the boudoir, the door of which she shut behind her. 

As I ran out to the tennis court a few moments later, I had to pass the open 
boudoir window, and was unable to help overhearing the following scrap of 
dialogue. Mary Cavendish was saying in the voice of a woman desperately 
controlling herself:  

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÈÏ× ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȩȱ 
To which Mrs. Inglethorp replied:  
Ȱ-Ù ÄÅÁÒ -ÁÒÙȟ ÉÔ ÈÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÏ× ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅȢ )Ô ÄÏÅÓ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔȢȱ 
To which Mary Cavendish replied, with a rising bitterness: 
Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ) ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÉÅÌÄ ÈÉÍȢȱ 
Cynthia was waiting for me, and greeted me eagerly with: 
Ȱ) ÓÁÙȦ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ Á×ÆÕÌ ÒÏ×Ȧ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ $ÏÒÃÁÓȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ Á ÒÏ×ȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÅÔ×ÅÅÎ !ÕÎÔ %ÍÉÌÙ ÁÎÄ himȢ ) ÄÏ ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÕÔ ÁÔ ÌÁÓÔȦȱ 
Ȱ7ÁÓ $ÏÒÃÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÈÅÎȩȱ 
Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȢ 3ÈÅ ȬÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȭȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÏÌÄ ÂÕÓÔ-

ÕÐȢ ) ÄÏ ×ÉÓÈ ) ËÎÅ× ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ 
) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÆ -ÒÓȢ 2ÁÉËÅÓȭÓ ÇÉÐÓÙ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÁÎÄ %ÖÅÌÙÎ (Ï×ÁÒÄȭÓ ×ÁÒÎÉÎÇÓȟ ÂÕÔ 

wisely decided to hold my peace, whilst Cynthia exhausted every possible 
ÈÙÐÏÔÈÅÓÉÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÅÅÒÆÕÌÌÙ ÈÏÐÅÄȟ Ȱ!ÕÎÔ %ÍÉÌÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ ÈÉÍ Á×ÁÙȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 

I was anxious to get hold of John, but he was nowhere to be seen. Evidently 
something very momentous had occurred that afternoon. I tried to forget the few 
words I had overheard; but, do what I would, I could not dismiss them altogether 
ÆÒÏÍ ÍÙ ÍÉÎÄȢ 7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ -ÁÒÙ #ÁÖÅÎÄÉÓÈȭÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȩ 

Mr. Inglethorp was in the drawing-room when I came down to supper. His 
face was impassive as ever, and the strange unreality of the man struck me afresh. 

Mrs. Inglethorp came down last. She still looked agitated, and during the 
meal there was a somewhat constrained silence. Inglethorp was unusually quiet. 
As a rule, he surrounded his wife with little attentions, placing a cushion at her 
back, and altogether playing the part of the devoted husband. Immediately after 
supper, Mrs. Inglethorp retired to her boudoir again. 

Ȱ3ÅÎÄ ÍÙ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȟ -ÁÒÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ 
ÔÈÅ ÐÏÓÔȢȱ 

Cynthia and I went and sat by the open window in the drawing-room. Mary 
Cavendish brought our coffee to us. She seemed excited. 
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Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÁÎÔ ÌÉÇÈÔÓȟ ÏÒ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÔÈÅ Ô×ÉÌÉÇÈÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ7ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÆÆÅÅȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȩ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÐÏÕÒ ÉÔ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ$Ï ÎÏÔ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȟ -ÁÒÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȢ Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ %ÍÉÌÙȢȱ (Å ÐÏÕÒÅÄ 
it out, and went out of the room carrying it carefully.  

Lawrence followed him, and Mrs. Cavendish sat down by us. 
We three sat for some time in silence. It was a glorious night, hot and still. 

Mrs. Cavendish fanned herself gently with a palm leaf. 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÔÏÏ ÈÏÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÒÍÕÒÅÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÈÁÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÔÈÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÒÍȢȱ 
Alas, that these harmonious moments can never endure! My paradise was 

rudely shattered by the sound of a well known, and heartily disliked, voice in the 
hall. 

Ȱ$ÒȢ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎȦȱ ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ Á ÆÕÎÎÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅȢȱ 
I glanced jealously at Mary Cavendish, but she seemed quite undisturbed, 

the delicate pallor of her cheeks did not vary. 
In a few moments, Alfred Inglethorp had ushered the doctor in, the latter 

laughing, and protesting that he was in no fit state for a drawing-room. In truth, 
he presented a sorry spectacle, being literally plastered with mud. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÏÉÎÇȟ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȩȱ ÃÒÉÅÄ -ÒÓȢ Cavendish. 
Ȱ) ÍÕÓÔ ÍÁËÅ ÍÙ ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÅÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȢ Ȱ) ÄÉÄ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ 

ÉÎȟ ÂÕÔ -ÒȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ Á ÐÌÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÏÈÎȟ ÓÔÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÌÌȢ 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÏÆÆÅÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÕÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÕÐ ÔÏȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ) ×ÉÌÌȢȱ (Å ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÒÕÅÆÕÌÌÙȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÂÅÄ ÈÏ× ÈÅ ÈÁÄ 

discovered a very rare species of fern in an inaccessible place, and in his efforts to 
obtain it had lost his footing, and slipped ignominiously into a neighbouring pond.  

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÓÕÎ ÓÏÏÎ ÄÒÉÅÄ ÍÅ ÏÆÆȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÄÄÅÄȟ ȰÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÍÙ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÁÎÃÅ ÉÓ 
ÖÅÒÙ ÄÉÓÒÅÐÕÔÁÂÌÅȢȱ 

At this juncture, Mrs. Inglethorp called to Cynthia from the hall, and the 
girl ran out.  

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÃÁÒÒÙ ÕÐ ÍÙ ÄÅÓÐÁÔÃÈ-ÃÁÓÅȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕȟ ÄÅÁÒȩ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅÄȢȱ 
The door into the hall was a wide one. I had risen when Cynthia did, John 

was close by me. There were therefore three witnesses who could swear that Mrs. 
Inglethorp was carrying her coffee, as yet untasted, in her hand. 

My evening was utterly and entirely spoilt by the presence of Dr. 
Bauerstein. It seemed to me the man would never go. He rose at last, however, and 
I breathed a sigh of relief. 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ×ÁÌË ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÒȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȢ Ȱ) ÍÕÓÔ ÓÅÅ ÏÕÒ 
ÁÇÅÎÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÅÓÔÁÔÅ ÁÃÃÏÕÎÔÓȢȱ (Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ *ÏÈÎȢ Ȱ.Ï ÏÎÅ ÎÅÅÄ ÓÉÔ ÕÐȢ ) ×ÉÌÌ 
take the latch-ËÅÙȢȱ 

 



Chapter III. The Night of the Tragedy 

 
o make this part of my story clear, I append the following plan of the first 
ÆÌÏÏÒ ÏÆ 3ÔÙÌÅÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÅÒÖÁÎÔÓȭ ÒÏÏÍÓ ÁÒÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ door B. They 
ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ×ÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐÓȭ ÒÏÏÍÓ 

were situated. 
 

 
 

It seemed to be the middle of the night when I was awakened by Lawrence 
Cavendish. He had a candle in his hand, and the agitation of his face told me at 
once that something was seriously wrong. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÂÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔ ÍÙ 
scattered thoughts. 

Ȱ7Å ÁÒÅ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÉÌÌȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ 
fit. Unfortunately she has locked herself in.ȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÔ ÏÎÃÅȢȱ 
I sprang out of bed; and, pulling on a dressing-gown, followed Lawrence 

along the passage and the gallery to the right wing of the house. 
John Cavendish joined us, and one or two of the servants were standing 

round in a state of awe-stricken excitement. Lawrence turned to his brother. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÈÁÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÄÏȩȱ 

T 
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Never, I thought, had his indecision of character been more apparent. 
*ÏÈÎ ÒÁÔÔÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÏÆ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȭÓ ÄÏÏÒ ÖÉÏÌÅÎÔÌÙȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÎÏ 

effect. It was obviously locked or bolted on the inside. The whole household was 
aroused by now. The most alarming sounds were audible from the interior of the 
room. Clearly something must be done. 

Ȱ4ÒÙ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ -ÒȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÃÒÉÅÄ $ÏÒÃÁÓȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÏÒ 
mistÒÅÓÓȦȱ 

Suddenly I realized that Alfred Inglethorp was not with usɂthat he alone 
had given no sign of his presence. John opened the door of his room. It was pitch 
dark, but Lawrence was following with the candle, and by its feeble light we saw 
that the bed had not been slept in, and that there was no sign of the room having 
been occupied. 

We went straight to the connecting door. That, too, was locked or bolted on 
the inside. What was to be done? 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÄÅÁÒȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÃÒÉÅÄ $ÏÒÃÁÓȟ ×ÒÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȟ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÈÁÌÌ ×Å ÄÏȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÍÕÓÔ ÔÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÂÒÅÁË ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÉÎȟ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ Á ÔÏÕÇÈ ÊÏÂȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ 

Here, let one of the maids go down and wake Baily and tell him to go for Dr. 
7ÉÌËÉÎÓ ÁÔ ÏÎÃÅȢ .Ï× ÔÈÅÎȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÔÒÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ (ÁÌÆ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ 
ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ Á ÄÏÏÒ ÉÎÔÏ -ÉÓÓ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÒÏÏÍÓȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÏÌÔÅÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÕÎÄÏÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×Å ÍÉÇÈÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÅÅȢȱ 
(Å ÒÁÎ ÒÁÐÉÄÌÙ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÒÉÄÏÒ ÔÏ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȢ -ÁÒÙ #ÁÖÅÎÄÉÓÈ ×ÁÓ 

there, shaking the girlɂwho must have been an unusually sound sleeperɂand 
trying to wake her. 

In a moment or two he was back. 
Ȱ.Ï ÇÏÏÄȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÏÌÔÅÄ ÔÏÏȢ 7Å ÍÕÓÔ ÂÒÅÁË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÉÓ Á 

ÓÈÁÄÅ ÌÅÓÓ ÓÏÌÉÄ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÁÇÅȢȱ 
We strained and heaved together. The framework of the door was solid, and 

for a long time it resisted our efforts, but at last we felt it give beneath our weight, 
and finally, with a resounding crash, it was burst open. 

We stumbled in together, Lawrence still holding his candle. Mrs. Inglethorp 
was lying on the bed, her whole form agitated by violent convulsions, in one of 
which she must have overturned the table beside her. As we entered, however, her 
limbs relaxed, and she fell back upon the pillows. 

John strode across the room, and lit the gas. Turning to Annie, one of the 
housemaids, he sent her downstairs to the dining-room for brandy. Then he went 
across to his mother whilst I unbolted the door that gave on the corridor. 

I turned to Lawrence, to suggest that I had better leave them now that there 
was no further need of my services, but the words were frozen on my lips. Never 
ÈÁÖÅ ) ÓÅÅÎ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÇÈÁÓÔÌÙ ÌÏÏË ÏÎ ÁÎÙ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÁÓ ÃÈÁÌËȟ ÔÈÅ 
candle he held in his shaking hand was sputtering onto the carpet, and his eyes, 
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petrified with terror, or some such kindred emotion, stared fixedly over my head at 
a point on the further wall. It was as though he had seen something that turned 
him to stone. I instinctively followed the direction of his eyes, but I could see 
nothing unusual. The still feebly flicker ing ashes in the grate, and the row of prim 
ornaments on the mantelpiece, were surely harmless enough. 

4ÈÅ ÖÉÏÌÅÎÃÅ ÏÆ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȭÓ ÁÔÔÁÃË ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÁÓÓÉÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÌÅ 
to speak in short gasps. 

Ȱ"ÅÔÔÅÒ ÎÏ×ɂvery suddenɂstupid of meɂto lock myself ÉÎȢȱ 
A shadow fell on the bed and, looking up, I saw Mary Cavendish standing 

near the door with her arm around Cynthia. She seemed to be supporting the girl, 
who looked utterly dazed and unlike herself. Her face was heavily flushed, and she 
yawned repeatedly. 

Ȱ0ÏÏÒ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÉÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÆÒÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÒÓȢ #ÁÖÅÎÄÉÓÈ ÉÎ Á ÌÏ× ÃÌÅÁÒ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 
She herself, I noticed, was dressed in her white land smock. Then it must be later 
than I thought. I saw that a faint streak of daylight was showing through the 
curtains of the windows, and that the clock on the mantelpiece pointed to close 
ÕÐÏÎ ÆÉÖÅ ÏȭÃÌÏÃËȢ 

A strangled cry from the bed startled me. A fresh access of pain seized the 
unfortunate old lady. The convulsions were of a violence terrible to behold. 
Everything was confusion. We thronged round her, powerless to help or alleviate. 
A final convulsion lifted her from the bed, until she appeared to rest upon her 
head and her heels, with her body arched in an extraordinary manner. In vain 
Mary and John tried to administer more brandy. The moments flew. Again the 
body arched itself in that peculiar fashion. 

At that moment, Dr. Bauerstein pushed his way authoritatively into the 
room. For one instant he stopped dead, staring at the figure on the bed, and, at the 
same instant, Mrs. Inglethorp cried out in a strangled voice, her eyes fixed on the 
doctor: 

Ȱ!ÌÆÒÅÄɂAlfredɂɂȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÌÌ ÂÁÃË ÍÏÔÉÏÎÌÅÓÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÌÏ×ÓȢ 
With a stride, the doctor reached the bed, and seizing her arms worked 

them energetically, applying what I knew to be artificial respiration. He issued a 
few short sharp orders to the servants. An imperious wave of his hand drove us all 
to the door. We watched him, fascinated, though I think we all knew in our hearts 
that it was too late, and that nothing could be done now. I could see by the 
expression on his face that he himself had little hope. 

Finally he abandoned his task, shaking his head gravely. At that moment, 
×Å ÈÅÁÒÄ ÆÏÏÔÓÔÅÐÓ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅȟ ÁÎÄ $ÒȢ 7ÉÌËÉÎÓȟ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȭÓ Ï×Î ÄÏÃÔÏÒȟ Á 
portly, fussy little man,  came bustling in. 

In a few words Dr. Bauerstein explained how he had happened to be passing 
the lodge gates as the car came out, and had run up to the house as fast as he 



THE MYSTERIOUS AFFAIR AT STYLES  AGATHA CHRISTIE 

22 
 

could, whilst the car went on to fetch Dr. Wilkins. With a faint gesture of the 
hand, he indicated the figure on the bed. 

Ȱ6Åɂry sad. VeɂÒÙ ÓÁÄȟȱ ÍÕÒÍÕÒÅÄ $ÒȢ 7ÉÌËÉÎÓȢ Ȱ0ÏÏÒ ÄÅÁÒ ÌÁÄÙȢ !Ì×ÁÙÓ 
did far too muchɂfar too muchɂagainst my advice. I warned her. Her heart was 
ÆÁÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÔÒÏÎÇȢ Ȭ4ÁËÅ ÉÔ ÅÁÓÙȟȭ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȟ Ȭ4ÁËÅɂitɂÅÁÓÙȭȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏɂher zeal for 
good works was too great. Nature rebelled. NaɂtureɂreɂÂÅÌÌÅÄȢȱ 

Dr. Bauerstein, I noticed, was watching the local doctor narrowly. He still 
kept his eyes fixed on him as he spoke. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÏÎÖÕÌÓÉÏÎÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÆ Á ÐÅÃÕÌÉÁÒ ÖÉÏÌÅÎÃÅȟ $ÒȢ 7ÉÌËÉÎÓȢ ) ÁÍ sorry you 
were not here in time to witness them. They were quiteɂÔÅÔÁÎÉÃ ÉÎ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÈȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ $ÒȢ 7ÉÌËÉÎÓ ×ÉÓÅÌÙȢ 
Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ $ÒȢ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎȢ (Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 

*ÏÈÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏ ÎÏÔ ÏÂÊÅÃÔȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÎÏÔȢȱ 
We all trooped out into the corridor, leaving the two doctors alone, and I 

heard the key turned in the lock behind us. 
We went slowly down the stairs. I was violently excited. I have a certain 

ÔÁÌÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÄÅÄÕÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ $ÒȢ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎȭÓ ÍÁÎÎÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ Á ÆÌÏÃË ÏÆ ×ÉÌÄ 
surmises in my mind. Mary Cavendish laid her hand upon my arm. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȩ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄ $ÒȢ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎ ÓÅÅÍ ÓÏɂÐÅÃÕÌÉÁÒȩȱ 
I looked at her. 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ) ÔÈÉÎËȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȦȱ ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÅÁÒÓÈÏÔȢ ) ÌÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÍÙ ÖÏÉÃÅ 

to a ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒȢ Ȱ) ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÏÉÓÏÎÅÄȦ )ȭÍ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ $ÒȢ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎ ÓÕÓÐÅÃÔÓ 
ÉÔȢȱ 

ȰWhatȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÈÒÁÎË ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÐÉÌÓ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÄÉÌÁÔÉÎÇ ×ÉÌÄÌÙȢ 
4ÈÅÎȟ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÕÄÄÅÎ ÃÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÌÅÄ ÍÅȟ ÓÈÅ ÃÒÉÅÄ ÏÕÔȡ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏɂnot thatɂnot 
ÔÈÁÔȦȱ !ÎÄ ÂÒÅÁËÉng from me, fled up the stairs. I followed her, afraid that she was 
going to faint. I found her leaning against the bannisters, deadly pale. She waved 
me away impatiently. 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏɂÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅȢ )ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȢ ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÏÒ 
two. Go ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȢȱ 

I obeyed her reluctantly. John and Lawrence were in the dining-room. I 
joined them. We were all silent, but I suppose I voiced the thoughts of us all when 
I at last broke it by saying: 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ -ÒȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȩȱ 
John shook his head. 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ 
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Our eyes met. Where was Alfred Inglethorp? His absence was strange and 
ÉÎÅØÐÌÉÃÁÂÌÅȢ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄ -ÒÓȢ )ÎÇÌÅÔÈÏÒÐȭÓ ÄÙÉÎÇ ×ÏÒÄÓȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÌÁÙ ÂÅÎÅÁÔÈ 
them? What more could she have told us, if she had had time? 

At last we heard the doctors descending the stairs. Dr. Wilkins was looking 
important and excited, and trying to conceal an inward exultation under a manner 
of decorous calm. Dr. Bauerstein remained in the background, his grave bearded 
face unchanged. Dr. Wilkins was the spokesman for the two. He addressed himself 
to John: 

Ȱ-ÒȢ #ÁÖÅÎÄÉÓÈȟ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÎÓÅÎÔ ÔÏ Á ÐÏÓÔÍÏÒÔÅÍȢȱ 
Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ *ÏÈÎ ÇÒÁÖÅÌÙȢ ! ÓÐÁÓÍ ÏÆ ÐÁÉÎ ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ 
Ȱ!ÂÓÏÌÕÔÅÌÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ $ÒȢ "ÁÕÅÒÓÔÅÉÎȢ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÂÙ ÔÈÁÔɂɂȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÎÅÉÔÈÅÒ $ÒȢ 7Élkins nor myself could give a death certificate under 

ÔÈÅ ÃÉÒÃÕÍÓÔÁÎÃÅÓȢȱ 
John bent his head. 
Ȱ)Î ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÓÅȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÁÌÔÅÒÎÁÔÉÖÅ ÂÕÔ ÔÏ ÁÇÒÅÅȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ $ÒȢ 7ÉÌËÉÎÓ ÂÒÉÓËÌÙȢ Ȱ7Å ÐÒÏÐÏÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ 

to-morrow night ɂor rather to-nighÔȢȱ !ÎÄ ÈÅ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙÌÉÇÈÔȢ Ȱ5ÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ 
circumstances, I am afraid an inquest can hardly be avoidedɂthese formalities are 
ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÂÅÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÄÉÓÔÒÅÓÓ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȢȱ 

There was a pause, and then Dr. Bauerstein drew two keys from his pocket, 
and handed them to John. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÓÅ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ËÅÙÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÒÏÏÍÓȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÌÏÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÎÄȟ ÉÎ ÍÙ 
ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ËÅÐÔ ÌÏÃËÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔȢȱ 

The doctors then departed. 
I had been turning over an idea in my head, and I felt that the moment had 

now come to broach it. Yet I was a little chary of doing so. John, I knew, had a 
horror of any kind of publicity, and was an easygoing optimist, who preferred 
never to meet trouble half-way. It might be difficult to convince him of the 
soundness of my plan. Lawrence, on the other hand, being less conventional, and 
having more imagination, I felt I might count upon as an ally. There was no doubt 
that the moment had come for me to take the lead. 

Ȱ*ÏÈÎȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ÁÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȩȱ 
ȰYou remember my speaking of my friend Poirot? The Belgian who is here? 

(Å ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÍÏÓÔ ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÄÅÔÅÃÔÉÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÉÎɂÔÏ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔɂnow? Before the post-ÍÏÒÔÅÍȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÓ ÁÎ ÁÄÖÁÎÔÁÇÅ ÉÆɂifɂthere ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÏÕÌ ÐÌÁÙȢȱ 




