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Chapter I. | Go ToStyles

O4EA 30UI A0 #AOAG EAO 11 x OT1TAxEAO OOAOE!
world-wide notoriety which attended it, | have been asked, both by my
friend Poirot and the family themselves, to write an account of the whole story.
This, we trust, will effectually silence the sensational rumours which still persist.
| will therefore briefly set down the circumstances which led to my being
connected with the affair.
| had been invdided home from the Front; and, after spending some
iTTOEO ET A OAOEAO AADPOAOGOEIT C #1711 OA1 AGAAT O (
Having no near relations or friends, | was trying to make up my mind what to do,
when | ran across John Cavendish. | had s& very little of him for some years.
Indeed, | 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,
OET OCEh ) EAA 1T E£FOAT OOAUABsseAO 30UI AOh EEO i1
We had a good yarn about old times, and it ended in his inviting me down
to Styles to spend my leave there.
O4EA 1T AOAO xElIl AA AARIAEEODROAAITI O OGADAUIUAG
added.
091 60 11 OEAO EAAPO xAlledo ) AOEAAS
O/ Eh UAOG8 )1 OODPOELB OED EAO 1 AOOEAA ACAEI
| am afraid | showed my surprise rather plainly. Mrs. Cavendish, who had
i AOOEAA *TET 80 AAOEAO xEAT EA xAO A xEAI xAO
woman of middle-age as | remembered her. She certainly could not be day less
than seventy now. | 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
condderable fortune of her own.
Their country-place, Styles Court, had been purchased by Mr. Cavendish
AAOI U ET OEAEO | AOOEAA T EZA8 (A EAA AARAAT ATI
much so that, on dying, he left the place to her for her lifetime, as wd 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
Of Ui oi¢c AO OEA OEI A 1T £ OEAEO EAOGHRE&ad O OAI Ac
their own mother.

The intense interest aroused in the public by what was known at the time as
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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 succes

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 | 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 hadthe whip hand, namely: the purse strings.

*TET 11T OEAAA T U OOOPOEOA AO OEA TAxO 1T &£ I
rather ruefully.

021 6O6AT 1 EOOI A Al O1 AAO O1 1 Ao EA OAEA OAO
making life jolly difficult for us. As for Eviee UT O OAIT AT AAO %OEAed

O. 1860

O/ Eh ) OOPDPI OA OEA xAO AZEOAO U1 OO OEI A
companion, Jack of all trades! A great sport old Evie! Not precisely young and
AAAOOEAOI h AOO AO CAi A AO OEAU | AEA OEAI 856

091 &6 xAOA €i&€dCc O OAU

O/ E hs fdddwEHe turned up from nowhere, on the pretext of being a
OAATT A AT OOET 10 O1i AGEEITC 1T &£ %OEA8Oh OET OCI
acknowledge the relationship. The fellow is an absolute outsider, anyone can see
OEAO8 ( A3 O CI édard, And @enss pddent AehtideAtHotsAn all weathers!

But the mater cottoned to him at once, took him on as secretary you know how
OEAB8O0 Al xAUO OOTTEITC A EOI AOAA O1 AEAOEAOe O

| nodded.

O7TAIT 1T h T &£ AT OOOGA OGEA xAO EAO OOOItAA OEA |
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

AT CACAAA 4EA EAT 1T x 10660 AA AO 1 AAOGO OxAlT OU
bare-faced fortune hunting; but there you are? OEA EO EAO 1T x1 [ EOOOAO!
i AOOEAA EEI 80

O0)O 160066 AA A AEAAEAOI O OEOOAOQEIT A O Ui C

O$SEALAEEAOI OA ) 080 AAITAAI AAo
Thus it came about that, three days later, | descended from the train at
Styles St. Mary, an aburd 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.
0O'1T 6 A AOIT B TO Ox1 1T &£ DPAOOTihyodifigid I h UT O

OEA | AOAOBO AAOEOEOEAOS8OG
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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 coury, 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. | felt | had suddenly

strayed into another world. As we turned in at the lodge gates,John said:
0)6i AMEOAEA UT 0811 EETA EO OAOU NOEAO AT x
O0-U AAAO Z£AT 11T xh OEAOGEO EOOO xEAO ) xATl 08
O/ Eh EOB8O bPI AAGAT O AT1 OCE EZ£ Ui O xAT O Ol

volunteers twice a week, and lend a hand at the farms. My wifex T OEO OAC Ol AOI U

OEA 1 AT A8 3EA EO Ob AO EZEOA AOAOU i1 OTETC
1 O1T AEOCOEi A8 )060 A EITIUVE@ ED IxBABRT OPEHH © B
1 £#OAA )1 Cl AOET OPASs (A AEAAEAA o&@A@%OOmOA;
xITTAARO EEA xA8OA OEIi A O PEAE Ob #Ul OEEA8 .1
AU 11T x86

O#UT OEEAA 4EAQG80 110 UI 60 xE&EAed

O.1Th #UlT OEEA EO A bDPOI OGACAA T &£ 11U 11 O0EA

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
4AAT ET OOAOh OAOGAT T EIAO AxAussd
As he spoke the last words, we drew ugn 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.
O(O0I1Th %OEAh EAOASO 1T OO =O@IT(AIABNA ER8S A - C
Miss Howard shook hands with a hearty, almost painful, grip. | had an
impression of very blue eyes in a sunburnt face. She was a pleasaobking woman
of about forty, with a deep voice, almost manly in its stentorian tones, and had a
large sensible square body, with feet to match these last encased in good hick
boots. Her conversation, | soon found, was couched in the telegraphic style.
O7TAAAO cOi x 1 EEA EI OOA AEEOA8 #A180 EAAD
"AOOAO AA AAOAEOI 86
O0)di OOOA ) OEAIT AA 111U 6117 AAI ECEOAA C
1160 OAU EO8 . AOGAO AT AOG8 7EOE Ui O EAAT &

091 68 0A A AUT EAh %OEAhd OA-Hae insilelor h 1 AOCE
I O0eo

0/ 668 411 AETA A AAUu O1 AA AT 1 pAA O6bp EI C

O#1T 1T A 11T OEATh Ui 060A AT-ARUBAT®OEA 1CANARD/
xI OOEU I £ EEO EEOAS6h UI & ETix8 #1 i1 A AT A AA (¢

O7Al 1 he OAEA -EOO (1 xAOAh AOAxEI C 1| £& EAC
ACOAA xEOE Ul 086
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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.
O0-U xEZAh (AOOETI ¢cOho OAEA *1 EIT S8
| 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 seemedto
find expression only in those wonderful tawny eyes of hers, remarkable eyes,
AEEEAOCAT O &OTT AT U TOEAO xi 1T AT860 OEAO ) EAC
stillness she possessed, which nevertheless conveyed the impression of a wild
untamed spirit in an exquisitely civilised body? all these things are burnt into my
memory. | shall never forget them.
She greeted me with a few words of pleasant welcome in a low clear voice,
ATA ) OATE ET O A AAOCGEAO AEAEO EAAIT ET C AEO
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 | described, in a humorous manner,
certain incidents of my Convalescent Home, in a way which, | 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:
O4EAT UI 6611 xOEOA OiI OEA O0OETAAOO AEOR
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. CrosbieOEA OAAT T A8 4EAT »QBAAOANS OEBREDAEOAEAEAOA
4EAOA xAO OEA 1 00i 06O T &£ A 1 AT60 O1 EAAR A
reply:
09AOh AAOOAETIT U8 ! Z#FOAO OAA xEI1T AT NOEOA
AAAO8OG
The French window swung opena 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.
O7TEUh EZ& dél@htflEl@Tseé gbu ayhir, Mr. Hastings, after all these
years. Alfred, darling, Mr. Hastingss | U EOOAAT A84d
)y 1TTTEAA xEOQOE OiI i A AOOEI OEOU AO O!l A£OAA 1
alien note. | did not wonder at John objecting to his beard. It wasone of the
longest and blackest | have ever seen. He wore goldmmed 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 unctws.
He placed a wooden hand in mine and said:
O4EEO EO A pPI AAOOOARh - 08 (AOOET ¢cO806 4EATI
) OEETE OEAO AOOEEIT EO A 1EOOI A AAibD8bd
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. lglethorp, however, seemed to notice
nothing unusual. Her volubility, which | 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 orgaizing 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 |
took a firm and rooted dislike to him, and | 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:
O) O Oil AEAOET C Ui 60 OACOI AO POI EAOOGEIT T R -
O.1h RBEA A0 ) xAO ET ,11UAB8086
O!'TA Ul O&O xEI1 OAOOGOT OEAOA AEOAO EO EO i
O0AOEADPO8 WEOEAO OEAO 1O A AEOAOGE OOAOO Al
Mary Cavendish leant forward.
O7EAO x1 OIA UT O OAAITT U AETT OA AO A pOI A&
Ul 60 ET AT ET AOCEI T eo

07 AIEIAO @APAT AO85H

0.1 OAAOAO ET AAUedUDEBAOAOCEAARBT OORI DI i AOET
oneiss OOOAT T U O1T i AOEET ¢ AAODOOAS8SO

091 6811 1AOBCE AO i1 As8b6

She smiled.

O0AOEADPOB8O
O7AT1h )80OA Al xAuO EAA A OAAOAO EAT EAOQOET C
04 EA OAAScotlladddoFAIGAe / O 3EAOITAE (111 A0eo0
O/ Eh 3EAOITAE (111TAO AU All 1 AAT OG8 " 060
drawn to it. | 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 dlgood
detective work was a mere matter of method. My system is based on hsthough
of course | have progressed rather further. He was a funny little man, a great
AAT AUhRh AOO xT11TAAOEOI T U Al AOGAOS8OG
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O, EEA A CciTA AAOAAOGEOA OOT OU LdtsUDAT £h 6 C
nonsense written, though. Criminal discovered in last chapter. Every one
dumbfounded. Real crimez» UT O6 A ET T x AO 11 AA86

O4EAOA EAOA AAAT A COAAO 1061 AAO T &£ O1 AEOA

031180 1T AAT OEA Pi1EAARh AQOOefarWW YAAT PI A 0
AT O1 AT8O0 OAAT T U EITAxETE OEAI 8 4EAUGA ETT x86

O4EAThde ) OAEAh | OAE Ai 6GAAh OuUi 6 OEETE
AOEI Ah OAU A [ OOAAOR Ul 66A AA AAT A O1 ObP1 O C

O/ £ AT OOOA ) OEI 01 A8 - ECE @bfdadyerA But AAT A OI
y i AAOOAET )Y)BA ETI x8 )Y8A AAAI EO ET 1 U EEIC

O) O | ECE ®lshAgBestdd. OOEAR 6

O- ECEO8 " OO0 i OOAAO3O A OEi1 AT O AOEIi Ag 1 0C

60.160 ET A AAOGA 1T &£ DPIEOITEI 6801 ADBOBABADGAD

Bauerstein was saying yesterday that, owing to the general ignorance of the more

uncommon poisons among the medical profession, there were probably countless

AAOGAOG T £ PTEOITETIC NOEOA O1 OOOPAAOAASBS
O7TEUR - AOUR xEAO A CADERA A OKi8] O)A O AKEH 1]

i AEAO T A EAAT AO EZAZ A CiI1TO0A xAOA xAl EET C 1 OF
A young glrl in V. A. D. uniform ran lightly across the lawn.

O7EUhR #UIT OE E A hdayUthi®is MrHastigdh O £ 00T - OOAT AE8S
Cynthia Murdoch was a freshlooking young creature, full of life and vigour.

She tossed off her little V. A. D. cap, and | 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 eyelalses she would have been a beauty.

She flung herself down on the ground beside John, and as | handed her a

plate of sandwiches she smiled up at me.

O3EO Al x1 EAOA 11 OEA COAOOh Al 8 ) 080 AOR
I dropped down obedlently

091 6 x1 OE A ANAKRS ET 0OOA®D - EOO - OOAT AEebd

She nodded.

0&l O T U OET 086

O0$1 OEAU AOI 1T U Ui Oh OEATed6 ) AOEAAR OI EIE
O0) OEIT OI A 1TEEA O OAA OEAI A6 AOEAA #UIT OEE
O) EAOGA ci 6 A AT OOET xEI EO 1O00O0EiICho )

O3EOOAOOGE8G
O) AT 1dérCsSisterbdre, you know, Mr. Hastings. They simp ly are!

91 66 OA 11 EAAAA "OO0 )6i 1106 A 1000Ah OEATE
O(iTx T ATUu PAIPIA AT UI O PIEOITed ) AOCEAA
Cynthia smiled too.

O/ Eh EOT AOAAOGAS OEA OAEAS

E
h
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O#UT OEEAR®OBAAITICAAAOET OPh OAT Ui &6 OEETE UI
Al O | Aebd

O#AOOAET I Uh ! OT O %i EIl U8&

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.

O*TET xEI1 OEIT x Ul O Uipéstsever. Wd laveg@dbAO EO
Op 1 AOA AETTAO A O OI 1T A OEI A 11T »8ewdsAU 4AAI
OEA 1T AOGA , 1T OA ! AAdo€sha énizUSheagrbes Bith BmMOtAaDone

must set an example of economy. We are quite a war household; nothing is wasted
here? AOAOU OAOAD 1T &£ xAOOA PAPAOh AOGAT h EO OAOA
| expressed my appreciation, and John took me into the house and up the
broad staircase, which forked right and left halfway 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 | saw him from my window walking
slowly across the grass arm in arnwith Cynthia Murdoch. | heard Mrs. Inglethorp
AAll O#Ul OEEA06 EIi DAOGEAT Ol uh AT A OEA CEOI 060
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 | recognized him, though he had changed much in
OEA EEAOAAT UAAOO OEAO EAA Al ApeédkdtheET AA x A
Lawrence Cavendish. | wondered what it was that had brought that singular
expression to his face.
Then | dismissed him from my mind, and returned to the contemplation of
my own affairs.
The evening passed pleasantly enough; and | dreamed thatight of that
enigmatical woman, Mary Cavendish.
The next morning dawned bright and sunny, and | was full of the
anticipation of a delightful visit.
| did not see Mrs. Cavendish until lunch-time, when she volunteered to take
me for a walk, and we spent a chrming 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. | saw at once by his face that something disturbing had occurred. We
followed him in, and he shut the door after us.
O, 1TTE EAOAh -AOUh OEAOAGO OEA AAOCAA 1T £ A
)T Cl AGET OPR AT A OEABO | £AE8G
OnOEAe | E&Eed
John nodded gloomily.
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09 AON Ui O OAA OEA »xAhO ERIOAGEA %OEGRA ER OIOAA
Miss Howard entered. Her lips were set gimly together, and she carried a

small suit-case. She looked excited and determined, and slightly on the defensive.
0! 0 ATU OAOAhd OEA AOOOO 100Oh O)60A ObPI EAX
O0-U AAAO wOAIT UT ho AOEAA - 008 #AOAT AEOER
Miss Howard nodded grimly.

0400A AT 1T OCEA ! ZFOAEA ) OAEA Oi i A OEET CO (
ET A EOOOU8 $1160 IiETA EEA OEAUBGOA 111U OOITE
AAAER OEIT OCE8 ) OAEA OECEO 1 006qg 091 680A AT 1
anoldfi T1 8 4EA 1 AT 680 OxAlT OU UAAOO Ul 01T cAO OEAI
AO O1 xEAO EA 1 AOOEAA Ui O A 08 -1T1TAUA 7AIT 1N
Farmer Raikes has got a very pretty young wife. Just ask your Alfred how much
time he spends overther& 8 3 EA xAO OAOU AT cous . AOOOAI A
warn you, whether you like it or not. That man would as soon murder you in your
AAA AO T1TTE AO Ui 08 (A8O0 A AAA 1108 910 AAIl
xEAO )B60A OI1 A @i 08 (A6O0 A AAA 11 OAG

O7TEAOG AEA OEA OAUebd

Miss Howard made an extremely expressive grimace.

O003$ A0l ET-@ AAIOAOLHA 6B AERMA G A Al DEAER®DE | EAOS
BEAEAA x®ii ARBAOOA EAO OAAAO EOOAAT ABA 4EA (
AAOOAO8 31 )61 1 EA8OG

O0"00 1106 11 xebod

O4EEO [ ET OOAAS

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.

Assheleb OEA OTiih -EOCO (1 xAOABO MEAAA AEAT

eagerly.

O0- 08 (AOOET cOh Ui OG60OA ETTAOO8 ) AAT 0000¢C

| was a little startled. She laid her hand on my arm, and sank her voice to a
whisper.
Oh -0845A066mc@8ﬂwm biEH OE%i
xEAO ) &I OAIEEIC AAT 608 4E
CAO ITTAU TO00 T &£# EAO8 ) 60A
0 AUh OEAUGI 1T EI BPi OA OBPI1T EAOS
£ Al OOOAKAGAHEN®O ) OAEAh O)6811 AT AOAOUC
OA AGAEOAA AT A 1T OAOxO1I OCEO86

She interrupted me by slowly shaking her forefinger.

091 061 ¢ T ATh O0OOO0O i1 A8 )B80A 1 EOAA ET OEA
All l ask you is to keep youreyesop1 8 91 0811 OAA xEAO ) 1 AAT 86

10
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The throb of the motor came through the open window, and Miss Howard
Ooi OA AT A 11 06AA Oi OEA AiiT O8 *IEIT G0 O EAA OI
handle, she turned her head over her shoulder, and beckoned to me.
O! AT OMr. Hastihgh, watch thatdevilk EAO EOOAAT AAS
There was no time for more. Miss Howard was swallowed up in an eager
chorus of protests and goodbyes. 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 cheekssashe held
out her hand to him.
O7ET EO OEAOed ) AOEAA OEAODPI Uh &£ O ET OOE
04BAO $08 " AOAOOOGAETI hde OAEA *1T ET OEI 00l U¢
O!'TA xEI EO $08 "AOAOOOAET eb
O(ABO OOAUEI C ET OEA OEI 1 ACA AiEIC A ¢
AOAAEAT x18 (A8O A ,1T1TAT1T 2 6ne e drdatediding A OAOU
APbAOOO 11 DIEOITOh ) AAI EAOGASBOG
O! TEBAR8O A COAAO AEOEAT A 1T &£ -AOUB8Ohd DPOO EIT
John Cavendish frowned and changed the subject.
o#1 1T A £ O A 0060111 h (AOOEIT CO8 4EEO EAO
always had a rough tongue, but there is no stauncher friend in Englad than
%OAI UT (1 xAOA8S
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 comirg in the opposite direction bowed and smiled.
O4EAO8O A POAOOU CEOI hd ) OAI AOEAA ADPDPOA:L
*TET 60 ZEAAA EAOAAT AAs8
O4EAO EO - 008 2AEEAOGS8G
O4EA TTA OEAD26EOO (1 xAOA
OwBAAOI Uho OAEA *TET h xEOE OAOEAO O11 AAAC
| 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. | brushed it aside.
030Ul AO0 EO OAATT U A CcilTOET OO T1 A Pl AAAnoO
He nodded rather gloomily.
OECEOOh EZ£ U ZEAOEAO EAA TT1T1U 1T AAA A AAAAI
AAITAA EAOA Ob AO ) Ai 11 x80
O( AOA OBPh AOA Ul Bed
O0-U AAAO (AOGOET COh ) A1T160 1 EéndforOAI T ET C
iT1TAU8d
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o#1 O1 AT 80O UT OO AOi OEAO EAI B Ul Oebd
O, AxOAT AAe (AGO Cc¢ciTA OEOI OCE AOAOU PATTU
OAOOAO ET £EAT AU AETAET ¢CO8 .1 h xABOA Al EI PA
awfully good to us, | must say. That is, up to now. Sice her marriage, of course
20 EA AOT EA 1 £Eh A&£O1 x1 ET C8
For the first time | felt that, with Evelyn Howard, something indefinable
had gone from the atmosphere. Her presence had spelt security. Now that security
was removecd and the air seemed rife with suspcion. 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 | had a premonition of approaching
evil.

12



Chapter Il. The 16" and 17" of July

and 17th of that month. For the convenience of the reader | will recapitulate
the incidents of those days in as exact a manner as possible. They were elicited
subsequently at thetrial by a process of long and tedious crossexaminations.
| 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.

I had arrived at Styles on the 5th of July. | come now to the events of the 16th

4eA TT1uUu AU ET OEA TEITOIATO T &£ 1T U PAAA

extraordinary, and, for my part, unaccountable preference for the society of Dr.
Bauerstein. What she saw in the man | cannot imagine, but she was always asking
him up to the house, and often went off for long expeditions with him. | must
confess that | 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

AgEOAOTTTT OAOGOEI ¢ ET OEA CAOAAT8 ) 11 OEAAA

unusual. He seemed very excited and restless.

After tea, Mrs. Inglethorp went to lie down to rest before her efforts in the
evening and | 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.

4R A1 OAOOAET I AT O xAO A COAAO OOAAAO

receiving tremendous applause. There were also some tableaux in which Cynthia
took part. She did not return with us, having been asked to a apper 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 swep
Lawrence and myself off to a luncheon party.
O30AE A AEAOIET C ET OEOAOEITT &EOI I -008
you know. The Rollestons came over with the Conqueror one of our oldest
FAT E1I EAO8O
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Mary had excused herself on the plea of an engagemeé 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 swet in her long white overall.
She took us up to her sanctum, and introduced us to her fellow dispenser, a rather

aweET OPEOET ¢ ET AEOEAOAIT h xEI T #Ul OEEA AEAAOEI
O7EAO A 110 1T &£ AT O0OI AOGA6 ) AgAl AEI AAh A
olTis Os$i UT O OAAITTU EITTx xEAO8O ET OEAI Al

O3AU OiI i AGEET C 1 OECET Al he cOi AT AA #Ul OEE/
up here says that. We are really thinking of bestowing a prize on the first
individual who does not OAUq O7EAO A 1 1l&now the néi thii@l AOAS I 1
Ui 66 0A CciET ¢ O OAU EOq O(iox 1T ATU PAIT PI A EAC
| pleaded guilty with a laugh.

O£ Ui 6 PATPIA TT1U ETAx EIx AEAOGAITT U AA
i EOOAEAR UT O xiI O1AT60 ETEA AAT OG@isaresf #1 1 A 11
secret stories in that cupboard. No, Lawrence OEAO06 O OEA BT EOI 1T AOPAI

cupboard? OEAOE O OECEOS866
We had a very cheery tea, and assisted Cynthia to wash up afterwards. We

had just put away the last teaspoon when a knock came at thedoor. The

countenances of Cynthia and Nibs were suddenly petrified into a stern and

forbidding expression.
o#1 1 A EThe OAEA #UT OEEAh ET A OEAODP DHOI AEA
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:

@i 1170 OAAAUBOGEAOA OI
Cynthia took the bottle and examined it with the severity of a judge.
O4EEO OEI OI' A EAOA AAAT OAT O Ob OEEO i1 OTE

O3EOOAO EO OAOU O1I OOus 3EA &I Oci 0686
O3EOCBAOI A OAAA OEA OO0O1 AO 1 OOOGEAA OEA Al T C
) CAOEAOAA &£O0ii OEA 1TEOOI A 1000A80 A@DHOA
likelihood of her having the hardihood to retail this message to the dreaded
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O7AT1ho OAEA #UI OEEA COAAET OO0l uUh OxA AOA
OEAI T AA Ai1A89d

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.

| laughed.

O$EOCAEDI ET A |

ONPAAOI U8B #1 I
OEAOA8OG

| 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.

000 AA |1 AET OAET AAebd
A 160 11 160 1EOOIA AATATT U

O.1TOEET ¢ iTOA O Aih .EAOeb
O0.180
Ol'l1 OECEO8 4EAT xA AAT 11T AE ObP AT A ClI 86

| had seen Lawrence in quite a differentlight 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 | fancied that, if onereally knew him well, one
could have a deep affection for him. | 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 togethe like a
couple of children.
As we drove through the village, | remembered that | wanted some stamps,
so accordingly we pulled up at the post office.
As | came out again, | cannoned into a little man who was just entering. |
drew aside and apologised, whersuddenly, with a loud exclamation, he clasped
me in his arms and kissed me warmly.
O-11 AT E (AOOET COA6 EA AOEAA8 0O) 0O EO EIT AZ
001 EOT OAo ) AgAl AEI AAS8
| turned to the pony -trap.
O4EEO EO A OAOU DI AAOGAT O 1iddy@ETrignd, £ O 1 Ah
-1T1T OEAOO 0T EOI Oh xETIT ) EAOA 110 OAAT &£ O UA
O/ Eh xA ETITx -1T10EAOO 071 EOI Oho OAEA #U1O
xAO A AOEATA 1T £ Ul 000806
09 AOh ETAAAAhSe OAEA 01 EOT O OAOEIT 601 us 0)
the charity o/E OEAO CITA -008 )icl AOET O OEAO ) Ai
ET NOEOET Cci Ud O9AOh 1T U EOEAT Ah OEA EAA EETAI

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. |
believe a speck of dust would have caused him more pain than a bullet wound. Yet
this quaint dandyfied little man who, | 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 his fellow
Belgians, and | promised to go and see him at an early date. Then he raised his hat
with a flourish to Cynthia, and we drove away.
O(A8O A AAAO 1 EOOI A I AThde OAEA #Ul OEEA8 ¢
091 08 0A AAAT AT OAOOAEINEpied. A AAI AAOEOU OT 4
And, for the rest of the way home, | 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.
OEh EOB0 Ui Oho OEA OAEAS
0) O OEAOA AT UOEET ¢ OEA 1 AOOAOh 1 01 0 %l EI
O#AOOAETIT U T10he OAEA -008 )1 cli AOGEI Ob OE/
catching sight of Dorcas, the parlourmaid, going into the dining-room, she called
to her to bring some stamps into the boudoir.
O9AOh 1681806 4EA T1 A OAOOAT O EAOGEOAOAAR C
OEETEh 16ih Ul O6A AAOOAO CAO OI AAAe 91 06 O0A
O0AOEADPO Ul 060k 6BECEOh T$xBAAGOA OT T A 1AOD

finish by post-OET A8 ( AOGA Ui O 1 ECEOAA OEA AEOA ET 1U
O9AOh (680
O04€EAT )aoiil ¢i O AAA AEOAAQI U AAOGAO OODPDA

She went into the boudoir again, and Cynthia stared after her.
O'1TT AT AOGO COAAEI BOA ) xi1TAAO xEAOB8O Obebd
He did not seem to have heard her, for without a word he turned on his
heel and went out of the house.
| suggested a quick game of tennis before supper and, Cynthia agreeing, |
ran upstairs to fetch my racquet.
Mrs. Cavendish was coming down the stairs. It may have beemy fancy,
but she, too, was looking odd and disturbed.
O(AA A CiTA xAlE xEOE $08 "AOAOOOAET eo
indifferent as | could.
O) AEAT 860
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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 | ran out to the tennis court a few moments later, | had to pass the pen
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:
O4EAT UIT O xI1 1780 OEix EO O 1Aeo
To which Mrs. Inglethorp replied:
O-U AAAO AGAQUMOEED CcE 01 Al xEOE OEAO |1 AOGOA
O4EAT OEix EO O1 1A8¢
d) OAIl UI® EO EO 110 xEAO Ui O Ei ACET A8 )
To which Mary Cavendish replied, with a rising bitterness:
O/ £ AT OOOAR ) TECEO EAOA ETTxT Uil & x10OI1A
Cynthia was waiting for me, and greeted me eagerly with:

O) OAUA 4EAOA8O AAAT OEA 110060 Ax&EO1 Ol xA
O7TEAO EETA T £ A Ol xeb

O" AOxAAT 1 Ohim8 %) EAU ET BA OEAS6O &I 61 A EEI
O7A0 $1 OAAOG OEAOAR OEAT eb

O/ £ AT 0008 3EA OEAPDPAT AA O1 AA TAAO OEA
Obp8 ) Al xEOE ) ETAx xEAO EO xAO Al1l AAIT 00856
) OEI OCEO 1 £ -008 2AEEAOB0 CEDPOU EAAAR A
wisely decided to hold my peace, whilst Cynthia exhausted every possible
EUDI OEAOGEOh AT A AEAAOAEOGI T U ETI BPAAR O! 01 O %l EI
OPAAE O EEI ACAET 80
| was anxious to get hold of John, but he was nowhere to be seen. Evidently
something very momentous had occurred that afternoon. | tried to forget the few
words | had overheard; but, do what | would, | could not dismiss them altogether
AFOT T 1TU TETA8 7TEAO xAO - AOU #AOAT AEOEGO AT T A
Mr. Inglethorp was in the drawing-room when | came down to supper. His
face was impassive as ever, and thersinge 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.
O3AT A TuU ATl £ZZEAA ET EAOAR - AOUho6 OEA AAII
OEA bi 0085
Cynthia and | 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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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 glapus night, hot and still.
Mrs. Cavendish fanned herself gently with a palm leaf.
0) 060 Al i1 0606 O1I1T EIi Oho OEA 1 00i OOAA8 O7A
Alas, that these harmonious moments can never endure! My paradise was
rudely shattered by the sound of awell known, and heartily disliked, voice in the
hall.
0$08 "AOAOOOAET Ao AgAl AET AA #Ul OEEA8 O7E/
| 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 drawingroom. In truth,
he presented a sorry spectacle, belng literally plastered with mud.
O7TEAO EAOA Ui O AAAT ALdvéndsdh. AIAOIOeo AOEAA
O) 160606 1 AEA T U API 1T CEAOhe OAEA OEA Al A(
ETh AOO -08 )i clAOETI Ob ET OEOOAAS8S
O07Ai1h "AOAOOOGAET h UI O AOA ET A DI ECEOhHG
O(AOGA O1 T A Al £Z£8AAR AT A OR86d OO xEAO UI O EAOA
O4EATE UIT Oh ) xEiI186 (A 1AOCEAA OAOEAO O
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.
O4BEXT OIT1T AOCEAA T A 1T E£Eh6 EA AAAAAR OAO
OAOU AEOOADPOOAAI A8d
At this juncture, Mrs. Inglethorp called to Cynthia from the hall, and the
girl ran out.
O0* 000 AAOOU -BDAOAN ABOPAOAEGh AAAOe )81 CIE
The door into the hall was a wide one. | 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
| breathed a sigh of relief.
O)&i1 xAIlE Al xi 0Oi
ACAT O |vo OET OA AOOA
take the latch-E AU 8 &
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Chapter Ill. The Night of the Tragedy
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To make this part of my story clear, | append the following plan of the first
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It seemed to be the middle of the night when | was awakened by Lawrence
Cavendish. He had a candle in his hand, and the agitation of his face told meta
once that something was seriously wrong.

O7TEA080O OEA 1 AOOAOGes ) AOEAAh OEOOEIC O
scattered thoughts.

O07A AOA AEOAEA 11U i10EAO EO OAOU EI T 8 3E
fit. Unfortunately she has locked herself in6
O0)yé11 AT A AO 11 AA8S

| sprang out of bed; and, pulling on a dressinggown, 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 awestricken excitement. Lawrence turned to his brother.

O7TEAO Ai Ui O OEETE xA EAA AAOOAO Al ed
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Never, | thought, had his indecision of character been more apparent.
*TET OAOOI AA OEA EATAITA T &£ -008 )iclAOEI
effect. It was obvioudy 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.
040U CiETC OEOI OCE -08 )i cl AOEI OPBO OI Tt
mistOAOOA 6
Suddenly | realized that Alfred Inglethorp was not with us? that 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?

O/ Eh AAAOh OEOhd AOEAA $1 OARKNN x0kTKIEd &L E

O7A 1 006060 O0OU AT A AOAAE OEA Ai1T 0 ETh ) 00
Here, let one of the maids go down and wake Baily and tell him to go for Dr.
7EIEET O AO TTAA8 .1 x OEATh xA&811 EAOA A OOU
EOD&EAOA A ATT O ETOI -EOO #Ul OEEAGO Oiii Oebd

09AOh OEOh AOO OEAOBO0 Al xAUO Ail OAA8 ) 08¢

O7AI 1 h xA [ ECEO EOOO OAABG
(A OAT OAPEAIT U Al x1 OEA AT OOEAT O Ol #UlO
there, shaking the girl> who must have been an unusuallysound sleeper and
trying to wake her.
In a moment or two he was back.
O.1 CiTA8 4EAOG8O0 Ai1 OAA 6118 7A 160606 AOAA
OEAAA 1 AOO Oi 1 EA OEAT OEA T1TA ET OEA DPAOOACA
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 Anniepne of the
housemaids, he sent her downstairs to the diningroom for brandy. Then he went
across to his mother whilst | unbolted the door that gave on the corridor.
| turned to Lawrence, to suggest that | had better leave them now that there
was no further need of my services, but the words were frozen on my lips. Never
EAOA ) OAAT OOAE A CEAOGOIU 1TI1TE 11 ATU 1Al
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. | instinctively followed the direction of his eyes, but | could see
nothing unusual. The still feebly flickering ashes in the grate, and the row of prim
ornaments on the mantelpiece, were surely harmless enough.
4EA OEI1TATAA T £ -008 )i ciAOEI OP6O AOOAAE
to speak in short gasps.
O" A OOA Qerylsidaerr stupid of me? to lock myselfET 8 6
A shadow fell on the bed and, looking up, | 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 repeatedy.
00110 #UI OEEA EO NOEOA EOECEOAT AAhd OAEA
She herself, | noticed, was dressed in her white land smock. Then it must be later
than | thought. | 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
Opi1 EEOA T16A1 T AES
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 cafusion. 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:
O! | #QDlkel» » 6 4EAT OEA EAI1T AAAE 11 O0EITI1IAOGO
With a stride, the doctor reached the bed, and seizing her arms worked
them energetically, applying what | 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 | think we all knew in our hearts
that it was too late, and that nothing could be done now. | 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,
xA EAAOA EI 1 OOOAPO 1 OOOEAAh AT A $08 7EIEEI
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
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could, whilst the car went on to fetch Dr. Wilkins. With a faint gesture of the
hand, he indicated the figure on the bed.

O06:Ay sad. Ve OU OAAho6 | OOi OOAA $08 7EIEET 08 O
did far too much? far too much? against my advice. | warned her. Her heart was
AAO AOT T 00011 Cc8 O4AEAIEAADAOBIMERGERITDAEA OI
good works was too great. Nature rebelled. Na ture? re? AAT | AA86

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

O4EA AT 1001 OETTO0 xAOA 1T £ A DAKDJEAO OEIT |
were not here in time to witness them. They were quite OAOAT EA ET AEAOAAQRZ

O! EA6 OAEA $08 7EIEET O xEOAI US
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We all trooped out into the corridor, leaving the two doctors alone, and |
heard the key turned in the lock behind us.

We went slowly down the stairs. | was violently excited. | have a certain
OAT AT O &£ 0 AAAOGAOCEITh ATA $08 "AOAOOOAET 6O
surmises in my mind. Mary Cavendish laid her hand upon my arm.

O7TEAO EO EOe 7EU AEADPRADI EAODAOGOOAET OAAI

| looked at her.

O0$i1 UIT O ETTx xEAO ) OEETEebd

O7EAOed
& EOOATAS ) 1T1EAA OI OT AR OEA | OEAOO xAO
toax EEODAO8 0O) AAI EAOA OEA EAO AAAT DI EOIT AA/

EO80

Qvhate 6 3 EA OEOATE ACAET OO0 OEA xAilh OEA
4EATh xEOE A OOAAAT AOU OEAO »@@k&@Omod A | Ah
OEAOAO6 !npfomMne Mell HiEthe stairs. | followed her, afraid that she was
going to faint. | found her leaning against the bannisters, deadly pale. She waved
me away impatiently.

O.1TRITAIAGA 1 A8 )B6A OAOEAO AA AlT1A8 ,AO i
two. GoAT x1 OF OEA 1T OEAOOS85H

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

O7TEAOA EO -08 )i Ci AOETI OPed

John shook his head.
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Our eyes met. Wherewas Alfred Inglethorp? His absence was strange and
ET Aobl EAAAI A8 ) OAI Ai AAOAA -008 )T Cl AOET OB
them? What more could she have told us, if she had had time?
At last we heard the doctas 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 spokesmarior the two. He addressed himself
to John:
O0- 08 #AOAT AEOEh ) OEI OI A TEEA Ul 60 Al 1 OAl
0) 06 OEAO T AARAOOAOUes AOEAA *TET COAOAI US
0! AGiT 1 6OATl Uhd OAEA $08 " AOAOOOAET 8
591 6 | AAb2AB OEAOD
O4EAO 1 AE &kipdhror nfy€@I8couldEyive a death certificate under
OEA AEOAOI OOAT AAOGS8O
John bent his head.

0)1 OEAO AAOAR ) EAOA 11 Al OAOT ACEOA AGO
O4EATE Ul Oho OAEA $08 7EIEET O AOEOEI U8 07
to-morrow night? or rather to-nighO86 ! T A EA Ccl AT AAA AO OEA A/

circumstances, | am afraid an inquest can hardly be avoided these formalities are

T AAAOGOAOUR AOO ) AAC OEAO Ui O xi1T80 AEOOOAOC
There was a pause, and then Dr. Bauerstein drew two keys from his pket,

and handed them to John.
O4EAOA AOA OEA EAUO 1T &£ OEA Ox1 0OilTi068 )
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The doctors then departed.
| had been turning over an idea in my head, and | felt that the momenthad

now come to broach it. Yet | was a little chary of doing so. John, | 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 myplan. Lawrence, on the other hand, being less conventional, and

having more imagination, | felt I might count upon as an ally. There was no doubt

that the moment had come for me to take the lead.
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&¥ou remember my speaking of my friend Poirot? The Belgian who is here?
(A EAO AAAT A 1100 AZ£AIT 100 AAOAAOEOGASBDOG
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