Agatha Chrigie- Third Girl
CHAPTER ONE

HERCULE POIROT was gSitting at the breskfast table. At hisright hand was a steaming cup of
chocolate.

He had aways had a swest tooth.
To accompany the chocolate was a brioche. It went agreeably with chocolate.

He nodded his approval. Thiswas from the fourth shop he had tried. It was a Danish patisserie but
infinitely superior to the so-called French one near by. That had been nothing less than afraud.

He was satisfied gastronomicaly. His stomach was at peace. Hismind also was at peace, perhaps
somewhat too much so.

He had finished his Magnum Opus, an andysis of greet writers of detectivefiction. He had dared to
gpesk scathingly of Edgar Alien Poe, he had complained of thelack of method or order in the romantic
outpourings of Wilkie Callins, had lauded to the skies two American authors who were practically
unknown, and had in various other ways given honour where honour was due and sternly withheld it
where he considered it was not. He had seen the volume through the press, had looked upon the results
and, apart from aredly incredible number of printer's errors, pronounced that it was good. He had
enjoyed thisliterary achievement and enjoyed the vast amount of reading he had had to do, had enjoyed
snorting with disgust as he flung abook across the floor (though always remembering to rise, pick it up
and dispose of it tidily in the waste-paper basket) and had enjoyed appreciatively nodding his head on
the rare occasions when such approva wasjustified.

And now? He had had a pleasant interlude of relaxation, very necessary after hisintellectud labour. But
one could not relax for ever, one had to go on to the next thing. Unfortunately he had no ideawhat the
next thing might be. Some further literary accomplishment? He thought not.

Do athing well then leaveit done. That was his maxim. The truth of the matter was, he was bored. All
this strenuous menta activity in which he had been indul ging--there had been too much of it. It had got
him into bad habits, it had made him restless.

Vexatious! He shook his head and took another sip of chocolate.

The door opened and hiswell-trained servant, George, entered. His manner was deferential and dightly
apologetic. He coughed and murmured, "A —" he paused,” — a— young lady has called.” Poirot
looked at him with surprise and mild distaste.

"l do not see people at thishour,” he said reprovingly.

"No, sr," agreed George.

Master and servant looked at each other.

Communication was sometimes fraught with difficultiesfor them. By inflexion or innuendo or acertain

choice of words George would sgnify that there was something that might be éicited if theright question
was asked. Poirot considered what the right question in this case might be.



"Sheisgood-looking, thisyoung lady?' he enquired carefully.

"Inmy view — no, s, but there is no accounting for tastes.” Poirot considered thisreply. He
remembered the dight pause that George had made before the phrase -- young ladly.

George was a ddlicate socia recorder. He had been uncertain of the visitor's status but had given her the
benefit of the doubt.

"Y ou are of the opinion that sheisayoung lady rather than, let us say, ayoung person?' "I think so, gir,
though it isnot always easy to tell nowadays." George spoke with genuine regret.

"Did she give areason for wishing to see me?' "She said -- " George pronounced the words with some
reluctance, apologising for them in advance asit were, "that she wanted to consult you about a murder
she might have committed.” Hercule Poirot stared. His eyebrows rose. "Might have committed? Does
she not know?' "That iswhat she said, Sr." "Unsatisfactory, but possbly interesting,” said Poirot.

"It might--have been ajoke, Sir," said George, dubioudly.

"Anything ispossible, | suppose,” conceded Poirot, "But one would hardly think -- " He lifted his cup.
"Show her in after five minutes” "Yes, Sr." George withdrew.

Poirot finished the last Sip of chocolate.

He pushed aside his cup and rose to his feet. He waked to the fireplace and adjusted his moustaches
carefully in the mirror over the chimney piece. Satisfied, he returned to his chair and awaited the arriva of
hisvisitor. He did not know exactly what to expect.

He had hoped perhaps for something nearer to his own estimate of femal e attraction. The outworn
phrase "beauty in distress’ had occurred to him. He was disappointed when George returned ushering in
the visitor; inwardly he shook his head and sighed. Here was no beauty -- and no noticeable distress
ether. Mild perplexity would seem nearer the mark.

"Pahl" thought Poirot disgustedly.

"These girls Do they not even try to make something of themsalves? Well made up, attractively dressed,
hair that has been arranged by agood hairdresser, then perhaps she might pass. But now!" Hisvigtor
wasagirl of perhaps twentyodd.

Long straggly hair of indeterminate colour sirayed over her shoulders. Her eyes, which werelarge, borea
vacant expression and were of agreenish blue.

She wore what were presumably the chosen clothes of her generation. Black high lesther boots, white
openwork woollen stockings of doubtful cleanliness, askimpy skirt, and along and doppy pullover of
heavy wool. Anyone of Poirot's age and generation would have had only one desire. To drop the girl into
abath as soon as possible. He had often felt this same reaction walking aong the streets.

There were hundreds of girlslooking exactly the same. They al looked dirty.

And yet -- acontradiction in terms -- this one had the look of having been recently drowned and pulled
out of ariver. Such girls, he reflected, were not perhapsredly dirty. They merely took enormous care



and painsto look so.
He rose with hisusual politeness, shook hands, drew out a chair.

"Y ou demanded to see me, mademoisdle ? Sit down, | pray of you." "Oh," said thegirl, inadightly
breathless voice. She stared a him.

"Eh bien?" said Poirot.
She hegitated. | think I'd—rather and." Thelarge eyes continued to stare doubtfully.

"Asyou please." Poirot resumed his seat and looked at her. He waited. The girl shuffled her feet. She
looked down on them then up again at Poirot.

"You— you are Hercule Poirot?' "Assuredly. In what way can | be of useto you?' "Oh, wdll, it'srather
difficult. | mean—" Poirot felt that she might need perhaps alittle assstance. He said helpfully, "My
manservant told me that you wanted to consult me because you thought you ‘'might have committed a
murder'. Isthat correct?' The girl nodded. "That'sright." " Surely that is not amatter that admits of any
doubt. Y ou must know yourself whether you have committed amurder or not." "Waell, | don't know quite
how to put it.

| mean— " "Come now," said Poirot kindly. "Sit down. Relax the muscles. Tell meal about it." | don't
think — oh dear, | don't know how to— Y ou seg, it'sdl so difficult.

I've— I've changed my mind. | don't want to be rude but — well, | think I'd better go.” " Come now.
Courage." "No, | can't. | thought | could come and — and ask you, ask you what | ought to do— but |
can't, you see. It'sdl so different from — " "From what?" "I'm awfully sorry and | really don't want to be
rude, but — " She breathed an enormous sigh, looked at Poirot, looked away, and suddenly blurted out,
"You'retoo old. Nobody told me you were so old. | really don't want to be rude but — thereit is.
You'retoo old.

I'mredly very sorry." Sheturned abruptly and blundered out of the room, rather like a desperate moth in
lamplight.

Poairot, his mouth open, heard the bang of the front door.

He gaculated: "Non (fun nom cfun nom..."

CHAPTER TWO

THE telephonerang.

Hercule Poirot did not even seem aware of the fact.

It rang with shrill and insstent persstence.

George entered the room and stepped towardsiit, turning a questioning glance towards Poirot.
Poirot gestured with his hand.

"Leaveit," hesad.



George obeyed, leaving the room again.

The telephone contined to ring. The shrill irritating noise continued. Suddenly it stopped. After aminute or
two, however, it commenced to ring again.

"Ah Saprigti\ That must be awoman -- undoubtedly awoman.” He sighed, roseto hisfeet and cameto
the ingrument.

He picked up thereceiver. " 'Allo," he said.

"Areyou -- isthat M. Poirot?' "I, mysdlf." "It'sMrs. Oliver -- your voice sounds different. | didn't
recogniseit a first." "Bonjour, Madame— you arewdl, | hope?' "Oh, I'm al right." Ariadne Oliver's
voice camethroughinitsusua cheerful accents. The well-known detective story writer and Hercule
Poirot were on friendly terms.

"It'srather early to ring you up, but | want to ask you afavour.” "Yes?' "It isthe annua dinner of our
Detective Authors Club; | wondered if you would come and be our Guest Speaker thisyear.

It would be very very sweet of you if you would.” "When isthis?' "Next month — the twenty-third." A
deep sgh came over the telephone.

"Alas! | antoo old." "Too old? What on earth do you mean?
Yourenotoldat al." "Youthink not?' "Of course not. Y ou'll be wonderful.

You cantdl uslotsof lovely stories about redl crimes.” "And who will want to ligen?' "Everyone.
They—M. Poairat, isthere anything the matter? Has something happened? Y ou sound upset.” "Yes, | am
upset. My fedings-- ah well, no matter." "But tell me about it." "Why should | make afuss?' "Why
shouldn't you? Y ou'd better come and tell me al about it. When will you come? This afternoon. Come
and haveteawith me." "Afternoon teg, | do not drink it." "Then you can have coffee” "It isnot thetime
of day | usudly drink coffee." "Chocolate? With whipped cream on top? Or atisane. Y ou love sipping
tisanes. Or lemonade. Or orangeade. Or would you like decaffeinated coffeeif | can getit-- " "Ah pa,
par exemple? It isan abomination.”

"One of those srupsyou like so much.

| know, I've got haf abottle of Ribenain the cupboard.” "What is Ribena." "'Black-currant flavour.”
"Indeed, one hasto hand it to you!

You redly do try, Madame. | am touched by your solicitude. | will accept with pleasure to drink a cup of
chocolate this afternoon.” "Good. And then you'll tell me al about what's upset you." She rang off.

11 Poirot considered for amoment. Then he dialed anumber. Presently he said: "Mr. Goby? Hercule
Poirot here. Areyou very fully occupied at thismoment?' "Middling,” said the voice of Mr.

Goby. "Middling to fair. But to oblige you. Mongieur Poirat, if yourein ahurry, asyou usudly are --
well, | wouldn't say that my young men couldn't manage mostly what's on hand at present. Of course
good boys aren't as easy to get as they used to be. Think too much of themselves nowadays. Think they
know it al before they've started to learn. But there!



Can't expect old heads on young shoulders.

I'll be pleased to put mysdlf at your disposal, M. Poirot. Maybe | can put one or two of the better lads
onthejob. | supposeit'sthe usud -- collecting information?' He nodded his head and listened whilst
Poirot went into details of exactly what he wanted done. When he had finished with Mr. Goby, Poirot
rang up Scotland Y ard where in due course he got through to afriend of his. When hein turn had listened
to Poirot's requirements, he replied,

"Don't want much, do you? Any murder, anywhere. Time, place and victim unknown. Soundsabit of a
wild goose chasg, if you ask me, old boy." He added disapprovingly, "Y ou don't seem to know
anything™ I11 At 4.15 that afternoon Poirot sat in Mrs.

Oliver's drawing-room sipping appreciatively a alarge cup of chocolate topped with foaming whipped
cream which his hostess had just placed on asmall table beside him. She added asmdll plate full oflangue
de chats biscuits.

"Chere Madame, what kindness." He looked over his cup with faint surprise a Mrs. Oliver's coiffure and
also a her new wallpaper. Both were new to him.

The last time he had seen Mrs. Oliver, her hair style had been plain and severe. It now displayed a
richness of coilsand twists arranged in intricate patterns dl over her head. Its prolific luxury was, he
suspected, largely artificid. He debated in hismind how many switches of hair might unexpectedly fal off
if Mrs. Oliver wasto get suddenly excited, as was her wont. Asfor the wallpaper.

"These cherries— they are new?" he waved ateaspoon. It was, hefdt, rather like being in acherry
orchard.

"Arethere too many of them, do you think?' said Mrs. Oliver. "So hard to fell beforehand with
wallpaper. Do you think my old was better?' Poirot cast his mind back dimly to what he seemed to
remember as large quantities of bright coloured tropica birdsin aforest. Hefelt inclined to remark "Plus
pachange® plus c*est lameme chose but restrained himsdlf.

"And now," said Mrs. Oliver, as her guest findly replaced his cup on its saucer and sat back with asigh
of satisfaction, wiping remnants of foaming cream from his moustache, "what isall thisabout?' "That | can
tell you very smply. Thismorning agirl cameto see me. | suggested she might make an gppointment.
One has one's routine, you comprehend. She sent back word that she wanted to see me at once because
she thought she might have committed amurder.” "What an odd thing to say. Didn't she know?"
"Precisdly! C'est mom! so | instructed George to show her in. She stood there!

Sherefused to sit down. Shejust stood there staring at me. She seemed quite half witted. | tried to
encourage her. Then suddenly she said that she'd changed her mind. She said she didn't want to be rude
but that -- (what do you think?) -- but that | wastoo old..." Mrs. Oliver hastened to utter soothing
words. "Oh well, girlsarelike that. Anyone over thirty-five they think is half dead.

They've no sense, girls, you must redisethat.” "It wounded me," said Hercule Poirot.

"Well, | shouldn't worry about it, if | were you. Of courseit was avery rudething to say." "That does not
matter. And it isnot only my fedings. | amworried. Yes, | anworried." "Wdll, | should forget all about it
if | wereyou," advised Mrs. Oliver comfortably.

"Y ou do not understand. | am worried about this girl. She came to mefor help. Then she decided that |



was too old. Too old to be of any useto her. She waswrong of course, that goes without saying and
then shejust ran away. But | tell you that girl needshelp.” "I don't suppose she doesredly,” said Mrs.
Oliver soothingly. "Girls make afuss about things.” "No. Y ou arewrong. She needshelp.” "Y ou don't
think she redlly has committed amurder?' "Why not? She said she had.” "Yes, but --" Mrs. Oliver
stopped.

"She sad shemight have," she said dowly.

"But what can she possibly mean by that?' "Exactly. It does not make sense.” "Who did she murder or
did she think she murdered?' Poirot shrugged his shoulders.

"And why did she murder someone?’ Again Poirot shrugged his shoulders.

"Of courseit could be al sorts of things." Mrs. Oliver began to brighten as she set her ever prolific
imagination to work. " She could have run over someone in her car and not stopped. She could have been
assaulted by aman on adliff and struggled with him and managed to push him over.

She could have given someone the wrong medicine by mistake. She could have gone to one of those
purple pill parties and had afight with someone. She could have come to and found she had stabbed
someone.

She-- " "Assez, madame, assez \" But Mrs. Oliver waswell away. " She might have been anursein the
operating theatre and administered the wrong anaesthetic of-- " she broke off, suddenly anxious for
clearer details. "What did shelook like?' Poirot considered for a moment.

"An Ophdiadevoid of physcd atraction.”

"Oh dear,” said Mrs. Oliver. "1 can dmost see her when you say that. How queer.” "Sheis not
competent,” said Poirot.

"That ishow | see her. Sheisnot one who can cope with difficulties. Sheis not one of those who can see
beforehand the danger that must come. Sheis one of whom otherswill look round and say 'Wewant a
vicim.

That onewill do\" But Mrs. Oliver was no longer listening.

Shewas clutching her rich coils of hair with both handsin a gesture with which Poirot was familiar.
"Wait," she cried inakind of agony.

"Wait!" Poirot waited, his eyebrows raised.

"You didn't tell me her name," said Mrs. Oliver.

"Shedid not giveit. Unfortunate, | agree with you." "Wait!" implored Mrs. Oliver, again with the same
agony. Sherelaxed her grip on her head and uttered a deep sigh. Hair detached itself from its bonds and
tumbled over her shoulders, asuper imperid coil of hair detached itself completely and fell on thefloor.
Poirot picked it up and put it discreetly on the table.

"Now then," said Mrs. Oliver, suddenly restored to cdm. She pushed in ahairpin or two, and nodded
her head while she thought.



"Who told this girl about you, M.

Poirot?' "No one so far as| know. Naturally, she had heard about me no doubt.” Mrs. Oliver thought
that "naturaly" was not the word at al. What was natural was that Poirot himself was sure that everyone
hed aways heard of him. Actually large numbers of peoplewould only look at you blankly if the name of
Hercule Poirot was mentioned, especialy the younger generation. "But how am | going to put that to
him?" thought Mrs. Oliver, "in such away that it won't hurt hisfedings?' "I think yourewrong,”" she said.
"Girls—waell, girlsand young men — they don't know very much about detectives and thingslike thet.
They don't hear about them." "Everyone must have heard about Hercule Poirot," said Poirot, superbly.

It was an article of bdief for Hercule Poirot.

"But they are dl so badly educated nowadays,” said Mrs. Oliver. "Redly, the only people whose names
they know are pop singers, or Groups, or disc jockeys— that sort of thing. If you need someone
gpecial, | mean adoctor or adetective or adentis—well, then, | mean you would ask someone — ask
who's the right person to go to? And then the other person says— 'My dear, you must go to that
absolutely wonderful man in Queen Anne's Street, twists your legs three times round your head and
you're cured, or 'All my diamonds were stolen, and Henry would have been furious, so | couldn't go to
the police, but thereés asmply uncanny detective, most discreet, and he got them back for me and Henry
never knew athing.'— That'sthe way it happensdl the time. Someone sent that girl to you." "I doubt it
very much.” ™Y ou wouldn't know until you weretold. And you're going to betold now. It'sonly just
cometo me. / sent that girl to you." Poirot stared. "Y ou? But why did you not say so a once?' "Because
it'sonly just come to me — when you spoke about Ophelia— long wet-looking hair, and rather plain. It
seemed a description of someone I'd actua ly seen. Quite lately. And then it cameto mewho it was."
"Whoisshe?' "I don't actualy know her name, but | can easily find out. We were talking — about
private detectives and private eyes— and | spoke about you and some of the amazing things you had
done." "And you gave her my address?' "No, of course| didn't. I'd no idea she wanted a detective or
anything likethat.

| thought we were just talking. But I'd mentioned the name severa times, and of courseit would be easy
to look you up in the telephone book and just come dong." "Were you talking about murder?' "Not that

| can remember. | don't even know how we came to be talking about detectives— unless, yes, perhaps
it was she who started the subject...” "Tell methen, tell medl you can— even if you do not know her
name, tell me al you know about her." "Wdll, it was |ast weekend. | was staying with the Lorrimers. They
don't comeinto it except that they took me over to some friends of theirsfor drinks. There were severd
people there—and | didn't enjoy myself much because, asyou know, | don't redlly like drink, and so
people have to find a soft drink for, me which israther abore for them. And then people say thingsto me
-- you know -- how much they like my books, and how they've been longing to meet me -- and it all
makes mefed hot and bothered and rather silly.

But | managed to cope more or less. And they say how much they love my awful detective Sven
Hjerson. If they knew how / hated him! But my publisher aways says I'm not to say so. Anyway, |
suppose the talk about detectivesin red life grew out of al that, and | talked a bit about you, and thisgirl
was standing around listening. When you said an unéattractive Opheliait clicked somehow. | thought,
"now who does that remind me of ? And then it came to me: "Of course. The girl at the party that day.' |
rather think she belonged there unless I'm confusing her with some other girl." Poirot sighed. With Mrs.
Oliver one always needed alot of patience.

"Who were these people with whom you went to have drinks?' "Trefud's, | think, unlessit was Treherne.



That sort of name -- he's atycoon.

Rich. Something in the City, but he's spent most of hislifein South Africa-- " "Hehasawife?' "Yes.
Very good-looking woman. Much younger than heis. Lots of golden hair.

Second wife. The daughter was the first wife's daughter. Then there was an uncle of incredible antiquity.
Rather deaf. He's frightfully digtinguished -- strings of |etters after hisname. An admird or an airmarshd
or something. He's an astronomer too, | think. Anyway, he's got akind of big telescope sticking out of
the roof.

Though | suppose that might be just ahobby. There was aforeign girl there, too, who sort of trots about
after the old boy.

Goes up to London with him, | believe, and sees he doesn't get run over. Rather pretty, shewas." Poirot
sorted out the information Mrs. Oliver had supplied him with, fedling rather like a human computer.

"Therelivesthen in the house Mr. and Mrs. Trefusis-- " "It's not Trefusis-- | remember now -- It's
Regarick.” "That isnot at dl the sametype of name." "Yesitis. It'saCornish name, isntit?' "Therelives
there then, Mr. and Mrs.

Regtarick, the distinguished elderly uncle.

Ishisname Restarick too?" "It's Sir Roderick something.” "And thereisthe au pair girl, or whatever she
is, and a daughter -- any more children?' "I don't think so--but | don't really know. The daughter doesn't
live at home, by theway. She was only down for the weekend. Doesn't get on with the stepmother, |
expect. She'sgot ajob in London, and she's picked up with aboy friend they don't much like, so |
understand.”

"Y ou seem to know quite alot about the family.” "Oh well, one picksthings up. The Lorrimers are great
talkers. Always chattering about someone or other. One hears alot of gossip about the people all

around. Sometimes, though, one gets them mixed up. | probably have. | wish | could remember that girl's
Christian name. Something connected with a song.

Thora? Speak to me, Thora. Thora, Thora. Something like that, or Myra?

Myra, oh Myramy loveisall/or thee. Something like that. | dreamt | dwelt in marble halls. Norma? Or
do | mean Maritana?

Norma—NormaRestarick. That'sright, I'm sure.” She added inconsequently, "She'sathird girl." "I
thought you said you thought she was an only child." "So sheis— or | think so." "Then what do you
mean by saying sheisthethird girl." "Good gracious, don't you know what athird girl is? Don't you read
TheTimes" "l read the births, deaths, and marriages.

And such articlesas| find of interest.” "No, | mean the front advertisement page. Only it isn't in the front
now. So I'm thinking of taking some other paper.

But I'll show you." She went to a side table and snatched up The Times, turned the pages over and
brought it to him. "Here you are— look.

'third girl for comfortable second floor flat, own room, centra heating, Earl's Court71 Third girl wanted
to shareflat. ~gns. week own room.9 th girl wanted. Regents Park. Own room." It'sthe way girlslike



living now. Better than P.G.sor ahogd.

Themain girl takes afurnished flat, and then shares out the rent. Second girl isusudly afriend. Then they
find athird girl by advertising if they don't know one. And, asyou see, very often they manage to squeeze
inafourth girl. Firg girl takesthe best room, second girl paysrather less, third girl lessill and isstuck in
acat-hole. They fix it among themselves which one hasthe flat to hersaf which night aweek -- or
something likethat.

It works reasonably well." " And where does this girl whose name might just possibly be Normalivein
London?' "Asl'vetold you | don't redly know anything about her." "But you could find out?' "Oh yes, |
expect that would be quite easy.” "Y ou are sure there was no talk, no mention of an unexpected death?"'
"Do you mean adeath in London -- or a the Restaricks home?' "Either.” "I don't think so. Shall | see
what | canrake up?' Mrs. Oliver's eyes sparked with excitement.

She was by now entering into the spirit of the thing.

"That would be very kind." "I'll ring up the Lorrimers. Actualy now would be quite agood time." She
went towards the telephone. "I shal have to think of reasons and things -- perhaps invent things?' She
looked towards Poirot rather doubtfully.

"But naturaly. That isunderstood. Y ou are awoman of imagination -- you will have no difficulty. But --
not too fantadtic, you understand. Moderation.” Mrs. Oliver flashed him an understanding glance.

Shedialled and asked for the number she wanted. Turning her head, she hissed: "Have you got a pencil
and paper-- something to write down names and addresses or places?' Poirot had already his notebook
arranged by his elbow and nodded his head reassuringly.

Mrs. Oliver turned back to the receiver she held and launched hersdlf into speech.
Poirot listened attentively to one side of atelephone conversation.

"Hallo. Can | spesk to -- Oh, it'syou, Naomi. Ariadne Oliver here. Oh, yes- well, it was rather a
crowd... Oh, you mean the old boy?... No, you know | dont... Practicdly blind?... | thought he was
going up to London with thelittleforeign girl... Yes, it must be rather worrying for them sometimes— but
she seemsto manage him quite well... One of thethings | rang up for wasto ask you what the girl's
addresswas— No, the Restarick girl, | mean — somewherein South Ken, isn't it? Or was it
Knightsoridge ?

Wéll, | promised her abook and | wrote down the address, but of courseI've lost it asusual. | can't
even remember her name. Isit Thoraor Norma?... Yes, | thought it was Norma... Wait aminute, I'll get

apencil... Yes, I'm ready.

67 Borodene Mansions... | know — that great block that |ooks rather like Wormwood Scrubs prison...
Yes, | believe theflats are very comfortable with centra heating and everything... Who are the other two
girlssheliveswith.

Friends others?... or advertisements.

Claudia Reece-Holland... her father'sthe M.P., is he? Who's the other one.

No, | suppse you wouldn't know — she's quite nice, too, | suppose... What do they al do? They always



seem to be secretaries, don't they?... Oh, the other girl's an interior decorator -- you think -- or to do
with an art gallery-- No, Naomi, of course | don't really want to know -- one just wonders -- what do all
the girls do nowadays? -- well, it's useful for me to know because of my books -- one wantsto keep up
to date... What was it you told me about some boy friend... Y es, but one's so helpless, isn't one? | mean
girlsdo just exactly asthey like... does he look very awful? Is he the unshaven dirty kind?-- Oh, that
kind-- Brocade waistcoats, and long curling chestnut hair -- lying on his shoulders -- yes, so hard to tell
whether they're girls or boys, isn't it?- Yes, they do look like Vandykes sometimesif they're
good-looking.

What did you say? That Andrew Restarick smply hateshim?... Yes, men usudly do... Mary
Restarick?... Well, | suppose you do usually have rows with a stepmother. | expect she was quite
thankful when the girl got ajob in London. What do you mean about people saying things.

Why, couldn't they find out what was the matter with her?... Who said?... Y es, but what did they hush
up?... Oh— anurse? — talked to the Jenners governess?

Do you mean her husband? Oh, | see— The doctors couldn't find out... No, but people are soiill
natured. | do agree with you. Thesethings are usually quite untrue... Oh, gastric, wasit?... But how
ridiculous. Do you mean people said what's his name — Andrew— Y ou mean it would be easy with dl
those weed killers about— Y es, but why?... | mean, it's not a case of some wife he's hated for years—
she's the second wife— and much younger than heis and good-looking.

Yes, | suppose that could be— but why should the foreign girl want to either.

Y ou mean she might have resented thingsthat Mrs. Restarick said to her... She's quite an attractive little
thing— | suppose Andrew might have taken afancy to her — nothing serious of course— but it might
have annoyed Mary, and then she might have pitched into the girl and — " Out of the corner of her eye,
Mrs. Oliver perceived Poirot sgnaling wildly to her.

"Just amoment, darling,” said Mrs.

Oliver into the telephone. "It'sthe baker." Poirot looked affronted. "Hang on." Shelaid down the
receiver, hurried across the room, and backed Poirot into a breakfast nook.

"Yes," she demanded breathlesdy.
"A baker," said Poirot with scorn.

"Me" "Wadl, it was necessary to think of something quickly. What were you signalling about? Did you
understand what she -- " Poirot cut her short.

"Y ou shdl tell me presently. | know enough. What | want you to do is, with your rapid powers of
improvisation, to arrange some plausible pretext for meto visit the Restaricks -- an old friend of yours,
shortly to be in the neighbourhood.

Perhapsyou could say -- " "Leaveit to me. I'll think of something.

Shdl you give afase name?' "Certainly not. Let usat least try to keep it smple.” Mrs. Oliver nodded,
and hurried back to the abandoned telephone.

"Naomi?| can't remember what we were saying. Why does something always come to interrupt just



when one has settled down to anice gossip. | can't even remember now what | rang you up for to begin
with-- Oh yes -- that child Thora's address -- Norma, | mean -- and you gave it to me. But there was
something ese | wanted to -- oh, | remember. An old friend of mine. A most fascinating little man.
Actudly | wastalking about him the other day down there. Hercule Poirot his nameis. HEs going to be
staying quite close to the Restaricks and he is most tremendoudly anxious to meet old Sir Roderick. He
knows alot about him and has aterrific admiration for him, and for some wonderful discovery of hisin
the war -- or some scientific thing he did -- anyway, heisvery anxiousto ‘cal upon him and present his
respects that's how he put it. Will that be dl right, do you think?

Will you warn them? Y es, helll probably just turn up out of the blue. Tdl them to make him tell them
some wonderful espionage stories... He--what? Oh! your mowers? Y es, of course you must go.
Goodbye." She put back the receiver and sank down in an armchair. " Goodness, how exhausting. Was
that al right?' "Not bad," said Poirot.

"| thought I'd better pinit al to the old boy. Then you'll get to seethe lot which | supposeiswhat you
want. And one can dways be vague about scientific subjectsif oneisawoman, and you can think up
something more definite that sounds probable by the time you arrive. Now, do you want to hear what she
wastelling me?' "There has been gossp, | gather. About the hedth of Mrs. Restarick?' "That'sit. It
seems she had some kind of mysterious illness— gastric in nature— and the doctors were puzzled.
They sent her into hospital and she got quite dl right, but there didn't seem any real cause to account for
it. And she went home, and it al began to start again — and again the doctors were puzzled. And then
people began to talk. A rather irresponsible nurse started it and her sister told a neighbour, and the
neighbour went out on daily work and told someone else, and how queer it al was. And then people
began saying that her husband must be trying to poison her. The sort of thing people dways say—but in
thiscaseit redly didn't seem to make sense. And then Naomi and | wondered about the au pair girl—at
least sheisn't exactly an au pair girl, she'sakind of secretary companion to the old boy -- so redlly there
isn't any kind of reason why she should administer weed killer to Mrs.

Regtarick." "I heard you suggesting afew.” "Well, thereis usudly something possible...” "Murder
desired..." sad Poirot thoughtfully... "But not yet committed.”

CHAPTER THREE
MRS. OLIVER droveinto theinner court of Borodene Mansions.

-There were six carsfilling the parking space. As Mrs. Oliver hesitated, one of the cars reversed out and
drove away. Mrs. Oliver hurried negtly into the vacant space.

She descended, banged the door and stood looking up to the sky. It was arecent block, occupying a
gpace |eft by the havoc of aland minein thelast war. It might, Mrs. Oliver thought, have been lifted en
bloc from the Great West Road and, first deprived of some such legend as SLYLARK'S FEATHER
RAZOR BLADES, have been deposited asablock of flatsin Stu. It looked extremey functiona and
whoever had built it had obvioudy scorned any ornamental additions.

It was abusy time. Cars and people were going in and out of the courtyard asthe day'swork cameto a
close.

Mrs. Oliver glanced down at her wrist.

Ten minutesto seven. About the right time, asfar as she could judge. The kind of time when girlsin jobs
might be presumed to have returned, either to renew their makeup, change their clothesto tight exotic



pants or whatever their particular addiction was, and go out again, or el se to settle down to homelife and
wash their smalls and their stockings. Anyway, quite asensibletimeto try. The block was exactly the
same on the east and the west, with big swing doors set in the centre.

Mrs. Oliver chose the left hand sde but immediately found that she waswrong.
All this sde were numbers from 100 to 200. She crossed over to the other sde.
No. 67 was on the sixth floor. Mrs,

Oliver pressed the button of thelift. The doors opened like ayawning mouth with amenacing clash. Mrs.
Oliver hurried into the yawning cavern. She was dways afraid of modern lifts.

Crash. The doors cameto again. The lift went up. It slopped dmost immediately (that was frightening
too!). Mrs. Oliver scuttled out like afrightened rabbit.

She looked up at thewall and went along the right hand passage. She came to adoor marked 67 in
meta numbers affixed to the centre of the door. The numerd 7 detached itself and fell on her feet asshe
arived.

"This place doesn't likeme," said Mrs.

Oliver to hersdf as she winced with pain and picked the number up gingerly and affixed it by its spiketo
the door again.

She pressed the bell. Perhaps everyone was out.

However, the door opened amogt at once. A tall handsome girl stood in the doorway. She was wearing
adark, welcut suit with avery short skirt, awhite silk shirt, and was very well shod. She had swept-up
dark hair, good but discreet make-up, and for some reason was dightly alarming to Mrs. Oliver.

"Oh," said Mrs. Oliver, galvanisng hersdf to say the right thing. "IsMiss Restarick in, by any chance?"
"No, I'm sorry, she'sout. Can | give her amessage?’ Mrs. Oliver said, "Oh" again—before proceeding.
She made aplay of action by producing aparcd rather untidily done up in brown paper. "l promised her
abook," she explained. "One of minethat she hadn't read. | hope I've remembered actually which it was.
She won't bein soon,l suppose?’ "I really couldn't say. | don't know what sheisdoing tonight." "Oh. Are
you Miss Reece-Holland?' Thegirl looked dightly surprised.

"Yes, | amn." "I'vemet your father," said Mrs. Oliver.

Shewent on, "I'm Mrs. Oliver. | write books," she added in the usud guilty stylein which sheinvariably
made such announcemen.

"Won't you comein?' Mrs. Oliver accepted the invitation, and Claudia Reece-Holland led her into a
gtting-room. All the rooms of the flats were papered the same with an artificia raw wood pattern.
Tenants could then display their modern pictures or apply any forms of decoration they fancied. There
was afoundation of modern built-in furniture, cupboard, bookshelves and so on, alarge settee and a
pull-out type of table. Persond bits and pieces could be added by the tenants. There were dso signs of
individudity displayed here by agigantic Harlequin pasted on onewall, and astencil of amonkey
swinging from branches of pam fronds on another wall.



"I'm sure Normawill bethrilled to get your book, Mrs. Oliver. Won't you have adrink? Sherry? Gin?"
Thisgirl had the brisk manner of aredly good secretary.

Mrs. Oliver refused.

"Y ou've got asplendid view up here" she said, looking out of the window and blinking alittle as she got
the setting sun straight in her eyes.

"Y es. Not so funny when thelift goes out of order.” "' shouldn't have thought that lift would dareto go
out of order. It's so — so —robot-like." "Recently installed, but none the better for that,” said Claudia
"It needs frequent adjusting and dl that." Another girl camein, talking as she entered.

"Claudia, have you any ideawhere | put— " She stopped, looking at Mrs. Oliver.

Claudiamade aquick introduction.

"Frances Cary — Mrs. Oliver. Mrs.

Ariadne Oliver." "Oh, how exciting," said Frances.

Shewasatal, willowy girl, with long black hair, aheavily made-up, dead white face, and eyebrows and
eyelashes dightly danted upwards— the effect heightened by mascara. She woretight velvet pantsand a
heavy swesater. She was acomplete contrast to the brisk and efficient Claudia.

"I brought abook I'd promised Norma Restarick,” said Mrs. Oliver.

"Oh! — what apity she'sdtill in the country.” "Hasn't she come back?" There was quite definitely a
pause. Mrs.

Oliver thought the two girls exchanged aglance.

"| thought she had ajob in London," said Mrs. Oliver, endeavouring to convey innocent surprise.
"Ohyes" sad Claudia. "She'sin an interior decorating place. She's sent down with patterns occasionally
to placesin the country,” She smiled. "Welive rather separate lives here. Come and go aswe like— and

don't usualy leave messages.

But | won't forget to give her your book when she does arrive.” Nothing could have been easier than the
casud explanation.

Mrs. Oliver rose. "Wdll, thank you very much." Claudiaaccompanied her to the door. "1 shal tell my
father I've met you," she said. "He's agreet reader of detective stories." Closing the door she went back
into the Sitting-room.

The girl Franceswas leaning against the window.

"Sorry," shesaid. "Did | boob?' "I'd just said that Normawas out." Frances shrugged her shoulders.

"I couldnt tell. Claudia, whereisthat girl? Why didn't she come back on Monday? Where has she
gone?' "l cantimagine." "She didn't stay on down with her people?



That's where she went for the weekend." "No. | rang up, actudly, to find out.” "1 supposeit doesn't realy
matter.

All the same, sheis-- well, there's something queer about her." " She's not redlly queerer than anyone
els2" But the opinion sounded uncertain.

"Ohyes, sheis" sad Frances. "Sometimes she gives me the shivers. She's not normal, you know." She
laughed suddenly.

"Normaisnt normd! Y ou know sheian't, Claudia, although you won't admit it. Loyalty to your employer,
| suppose.”

CHAPTER FOUR
HERCULE POIROT waked aong the main street of Long Basing.

That is, if you can describe asamain Street a street that isto al intents and purposesthe only stredt,
which wasthe casein Long Basing. It was one of those villagesthat exhibit atendency to length without
breadth. It had an impressive church with atall tower and ayew tree of ederly dignity initschurchyard.
It had itsfull quota of village shops disclosing much variety. It had two antique shops, one mostly
congsting of stripped pine chimney pieces, the other disclosing afull house of piled up ancient maps, a
good deal of porcelain, most of it chipped, some worm-eaten old oak chests, shelves of glass, some
Victorian slver, al somewhat hampered in display by lack of space. There were two cafes, both rather
nasty, there was a basket shop, quite delightful, with alarge variety of home-made wares, therewasa
post office-cum-greengrocer, there was a draper'swhich dedlt largely in millinery and aso ashoe
department for children and alarge miscellaneous sdlection of haberdashery of dl kinds. Therewasa
stationery and newspaper shop which aso dedlt in tobacco and sweets. There was awool shop which
was clearly the aristocrat of the place. Two white-haired severe women were in charge of shelves and
shelves of knitting materids of every description. Also large quantities of dressmaking patterns and
knitting patterns and which branched off into a counter for art needle-work. What had lately been the
locdl grocers had now blossomed into caling itsdf "a supermarket” complete with stacks of wire baskets
and packaged materiads of every cereal and cleaning materid, all in dazzling paper boxes. And there was
asmadl establishment with one smal window with Lillah written acrossit in fancy | etters, afashion display
of one French blouse, |abdlled "Latest chic", and anavy skirt and a purple striped jumper |abelled
"separates’. These were displayed by being flung down as by a careless hand in the window.

All of this Poirot observed with detached interest. Also contained within the limits of the village and facing
on the street were several small houses, old-fashioned in style, sometimes retaining Georgian purity, more
often showing some signs of Victorian improvement, as averanda, bow window, or asmal

conservatory. One or two houses had had acomplete face lift and showed signs of claiming to be new
and proud of it.

There were aso some ddlightful and decrepit old-world cottages, some pretending to be ahundred or so
years older than they were, others completely genuine, any added comforts of plumbing or such, being
carefully hidden from any casud glance.

Poirot walked gently dong digesting dl that he saw. If hisimpatient friend, Mrs.
Oliver had been with him, she would have immediately demanded why he was wasting time, as the house

to which he was bound was a quarter of amile beyond the village limits. Poirot would have told her that
he was absorbing the local atmosphere; that these things were sometimes important.



At the end of the village there came an adbrupt trangtion. On one side, set back from the road, was arow
of newly built council houses, astrip of green in front of them and agay note set by each house having
been given adifferent coloured front door. Beyond the council houses the sway of fields and hedges
resumed its course interspersed now and then by the occasiond "desirable residences’ of ahouse agent's
list, with their own trees and gardens and agenera air of reserve and of keeping themsalvesto
themsdves.

Ahead of him farther down the road Poirot descried a house, the top story of which displayed an unusua
note of bulbous congtruction. Something had evidently been tacked on up there not so many years ago.
This no doubt was the M ecca towards which his feet were bent.

He arrived at a gate to which the nameplate Crosshedges was attached. He surveyed the house. It wasa
conventiona house dating perhaps to the beginning of the century. 1t was neither beautiful nor ugly.
Commonplace was perhaps the word to describe it. The garden was more attractive than the house and
had obvioudy been the subject of agreet deal of care and attention in itstime, though it had been dlowed
tofal into disarray. It still had smooth green lawns, plenty of flower beds, carefully planted areas of
shrubsto display a certain landscape effect. It wasdl in good order. A gardener was certainly employed
in this garden, Poirot reflected.

A persond interest was perhaps aso taken, since he noted in a corner near the house awoman bending
over one of the flower beds, tying up dahlias, he thought. Her head showed asa bright circle of pure gold
colour. Shewastall, dim but squareshoul dered.

He unlatched the gate, passed through and walked up towards the house.

Thewoman turned her head and then straightened hersdlf, turning towards him enquiringly.

She remained standing, waiting for him to speak, some garden twine hanging from her left hand. She
looked, he noted, puzzled.

"Yes?' shesad.

Poirot, very foreign, took off his hat with aflourish and bowed. Her eyes rested on his moustaches with a
kind of fascination.

"Mrs. Restarick?' "Yes. | --" "I hopethat | do not derange you, Madame.” A faint smile touched her
lips. "Not a al. Areyou—" | have permitted myself to pay avist onyou. A friend of mine, Mrs.
Ariadne Oliver — " "Oh, of course. | know who you must be. Monsieur Poiret.” "Monsieur Poirot," he

corrected her with an emphasison thelast syllable.

"Hercule Poirot, at your service. | was passing through this neighbourhood and | ventured to cal upon
you herein the hopethat | might be alowed to pay my respectsto Sir Roderick Horsefield." "Yes.
Naomi Lorrimer told usyou might turnup.” "1 hopeit isnot inconvenient?' "Oh, it is not inconvenient at
al.

Ariadne Oliver was here last weekend. She came over with the Lorrimers. Her books are most amusing,
aren't they? But perhaps you don't find detective stories amusing.

Y ou are adetective yoursdf, aren't you— ared one?' "l am dl that thereisof themost red,” said
Hercule Poirot.



He noticed that she repressed asmile.
He studied her more closely. She was handsomein arather artificia fashion.

Her golden hair was giffly arranged. He wondered whether she might not a heart be secretly unsure of
hersdf, whether she were not carefully playing the part of the English lady absorbed in her garden. He
wondered alittle what her social background might have been.

"You have avery fine garden here" he said.

"You like gardens?' "Not asthe English like gardens. Y ou havefor agarden aspecid tdent in England. It
means something to you that it does not to us." "To French people, you mean?' "I am not French. | am
Belgian." "Ohyes. | believe that Mrs. Oliver mentioned that you were once with the Belgian Police
Force?' "That isso. Me, | am an old Belgian police dog." He gave apolitelittle laugh and said, waving
his hands, "But your gardens, you English, | admire. | Sit a your feet! The Latin races, they like the formal
garden, the gardens of the chateau of Versalllesin miniature, and also of course they invented the
potager. Very important, the potager. Here in England you have the potager, but you got it from France
and you do not love your potager as much asyou love your flowers. Hein?

That iss0?' "Yes, | think you areright," said Mary Restarick. "Do come into the house. Y ou cameto see
my uncle." "I came, asyou say, to pay homage to Sir Roderick, but | pay homage to you aso, Madame.
Always| pay homage to beauty when | meet it." He bowed.

Shelaughed with dight embarrassment.

"Y ou mustn't pay me so many compliments.” She led the way through an open french window and he
followed her.

"I knew your uncle dightly in 1944." "Poor dear, he's getting quite an old man now. He's very dedf, I'm
afraid." "It waslong ago that | encountered him.

He will probably have forgotten. It was amatter of espionage and of scientific developments of acertain
invention. We owed that invention to the ingenuity of Sir Roderick. Hewill bewilling, | hope, to receive
me." "Oh, I'm sure héll loveit," said Mrs.

Restarick. "He hasrather adull life in some ways nowadays. | have to be so much in London -- we are
looking for a suitable house there.” She sighed and said, "Elderly people can be very difficult sometimes.”
"I know,3 said Pairot. "Frequently |, too, am difficult.” Shelaughed. "Ah no, M. Poirot, come now, you
mustn't pretend you're old." "Sometimes | am told so," said Poirot.

Hesgghed. "By young girls™ he added mournfully.

"That's very unkind of them. It's probably the sort of thing that our daughter would do," she added.

"Ah, you have adaughter?' "Yes. At least, sheis my stepdaughter.” "1 shdl have much pleasurein
meseting her," said Poirot politely.

"Ohwdl, I'm afraid sheisnot here.

She'sin London. She worksthere.” "The young girls, they al do jobs nowadays.”



"Everybody's supposed to do ajob,” said Mrs. Restarick vagudly. "Even when they get married they're
always being persuaded back into industry or back into teaching.” "Have they persuaded you, Madame,
to come back into anything?' "No. | was brought up in South Africa.

| only came here with my husband a short time ago-- It'sdl -- rather strange to me till." She looked
round her with what Poirot judged to be an absence of enthusiasm.

It was a handsomely furnished room of a conventiona type -- without persondity.

Two large portraits hung on the walls -- the only persond touch. Thefirst wasthat of athin lipped
woman in agrey velvet evening dress. Facing her on the opposite wal was a man of about thirtyodd with
an air of repressed energy about him.

"Y our daughter, | supposg, findsit dull in the country?' "Y es, it ismuch better for her to bein London.
She doesn't like it here." She paused abruptly, and then as though the last words were amost dragged
out of her, shesaid, " -- and she doesn't like me." "Impossible,” said Hercule Poirot, with Gallic
politeness.

"Not at all impossible! Oh well, | suppose it often happens. | supposeit's hard for girlsto accept a
stepmother.” "Was your daughter very fond of her own mother?' "l suppose she must have been. Sheé'sa
difficult girl. | suppose most girlsare.” Poirot Sghed and said, "Mothers and fathers have much less
control over daughters nowadays. It is not asit used to be in the old good-fashioned days." "No indeed.”
"One dare not say S0, Madame, but | must confess| regret that they show so very little discrimination in
choosing their — how do you say it? — their boy friends?' "Norma has been agreat worry to her father
inthat way. However, | supposeit isno good complaining. People must make their own experiments.
But | must take you up to Uncle Roddy — he has his own rooms upstairs.” She led the way out of the
room. Poirot looked back over his shoulder. A dull room, aroom without character — except perhaps
for the two portraits. By the style of the woman's dress, Poirot judged that they dated from some years
back. If that wasthe first Mrs. Restarick, Poirot did not think that he would have liked her.

Hesaid, "Those arefine portraits, Madame." "Y es. Lansberger did them.” It was the name of afamous
and exceedingly expensive fashionable portrait painter of twenty years ago. His meticulous naturalism had
now gone out of fashion, and since his degth, he wasllittle spoken of. His Sitters were sometimes
sneeringly spoken of as"clothes props', but Poirot thought they were agood deal more than that. He
suspected that there was a carefully concealed mockery behind the smooth exteriorsthat Lansberger
executed S0 effortlesdy.

Mary Restarick said as she went up the stairs ahead of him, "They have just come out of Storage -- and
been cleaned up and -- "' She stopped abruptly -- coming to adead hat, one hand on the stair-ralil.

Above her, afigure had just turned the corner of the staircase on itsway down.

It was afigure that seemed strangely incongruous. It might have been someonein fancy dress, someone
who certainly did not match with this house.

Hewas afigure familiar enough to Poirot in different conditions, afigure often met in the streets of
London or even at parties. A representative of the youth of today. He wore a black coat, an elaborate
velvet waistcoat, skin tight pants, and rich curls of chestnut hair hung down on his neck. He looked exatic
and rather beautiful, and it needed afew momentsto be certain of his sex.



"David!" Mary Restarick spoke sharply.

"What on earth are you doing here?' The young man was by no means taken aback. "Startled you?' he
asked. "So sorry.” "What are you doing here— in this house? Y ou — have you come down here with
Norma?' "Norma? No. | hoped to find her here." "Find her here— what do you mean?

She'sin London." "Oh, but my dear, sheisn't. At any rate, she'snot at 67 Borodene Mansions." "What
do you mean, sheisn't there?' "Wdll, since she didn't come back thisweekend, | thought shewas
probably here with you. | came down to see what shewas up to.” " Sheleft here Sunday night asusud.”
She added in an angry voice, "Why didn't you ring the bell and let us know you were here? What are you
doing roaming about the house?' "Redlly, darling, you seem to be thinking I'm going to pinch the spoons
or something.

Surely it'snatural to walk into ahouse in broad daylight. Why ever not?' "Well, we're old-fashioned and
wedon't likeit." "Oh dear, dear." David sighed. "The fuss everyone makes. Wedll, my dear, if I'm not
going to have awelcome and you don't seem to know where your stepdaughter is, | suppose I'd better
be moving dong. Shdl | turn out my pockets before | go?' "Don't be absurd, David." "Tata, then." The
young man passed them, waved an airy hand and went on down and out through the open front door.

"Horrible creature,”" said Mary Restarick, with a sharpness of rancour that startled Poirot. I can't bear
him. | smply can't sand him. Why is England absolutely full of these people nowadays?' "Ah, Madame,
do not disquiet yoursdlf.

Itisal aquestion of fashion. There have dways been fashions. Y ou seelessin the country, but in
London you meet plenty of them." "Dreadful,” said Mary. "Absolutely dreadful. Effeminate, exotic." "And
yet not unlike aVandyke portrait, do you not think so, Madame? In agold frame, wearing alace callar,
you would not then say he was effeminate or exotic.” "Daring to come down here like that.

Andrew would have been furious. It worries him dreadfully. Daughters can be very worrying. It's not
even asthough Andrew knew Normawell. He's been abroad since shewas a child. He left her entirely
to her mother to bring up, and now he finds her acomplete puzzle.

Sodo| for that matter. | can't help fegling that sheisavery odd type of girl.

One has no kind of authority over them these days. They seem to like the worst type of young men. She's
absolutdly infatuated with this David Baker. One can't do anything. Andrew forbade him the house, and
look, heturns up here, walksin as cool asacucumber. | think — | aimost think 1'd better not tell
Andrew.

| don't want him to be unduly worried. | believe she goes about with this creature in London, and not
only with him. There are some much worse ones even. The kind that don't wash, completely unshaven
faces and funny sprouting beards and greasy clothes.” Poirot said cheerfully. " Alas, Madame, you must
not distress yoursdlf. Theindiscretions of youth pass.” "I hope so, I'm sure. Normaisavery difficult girl.
Sometimes | think she's not right in the head. She's so peculiar. She redlly 1ooks sometimes as though she
isnt dl there. These extraordinary didikes shetakes— " "Didikes?' " She hates me. Redlly hatesme. |
don't ssewhy it's necessary. | suppose she was very devoted to her mother, but after al it'sonly
reasonable that her father should marry again, isnt it?' "Do you think sheredly hatesyou?' "Oh, | know
she does. I've had ample proof of it. | can't say how relieved | was when she went off to London. | didn't
want to make trouble -- " She stopped suddenly. It was as though for the first time she realised that she
wastaking to astranger.



Poirot had the capacity to attract confidences.

It was as though when people were talking to him they hardly redised who it was they were talking to.
She gave ashort laugh now.

"Dear me," shesaid, "I don't redly know why I'm saying al thisto you. | expect every family hasthese
problems.

Poor stepmothers, we have ahard time of it. Ah, herewe are." She tapped on adoor.
"Comein, comein.” It was a stentorian roar.

"Hereisavidtor to seeyou. Uncle," said Mary Restarick, as she walked into the room, Poirot behind
her.

A broad-shouldered, square-faced, redcheeked irascible looking elderly man had been pacing the floor.
He stumped forward towards them. At the table behind him a girl was sitting sorting letters and papers.

Her head was bent over them, adeek, dark head.
"ThisisMonseur Hercule Poirot, Uncle Roddy," said Mary Restarick.

Poirot stepped forward gracefully into action and speech. "Ah, Sir Roderick, it ismany years— many
yearssince | have had the pleasure of meeting you. We have to go back, so far asthe last war. It was, |
think, in Normandy the last time. How well | remember, there was there dso Colondl Race and there
was General Abercromby and therewas Air Marshd Sir Edmund Collingsby. What decisons we had to
take!l And what difficulties we had with security. Ah, nowadays, thereisno longer the need for secrecy. |
recdl the unmasking of that secret agent who succeeded for so long — you remember Captain
Henderson." "'Ah. Captain Henderson indeed. Lord, that damned swine! Unmasked!" "Y ou may not
remember me, Hercule Poirot.M "Yes, yes, of course | remember you.

Ah, it was aclose shave that, a close shave.

Y ou were the French representative, weren't you? There were one or two of them, one | couldn't get on
with— can't remember hisname. Ah well, sit down, st down. Nothing like having achat over old days."
"| feared SO much that you might not remember me or my colleague. Monsieur Giraud." "Y es, yes, of
course | remember both of you. Ah, those were the days, those were the daysindeed.” The girl at the
table got up. She moved a chair politely towards Poirot.

"That'sright, Sonia, that'sright,” said Sir Roderick. "Let meintroduce you," he said, "to my charming little
secretary here. Makes a great difference to me. Helps me, you know, filesal my work. Don't know how
| ever got on without her." Poirot bowed politdy. "Enchante, mademoisdle," he murmured.

Thegirl murmured something in rgjoinder.

Shewasasmall creature with black bobbed hair. She looked shy. Her dark blue eyeswere usualy
modestly cast down, but she smiled up sweetly and shyly at her employer. He patted her on the shoulder.

"Don't know what | should do without her," he said. | don't really.” "Oh, no," the girl protested. "1 am not
much good redlly. | cannot type very fast." "Y ou type quite fast enough, my dear.



Y ou're my memory, too. My eyes and my ears and agreat many other things." She smiled again at him.

"Oneremembers,”" murmured Poirot, "some of the excellent stories that used to go the round. | don't
know if they were exaggerated or not. Now, for instance, the day that someone stole your car and — "
he proceeded to follow up the tale.

Sir Roderick was ddighted. "Ha, ha, of course now. Y es, indeed, well, bit of exaggeration, | expect. But
on thewhole, that'show it was. Y es, yes, well, fancy your remembering that, after al thislong time. But |
could tell you a better one than that now." He launched forth into another tale.

Poirot listened, applauded. Findly he glanced at hiswatch and rose to hisfeet.

"But | must detain you no longer," he said. "Y ou are engaged, | can see, inimportant work. It wasjust
that being in this neighbourhood | could not help paying my respects. Y ears pass, but you, | see, have
lost none of your vigour, of your enjoyment of life" "Well, well, perhgps you may say so.

Anyway, you mustn't pay me too many compliments— but surely you'll stay and havetea. I'm sure Mary
will giveyou sometea." Helooked round. "Oh, she'sgone awvay. Nicegirl." "Yes, indeed, and very
handsome. | expect she has been agreat comfort to you for many years." "Oh! they've only married
recently.

She's my nephew's second wife. I'll be frank with you. I've never cared very much for this nephew of
mine, Andrew — not asteady chap. Always restless. His eder brother Simon was my favourite.

Not that | knew him well, either. Asfor Andrew, he behaved very badly to hisfirst wife. Went off, you
know. Left her high and dry. Went off with athoroughly bad lot. Everybody knew about her. But he was
infatuated with her. The whole thing broke up in ayear or two: slly fellow. Thisgirl hes married seemsall
right. Nothing wrong with her asfar as| know. Now Simon was asteady chap — damned dull, though. |
can't say | liked it when my sister married into that family.

Marrying into trade, you know. Rich, of course, but money isn't everything -- weve usualy married into
the Services.

| never saw much of the Restarick lot." "They have, | believe, adaughter. A friend of mine met her last
week." "Oh, Norma. Silly girl. Goes about in dreadful clothes and has picked up with a dreadful young
man. Ahwell, they'redl dike nowadays. Long-haired young fellows, beatniks, Bestles, dl sorts of names
they've got. | can't keep up with them.

Practically talk aforeign language. Still, nobody caresto hear an old man's criticisms, so therewe are.
Even Mary -- | always thought she was a good, sensible sort, but asfar as| can see she can be
thoroughly hysterical in some ways-- mainly about her health. Some fuss about going to hospita for
observation or something.

What about adrink? Whisky? No?

Sure you won't stop and have adrop of tea?' "Thank you, but | am staying with friends” "Wdll, | must
say | have enjoyed this chat with you very much. Nice to remember some of the things that happened in
the old days. Sonia, dear, perhaps you'll take Monsieur — sorry, what's your name, it'sgone again —
ah, yes, Poirot. Take him down to Mary, will you?' "No, no," Hercule Poirot hastily waved aside the
offer. "l could not dream of troubling Madame any more. | am quite dl right. Quitedl right. I can find my
way perfectly. It has been agreat pleasure to meet you again.”" He left the room.



"Haven't the faintest ideawho that chap was," said Sir Roderick, after Poirot had gone.
"Y ou do not know who he was?" Soniaasked, looking at him in a startled manner.

"Persondly | don't remember who haf the people are who come up and talk to me nowadays. Of
course, | have to make agood shot at it. One learnsto get away with that, you know. Same thing at
parties. Up comes a chap and says, 'Perhaps you don't remember me. | last saw you in19"' | haveto
say 'Of course | remember,’ but | don't. It's a handicap being nearly blind and deaf. We got pally with a
lot of frogs like that towards the end of the war. Don't remember half of them. Oh, held been there dll
right. He knew me and | knew agood many of the chaps he talked about. That story about me and the
stolen car, that was true enough. Exaggerated a bit, of course, they made a pretty good story of it at the
time. Ahwell, | don't think he knew | didn't remember him. Clever chap, | should say, but athorough
frog, isn't he?'Y ou know, mincing and dancing and bowing and scraping. Now then, where were we?"!
Soniapicked up aletter and handed it to him. She tentatively proffered apair of spectacleswhich he
immediately rejected.

"Don't want those damned things -- | can see dl right." He screwed up his eyes and peered down at the
letter he was holding. Then he capitulated and thrust it back into her hands.

"Wll, perhaps you'd better read it to me." She started reading it in her clear soft voice.
CHAPTER FIVE

HERCULE POIROT stood upon the landing for amoment. His head was alittle on one side with a
lislening air. He could hear nothing from downgtairs.

He crossed to the landing window and looked out. Mary Restarick was below on the terrace, resuming
her gardening work. Poirot nodded his head in satisfaction.

He walked gently aong the corridor.
One by onein turn he opened the doors.

A bathroom, alinen cupboard, a double bedded spare room, an occupied single bedroom, awoman's
room, with adouble bed (Mary Restarick's?). The next door was that of an adjoining room and was, he
guessed, the room belonging to Andrew Restarick. He turned to the other side of the landing. The door
he opened first was a single bedroom. It was not, he judged, occupied at the time, but it was aroom
which possibly was occupied at weekends.

There weretoilet brushes on the dressingtable.

Helistened carefully, then tiptoed in. He opened the wardrobe. Y es, there were some clothes hanging up
there.

Country clothes.

There was awriting table but there was nothing on it. He opened the desk drawers very softly. There
were afew odds and ends, aletter or two, but the letters were trivial and dated some time ago. He shut
the desk drawers. He walked downstairs, and going out of the house, bade farewell to his hostess. He
refused her offer of tea



He had promised to get back, he said as he had to catch atrain to town very shortly afterwards.

"Don't you want ataxi? We could order you one, or | could drive you inthe car.” "No, no, Madame, you
aretoo kind." Poirot waked back to the village and turned down the lane by the church. He crossed a
little bridge over astream.

Presently he came to where alarge car with achauffeur was waiting discreetly under abeech tree. The
chauffeur opened the door of the car, Poirot got inside, sat down and removed his patent |eather shoes,
uttering agasp of relief.

"Now we return to London,” he said.

The chauffeur closed the door, returned to his seat and the car purred quietly away.

The sght of ayoung man standing by the roadside furioudy thumbing aride was not an unusual one.
Poirot's eyes rested dmogt indifferently on thismember of the fraternity, a brightly dressed young man

with long and exatic hair. There were many such but in the moment of passing him Poirot suddenly sat
upright and addressed the driver.

"If you please, stop. Yes, and if you can reverse alittle... Thereis someone requesting alift.” The
chauffeur turned an incredulous eye over his shoulder. It wasthe last remark he would have expected.
However, Poirot was gently nodding his head, so he obeyed.

The young man called David advanced to the door. " Thought you weren't going to stop for me," he said
cheerfully. "Much obliged, I'm sure." Hegot in, removed asmal pack from hisshouldersand let it dide
to the floor, smoothed down his copper brown locks.

"So you recognised me," he sald.

"Y ou are perhaps somewhat conspicuoudy dressed.” "Oh, do you think so? Not redly. I'm just one of a
band of brothers." "The school of Vandyke. Very dressy." "Oh. I've never thought of it like that.

Y es, there may be something in what you say." "Y ou should wear acavdier'shat,” said Poirot, "and a
lace collar, if | might advise" "Oh, | don't think we go quite asfar asthat." The young man laughed.
"How Mrs. Restarick didikesthe mere sight of me. Actuadly | reciprocate her didike.

| don't care much for Restarick, ether.

Thereis something singularly unattractive about successful tycoons, don't you think?' "1t depends on the
point of view. Y ou have been paying attentions to the daughter, | understand.” "That issuch anice

phrase,”" said David.

"Paying attentions to the daughter. | supposeit might be called that. But there's plenty of fifty-fifty about
it, you know.

She's paying atention to me, too.” "Whereis Mademoisdle now?' Davisturned his head rather sharply.
"And why do you ask that?"' "I should liketo meet her." He shrugged his shoulders.

"| don't believe shed be your type, you know, any more than | am. Normasin London.” "But you said to



her stepmother -- " "Oh! we don't tell stepmothers everything.”

"And whereisshein London?"' "Sheworksin an interior decorator's down the King's Road somewhere
in Chelsea. Can't remember the name of it for the moment. Susan Phelps, | think." "But that is not where
shelives, | presume. Y ou have her address?’ "Oh yes, agreat block of flats. | don't really understand
your interest.” "Oneisinterested in SO many things." "What do you mean?' "What brought you to that
house -- (what isits name? -- Crosshedges) today.

Brought you secretly into the house and up the stairs.” "I camein the back door, | admit.” "What were
you looking for upstairs?' "That's my business. | don't want to be rude -- but aren't you being rather
nosy?' "Yes, | am displaying curiogity. | would like to know exactly where thisyoung lady is." "'l see.
Dear Andrew and dear Mary lord rot ‘'em — are employing you, isthat it? They aretrying to find her?’
"Asyet," said Poirot, "1 do not think they know that sheismissing.” " Someone must be employing you."
"Y ou are exceedingly perceptive," said Poirot. He leant back.

"I wondered what you were up to," said David. "That'swhy | hailed you. | hoped you'd stop and give me
abit of dope. She'smy girl. You know that, | suppose?’ "I understand that that is supposed to be the
idea," said Poirot cautioudy. "If so, you should know where sheis. Isthat not so, Mr. — | am sorry, | do
not think | know your name beyond, that is, that your Christian nameisDavid." "Baker." "Perhaps, Mr.
Baker, you have had aquarrel.” "No, we haven't had aquarrel. Why should you think we had?' "Miss
Norma Restarick left Crosshedges on Sunday evening or wasit Monday morning?' "It depends. Thereis
an early busyou can take. Getsyou to London alittle after ten. It would make her abit |ate a work, but
not too much. Usually she goes back on Sunday night.” " She left there Sunday night but she has not
arrived at Borodene Mansions." "Apparently not. So Claudiasays." "This Miss Reece-Holland — that is
her name, isit not? — was she surprised or worried?' "Good lord no, why should she be. They don't
keep tabs on each other dl the time, these girls” "But you thought she was going back there?' "She didn't
go back to work either.

They'refed up at the shop, | cantell you." "Are you worried, Mr. Baker?' "No. Naturaly — | mean,
well, I'm damned if | know. | don't see any reason | should be worried, only time's getting on.

What isit today — Thursday?' " She has not quarrelled with you?' "No. We don't quarrel.” "But you are
worried about her, Mr.

Baker?' "What busnessisit of yours?' "It isno business of mine but there has, | understand, been
trouble at home. She does not like her stepmother.” " Quite right too. She'sabitch, that woman. Hard as
nails. She doesn't like Normaeither." " She has been ill, has she not? She had to go to hospitd.” "Who are
you talking about -- Norma?' "No, | am not talking about Miss Restarick. | am talking about Mrs.
Restarick." "'l believe she did go into anursing home. No reason she should. Strong asahorse, I'd say.”
"And Miss Restarick hates her ssepmother.”

"She'sabit unbalanced sometimes, Norma. Y ou know, goes off the deep end.

| tell you, girls dways hate their sepmothers.”

"Doesthat aways make sepmothersill.

[l enough to go to hospital ?* "What the hell are you getting at?' " Gardening perhaps -- or the use of
weedkiller." "What do you mean by talking about weed killer? Are you suggesting that Norma -- that

sheld dream of -- that -- " "Peopletak," said Poirot. "Tak goes round the neighbourhood.” "Do you
mean that somebody has said that Norma has tried to poison her stepmother?



That'sridiculous. It's absolutely absurd.” "It isvery unlikdly, | agree,” said Poirot. "Actudly, people have
not been saying that." "Oh. Sorry. | misunderstood. But-- what did you mean?' "My dear young man,"
sad Poirot, "you must readlise that there are rumours going about, and rumours are almost away's about
the same person -- ahusband.” "What, poor old Andrew? Mogt unlikdly | should say.” "Yes. Yes, it
does not seemto mevery likey." "Wdl, what were you there for then?

You are adetective, aren't you?' "Yes." "Well, then?' "We aretalking at cross purposes,” said Poirot. |
did not go down there to enquire into any doubtful or possible case of poisoning. Y ou must forgive meiif
| cannot answer your question. It isdl very hush-hush, you understand.” "What on earth do you mean by
that." "'l went there," said Poirot, "to see Sir Roderick Horsefidd." "What, that old boy? He's practically
ga-ga, isnt he?' "Heisaman," said Poirot, "who isin possession of agreat many secrets. | do not mean
that he takes an active part in such things nowadays, but he knows a good dedl.

He was connected with agreat many thingsin the past war. He knew severa people.” "That'sal over
years ago, though." "Yes, yes, hispartinthingsisal over years ago. But do you not redise that there are
certain thingsthat it might be useful to know?" "What sort of things?' "Faces," said Poirot. "A well known
face perhaps, which Sir Roderick might recognise. A face or amannerism, away of talking, away of
walking, agesture.

People do remember, you know. Old people. They remember, not things that have happened last week
or last month or last year, but they remember something that happened, say, nearly twenty years ago.
And they may remember someone who does not want to be remembered. And they can tell you certain
things about a certain man or a certain woman or something they were mixed up in -- | am spesking very
vaguely, you understand. | went to him for information.” ™Y ou went to him for information, did you? That
old boy? Ga-ga. And he gaveit to you?' "Let ussay that | am quite satisfied.” David continued to Stare at
him. "I wonder now," he said, "Did you go to see the old boy or did you go to seethelittle girl, eh? Did
you want to know what she was doing in the house? I've wondered once or twice mysdlf. Do you think
shetook that post there to get abit of past information out of the old boy?' "I do not think," said Poirat,
"that it will serve any useful purpose to discuss these matters. She seemsavery devoted and
attentive--what shdl | call her-- secretary?' " A mixture of ahospita nurse, a secretary, acompanion, an
au pair girl, an uncleéshelp? Y es, one could find agood many namesfor her, couldn't one?

He's besotted about her. Y ou noticed that?' "It is not unnatural under the circumstances,” said Poirot
primly.

"I can tell you someone who doesn't like her, and that's our Mary." " And she perhaps does not like Mary
Regarick ether." "So that'swhat you think, isit?* said David. "That Sonia doesn't like Mary Restarick.
Perhaps you go asfar asthinking that she may have made afew enquiries asto where the weed killer
was kept?

Bah," he added, "the whole thing'sridiculous.

All right. Thanksfor thelift. | think I'll get out here.” "Aha. Thisiswhere you want to be?

We are till agood seven miles out of London.” "I'll get out here. Good-bye, M.

Poirot." "Goodbye." Poirot leant back in his seat as David dammed the door.

[1 Mrs. Oliver prowled round her sittingroom.



She was very restless. An hour ago she had parcelled up atypescript that she had just finished
correcting. She was about to send it off to her publisher who was anxioudy awaiting it and congtantly
prodding her about it every three or four days.

"Thereyou are," said Mrs. Oliver, addressing the empty air and conjuring up an imaginary publisher.
"Thereyou are, and | hopeyou likeit! / don't. | think it'slousy! | don't believe you know whether
anything | writeisgood or bad. Anyway, | warned you. | told you it was frightful.

You sad"Oh! no, no, | don't believe that for amoment.” Y ou just wait and see," said Mrs.

Oliver vengefully. "You just wait and see.” She opened the door, called to Edith, her maid, gave her the
parcel and directed that it should be taken to the post at once.

"And now," said Mrs. Oliver, "what am | going to do with myself?* She began strolling about again.
"Yes," thought Mrs. Oliver, "l wish | had those tropica birds and things back on the wall instead of these
idiotic cherries. | used to fed like something in atropical wood. A lion or atiger or aleopard or a
cheetah!

Wheat could | possibly fed likein acherry orchard except abird scarer?' She looked round again.
"Cheeping like abird, that'swhat | ought to be doing," she said gloomily. "Eating cherries... | wishit was
theright time of year for cherries. I'd like some cherries. | wonder now — " She went to the telephone. "'l
will ascertain. Madam," said the voice of George in answer to her enquiry. Presently another voice

spoke.

"Hercule Poirat, at your service, Madame," he said.
"Whereve you been?' said Mrs. Oliver.

"You've been away al day. | suppose you went down to look up the Restaricks. Isthat it? Did you see
Sir Roderick?What did you find out?' "Nothing,” said Hercule Poirot.

"How dreadfully dull,"” said Mrs. Oliver.
"No, | do not think it isreally so dull.

It israther astonishing that | have not found out anything." "Why isit o astonishing? | don't understand.”
"Because," said Pairat, "it means either there was nothing to find out, and that, let metell you, does not
accord with thefacts, or else something was being very cleverly concealed. That, you see, would be
interesting. Mrs. Restarick, by theway, did not know the girl was missing." ™Y ou mean — she has
nothing to do with the girl having disappeared?’ "So it seems. | met there the young man." Y ou mean the
unsatisfactory young man that nobody likes?' "That isright. The unsatisfactory young man.” "Did you
think he was unsatisfactory?' "From whose point of view?' "Not from the girl's point of view, | suppose.”
"The girl who cameto see me | am sure would have been highly delighted with him."” "Did helook very
awful?' "Helooked very beautiful," said Hercule Poirot.

"Beautiful?’ said Mrs. Oliver. "l don't know that | like beautiful young men.” "Girlsdo," said Poirat.

"Yes, youre quiteright. They like beautiful young men. | don't mean goodlooking young men or
smart-looking young men or well dressed or well washed looking young men. | mean they either like
young men looking as though they were just going on in a Restoration comedy, or else very dirty young
men looking as though they were just going to take some awful tramp'sjob.” "It seemed that he also did



not know wherethegirl isnow -- " "Or else he wasn't admitting it." "' Perhaps. He had gone down there.

Why?He was actudly in the house. He had taken the trouble to walk in without anyone seeing him.
Againwhy? For what reason? Was he looking for the girl? Or was he looking for something ese?' "You
think he waslooking for something ?' "He was looking for something in the girl'sroom,” said Poirot.

"How do you know? Did you see him there?' "No, | only saw him coming down the tairs, but | found a
very nicelittle piece of damp mud in Normals room that could have come from hisshoe. It ispossible
that she herself may have asked him to bring her something from that room -- there are alot of

possihilities. Thereisanother girl in that house -- and a pretty one -- He may have come down thereto
meet her.

Y es— many posshilities”" "What are you going to do next?' demanded Mrs. Oliver.

"Nothing," said Poirot.

"That'svery dull,” said Mrs. Oliver disgpprovingly.

"l am going to receive, perhaps, alittle information from those | have employed to find it, though it is quite
possiblethat | shal receive nothing at al." "But aren't you going to do something?’ "Not till the right
moment," said Poirot.

"Wall, | shdl," said Mrs. Oliver.

"Pray, pray be very careful,5 heimplored her.

"What nonsense! What could happen to me?' "Where thereis murder, anything can happen. | tell that to
you. |, Poirot."

CHAPTER SIX

MR. GOBY sat inachair. He was asmal shrunken little man, so nondescript asto be practicaly
nonexistent.

He looked attentively at the claw foot of an antique table and addressed hisremarksto it. He never
addressed anybody direct.

"Glad you got the namesfor me, Mr.

Poirot," he said. "Otherwise, you know, it might have taken alot of time. Asitis, I've got the main facts
-- and abit of gossp onthe side... Always useful, that. I'll begin at Borodene Mansions, shdl 17" Poirot
inclined hishead gracioudly.

"Plenty of porters,” Mr. Goby informed the clock on the chimney piece. "I started there, used one or two
different young men. Expensgive, but worth it. Didn't want it thought that there was anyone making any
particular enquiries Shal | useinitias, or names?’ "Within these walls you can use the names,” said
Poirot.

"Miss Claudia Reece-Holland spoken of asavery nice young lady. Father an M.P.

Ambitious man. Gets himsdlf in the news alot. She's his only daughter. She does secretarid work.



Seriousgirl. No wild parties, no drink, no beatniks. Shares flat with two others. Number two works for
the Wedderburn Gallery in Bond Street. Arty type. Whoopsit up a bit with the Chel sea set. Goes
around to places arranging exhibitions and art shows.

"Thethird oneisyour one. Not been therelong. Generd opinion isthat she'sabit ‘wanting'. Not al there
inthetop story. But it'sall abit vague. One of the portersisagossipy type. Buy him adrink or two and
you'll be surprised at the things hell tell you! Who drinks, and who drugs, and who's having trouble with
hisincome tax, and who keeps his cash behind the cistern. Of course you can't believeit al.

Anyway, there was some story about arevolver being fired one night." "A revolver fired? Was anyone
injured?"' "There seemsabit of doubt asto that.

Hissory ishe heard ashot fired one night, and he comes out and there wasthis girl, your girl, slanding
there with arevolver in her hand. Shelooked sort of dazed. And then one of the other young ladies -- or
both of them, in fact -- they come running along. And Miss Cary (that's the arty one) says'Norma, what
on earth have you done?s and Miss Reece-Holland, she says sharplike, 'Shut up, can't you, Frances.

Don't beafool' and she took the revolver away from your girl and says"Give methat.' Shedamsit into
her handbag and then she notices this chap Micky, and goes over to him and says, laughing like, "that
must have startled you, didn't it? and Micky he saysit gave him quite aturn, and she says"Y ou needn't
worry. Matter of fact, we'd no ideathis thing was loaded.

Wewerejust fooling about." And then she says. 'Anyway, if anybody asks you questions, tell themitis
quite dl right." And then she says: '‘Come on, Norma and took her arm and led her along to the eevator,
and they al went up again.

"But Micky said he was a bit doubtful still. He went and had agood look round the courtyard.” Mr.
Goby lowered his eyes and quoted from his notebook: cc'I'll tell you, | found something, | did!

| found some wet patches. Sure as anything | did. Drops of blood they were. | touched them with my
finger. | tell youwhat | think. Somebody had been shot — some man as he was running away... | went
upstairsand | asked if | could speak to Miss Holland. | saysto her: "1 think there may have been
someone shot. Miss' | says.

"There are some drops of blood in the courtyard.” "Good gracious,” she says, "How ridiculous. | expect,
you know," she says, "it must have been one of the pigeons.” And then she says. "I'm sorry if it gaveyou
aturn. Forget about it,” and she dipped me afive pound note. Five pound note, no lessl Wdll, naturaly, |
didn't open my mouth after that.' " And then, after another whisky, he comes out with some more. 'If you
ask me, shetook apot shot at that low class young chap that comesto see her. | think she and he had a
row and she did her best to shoot him. That'swhat | think. But least said soonest mended, so I'm not

repeating it.

If anyone asks me anything I'll say | don't know what they're talking about’.” Mr.

Goby paused.

"Interesting,” said Poirot.

"Yes, but ifsaslikely asnot that it's apack of lies. Nobody €l se seemsto know anything about it. There's

astory about agang of young thugs who came barging into the courtyard one night, and had a bit of a
fight — flick-knives out and dl that." "I see," said Poirot. "Another possible source of blood in the



courtyard.” "Maybe the girl did have arow with her young man, threatened to shoot him, perhaps. And
Micky overheard it and mixed the whole thing up — especidly if there was a car backfiring just then.”
"Yes," said Hercule Poirot, and sighed, "that would account for things quite well." Mr. Goby turned over
another leaf of his notebook and selected his confidant. He chose an electric radiator.

"Joshua Restarick Ltd. Family firm.
Been going over ahundred years. Well thought of in the City. Always very sound.

Nothing spectacular. Founded by Joshua Restarick in 1850. Launched out after the first war, with greatly
increased investments abroad, mosily South Africa, West Africaand Austrdia. Smon and Andrew
Restarick — the lagt of the Restaricks. Simon, the elder brother, died about ayear ago, no children. His
wife had died some years previoudy. Andrew Restarick seems to have been arestless chap. His heart
was never redly in the business though everyone says he had plenty of ability. Finaly ran off with some
woman, leaving hiswife and a daughter of five years old. Went to South Africa, Kenya, and various
other places. No divorce. Hiswife died two years ago. Had been an invalid for sometime.

Hetravelled about alot, and wherever he went he seems to have made money.
Concessionsfor minerds mostly. Everything he touched prospered.
"After hisbrother's death, he seemsto have decided it wastime to settle down.

He'd married again and he thought the right thing to do was to come back and make ahomefor his
daughter. They'reliving at the moment with hisuncle Sir Roderick Horsefield--uncle by marriagethat is.
That's only temporary. Hiswifeslooking at houses dl over London. Expense no object. They'rerallingin
money." Poirot sighed. "1 know," he said. "What you outline to meis a success story! Everyone makes
money! Everybody isof good family and highly respected. Their relations are distinguished. They arewdll
thought of in businesscircles.

"Thereisonly one cloud inthe sky. A girl who issaid to be 'abit wanting', agirl who ismixed up witha
dubious boy friend who has been on probation more than once.

A girl who may quite possibly havetried to poison her stepmother, and who ether suffersfrom
hallucinations, or else has committed acrime! | tell you, none of that accords well with the success story
you have brought me." Mr. Goby shook hishead sadly and said rather obscurely: "Therésonein every
family." "ThisMrs. Restarick is quite ayoung woman. | presume sheis not the woman he origindly ran
away with?' "Oh no, that bust up quite soon. She was a pretty bad lot by all accounts, and atartar as
well. Hewas afool ever to betakenin by her." Mr. Goby shut his notebook and looked enquiringly at
Poirot. "Anything more you want meto do?' "Yes. | want to know alittle more about the late Mrs.
Andrew Regtarick. Shewas an invdid, frequently in nurang homes. What kind of nursaing homes? Menta
homes?' "I take your point, Mr. Poirot." "And any history of insanity in the family -- on either sde?" "I'll
seetoit, Mr. Poirot." Mr. Goby roseto hisfeet. "Then I'll take leave of you, Sir. Goodnight.” Poirot
remained thoughtful after Mr.

Goby had left. Heraised and lowered his eyebrows. He wondered, he wondered very much.

Then herang Mrs. Oliver: "l told you before," he said, "to be careful. | repest that-- Be very careful.”
"Careful of what?' said Mrs. Oliver.

"Of yoursdlf. | think there might be danger. Danger to anyone who goes poking about where they are not



wanted. Thereismurder intheair -- | do not want it to be yours." "Have you had the information you
sad you might have?' "Yes" said Pairot, "'l have had alittle information. Mostly rumour and gossip, but it
seems something happened at Borodene Mansions.” "What sort of thing?' "Blood in the courtyard,” said
Poirot.

"Redly!" said Mrs. Oliver. "That'sjust like thetitle of an old-fashioned detective story. The Stain on the
Staircase. | mean nowadays you say something more like She asked for Death.” " Perhaps there may not
have been blood in the courtyard. Perhapsit isonly what an imaginative, Irish porter imagined.”
"Probably an upset milk bottle,” said Mrs. Oliver. "He couldn't seeit at night.

What happened?’ Poirot did not answer directly.

"Thegirl thought she 'might have committed amurder'. Was that the murder she meant?’ ™Y ou mean she
did shoot someone?’ "One might presume that she did shoot at someone, but for al intents and purposes
missed them. A few drops of blood.

That wasal. No body.” "Oh dear,” said Mrs. Oliver, "it'sall very confused. Surely if anyone could till
run out of acourtyard, you wouldn't think you'd killed him, would you?' "C'est difficile," said Poirot, and

rang off.

I
"I'mworried," said Claudia ReeceHolland.

Sherefilled her cup from the coffee percolator. Frances Cary gave an enormous yawn. Both girlswere
breskfasting in the smdl kitchen of the flat. Claudiawas dressed and ready to Start for her day'swork.
Frances was dill in dressing-gown and pyjamas. Her black hair fell over one eye.

"I'mworried about Norma," continued Claudia.
Frances yawned.

"I shouldn't worry if | were you. Shell ring up or turn up sooner or later, | suppose.” "Will she? You
know, Fran, | can't help wondering— " "I don't seewhy," said Frances, pouring herself out more coffee.
She sipped it doubtfully. "I mean — Norma's not really our business, is she? | mean, we're not looking
after her or spoon-feeding her or anything. She just sharestheflat. Why al this motherly solicitude? |
certainly wouldn't worry." "'l daresay you wouldn't. Y ou never worry over anything. But it's not the same
for you asitisfor me." "Why isn't it the same? 'Y ou mean because you're the tenant of theflat or
something?' "Wdll, I'min rather aspecid position, as you might say." Frances gave another enormous
yawn.

"l wasup too late last night,” she said.

"At Basl'sparty. | fed dreadful. Oh well, | suppose black coffee will be helpful. Have some more before
I'vedrunk it al? Basil would make ustry some new pills— Emerad Dreams. | don't think it'sredly
worth trying dl these silly things” "Youll belate a your gdlery,” said Claudia

"Ohwadll, | don't suppose it matters much. Nobody notices or cares.

"I saw David last night," she added.



"Hewasal dressed up and redlly looked rather wonderful." "Now don't say you'refdling for him, too,
Fran. Heredly istoo awful." "Oh, | know you think so. Y ou're such aconventiona type, Claudia." "Not
atdl. But | cannot say | carefor al your arty set. Trying out al these drugs and passing out or getting
fighting mad." Frances |ooked amused.

"I'm not adrug fiend, dear — | just like to see what these things are like. And some of the gang are all
right. David can paint, you know, if hewantsto." "David doesn't very often want to, though, does he?"
"You've dways got your knifeinto him, Claudia... Y ou hate him coming here to see Norma. And talking
of knives..." "WdI? Taking of knives?' "I've been worrying," said Frances dowly, "whether to tell you
something or not." Claudiaglanced a her wristwatch.

"l havent got time now," shesaid. "Y ou can tell methisevening if you want to tel me something.
Anyway, I'm not in the mood. Oh dear," shesighed, "I wish | knew what to do.” "About Norma?' "Y es.
I'm wondering if her parents ought to know that we don't know where sheis..." "That would be very
unsporting. Poor Norma, why shouldn't she dope off on her own if shewantsto?' "Well, Normaisn't
exactly -- " Claudia stopped.

"No, sheisnt, isshe? Non composmentis. That'swhat you meant. Have you rung up that terrible place
where she works.

'Homebirds, or whatever it's caled? Oh yes, of courseyou did. | remember.” "So where is she?'
demanded Claudia.

"Did David say anything last night?' "David didn't seem to know. Redlly, Claudia, | can't seethat it
matters.” "It mattersfor me," said Claudia, because my boss happensto be her father.

Sooner or later, if anything peculiar has happened to her, they'll ask mewhy | didn't mention the fact that
she hadn't come home." "Y es, | suppose they might pitch on you.

But there's no redl reason, isthere, why Norma should have to report to us every time she's going to be
away from herefor aday or two. Or even afew nights. | mean, she's not a paying guest or anything.
You'renot in charge of thegirl." "No, but Mr. Restarick did mention he felt glad to know that she had got
aroom herewith us." "So that entitles you to go and tittletattle about her every time she's absent without
leave? She's probably got acrush on some new man." "She's got acrush on David," said Claudia. "Are
you sure sheisn't holed up at hisplace?’ "Oh, | shouldn't think so. He doesn't redlly carefor her, you
know." "Y ou'd like to think he doesn't,” said Claudia. "Y ou are rather sweet on David yoursdlf.”
"Certainly not," said Frances sharply.

"Nothing of thekind." "David'srealy keen on her," said Claudia. "If not, why did he come round looking
for her herethe other day?' Y ou soon marched him out again," said Frances. "1 think," she added,
getting up and looking at her face in arather unflattering smdl kitchen mirror, "'l think it might have been
me heredly cameto see" "Youretooidiotic! He came herelooking for Norma" "That girl's mentd "
said Frances.

"Sometimes | redly think sheid" "Wadll, | know sheis. Look here, Claudia, I'm going to tell you that
something now. Y ou ought to know. | broke the string of my brathe other day and | wasin ahurry.

| know you don' like anyone fiddling with your things-- " "I certainly don't,” said Claudia

"-- but Normanever minds, or doesn't notice. Anyway, | went into her room and | rooted in her drawer
and | -- wdll, | found something. A knife." "A knifel" said Claudiasurprised.



"What sort of aknife?' "Y ou know we had that sort of shindy thing in the courtyard? A group of bests,
teenagerswho'd come in here and were having afight with flick-knives and dl that.

And Normacameinjust after." "Yes, Yes, | remember." "One of the boys got stabbed, so areporter
told me, and heran away. Wdll, the knifein Normals drawer was aflickknife.

It had got astain on it -- looked like dried blood." "Frances! Y ou're being absurdly dramatic.” " Perhaps.
But I'm sure that's what it was. And what on earth was that doing hidden away in Norma's drawer, |
should like to know?' "I suppose -- she might have picked it up.” "What -- a souvenir? And hidden it
away and never told us?' "What did you do withit?" "I put it back,” said Francesdowly.

"l — | didn't know what else to do.

| couldn't decide whether to tell you or not. Then yesterday | looked again and it was gone, Claudia. Not
atraceof it." "You think she sent David hereto get it?' "Well, she might have done... | tdll you, Claudia,
infuture I'm going to keep my door locked at night.”

CHAPTER SEVEN
MRS. OLIVER woke up dissatisfied.

She saw stretching before her aday with nothing to do. Having packed off her completed manuscript
with ahighly virtuous feding, work was over. She had now only, as many times before, to relax, to enjoy
hersdf; to lie fallow until the creative urge became active once more. She waked about her flat in arather
amlessfashion, touching things, picking them up, putting them down, looking in the drawers of her dek,
realising that there were plenty of |ettersthere to be dealt with but feding also that in her present state of
virtuous accomplishment, she was certainly not going to deal with anything so tiresome as that now. She
wanted something interesting to do. She wanted--what did she want?

She thought about the conversation she had had with Hercule Poirot, the warning he had given her.
Ridiculoud After al, why shouldn't she participate in this problem which she was sharing with Poirot?

Poirot might chooseto Stinachair, put thetips of hisfingerstogether, and set hisgrey cellswhirring to
work while his body reclined comfortably within four walls,

That was not the procedure that appedled to Ariadne Oliver. She had said, very forcibly, that she at least
was going to do something. She was going to find out more about this mysterious girl. Where was Norma
Restarick? What was she doing?

What more could she, Ariadne Oliver, find out about her?

Mrs. Oliver prowled about, more and more disconsolate. What could one do? It wast very easy to
decide. Go somewhere and ask questions? Should she go down to Long Basing? But Poirot had aready
been there—and found out presumably what there was to be found out. What excuse could she offer for
barging into Sir Roderick Horsefield's house?

She consdered another visit to Borodene Mansions. Something still to be found out there, perhaps? She
would have to think of another excuse for going there. She wasn't quite sure what excuse she would use
but anyway, that seemed the only possible place where more information could be obtained. What was
thetime?



Tenam. There were certain possibilities.

On the way there she concocted an excuse. Not avery originad excuse. In fact, Mrs. Oliver would have
liked to have found something more intriguing, but perhaps, she reflected prudently, it wasjust aswdll to
keep to something completely everyday and plausible. She arrived at the stately if grim eevation

of Borodene Mansions and walked dowly round the courtyard considering it.

A porter was conversaing with afurniture van -- A milkman, pushing his milk-float, joined Mrs. Oliver
near the servicelift.

Herattled bottles, cheerfully whistling, whilst Mrs. Oliver continued to stare abstractedly at the furniture
van.

"Number 76 moving out,” explained the milkman to Mrs. Oliver, mistaking her interest. Hetransferred a
clutch of bottlesfrom hisfloat to the lift.

"Not that she hasn't moved dready in amanner of speaking,” he added, emerging again. He seemed a
cheery kind of milkman.

He pointed athumb upwards.

"Pitched herself out of awindow -- seventh floor -- only aweek ago, it was.

Five o'clock in the morning. Funny timeto choose." Mrs. Oliver didn't think it so funny.

"Why?' "Why did she do it? Nobody knows.

Baance of mind disturbed, they said.” "Was she— young?' "Nah! Just an old trout. Fifty if shewasa
day." Two men struggled in the van with a chest of drawers. It resisted them and two mahogany drawers

crashed to the ground — aloose piece of paper floated toward Mrs. Oliver who caught it.

"Don't smash everything, Charlie" said the cheerful milkman reprovingly, and went up in the lift with his
cargo of bottles.

An dtercation broke out between the furniture movers. Mrs. Oliver offered them the piece of paper, but
they waved it away.

Making up her mind, Mrs. Oliver entered the building and went up to No. 67. A clank came from inside
and presently the door was opened by a middleaged woman with amop who was clearly engaged in
household labours.

"Oh," said Mrs. Oliver, using her favourite monosyllable. " Good-morning.

Is-- | wonder -- isanyonein?' "No, I'm afraid not. Madam. They're dl out. They've goneto work."
"Yes, of course... Asamatter of fact when | was herelast | €ft alittle diary behind. So annoying. It must
be in the sitting-room somewhere." "Well, | haven't picked up anything of the kind. Madam, asfar as|
know. Of course | mightn't have known it was yours.

Would you liketo come in?' She opened the door hospitably, set aside the mop with which she had been
treating the kitchen floor, and accompanied Mrs. Oliver into the Stting-room.



"Yes" said Mrs. Oliver, determined to establish friendly relations, "yes, | see here -- that's the book | [eft
for Miss Restarick, Miss Norma. Is she back from the country yet?' "I don't think she'sliving here at the
moment.

Her bed wasn't dept in. Perhaps she's still down with her people in the country.
| know shewas going there last weekend." "Y es, | expect that'sit,” said Mrs.
Oliver. "Thiswasabook | brought her.

One of my books." One of Mrs. Oliver's books did not seem to strike any chord of interest in the
cleaning woman.

"l was ditting here,” went on Mrs.

Oliver, patting an armchair, "at least | think so. And then | moved to the window and perhapsto the
sofa" She dug down vehemently behind the cushions of the chair. The cleaning woman obliged by doing
the same thing to the sofa cushions.

"Y ou've no idea how maddening it is when one loses something like that," went on Mrs. Oliver, chattily.
"One has dl one's engagements written down there. I'm quite sure I'm lunching with someone very
important today, and | can't remember who it was or where the luncheon was to be.

Only, of course, it may be tomorrow. If so, I'm lunching with someone e se quite different. Oh dear.”
"Very trying for you, maam, I'm sure," said the cleaning woman with sympathy.

"They're such niceflats, these" said Mrs. Oliver, looking round.

"A long way up." "Well, that givesyou avery good view, doesnt it?' "Yes, but if they face east you get a
lot of cold wind in winter. Comes right through these metal window frames. Some people have had
double windows put in.

Ohyes, | wouldn't carefor aflat facing thisway inwinter. No, give me anice ground floor flat every
time. Much more convenient too if you've got children. For pramsand al that, you know. Ohyes, I'm dl
for the ground floor, | am. Think if therewasto be afire" "Yes, of course, that would beterrible” said
Mrs. Oliver. "l suppose there are fire escapes?’ "Y ou can't always get to afire door.

Terrified of fire, | am. Always have been.
And they're ever S0 expensive, theseflats.
Y ou wouldn't believe the rents they ask!

That'swhy Miss Holland getstwo other girlsto go in with her." "Ohyes, | think | met them both. Miss
Gary'san artig, isn't she?' "Worksfor an art gallery, she does.

Don't work at it very hard, though. She paints abit — cows and trees that you'd never recognise as
being what they're meant to be. An untidy young lady. The state her room isin—you wouldn't believeit!
Now Miss Holland, everything isadways as neat asanew pin. She was a secretary in the Coal Board at
onetime but she'sa private secretary in the City now.



Shelikesit better, she says. She's secretary to avery rich gentleman just come back from South America
or somewhere like that. He's Miss Normas father, and it was he who asked Miss Holland to take her as
aboarder when the last young lady went off to get married — and she mentioned as she was looking for
another girl. Well, she couldn't very well refuse, could she? Not since he was her employer.” "Did she
want to refuse?’ The woman sniffed.

"| think she would have—if shed known." "Known what?' The question wastoo direct.

"It'snot for meto say anything, I'm sure. It's not my business— " Mrs. Oliver continued to look mildly
enquiring. Mrs. Mop fell.

"It'snot that sheisn't anice young lady.

Scatty — but then they're nearly al scatty.

But | think as adoctor ought to see her.

There are times when she doesn't seem to know rightly what she's doing, or where sheis. It givesyou
quite aturn, sometimes— Looks just how my husband's nephew does after he's had afit. (Terriblefits
he has— you wouldn't believe!) Only I've never known her have fits. Maybe she takes things—alot
do." "I believe thereisayoung man her family doesn't gpprove of.” "Yes, so I've heard. He's come here
to call for her once or twice — though I've never seen him. One of these Mods by al accounts. Miss
Holland doesn't like it— but what can you do nowadays? Girls go their own way." " Sometimes one feds
very upset about girls nowadays™ said Mrs. Oliver, and tried to look serious and responsible.

"Not brought up right, that's what/says." "I'm afraid not. No, I'm afraid not. Onefedsredly agirl like
Norma Restarick would be better at home than coming al doneto London and earning her living asan
interior decorator." "She don't likeit at home." "Redly?' "Got a stepmother. Girls don't like ssepmothers.
From what I've heard the stepmother's done her best, tried to pull her up, tried to keep flashy young men
out of the house, that sort of thing. She knows girls pick up with the wrong young man and alot of harm
may come of it. Sometimes-- " the cleaning woman spoke impressively, cc -- I'm thankful I've never had
any daughters.” "Have you got sons?' "Two boys, weve got. One's doing very well at school, and the
other one, he'sin aprinters, doing well theretoo. Y es, very nice boysthey are. Mind you, boys can
cause you trouble, too. But girlsismore worrying, | think. Y ou fedl you ought to be able to do something
about them." "Yes," said Mrs. Oliver, thoughtfully, "one doesfed that." She saw signs of the cleaning
woman wishing to return to her cleaning.

"It'stoo bad about my diary," she said.

"Well, thank you very much and | hope | haven't wasted your time." "Well, | hopeyoull find it, I'm sure,”
sad the other woman obligingly.

Mrs. Oliver went out of the flat and considered what she should do next. She couldn't think of anything
she could do further that day, but a plan for tomorrow began to form in her mind.

When she got home, Mrs. Oliver, in an important way, got out a notebook and jotted down in it various
things under the heading "Facts| have learned”. On the whole the facts did not amount to very much but
Mrs. Oliver, trueto her calling, managed to make the most of them that could be made. Possibly the fact
that Claudia Reece-Holland was employed by Norma's father was the most salient fact of any. She had
not known that before, she rather doubted ifHercule Poirot had known it either. She thought of ringing



him up on the telephone and acquainting him with it but decided to keep it to hersdlf for the moment
because of her plan for the morrow.

Infact, Mrs. Oliver fdt at thismoment less like a detective novelist than like an ardent bloodhound. She
was on thetrail, nose down on the scent, and tomorrow morning -- well, tomorrow morning she would
see.

Trueto her plan, Mrs. Oliver rose early, partook of two cups of teaand aboiled egg and started out on
her quest. Once more she arrived in the vicinity of Borodene Mansions. She wondered whether she
might be getting abit well known there, so thistime she did not enter the courtyard, but skulked around
ether one entranceto it or the other, scanning the various people who were turning out into the morning
drizzleto trot off on their way to work.

They were modily girls, and looked deceptively aike. How extraordinary human beings were when you
consdered them like this, emerging purposefully from these largetal buildings -- just like anthills, thought
Mrs. Oliver. One had never considered an anthill properly, she decided.

It awayslooked so amless, asone disturbed it with the toe of ashoe. All those little things rushing about
with bits of grassin their mouths, streaming aong industrioudy, worried, anxious, looking as though they
were running to and fro and going nowhere, but presumably they were just aswell organised asthese
human beings here. That man, for instance, who had just passed her. Scurrying dong, muttering to
himsalf. "I wonder what's upsetting you™ thought Mrs. Oliver. Shewaked up and down alittle more,
then she drew back suddenly.

Claudia Reece-Holland came out of the entrance way walking at a brisk businesdike pace. As before,
shelooked very well turned out. Mrs. Oliver turned away so that she should not be recognised. Once
she had dlowed Claudiato get a sufficient distance ahead of her, she whedled round again and followed
in her tracks. Claudia Reece-Holland came to the end of the street and turned right into amain
thoroughfare.

She cameto abus stop and joined the queue. Mrs. Oliver, gill following her, felt amomentary
uneasiness. Supposing Claudia should turn round, look at her, recognise her? All Mrs. Oliver could think
of wasto do severa protracted but noiseless blows of the nose. But Claudia ReeceHolland seemed
totally absorbed in her own thoughts. She looked at none of her fellow waiters for buses. Mrs. Oliver
was about third in the queue behind her. Finally the right bus came and there was a surge forward.
Claudiagot on the bus and went straight up to the top. Mrs. Oliver got insde and was able to get a seat
close to the door as the uncomfortable third person.

When the conductor came round for fares Mrs. Oliver pressed areckless one and sixpenceinto his
hand. After al, she had no idea by what route the bus went or indeed how far the distance was to what
the cleaning woman had described vaguely as " one of those new buildingsby S

Paul's’. She was on the aert and ready when the venerable dome was at |ast Sighted. Any time now, she
thought to hersalf and fixed a steady eye on those who descended from the platform above. Ah yes,
there came Claudia, neat and chic in her smart suit. She got off the bus. Mrs.

Oliver followed her in due course and kept at anicely calculated distance.
"Very interesting,” thought Mrs. Oliver. "Herel am actudly trailing someone! Just likein my books. And,

what's more, | must be doing it very well because she hasn't the least idea." Claudia Reece-Holland,
indeed, looked very much absorbed in her own thoughts.



"That'savery capable looking girl," thought Mrs. Oliver, asindeed she had thought before. "If | was
thinking of having ago at guessng amurderer, agood capable murderer, I'd choose someone very like
her." Unfortunately, nobody had been murdered yet, that isto say, unlessthe girl Normahad been
entirely right in her assumption that she hersdf had committed amurder.

This part of London seemed to have suffered or profited from alarge amount of building in the recent
years. Enormous skyscrapers, most of which Mrs. Oliver thought very hideous, mounted to the sky with
asguare matchbox-like air.

Claudiaturned into abuilding. "Now | shdl find out exactly," thought Mrs.

Oliver and turned into it after her. Four lifts appeared to be dl going up and down with frantic haste. This,
Mrs. Oliver thought, was going to be more difficult. However, they were of avery large Sze and by
getting into Claudias one at the last minute Mrs. Oliver was able to interpose large masses of tal men
between hersdf and the figure she was following.

Claudia's destination turned out to be the fourth floor. She went dong acorridor and Mrs. Oliver,
lingering behind two of her tall men, noted the door where she went in. Three doors from the end of the
corridor.

Mrs. Oliver arrived at the same door in due course and was able to read the legend on it. " Joshua
Restarick Ltd" wasthe legend it bore.

Having got asfar asthat Mrs. Oliver felt as though she did not quite know what to do next. She had
found Norma's father's place of business and the place where Claudiaworked, but now, dightly
disabused, shefdt that thiswas not so much of adiscovery asit might have been.

Frankly, did it help? Probably it didnt.

She waited around afew moments, walking from one end to the other of the corridor looking to seeif
anybody elseinteresting went in at the door of Restarick Enterprises. Two or three girlsdid but they did
not look particularly interesting.

Mrs. Oliver went down again in thelift and walked rather disconsolately out of the building. She couldn't
quite think what to do next. She took awalk round the adjacent Streets, she meditated avisitto St.
Paul's.

"I might go up in the Whispering Galery and whisper,” thought Mrs. Oliver.

" wonder now how the Whispering Gallery would do for the scene of amurder?’ "No," she decided,
"too profane, I'm afraid. No, | don't think that would be quite nice." She walked thoughtfully towardsthe
Mermaid Theetre. That, she thought, had far more possihilities.

She waked back in the direction of the various new buildings. Then, feding the lack of amore substantia
breakfast than she had had, sheturned into aloca cafe.

It was moderately well filled with people having extralate breskfast or else early "elevenses'. Mrs.
Oliver, looking round vaguely for a suitable table, gave agasp.

At atable near thewall the girl Normawas sitting, and opposite her was Sitting ayoung man with lavish



chestnut hair curled on his shoulders, wearing ared velvet waistcoat and avery fancy jacket.

"David," said Mrs. Oliver under her breath. "It must be David." He and the girl Normawere talking
excitedly together.

Mrs. Oliver considered aplan of campaign, made up her mind, and nodding her head in satisfaction,
crossed the floor of the cafe to a discreet door marked "Ladies'.

Mrs. Oliver was not quite sure whether Normawas likely to recognise her or not. It was not alwaysthe
vaguest |ooking people who proved the vaguest in fact. At the moment Normadid not look asthough
shewaslikely to look at anybody but David, but who knows?

"l expect | can do something to myself anyway," thought Mrs. Oliver. Shelooked at hersdlf inasmall
fly-blown mirror provided by the cafe's management, studying particularly what she considered to be the
foca point of awoman's appearance, her hair. No one knew this better than Mrs.

Oliver, owing to the innumerable times that she had changed her mode of hairdressing, and had failed to
be recognised by her friendsin consequence. Giving her head an gppraising eye she started work.

Out came the pins, shetook off severa coils of hair, wrapped them up in her handkerchief and stuffed
them into her handbag, parted her hair in the middle, combed it sternly back from her face and rolled it
up into amodest bun at the back of her neck. She aso took out apair of spectaclesand put them on her
nose. Therewas aredly earnest look about her now!

"Almogtintellectud,” Mrs. Oliver thought approvingly. She dtered the shape of her mouth by an
application of lipstick, and emerged once more into the cafe, moving carefully since the spectacles were
only for reading and in consegquence that landscape was blurred. She crossed the cafe, and made her
way to an empty table next to that occupied by Normaand David. She sat down so that she was facing
David.

Norma, on the near side, sat with her back to her. Norma, therefore, would not see her unless she turned
her head right round. The waitress drifted up. Mrs.

Oliver ordered coffee and aBath bun and settled down to be inconspicuous.

Normaand David did not even notice her. They were degply in the middle of a passionate discussion. It
took Mrs. Oliver just aminute or two to tune in to them.

"... But you only fancy these things," David was saying. 'Y ou imagine them.

They'redl utter, utter nonsense, my dear girl." "I don't know. | can't tell." Norma's voice had a queer
lack of resonanceinit.

Mrs. Oliver could not hear her aswell as she heard David, since Norma's back was turned to her, but
the dullness of the girl'stone struck her disagreeably. There was something wrong here, she thought.

Very wrong. She remembered the story as Poirot had firgt told it to her. " She thinks she may have
committed amurder.” What was the maiter with the girl. Halucinations? Was her mind redly dightly
affected, or wasit no more and no less than truth, and in consequence the girl had suffered a bad shock?

"If you ask me, it'sal fusson Mary's part! She'sathoroughly stupid woman anyway, and sheimagines



she hasillnessesand dl that sort of thing." "Shekw ill." "All right then, shewasill. Any sensble woman
would get the doctor to give her some antibiotic or other, and not get het up." "She thought / did it to her.
My father thinks so too." "I tell you, Norma, you imagine dl thesethings" "Y ou just say that to me,
David. You say it to meto cheer me up. Supposing | did give her the stuff?" "What do you mean,
suppose? Y ou must know whether you did or you didn't.

You can't besoidiotic, Norma." "I don't know." "Y ou keep saying that. Y ou keep coming back to that,
and saying it again and again. 'l don't know. I don't know." " "Y ou don't understand. Y ou don't
understand in the least what hateis. | hated her from the first moment | saw her.” "1 know. Y ou told me
that." "That'sthe queer part of it. | told you that) and yet | don't even remember telling you that. D'you
see? Every now and then | -- | tell peoplethings. | tell people thingsthat | want to do, or that | have
done, or that I'm going to do. But | don't even remember telling them the things.

Itsasthough | wasthinking al these thingsin my mind, and sometimes they come out inthe openand |
say them to people. | did say them to you, didn't 1?* "Well -- | mean -- ook here, don't let's harp back
tothat." "But | did say it to you? Didn't I?' "All right, al right! One saysthingslikethat. (I hate her and I'd
liketokill her.

| think I'll poison her!' But that's only kid stuff, if you know what | mean, as though you weren't quite
grown up. It'savery natural thing. Children say it alot. ‘I hate so and 0. I'll cut off hishead!" Kids say it
at school. About some magter they particularly didike.” ™Y ou think it was just that? But-- that sounds as
though | wasn't grown up.” "Wdll, you're not in someways. If you'd just pull yourself together, redise
how dlly it dl is. What can it matter if you do hate her? Y ou've got away from home and don't have to
livewith her." "Why shouldnt | livein my own home—with my own father?' said Norma

"It'snot fair. It'snot fair. First he went away and left my mother, and now, just when he's coming back to
me, he goes and marries Mary. Of course | hate her and she hates me too. | used to think about killing
her, used to think of ways of doingit. | used to enjoy thinking like that. But then — when sheredly got
ill..." David said uneasily: "Y ou don't think you're awitch or anything, do you?Y ou don't make figuresin
wax and gtick pinsinto them or do that sort of thing?' "Oh no. That would be silly. What | did wasredl.
Quitered." "Look here, Norma, what do you mean when you say it wasrea?' " The bottle was there, in
my drawer.

Yes, | opened the drawer and found it." "What bottle?' "The Dragon Exterminator. Selective weed killer.
That'swhat it was |abelled.

Stuff in adark green bottle and you were supposed to spray it on things. And it had labelswith Caution
and Poison, too." "Did you buy it? Or did you just find it?" "I don't know where | got it, but it wasthere,
in my drawer, and it was half empty.” "And then you -- you -- remembered -- " "Yes," said Norma.
"Yes..." Her voice was vague, dmost dreamy. "Yes... | think it wasthen it al came back tome. You
think so too, don't you, David?' "I don't know what to make of you, Norma. | redlly don't. | thinkina
way, youremaking it al up, you'reteling it to yoursdf." "But she went to hospitd, for observation, they
said, they were puzzled. Then they said they couldn't find anything wrong so she came home -- and then
shegot ill again, and | began to be frightened.

My father began looking at mein aqueer sort of way, and then the doctor came and they talked
together, shut up in father's study. | went round outside, and crept up to the window and | tried to listen.
| wanted to hear what they were saying.

They were planning together—to send me away to aplace where I'd be shut up!



A placewhereI'd have a'course of treatment’' — or something. They thought, you see, that | was crazy,
and | wasfrightened... Because—because | wasn't sure what 1'd done or what | hadn't done." "Isthat
when you ran awvay?' "No — that was later — " "Tell me." "I don't want to talk about it any more.”
"You'll haveto let them know sooner or later whereyou are— " "I won't! | hate them. | hate my father
asmuch as| hate Mary. | wish they were dead. | wish they were both dead. Then — then | think 1'd be
happy again.” "Don't get al het up! Look here, Norma— " He paused in an embarrassed manner —
"I'm not very set on marriage and al that rubbish... | mean | didn't think 1'd ever do anything of that kind
— ohwell, not for years. One doesn't want to tie onesalf up — but | think it's the best thing we could do,
you know. Get married.

At aregigtry office or something. Y ou'll haveto say you're over twenty-one. Roll up your hair, put on
some spectacles or something. Make you look abit older.

Once we're married, your father can't do athing! He can't send you away to what you cdl a'place. Helll
be powerless™ "I hate him." "Y ou seem to hate everybody.” "Only my father and Mary." "Well, after all,

it'squite natural for aman to marry again.” "Look what he did to my mother.” "All that must have been a
long timeago?’ "Yes. | wasonly achild, but | remember.

He went away and left us. He sent me presents at Christmas -- but he never came himsdlf. | wouldn't
even have known him if I'd met him in the street by the time he did come back. He didn't mean anything
to me by then. | think he got my mother shut up, too. She used to go away when shewasill. | don't
know where.

| don't know what was the matter with her.
Sometimes | wonder... | wonder, David.

| think, you know, there's something wrong in my head, and some day it will make me do something
redly bad. Liketheknife." "What knife?" "It doesn't matter. Just aknife.” "Well, can't you tel me what
you'retaking about?' "'l think it had bloodstainson it -- it was hidden there... under my stockings.” "Do
you remember hiding aknife there?' "I think so. But | can't remember what I'd done with it before thet. |
can't remember where I'd been... Thereisawhole hour gone out of that evening. A whole hour | didn't
know where I'd been.

I'd been somewhere and done something.” "Hush!" He hissed it quickly as the waitress approached their
table. "Youll bedl right. I'll look after you. Let's have something more,” he said to the waitressin aloud
voice, picking up the menu -- "Two baked beans on toast.”

CHAPTER EIGHT
HERCULE POIROT was dictating to his secretary. Miss Lemon.

"And whilel much agppreciate the honour you have done me, | must regretfully inform you thet..." The
telephone rang. Miss Lemon stretched out ahand for it. Y es? Who did you say?' She put her hand over
the receiver and said to Poirot "Mrs. Oliver." "Ah... Mrs. Oliver," said Poirot. He did not particularly
want to be interrupted at this moment, but he took the receiver from MissLemon. " 'Allo," he said,
"Hercule Poirot speaks.” "Oh, M. Poirot, I'm so glad | got you!

I've found her for you!" "1 beg your pardon?' "Rye found her for you. Y our girl! Y ou know, the one
who's committed amurder or thinks she has. She'stalking about it too, agood dedl. | think sheis off her
head. But never mind that now. Do you want to come and get her?' "Where are you, chore Madame?”



"Somewhere between S. Paul's and the Mermaid Theatre and all that. Calthorpe Street,” said Mrs.
Oliver, suddenly looking out of the telephone box in which she was standing. Do you think you can get
here quickly? They'rein arestaurant.” "They?' "Oh, she and what | supposeisthe unsuitable boy friend.
Heisrather niceredly, and he seemsvery fond of her.

| can't think why. People are odd. Well, | don't want to talk because | want to get back again. | followed
them, you see.

| cameinto the restaurant and saw them there.” "Aha? Y ou have been very clever, Madame." "No, |
haven't redly. It was a pure accident. | mean, | waked into asmall cafe place and there the girl was, just
gtting there" "Ah. Y ou had the good fortune then.

That isjust asimportant.” "And I've been Sitting at the next table to them, only she's got her back to me.
And anyway | don't suppose sheld recognise me. I've done thingsto my hair.

Anyway, they've been talking as though they were done in the world, and when they ordered another
course -- baked beans -- (I can't bear baked beans, it aways seems to me so funny that people should)
-- " "Never mind the baked beans. Go on.

Y ou |eft them and came out to telephone.

Isthat right?"' "Y es. Because the baked beans gave metime. And | shal go back now. Or I might hang
about outsde. Anyway, try and get here quickly.” "What isthe name of thiseafe?' "The Merry Shamrock
-- but it doesn't look very merry. In fact, it looksrather sordid, but the coffeeis quite good.” "Say no
more. Go back. In due course, | will arrive." "Splendid,” said Mrs. Oliver, and rang off.

Miss Lemon, dways efficient, had preceded him to the street, and was waiting by ataxi. She asked no
questions and displayed no curiosity. Shedid not tell Poirot how she would occupy her time whilst he
was away. She did not need to tell him. She always knew what she was going to do and she was aways
right inwhat shedid.

Poirot duly arrived at the corner of Calthorpe Street. He descended, paid the taxi, and looked around
him. He saw The Merry Shamrock but he saw no oneinitsvicinity who looked at al like Mrs. Oliver,
however well disguised. He walked to the end of the street and back. No Mrs.

Oliver. So either the couple in which they were interested had | ft the cafe and Mrs.

Oliver had gone on a shadowing expedition, or else— To answer "or elsg" he went to the cafe door.
One could not see the ingde very well from the outside, on account of steam, so he pushed the door

gently open and entered. His eyes swept round it.

He saw at oncethe girl who had cometo visit him at the breakfast table. She was Sitting by herself at a
table againgt thewall.

She was smoking a cigarette and staring in front of her. She seemed to belost in thought. No, Poirot
thought, hardly that.

There did not seem to be any thought there. She waslost in akind of oblivion.



Shewas somewheredse.

He crossed the room quietly and sat down in the chair opposite her. Shelooked up then, and he was at
least gratified to see that he was recognised.

"So we meet again. Mademoisdlle," he said pleasantly. "'l seeyou recogniseme.” "Yes. Yes, | do." "Itis
aways gratifying to be recognised by ayoung lady one has only met once and for avery short time." She
continued to look at him without speaking.

"And how did you know me, may | ask?
What made you recognise me?"' Y our moustache," said Normaimmediately.

"It couldn't be anyone else." He was gratified by that observation and stroked it with the pride and vanity
that he was apt to display on these occasions.

"Ahyes, very true. Y es, there are not many moustaches such asmine. Itisafine one, hein?' "Yes-- well,
yes-- | supposeitis” "Ah, you are perhaps not a connoisseur of moustaches, but | can tell you. Miss
Restarick--Miss Norma Retarick, isit not? -- thet it isavery fine moustache." He had dwelt deliberately
upon her name. She had at first looked so oblivious to everything around her, so far away, that he
wondered if shewould notice. She did.

It startled her.
"How did you know my name?' shesaid.

"True, you did not give your nameto my servant when you came to see me that morning.” "How did you
know it? How did you get to know it? Who told you?' He saw the darm, the fear.

"A friend told me," he said. "Oné's friends can be very useful.” "Who wasit?' "Mademoiselle, you like
keeping your little secrets from me. I, too, have a preference for keeping my little secretsfrom you.” "'l
don't see how you could know who | was." "I am Hercule Poirot,” said Poirot, with hisusua
magnificence. Then heleft theinitiative to her, merdly Stting there amiling gently at her.

"| —" she began, then stopped.
"— Would —" Again she stopped.

"Wedid not get very far that morning, | know," said Hercule Poirot. "Only so far asyour telling me that
you had committed amurder.” "Oh!" "Y es, Mademoiselle, that." "But -- | didn't mean it of course.

| didn't mean anything like that. | mean, it wasjust ajoke.” "Vraiment? Y ou came to see merather early
inthe morning, at breskfast time.

Y ou said it was urgent. The urgency was because you might have committed a murder. That isyour idea
of ajoke, eh?" A waitress who had been hovering, looking at Poirot with afixed attention, suddenly
came up to him and proffered him what appeared to be a paper boat such asit made for children to sall
inabath.

"Thisfor you?' shesaid. "Mr. Porritt?



A lady leftit.” "Ahyes" said Poirot. "And how did you know who | was?' "Thelady said I'd know by
your moustache. Said | wouldn't have seen amoustache like that before. And it'strue enough,” she
added, gazing at it.

"Well, thank you very much." Poirot took the boat from her, untwisted it and smoothed it out; he read
some hadtily pencilled words. "He's just going. She's staying behind, so I'm going to leave her for you,
and follow him." It was Sgned Ariadne.

"Ahyes" sad Hercule Poirat, folding it and dipping it into his pocket. "What were we taking about?

Y our sense of humour, | think. Miss Restarick.” Do you know just my name or — or do you know
everything about me?' "I know afew things about you. Y ou are Miss Norma Restarick, your addressin
London is 67 Borodene Mansions. Y our home address is Crosshedges, Long Basing.

Y ou live there with afather, a stepmother, agreat-uncle and — ah yes, an au pair girl.

You see, | am quitewell informed.” ™Y ou've been having mefollowed.” "No, no," said Poirot. "Not at al.
Asto that, | give you my word of honour." "But you are not police, are you? Y ou didn't say you were." "l
am not police, no." Her suspicion and defiance broke down.

"] don't know what to do," she said.

"l am not urging you to employ me," said Poirot. "For that you have said dready that | am too old.
Possibly you areright.

But sncel know who you are and something about you, there is no reason we should not discuss
together in afriendly fashion the troubles that afflict you. The old, you must remember, though considered
incapable of action, have nevertheless agood fund of experience on which to draw.” Norma continued to
look at him doubtfully, that wide-eyed stare that had disquieted Poirot before. But shewasin asense
trapped, and she had at this particular moment, or so Poirot judged, awish to talk about things. For
some reason, Poirot had always been a person it was easy to talk to.

"They think I'm crazy," shesaid bluntly.

"And -- and | rather think I'm crazy, too. Mad." "That ismost interesting,” said Hercule Poirot, cheerfully.
"There are many different names for these things. Very grand names. Namesrolled out happily by
psychiatrists, psychologists and others. But when you say crazy, that describes very well what the generd
appearance may beto ordinary, everyday people. Eh bien, then, you are crazy, or you appear crazy or
you think you are crazy, and possibly you may be crazy. But al the samethat is not to say the condition
isserious. It isathing that people suffer from agood dedl, and it isusudly easily cured with the proper
treatment.

It comes about becauise people have had too much mental strain, too much worry, have studied too
much for examinations, have dwelled too much perhaps on their emotions, have too much religion or
have alamentable lack of rdligion, or have good reasonsfor hating their fathers or their mothers! Or, of
course, it can be as smple as having an unfortunate love affair.” "1've got a stepmother. | hate her and |
rather think | hate my father too. That seemsrather alot, doesn't it?* "It ismore usud to hate one or the
other," said Poirot. "Y ou were, | suppose, very fond of your own mother. Is she divorced or dead?’
"Dead. Shedied two or three years ago.” "And you cared for her very much?' "Yes. | suppose| did. |
mean of coursel did. Shewas an invdid, you know and i she had to go to nurang homes agood ded."
"And your father?' "'Father had gone abroad along time before that. He went to South Americawhen |



was about five or six. | think he wanted Mother to divorce him but she wouldn't. He went to South
Americaand was mixed up with mines or something like that. Anyway, he used to writeto me a
Christmas, and send me a Christmas present or arrange for one to come to me.

That was about dl. So he didn't redly seem very redl to me. He came home about ayear ago because he
hed to wind up my unclesaffairsand al that sort of financia thing. And when he came home he— he
brought this new wifewith him." "And you resented thefact?' "Yes, | did." "But your mother was dead
by then.

It isnot unusud, you know, for aman to marry again. Especidly when he and hiswife have been
estranged for many years.

Thiswife he brought, was she the same lady he had wished to marry previoudy, when he asked your
mother for adivorce?' "Oh, no, thisoneis quite young. And she's very good-looking and she acts as
though she just owns my father!" She went on after a pause—in adifferent rather childish voice. "l
thought perhaps when he came home thistime he would be fond of me and take notice of me and — but
shewon' let him. She'sagainst me. She's crowded me out.” "But that does not matter at dl at the age
you are. Itisagood thing. Y ou do not need anyone to look after you now. Y ou can stand on your own
feet, you can enjoy life, you can choose your own friends—" "Y ou wouldn't think so, the way they go on
at home! Wdll, I mean to choose my own friends." "Mogt girls nowadays have to endure criticism about
their friends," said Poirot.

"It wasdl so different,”" said Norma.

"My father isn't a dl like | remember him when | wasfive yearsold. He used to play with me, dl the
time, and be so gay.

He's not gay now. Hesworried and rather fierce and — oh quite different.” "That must be nearly fifteen
years ago, | presume. People change." "But ought people to change so much?' "Has he changed in
gppearance?’ "Oh no, no, not that. Oh no! If you look at his picture just over hischair, although it's of
him when he was much younger, it'sexactly like him now. But it isn't at dl theway | remembered him."
"But you know, my dear," said Poirot gently, "people are never like what you remember them. Y ou make
them asthe years go by, more and more the way you wish them to be, and as you think you remember
them. If you want to remember them as agreeable and gay and handsome, yw make them far more so
than they actually were." "Do you think so? Do you redly think so?" She paused and then said abruptly,
"But why do you think | want to kill people?’ The question came out quite naturally. It was there between
them.

They had, Poirot fdlt, got at last to acruciad moment.

"That may be quite an interesting question,” said Poirot, "and there may be quite an interesting reason.
The person who can probably tell you the answer to that will be adoctor. The kind of doctor who
knows." She reacted quickly.

"l won't go to adoctor. | won't go near adoctor! They wanted to send meto adoctor, and then I'll be
shut up in one of those loony places and they won't let me out again. I'm not going to do anything like
that." She was struggling now to riseto her feet.

"It isnot | who can send you to one!

Y ou need not be alarmed. Y ou could go to adoctor entirely on your own behaf if you liked. Y ou can go



and say to him the things you have been saying to me, and you may ask him why, and he will perhapstdll
you the cause." "That'swhat David says. That'swhat David says| should do but | don't think — | don't
think he understands. I'd have to tell adoctor that | — | might havetried to do things..." "What makes
you think you have?' "Because | don't dways remember what 1've done— or where I've been. | lose an
hour of time— two hours— and | can't remember. | wasin acorridor once— acorridor outsde a
door, her door. I'd something in my hand — I don't know how | got it. She came walking along towards
me — But when she got near me, her face changed. It wasn't her at all.

Sheld changed into somebody else.” ™Y ou are remembering, perhaps, anightmare. There people do
change into somebody dse.”" "It wasn't anightmare. | picked up the revolver — It waslying there a my
feet —" "Inacorridor?’' "No, in the courtyard. She came and took it away from me." "Who did?'
"Claudia. Shetook me upstairs and gave me some hitter stuff to drink.” "Where was your stepmother
then?' " She was there, too— No, she wasn't.

Shewas at Crosshedges. Or in hospital.

That's where they found out she was being poisoned — and that it was me." "It need not have been you
— It could have been someone e se." "Who ese could it have been?' "Perhaps — her husband.”
"Father? Why on earth should Father want to poison Mary. He's devoted to her.

Hesdlly about her!" "There are othersin the house, are there not?' "Old Uncle Roderick? Nonsense!™
"One does not know," said Pairat, "he might be mentally afflicted. He might think it was his duty to
poison awoman who might be abeautiful spy. Something like that." "That would be very interesting,”

said Norma, momentarily diverted, and speaking in a perfectly natural manner. "Uncle Roderick was
mixed up agood ded with spiesand thingsin the last war. Who eseisthere? Sonia? | suppose she might
be abeautiful spy, but she's not quite my idea of one.” "No, and there does not seem very much reason
why she should wish to poison your stepmother. | suppose there might be servants, gardeners?’ "No,
they just comein for the day.

| don't think -- well, they wouldn't be the kind of peopleto have any reason.” " She might have done it
hersdlf." "Committed suicide, do you mean? Like the other one?" "It isapossibility.” "I can't imagine
Mary committing suicide. She'sfar too sensble. And why should shewant to?" "Y es, you fed that if she
did, shewould put her head in the gas oven, or she would lie on abed nicely arranged and take an
overdose of deeping draught. Isthat right?' "Well, it would have been more naturd.

So you see," said Norma earnestly, "it must have been me.” "Aha," said Poirat, "that interests me.

Y ou would amogt, it would seem, prefer that it should be you. Y ou are attracted to the ideathat it was
your hand who dipped the fatal dose of this, that or the other.

Yes, you liketheidea." "How dare you say such athing! How can you?' "Because | think it istrue,” said
Poirot.

"Why does the thought that you may have committed murder excite you, please you?' "It'snot true.”" "l
wonder," said Poirot.

She scooped up her bag and began feding in it with shaking fingers.

"I'm not going to stop here and have you say these thingsto me." She signalled to the waitresswho came,
scribbled on apad of paper, detached it and laid it down by Normas plate.



"Permit me," said Hercule Poairot.

He removed the dip of paper deftly, and prepared to draw his notecase from his pocket. The girl
snatched it back again.

"No, | won't let you pay for me." "Asyou please," said Poirot.
He had seen what he wanted to see.

Thehill wasfor two. It would seem therefore that David of the fine feathers had no objection to having
hishillspaid by an infatuated girl.

"Soitisyou who entertain afriend to evenses, | see” "How did you know that | waswith anyone?' "'l
tell you, | know agood dedl.” She placed coins on the table and rose.

"I'm going now," shesaid, "and | forbid you to follow me" "I doubt if | could,” said Poirot. "Y ou must
remember my advanced age. If you were to run down the street | should certainly not be able to follow
you." She got up and went towards the door.

"Do you hear? Y ou are not to follow me." ™Y ou permit me at least to open the door for you." He did so
with something of aflourish. "Au revoir, Mademoisdle." Shethrew a suspicious glance a him and walked
away down the street with arapid step, turning her head back over her shoulder from timeto time. Poirot
remained by the door watching her, but made no attempt to gain the pavement or to catch her up. When
shewas out of sight, he turned back into the cafe.

"And what the devil doesdl that mean?"' said Poirot to himself.

The waitress was advancing upon him, displeasure on her face. Poirot regained his seet at the table and
placated her by ordering acup of coffee. "Thereis something here very curious,”" he murmured to himsdlf.
"Y es, something very curiousindeed.” A cup of pale beige fluid was placed in front of him. Hetook asip
of it and made agrimace.

He wondered where Mrs. Oliver was at this moment.

CHAPTER NINE

MRS. OLIVER was seated in abus.

Shewas dightly out of breath though full of the zest of the chase.

What she cdled in her own mind the Peacock, had led a somewhat brisk pace.

Mrs. Oliver was not arapid walker.

Going aong the Embankment she followed him at adistance of some twenty yards or so. At Charing
Cross he got into the underground. Mrs. Oliver also got into the underground. At Sloane Square he got
out, so did Mrs. Oliver. Shewaited in a bus queue some three or four people behind him. He got on a

bus and so did she.

He got out at World's End, so did Mrs.



Oliver. He plunged into a bewildering maze of streets between King's Road and the river. He turned into
what seemed abuilder'syard. Mrs. Oliver stood in the shadow of adoorway and watched. He turned
into an dleyway, Mrs. Oliver gave him amoment or two and then followed — he was nowhereto be
seen. Mrs. Oliver reconnoitred her general surroundings.

The whole place appeared somewhat decrepit. She wandered farther down the aleyway. Other
aleywaysled off from it -- some of them culs-de-sac. She had completely lost her sense of direction
when she once more came to the builder's yard and a voice spoke behind her, startling her considerably.

It said, politely, "I hopel didn't walk too fast for you." She turned sharply. Suddenly what had recently
been almost fun, a chase undertaken light-heartedly and in the best of spirits, now wasthat no longer.
What she felt now was a sudden unexpected throb of fear. Y es, she was afraid. The atmosphere had
suddenly become tinged with menace.

Y et the voice was pleasant, polite, but behind it she knew there was anger. The sudden kind of anger that
recaled to her in a confused fashion dl the things one read in newspapers. Elderly women attacked by
gangs of young men. Y oung men who were ruthless, cruel, who were driven by hate and the desireto do
harm.

Thiswas the young man whom she had been following. He had known she was there, had given her the
dip and had then followed her into this dleyway, and he stood there now barring her way out.

Asisthe precarious fashion of London, one moment you are amongst people al round you and the next
moment there is nobody in sight. There must be people in the next street, someone in the houses near, but
nearer than that isamagterful figure, afigure with strong cruel hands.

Shefdt surethat in this moment he was thinking of using those hands... The Peacock. A proud peacock.
In hisvelvets, histight, elegant black trousers, speaking in that quiet ironica amused voicethat held
behind it anger... Mrs. Oliver took three big gasps. Then, in alightning moment of decision she put up a
quickly imagined defence. Firmly and immediately she sat on adustbin which was againg thewadl quite
closeto her.

"Goodness, how you startled me," she said. "I'd no ideayou were there. | hope you're not annoyed.” “So
you werefollowingme?' "Yes, I'm afraid | was. | expect it must have been rather annoying to you. Y ou
see | thought it would be such an excellent opportunity. I'm sure you're frightfully angry but you needn't
be, you know. Not redly. Y ou see--" Mrs. Oliver settled hersalf more firmly on the dustbin, "you seel
write books. | write detective stories and I've really been very worried thismorning. Infact | wentinto a
cafeto have acup of coffeejust to try and think things out. I'd just got to the point in my book where |
was following somebody. | mean my hero was following someone and | thought to myself, 'redly | know
very little about following people.’ | mean, I'm always using the phrasein abook and I'veread alot of
books where people do follow other people, and | wondered if it was as easy asit seemsto bein some
people's books or if it was as dmost entirely impossible asit seemed in other people's books. So |
thought 'Well, redlly, the only thing wasto try it out myself -- because until you try things out yourself you
can't redly tell what it'slike. | mean you don't know what you fed like, or whether you get worried at
losing aperson. Asit happened, | just looked up and you were Sitting at the next table to mein the cafe
and | thought you'd be -- | hope you won't be annoyed again -- but | thought you'd be an especialy
good person to follow." Hewas gtill staring a her with those strange, cold blue eyes, yet shefelt
somehow that the tenson had left them.

"Why was | an especidly good person to follow?' "Well, you were so decorative,”" explained Mrs.
Oliver. "They areredly very attractive clothes -- amost Regency, you know, and | thought, well, I might



take advantage of your being fairly easy to distinguish from other people. So you see, when you went out
of the cafe | went out too. And it's not redlly easy at dl." Shelooked up at him. "Do you mind teling meif
you knew | wastheredl thetime?' "Not at once, no." "1 see,” said Mrs. Oliver thoughtfully.

"But of course I'm not as distinctive asyou are. | mean you wouldn't be ableto tell me very easlly froma
lot of other elderly women. | don't stand out very much, do I?" "Do you write books that are published?

Have | ever come acrossthem?' "Wdll, | don't know. Y ou may have.

I've written forty-three by now. My names Oliver." "Ariadne Oliver?' "' So you do know my name," said
Mrs.

Oliver. "Well, that'srather gratifying, of course, though | daresay you wouldn't like my books very much.
Y ou probably would find them rather ol d-fashioned-- not violent enough.” ™Y ou didn't know me
persondly beforehand ?* Mrs. Oliver shook her head. "No, I'm sure | don't -- didn't, | mean." "What
about the girl 1 waswith?" ™Y ou mean the one you were having -- baked beanswasit -- with in the cafe?

No, | don't think so. Of course | only saw the back of her head. She looked to me -- well, | mean girls
do look rather dike, don't they?' " She knew you," said the boy suddenly.

Histonein amoment had a sudden acid sharpness. " She mentioned once that shed met you not long
ago. About aweek ago, | believe." "Where? Wasit at aparty? | suppose | might have met her. What's
her name?

Perhaps I'd know that." She thought he was in two moods whether to mention the name or not, but he
decided to and he watched her face very keenly as he did so.

"Her name's Norma Restarick.” "Norma Restarick. Oh, of course, yes, it was at aparty in the country. A
place caled -- wait aminute -- Long Norton wasit? -- | don't remember the name of the house. | went
there with some friends.

| don't think | would have recognised her anyway, though | believe she did say something about my
books. | even promised I'd give her one. It's very odd, isn't it, that | should make up my mind and
actualy chooseto follow a person who was sitting with somebody | more or less knew.

Very odd. | don't think | could put anything like that in my book. It would look rather too much of a
coincidence, don't you think?' Mrs. Oliver rose from her seat. "Good gracious, what have | been sitting
on? A dustbin! Redlly! Not avery nice dustbin either.” She sniffed. "What isthis place I've got to?' David
was looking at her. Shefdt suddenly that she was completely mistaken in everything she had previoudy

thought.

"Absurd of me" thought Mrs. Oliver, "absurd of me. Thinking that he was dangerous, that he might do
something to me." Hewas smiling at her with an extraordinary charm. He moved his head dightly and his
chestnut ringlets moved on his shoulders. What fantastic crestures there were in the way of young men
nowadays!

"Theleast | cando," he said, "isto show you, | think, where you've been brought to, just by following
me. Come on, up these gairs." Heindicated aramshackle outside staircase running up to what seemed to
bealoft.

"Up those sairs?' Mrs. Oliver was not so certain about this. Perhaps he wastrying to lure her up there



with his charm, and he would then knock her on the head.

"It'sno good, Ariadne,” said Mrs. Oliver to herself, "you've got yourself into this spot, and now you've
got to go on with it and find out what you can find out." Do you think they'll ssand my weight?' she said,
"they look frightfully rickety." "They're quitedl right. I'll go up firgt," he said, "and show you the way."
Mrs. Oliver mounted the ladder-like stairs behind him. It was no good. She was, deep down, sill
frightened. Frightened, not so much of the Peacock, as frightened of where the Peacock might be taking
her. Well, sheld know very soon.

He pushed open the door at the top and went into aroom. It was alarge, bare room and it was an
artist's studio, an improvised kind of one. A few matresseslay here and there on the floor, there were
canvases stacked againgt the wall, a couple of easdls. There was apervading smell of paint. There were
two peoplein the room, abearded young man was standing at an easdl, painting. He turned hishead as
they entered.

"Hdlo, David," he said, "bringing us company?' Hewas, Mrs. Oliver thought, quite the dirtiest-looking
young man she'd ever seen.

Oily black hair hung in akind of circular bob down the back of hisneck and over hiseyesin front. His
face apart from the beard was unshaven, and his clothes seemed mainly composed of greasy black
leather and high boots. Mrs. Oliver's glance went beyond him to a girl who was acting asamodd. She
was on awooden chair on adais, haf flung acrossit, her head back and her dark hair drooping down
fromit.

Mrs. Oliver recognised her at once. It was the second one of the three girlsin Borodene Mansions. Mrs.
Oliver couldn't remember her last name but she remembered her first one. It wasthe highly decorative
and languid-looking girl called Frances.

"Mest Peter,” said David, indicating the somewhat revolting looking artist. "One of our budding geniuses.
And Frances who is posing as adesperate girl demanding abortion.” " Shut up, you ape,” said Peter.

"l believe | know you, don't 1?7' said Mrs. Oliver, cheerfully, without any air of conscious certainty. "I'm

sure I've met you somewhere! Somewhere quite lately, too.” "Y oure Mrs. Oliver, aren't you?' said
Frances.

"That'swhat she said shewas," said David. "True, too, isit?' "Now, where did | meet you," continued
Mrs. Oliver. "Some party, wasiit?

No. Let methink. | know. It was Borodene Mansions." Frances was Sitting up now in her chair and
Spesking in weary but elegant tones.

Peter uttered aloud and miserable groan.

"Now you've ruined the pose! Do you have to have dl thiswriggling about?

Can't you keep ill?* "No, | couldn't any longer. It was an awful pose. I've got the mogt frightful crick in
my shoulder.” "I've been making experimentsin following people,”" said Mrs. Oliver. "It'smuch more
difficult than | thought. Isthisan artis's tudio?' she added, |ooking round her brightly.

"That'swhat they're like nowadays, akind of loft -- and lucky if you don't fal through the floor," said
Peter.



"It'sgot al you need," said David.

"It'sgot anorth light and plenty of room and a pad to deep on, and afourth share in the loo downstairs

-- and what they call cooking facilities. And it'sgot a bottle or two," he added. Turning to Mrs. Oliver,
but in an entirely different tone, one of utter politeness, he said, "And can we offer you adrink?' "I don't
drink" said Mrs. Oliver. "Thelady doesn't drink," said David. "Who would have thought it!" "That's rather
rude but you're quiteright,” said Mrs. Oliver. "Maost people come up to me and say 'l dways thought you
drank like afish'." She opened her handbag -- and immediately three coils of grey hair fell on thefloor.
David picked them up and handed them to her.

"Oh! thank you." Mrs. Oliver took them. "I hadn't time thismorning. | wonder if I've got any more
hairpins.” She delved in her bag and arted attaching the coilsto her head.

Peter roared with laughter -- "Bully for you," he said.

"How extraordinary,” Mrs. Oliver thought to hersdlf, "that | should ever have had thisslly ideathat | was
in danger. Danger -- from these people? No matter what they ook like, they're redly very nice and
friendly. It's quite true what people always say to me. I've far too much imagination.” Presently shesaid
she must be going, and David, with Regency gdlantry, helped her down the rickety steps, and gave her
definite directions asto how to regjoin the King's Road in the quickest way.

"And then," he said, "you can get abus -- or ataxi if youwantit." "A taxi," said Mrs. Oliver. "My feet are
absolutely dead. The sooner | fall into ataxi the better. Thank you," she added, "for being so very nice
about my following you in what must have seemed avery peculiar way. Though after al | don't suppose
private detectives, or private eyes or whatever they cdl them, would look anything at dl like me."
"Perhapsnot,” said David gravely.

"L eft here— and then right, and then left again until you see the river and go towardsit, and then sharp
right and straight on." Curioudly enough, as she walked across the shabby yard the same fedling of unease
and suspense came over her. "I mustn't let my imagination go again.”" She looked back at the steps and
the window of the studio. Thefigure of David still stood looking after her. " Three perfectly nice young
people,” said Mrs, Oliver to hersdf.

"Perfectly nice and very kind. Left here, and then right. Just because they |ook rather peculiar, one goes

and has dlly ideas about their being dangerous. Wasit right again? or |eft? Left, | think — Oh goodness,
my feet. It'sgoing to rain, too." Thewalk seemed endless and the King's Road incredibly far away. She

could hardly hear the traffic now -- and where on earth was the river? She began to suspect that she had
followed the directions wrong.

"Oh! wdll," thought Mrs. Oliver, "I'm bound to get somewhere soon -- theriver, or Putney or
Wandsworth or somewhere." She asked her way to the King's Road from a passing man who said he
was aforeigner and didn't speak English.

Mrs. Oliver turned another corner wearily and there ahead of her was the gleam of the water. She
hurried towards it down anarrow passageway, heard afootstep behind her, half turned, when she was
struck from behind and the world went up in sparks.

CHAPTERTEN

"Drink this" Normawas shivering. Her eyes had adazed look. She shrank back alittlein the chair. The



command was repeated. "Drink this." Thistime she drank obediently, then choked alittle.

"It's-- it'svery strong," she gasped.

"It'l put you right. You'll fed better in aminute. Just St fill and wait." The scknessand the giddiness
which had been confusing her passed off. A little colour cameinto her cheeks, and the shivering
diminished. For thefirst time she looked round her, noting her surroundings.

She had been obsessed by afeding of fear and horror but now things seemed to be returning to normal.
It was amedium-sized room and it was furnished in away that seemed faintly familiar. A desk, acouch,
an armchair and an ordinary chair, a stethoscope on a side table and some machine that she thought had
to do with eyes. Then her atention went from the genera to the particular. The man who had told her to
drink.

She saw aman of perhaps thirty-odd with red hair and arather attractively ugly face, the kind of face that
iscraggy but interesting. He nodded at her in areassuring fashion.

"Beginning to get your bearings?' "l -- | think so. | -- did you -- what happened?' "Don't you
remember?’ "Thetraffic. | -- it cameat me-- it -- " Shelooked at him."l wasrun over.” "Oh no, you
weren't run over." He shook hishead. "l saw to that.” "Y ou?' "Wdll, there you werein the middle of the
road, acar bearing down on you and | just managed to snatch you out of itsway. What were you
thinking of to go running into thetraffic likethat?" "I can't remember. | -- yes, | suppose | must have been
thinking of something ese.” "A Jaguar was coming pretty fast, and there was a bus bearing down on the
other sde of the road. The car wasn't trying to run you down or anything like that, wasit?' "1 — no, no,
I'm sureit wasn't. | mean |—" "Wéll, | wondered—It just might have been something else, mightn't it?"
"What do you mean?' "Well, it could have been ddiberate, you know." "What do you mean by
deliberate?’ "Actualy | just wondered whether you were trying to get yoursdlf killed?' He added
casudly, "Wereyou?' "I — no— well — no, of course not.” "Damn'’ slly way to do it, if s0." Histone
changed dightly. "Come now, you must remember something about it." She began shivering again. "'l
thought — | thought it would be all over. | thought — " "' So you were trying to kill yoursdlf, weren't you?
What's the matter? Y ou can tell me. Boy friend? That can make one fed pretty bad. Besides, ther€'s
awaysthe hopeful thought that if you kill yoursalf you make him sorry — but one should never trust to
that. People don't like feding sorry or feding anything istheir fault. All the boy friend will probably say 'l
aways thought she was unbalanced.

Itsredly al for the best'. Just remember that next time you have an urge to charge Jaguars. Even Jaguars
have fedlingsto be consdered. Was that the trouble? Boy friend walk out on you?' "No," said Norma.
"Oh no. It was quite the opposite.” She added suddenly, "He wanted to marry me." "That's no reason for
throwing yoursdf down infront of aJaguar.” "Yesitis. | did it because—" She stopped.

"You'd better tell me about it, hadn't you?' "How did | get here?' asked Norma.

"I brought you herein ataxi. You didn't seem injured — afew bruises, | expect. Y ou merely looked
shaken to death, and in astate of shock, | asked you your address, but you looked at me as though you
didn't know what | was talking about.

A crowd was about to collect. So | hailed ataxi and brought you here." "Isthisa— adoctor's surgery?'
"Thisisadoctor's consulting room and I'm the doctor. Stillingfleet my nameis." "I don't want to seea
doctor! | don't want to talk to adoctor! | don't— " "Cam down, cadm down. Y ou've been talking to a
doctor for thelast ten minutes.



What's the matter with doctors, anyway?' "Tin afraid. I'm afraid adoctor would" say -- "Come now, my
dear girl, you're not consulting me professondly. Regard me as amere outsider who's been enough of a
busybody to save you from being killed or what isfar more likely, having abroken arm or afractured leg
or ahead injury or something extremely unpleasant which might incapacitate you for life. There are other
disadvantages. Formerly, if you deliberately tried to commit suicide you could be had up in Court. You
dill canif it'sasuicide pact.

Therenow, you can't say | haven't been frank. Y ou could oblige now by being frank with me, and telling
me why on earth you're afraid of doctors. What's a doctor ever done to you?' "Nothing. Nothing has
been doneto me.

But I'm afraid that they might -- " "Might what?" " Shut me up.” Dr. Stillingfleet raised his sandy eyebrows
and looked at her.

"Well, well," he said. "Y ou seem to have some very curious ideas about doctors.
Why should | want to shut you up?

Would you like acup of tea?' he added, "or would you prefer apurple heart or atranquilliser. That'sthe
kind of thing people of your age go in for. Done a bit yoursdlf in that line, haven't you?" She shook her
head. "Not -- not redlly.” "I don't believe you. Anyway, why the darm and despondency? Y ou're not
redly menta, are you? | shouldn't have said so.

Doctorsarent at dl anxious to have people shut up. Mental homes are far too full dready. Difficult to
sgueeze in another body. In fact lately they've been letting agood many people out -- in desperation --
pushing them out, you might say -- who jolly well ought to have been kept in.

Everything's so over-crowded in this country.

"Well," hewent on, "what are your tastes? Something out of my drug cupboard or agood solid
old-fashioned English cup of tea?' "I -- I'd like sometea," said Norma.

"Indian or China? That'sthe thing to ask, isn't it? Mind you, I'm not sureif I've got any China." "I like
Indian better." "Good," he went to the door, opened it and shouted, "Annie. Pot of teafor two." He came
back and sat down and said, "Now you get this quite clear, young lady.

What's your name, by theway?' "NormaRes— " she stopped.
"Yes?' "NormaWest." "Well, MissWedt, let's get thisclear.

I'm not treating you, you're not consulting me. Y ou are the victim of astreet accident — thet isthe way
well put it and that isthe way | suppose you meant it to appear, which would have been pretty hard on
thefdlow inthe Jaguar.” "I thought of throwing mysdlf off abridgefirs.” "Did you?Y ou wouldn't have
found that so easy. People who build bridges are rather careful nowadays. | mean you'd have had to
climb up on to the parapet and it's not so easy. Somebody stops you.

WEéll, to continue with my dissertation, | brought you home as you were in too much of a state of shock
to tell me your address.

What isit, by theway?' "'l haven't got an address. | — | don't live anywhere." "Interesting,” said Dr.
Stillingflest.



"What the police cdl ‘of no fixed abodeb.
What do you do -- st out on the Embankment dl night?* Shelooked at him suspicioudy.

"I could have reported the accident to the police but there was no obligation upon meto do so. |
preferred to take the view that in a state of maiden meditation you were crossing the street before looking
left first.” "You'renot at dl like my idea of adoctor,” said Norma.

"Redly? Wdll, I've been getting gradudly disillusoned in my professonin thiscountry. Infact, I'm giving
up my practice hereand I'm going to Audiraliain about afortnight. So you're quite safe from me, and you
canif you liketell me how you see pink e ephantswalking out of the wdl, how you think the treesare
leaning out their branches to wrap round and strangle you, how you think you know just when the devil
looks out of people's eyes, or any other cheerful fantasy, and | shan't do athing about it! Y ou look sane
enough, if | may say s0." "I don't think | am." "Well, you may beright," said Dr. Stillingflegt handsomely.
"Let's hear what your reasonsare.” "'l do things and don't remember about them... | tell peoplethings
about what I've done but | don't remember telling them..." "1t sounds as though you have abad memory.”
"Y ou don't understand. They're all — wicked things." "Religious mania? Now that would be very
interesting.” "It'snot religious. It'sjust — just hate." There was atap at the door and an elderly woman
camein with ateatray. She put it down on the desk and went out again.

"Sugar?' sad Dr. Stillingflest.

"Yes, please" "Sengblegirl. Sugar isvery good for you when you've had a shock." He poured out two
cups of tea, set hersat her sde and placed the sugar basin beside it. "Now then," he sat down. "What
were we talking about? Oh yes, hate." "It ispossible, isn't it, that you could hate someone so much that
you redly want to kill them?' "Oh, yes" said Stillingfleet cheerfully Hill. "Perfectly possble. Infact, most
natura . But even if you redly want to do it you can't dways screw yoursdlf up to the point, you know.
The human being is equipped with anatura braking system and it appliesthe brakesfor you just at the
right moment.” ™Y ou make it sound so ordinary,” said Norma There was adistinct overtone of
annoyancein her voice.

"Oh, well, itisquite natura. Childrenfed likeit dmost every day. Losetheir tempers, say to their
mothers or ther fathers: Y ou're wicked, | hate you, | wish you were dead'. Mothers, being sometimes
sensible people, don't usually pay any attention. When you grow up, you still hate people, but you can't
take quite so much trouble wanting to kill them by then. Or if you still do— well, then you go to prison.
That is, if you actudly brought yoursalf to do such amessy and difficult job. Y ou aren't putting al thison,
areyou, by theway?' he asked casually.

"Of course not." Norma sat up straight. Her eyes flashed with anger.

"Of course not. Do you think | would say such awful thingsif they weren't true?’ "Wdll, again,” said Dr.
Stillingfleet, "people do. They say dl sortsof awful things about themselves and enjoy saying them.” He
took her empty cup from her.

"Now then," he said, "you'd better tell me al about everything. Who you hate, why you hate them, what
you'd liketo do to them." "Love can turn to hate." " Sounds like amelodramatic balad. But remember
hate can turn to love, too. It works both ways. And you say it's not aboy friend. He was your man and
he did you wrong. None of that stuff, en?' "No, no. Nothing like that. It's -- it's my stepmother.” "The
cruel stepmother motif. But that's nonsense. At your age you can get away from astepmother. What has
she done to you beside marrying your father? Do you hate him too, or are you so devoted to him, that



you don't want to share him?" "It'snot likethat at all. Not at al. | used to love him once. | loved him
dearly. Hewas -- hewas -- | thought he was wonderful."

"Now then," said Dr. Stillingfleet, "listen to me. I'm going to suggest something.
Y ou seethat door?' Normaturned her head and looked in a puzzled fashion at the door.

"Perfectly ordinary door, isn't it? Not locked. Opens and shutsin the ordinary way. Go on, try it for
yoursdlf. Y ou saw my housekeegper comein and go out through it, didn't you? No illusons. Come on.
Get up. Dowhat | tell you." Normarose from her chair and rather hesitatingly went to the door and
opened it.

She stood in the gperture, her head turned towards him enquiringly.

"Right. What do you see? A perfectly ordinary hallway, wants redecorating but it's not worth having it
done when I'm just off to Australia. Now go to the front door, open it, lso no tricks about it. Go outside
and down to the pavement and that will show you that you are perfectly free with no attempts to shut you
up inany way. After that when you have satisfied yourself that you could walk out of this place a any
minute you like, come back, Sit in that comfortable chair over there and tell me al about yoursalf. After
which I will give you my vauable advice. Y ou needn't take it," he added consolingly. " People seidom do
take advice, but you might aswell haveit. See? Agreed?' Normagot up dowly, she went alittle shakily
out of the room, out into -- as the doctor had described -- the perfectly ordinary hallway, opened the
front door with asimple catch, down four steps and stood on the pavement in a street of decorous but
rather uninteresting houses. She stood there amoment, unaware that she was being watched through a
laceblind by Dr.

Stillingfleet himsdlf. She stood there for about two minutes, then with adightly more resolute bearing she
turned, went up the steps again, shut the front door and came back into the room.

"All right?" said Dr. Stillingfleet. " Satisfy you there's nothing up my deeve? All clear and above board.5?
Thegirl nodded.

"Right. Sit down there. Make yourself comfortable. Do you smoke?' "Well, | -- " "Only reefers --
something of that kind?

Never mind, you needn't tell me." "Of course | don't take anything of that kind." "I shouldn't have said
there was any 'of course about it, but one must believe what the patient tellsone. All right. Now tell me
al about yoursdf." "I — | don't know. There€'s nothing to tell redlly. Don't you want meto liedown ona
couch?' "Oh, you mean your memory of dreamsand all that stuff? No, not particularly. | just liketo get a
background. Y ou know.

Y ou were born, you lived in the country or the town, you have brothers and sisters or you're an only
child and so on. When your own mother died, were you very upset by her death?' "Of course| was."
Norma sounded indignant.

"Y ou're much too fond of saying of course. Miss West. By theway. West isn't redlly your name, isit?
Oh, never mind, | don't want to know any other one. Call yourself West or East or North or anything
you like. Anyway, what went on after your mother died?’ "Shewas an invalid for along time before she
died. In nursing homesagood dedl. | stayed with an aunt, rather an old aunt, down in Devonshire. She
wasn't redly an aunt, she was Mother's first cousin. And then my father came home just about sSix months



ago. It -- it waswonderful." Her face lighted up suddenly. She was unaware of the quick, shrewed
glance the gpparently casua young man shot at her. "'l could hardly remember him, you know. He must
have gone awvay when | was about five.

| didn't redly think I'd ever see him again. Mother didn't very often talk about him. I think at first she
hoped that he'd give up this other woman and come back.” " Other woman?' "Y es. He went away with
someone. Shewas avery bad woman. Mother said.

Mother talked about her very bitterly and very bitterly about Father too, but | used to think that perhaps
-- perhaps Father wasn't as bad as she thought, that it was dl thiswoman'sfault.” "Did they marry?' "No.
Mother said she would never divorce Father. She was a--is it an Anglican? -- very High Church, you
know. Rather like aRoman Catholic. She didn't believein divorce.” ~Did they go on living together?
What was the woman's name or isthat a secret too?' "I don't remember her last name.” Norma shook
her head. "No, | don't think they lived together long, but | don't know much about it al, you see. They
went to South Africabut | think they quarrelled and parted quite soon because that's when Mother said
she hoped Father might come back again. But he didn't. He didn't write even. Not even to me. But he
sent methings at Christmas. Presents dways.” "He wasfond of you?' "I don't know. How could | tell?

Nobody ever spoke about him. Only Uncle Simon -- his brother, you know.

Hewasin busnessin the City and he was very angry that Father had chucked up everything. He said he
had always been the same, could never settle to anything, but he said he wasn't abad chap really. He
said hewasjust week. | didn't often see Uncle Simon. It was aways Mother's friends.

Most of them were dreadfully dull. My whole life has been very dull.

"Oh, it seemed so wonderful that Father wasreally coming home. | tried to remember him better. You
know, things he had said, games he had played with me. He used to make melaugh alot. | tried to seeiif

| couldn't find some old snapshots or photographs of him. They seem al to have been thrown away. |
think Mother must have torn them al up.” " She had remained vindictive then." "I think it wasredly Louise
shewasvindictiveagang." "Louise?' He saw adight stiffening on the girl's part.

"l don't remember — | told you — | don't remember any names.” "Never mind. Y ou're talking about the
woman your father ran away with. Isthat it?' "Y es. Mother said she drank too much and took drugs and
would cometo abad end.” "But you don't know whether she did?"' ¢(! don't know anything.”... Her
emotion wasrisng. "l wish you wouldn't ask me questions! | don't know anything about her! | never
heard other again! 1'd forgotten her until you spoke about her. | tell you | don't know anything. "Well,
well," sad Dr. Stillingfleet.

"Don't get so agitated. Y ou don't need to bother about past history. Let's think about the future. What
areyou going to do next?' Normagave adeep sigh.

"l don't know. I've nowhereto go. | can't -- it's much better -- I'm sure it's much better to -- toend it all
-- only -- " "Only you can't make the attempt a second time, isthat it? It would be very foolish if you did,
| cantdl you that, my girl. All right, you've nowhere to go, no oneto trust, got any money?' "Yes, I've
got abanking account, and Father pays so much into it every quarter but I'm not sure... | think perhaps,
by now, they might be looking for me. / don't want to be found.” ™Y ou needn't be. I'll fix that up for you
al right. Place called Kenway Court. Not asfine asit sounds. It'sakind of convalescent nursing home
where people go for arest cure. It's got no doctors or couches, and you won't be shut up there, | can
promise you. Y ou can walk out any timeyou like. Y ou can have bregkfast in bed, stay in bed dl day if
you like. Have agood rest and I'll come down one day and talk to you and welll solve afew problems



together. Will that suit you? Are you willing?' Normalooked at him. She sat, without expression, staring
a him, dowly she nodded her head.

Il

Later that evening Dr. Stillingfleet made atelephone call.

"Quite agood operation kidnap,” he said. "She's down at Kenway Court.
Camelikealamb. Can't tell you much yet.

Thegirl'sfull of drugs. I'd say she'd been taking purple hearts, and dream bombs, and probably L.S.D....
She's been dl hopped up for sometime. She says no, but | wouldn't trust much to what she says.” He
listened for amoment. "Don't ask me! One will haveto go carefully there.

She getsthe wind up easily... Yes, she's scared of something, or she's pretending to be scared of
something.

"I don't know yet, | can't tell. Remember people who take drugs are tricky. Y ou can't believe what they
say dways. We haven't rushed thingsand | don't want to Sartle her.

"A father complex asachild. I'd say didn't care much for her mother who sounds agrim woman by al
accounts — the sdlf-righteous martyr type. I'd say Father was a gay one, and couldn't quite stand the

grimness of married life— Know of anyone called Louise?... The name seemed to frighten her — She
wasthe girl'sfira hate, | should say. Shetook Father away at the timethe child wasfive.

Children don't understand very much at that age, but they're very quick to feel resentment of the person
they fed wasresponsible. She didn't see Father again until apparently afew months ago. I'd say shed
had sentimentd dreams of being her father's companion and the gpple of hiseye. She got disillusioned

goparently.

Father came back with awife, anew young attractive wife. She's not called Louise, isshe?... Oh well, |
only asked. I'm giving you roughly the picture, the generd picture, that is." The voice at the other end of
thewire said sharply, "What isthat you say? Say it again." "l said I'm giving you roughly the picture.
There was a pause.

"By theway, herés one little fact might interest you. The girl made arather hamhanded attempt to commit
suicide. Doesthat startle you.

"Oh, it doesn't... No, she didn't swallow the aspirin bottle, or put her head in the gas oven. She rushed
into the traffic in the path of a Jaguar going faster than it should have done... | cantell you | only got to
her justintime... Yes, I'd say it wasagenuineimpulse... She admitted it.

Usud classic phrase -- she ‘wanted to get out of it al'." He listened to arapid flow of words, then he
sad: "l don't know. At thisstage, | can't be sure -- The picture presented isclear. A nervy girl, neurotic
and in an overwrought state from taking drugs of too many kinds. No, | couldn't tell you definitely what
kind. There are dozens of these things going about dl producing dightly different effects. There can be
confusion, loss of memory, aggression, bewilderment, or sheer fuzzleheadedness!

Thedifficulty isto tell what the red reactions are as opposed to the reactions produced by drugs. There
aretwo choices, "ou see. Either thisisagirl who isplaying hersalf up, depicting herself as neurotic and



nervy and cdlaming suicidd tendencies.

It could be actudly so. Or it could be awhole pack of lies. | wouldn't put it past her to be putting up this
story for some obscure reason of her own — wanting to give an entirely false impression of herself.

If s0, she'sdoing it very cleverly. Every now and then, there seems something not quite right in the picture
shesgiving. Issheavery clever little actress acting apart?

Or isshe agenuine semi-moronic suicidal victim? She could be ether... What did you say?... Oh, the
Jaguar!... Yes, it was being driven far too fast. Y ou think it mightn't have been an attempt at suicide?

That the Jaguar was deliberately meaning to run her down P' He thought for aminute or two. "I can't
say," hesaid dowly. "It just could be so.

Yes, it could be so, but | hadn't thought of it that way. Thetroubleis, everything's possible, isn't it?
Anyway, I'm going to get more out of her shortly. I've got her in a position where she's semi-willing to
trust me, solong as | don't go too far too quickly, and make her suspicious. Shelll become more trusting
soon, and tell me more, and if she's a genuine case, shelll pour out her whole story to me— forceit on
mein the end. At the moment she's frightened of something.

"If, of course, she's leading me up the garden path welll have to find out the reason why. She's at
Kenway Court and | think shelll stay there. I'd suggest that you keep someone with an eye on it for aday
or so and if she does attempt to leave, someone she doesn't know by sight had better follow her.”

CHAPTER ELEVEN
ANDREW RESTARICK waswriting acheque -- he made adight grimace as he did so.

His office was large and handsomely furnished in typical conventiond tycoon fashion -- the furnishing and
fittings had been Simon Restarick's and Andrew Restarick had accepted them without interest and had
made few changes except for removing a couple of pictures and replacing them by his own portrait which
he had brought up from the country, and awater colour of Table Mountain.

Andrew Regtarick was aman of middle age, beginning to put on flesh, yet strangdly little changed from
the man some fifteen years younger in the picture hanging above him. There was the same jutting out chin,
thelipsfirmly pressed together, and the dightly raised quizzica eyebrows. Not avery noticeable man --
an ordinary type and at the moment not avery happy man.

His secretary entered the room -- she advanced towards his desk, as he looked up.

"A Monsieur Hercule Poirot is here. He ingsts that he has an appointment with you -- but | can find no
trace of one." "A Mongeur Hercule Poirot?' The name seemed vaguedy familiar, but he could not
remember in what context. He shook hishead -- "I can't remember anything about him -- though | seem
to have heard the name. What does helook like?' "A very small man -- foreign -- French | should say --
with an enormous moustache -- " "Of course! | remember Mary describing him. He cameto see old
Roddy. But what's dl this about an appointment with me." "He saysyou wrote him aletter.” "Can't
remember it -- eveniif | did.

Perhaps Mary -- Oh well, never mind -- bring him in. | suppose I'd better see what thisisal about.” A
moment or two later Claudia ReeceHolland returned ushering with her asmall man with an egg-shaped
head, large moustaches, pointed patent leasther shoes and ageneral air of complacency which accorded



very well with the description he had had from hiswife.
"Monsieur Hercule Poirot,” said Claudia ReeceHolland.
She went out again as Hercule Poirot advanced towards the desk. Restarick rose.

"Monsieur Restarick? | am Hercule Poirat, at your service." "Oh yes. My wife mentioned that you'd
called upon usor rather called upon my uncle. What can | do for you?' "I have presented mysdlf in
answer to your letter." "What letter? | did not writeto you, M. Poirot.” Poirot stared a him. Then he
drew from his pocket aletter, unfolded it, glanced at it and handed it across the desk with abow.

"Seefor yoursdf. Monseur." Restarick stared at it. It was typewritten on his own office sationery. His
sgnature was written in ink at the bottom.

Dear Monsieur Poirot, | should bevery glad if you could call upon me at the above address at your
earliest convenience. | understand from what my wife tellsme and aso from what | have learned by
making various enquiriesin London, that you are aman to be trusted when you agree to accept amission
that demands discretion.

Y ourstruly, Andrew Restarick He said sharply: "When did you recaeive this?' "Thismorning. | had no
matters of moment on my hands so | came dong here" "Thisisan extraordinary thing, M.

Poirot. That letter was not written by me." "Not written by you?' "No. My signatureis quite different —
look for yourself." He cast out a hand as though looking for some example of his handwriting and without
conscious thought turned the chegque book on which he had just written his signature, so that Poirot could
seeit. "You see? The Sgnature on the letter isnot in theleast like mine." "But that is extraordinary,” said
Poirot.

"Absolutely extraordinary. Who could have written thisletter?' "That'sjust what I'm asking mysdlf." "It
could not — excuse me — have been your wife?' "No, no. Mary would never do athing like that. And
anyway why should she sign it with my name? Oh no, she would have told meif sheld done so, prepared
me for your vigt." "Then you have no ideawhy anyone might have sent thisletter?' "No, indeed." "Have
you no knowledge, Mr. Restarick, asto what the matter might be on which in thisletter you apparently
want to engage me?' "How could | have anidea?' "Excuse me," said Poirot, "you have not yet
completely read this|letter. Y ou will notice at the bottom of the first page after the Sgnature, thereisa
smdll p.t.o." Restarick turned the | etter over. At the top of the next page the typewriting continued.

The matter on which | wish to consult you concerns my daughter', Norma.

Restarick's manner changed. His face darkened.

"Sothat'sit! But who could know — who could possibly meddlein this matter.

Who knows about it?" "Could it be away of urging you to consult me? Some well-meaning friend?

Y ou haveredly no ideawho the writer may have been?' "I've no ideawhatever.” "And you are not in
trouble over a daughter of yours -- a daughter named Norma?' Restarick said dowly: "I have adaughter

named Norma. My only daughter.”" His voice changed dightly as he said the last words.

"And sheisintrouble, difficulty of somekind?' "Not that | know of." But he hesitated dightly as he spoke
the words.



Poirot leaned forward.
"I don't think that isexactly right, Mr.

Redtarick. | think thereis sometrouble or difficulty concerning your daughter.” "Why should you think
that? Has someone spoken to you on the subject ?* "'l was going entirely by your intonation, Monsieur.
Many people,” added Hercule Poirot, "arein trouble over daughters at the present date. They have a
genius, young ladies, for getting into various kinds of trouble and difficulty. It is possble that the same
obtains here." Restarick was slent for some few moments, drumming with hisfingers on the desk.

"Yes, | anworried about Norma," he said at lat. "Sheisadifficult girl. Neurotic, inclined to be
hystericd. | -- unfortunately | don't know her very well." "Trouble, no doubt, over ayoung man?' "Ina
way, yes, but that is not entirely what isworrying me. | think --" he looked appraisngly at Poirot. "Am |
to takeit that you are aman of discretion?' "1 should be very little good in my professonif | were not.”
"Itisacase, you see, of wanting my daughter found.” "Ah?" " She came home last weekend as she usudly
doesto our housein the country.

She went back on Sunday night ostensibly to the flat which she occupiesin common with two other girls,
but | now find that she did not go there. She must have gone -- somewhere ese.” "In fact, she has
disappeared?" "It sounds too much of amelodramatic statement, but it does amount to that. | expect
theré's aperfectly natura explanation, but--well, | suppose any father would be worried. She hasn't rung
up, you see, or given any explanation to the girls with whom she shares her flat." "They too are worried?!
"No, | should not say so. | think -- well, | think they take such things easily enough.

Girlsare very independent. More so than when | left England fifteen years ago.”" "What about the young
man of whom you say you do not approve? Can she have gone away with him?' "' devoutly hope not.
It'spossible, but | don't -- my wife doesn't think so. Y ou saw him, | believe, the day you cameto our
houseto cal on my uncle--" "Ahyes, | think I know the young man of whom you spesk. A very
handsome young man but nat, if | may say so, aman of whom afather would approve. | noticed that
your wife was not pleased, either." "My wifeis quite certain that he came to the house that day hoping to
escape observation." "He knows, perhaps, that he is not welcome there?' "He knows dl right,” said
Redtarick grimly.

"Do you not then think that it is only too likely your daughter may havejoined him?' "1 don't know what
tothink. | didn't — at first." "Y ou have been to the police.” "No." "In the case of anyonewho ismissing,
it isusualy much better to go to the police.

They too are discreet and they have many means at their disposal which personslike mysdf havenot.” "I
don't want to go to the palice. It's my daughter., man, you understand? My daughter. If she'schosento
— to go away for ashort time and not let us know, well, that's up to her. There's no reason to believe
that she'sin any danger or anything like that. | — I just want to know for my own satisfaction where she
is" "Isit possble, Mr. Restarick — | hope | am not unduly presuming, that that is not the only thing that
isworrying you about your daughter?' "Why should you think there was anything ese?' "Because the
mere fact that agirl isabsent for afew dayswithout telling her parents, or the friends with whom sheis
living, where sheisgoing, isnot particularly unusua nowadays. It isthat, taken in conjunction with
something ese, | think, which has caused you thisaarm." "Wéll, perhaps you'reright. It's--" helooked
doubtfully at Poirot. "It isvery hard to spesk of these thingsto strangers.” "Not redly,” said Poirat. "It is
infinitely easier to spesak to strangers of such things than it would be to speak of them to friends or
acquaintances. Surely you must agreeto that?' "Perhaps. Perhaps. | can see what you mean. Wdll, | will
admit | am upset about my girl. Y ou see she -- she's not quite like other girls and there's been something



aready that has definitely worried me-- worried us both." Poirot said: ™Y our daughter, perhaps, is at that
difficult age of young girlhood, an emotiona adolescence when, quite frankly, they are capable of
performing actions for which they are hardly to be held responsible. Do not teke it amissif | ventureto
make asurmise. Y our daughter perhaps resents having a stepmother?' "That is unfortunately true. And
yet she has no reason to do so, M. Poirot. It is not as though my first wife and | had recently parted. The
parting took place many years ago." He paused and then said, "1 might aswell speek frankly to you.
After al, there has been no conced ment about the matter.

My first wifeand | drifted apart. | need not mince matters. | had met someone €l se, someone with whom
| was quite infatuated.

| 1eft England and went to South Africawith the other woman. My wife did not approve of divorceand |
did not ask her for one. | made suitable financia provison for my wife and for the child— shewas only
fiveyearsold a thetime— " He paused and then went on: "Looking back, | can seethat | had been
dissatisfied with life for sometime. I'd been yearning to travel. At that period of my life | hated being tied
down to an office desk. My brother reproached me severa times with not taking more interest in the
family business, now that | had comein with him. He said that | was not pulling my weight. But | didn't
want that sort of life.

| wasrestless. | wanted an adventurous life. | wanted to see the world and wild places..." He broke off
aoruptly.

"Anyway — you don't want to hear the story of my life. | went to South Africaand Louise went with me.
It wasn't a success.

I'll admit that straight away. | wasin love with her but we quarrdled incessantly. She hated lifein South
Africa. She wanted to get back to London and Paris— all the sophisticated places. We parted only
about ayear after we arrived there." He Sighed.

"Perhaps | ought to have gone back then, back to the tamelifethat | didiked the idea of so much. But |
didn't. | don't know whether my wife would have had me back or not. Probably she would have
consdered it her duty to do so. She was a great woman for doing her duty.” Poirot noted the dight
bitterness that ran through that sentence.

"But | ought to have thought more about Norma, | suppose. Well, thereit was.
The child was safdy with her mother.

Financiad arrangements had been made. | wrote to her occasionally and sent her presents, but | never
once thought of going back to England and seeing her. That was not entirely blameworthy on my part. |
had adopted adifferent way of lifeand | thought it would be merely unsettling for the child to have a
father who came and went, and perhaps disturbed her own peace of mind. Anyway, let'ssay | thought |
was acting for the best.” Restarick's words came fast now. It was as though he was feding a definite
solace in being able to pour out his story to a sympathetic listener. It was areaction that Poirot had often
noticed before and he encouraged it.

"Y ou never wished to come home on your own account?' Restarick shook hishead very definitely.
"No. You seg, | wasliving thekind of lifel liked, the kind of life | was meant for. | went from South

Africato East Africa. | wasdoing very wdll financidly, everything | touched seemed to prosper, projects
with which | was associated, occasiondly with other people, sometimes on my own, al went well. | used



to go off into the bush and trek. That wasthe life I'd dways wanted. | am by nature an out-of-door man.

Perhaps that's why when | was married to my first wife felt trapped, held down. No, | enjoyed my
freedom and I'd no wish to go back to the conventiona type of lifethat I'd led here." "But you did come
back in the end?' Restarick sighed. "Yes. | did come back. Ahwell, one grows old, | suppose.

Also, another man and | had made avery good strike. We'd secured a concession which might have very
important consequences. It would need negotiation in London. There | could have depended on my
brother to act, but my brother died.

| was dill apartner inthefirm. | could returnif | chose and see to things mysdlf.

It wasthefirst time | had thought of doing so. Of returning, | mean, to City life." "Perhaps your wife --
your second wife-- " "Yes, you may have something there. | had been married to Mary just amonth or
two when my brother died. Mary was born in South Africa but she had been to England severa times
and sheliked the life there. She liked particularly theidea of having an English garden!

"And 1?7Wdll, for thefirst time perhaps | felt | would like lifein England, too. And | thought of Normaas
well. Her mother had died two yearsearlier. | talked to Mary about it al, and she was quite willing to
help me make ahome for my daughter.

The prospects al seemed good and so— " he smiled, " — and so | came home." Poirot looked at the
portrait that hung behind Restarick's head. It wasin a better light here than it had been at the house in the
country. It showed very plainly the man who was Sitting at the desk, there were the distinctive features,
the obstinacy of the chin, the quizzica eyebrows, the poise of the head, but the portrait had one thing that
the man gtting in the chair beneath it lacked. Y outh!

Another thought occurred to Poirot.

Why had Andrew Restarick moved the portrait from the country to his London office? The two portraits
of him and his wife had been companion portraits done at the same time and by that particular
fashionable artist of the day whose specidity was portrait painting. It would have been more natural,
Poirot thought, to have left them together, as they had been meant to be originaly. But Restarick had
moved one portrait, hisown, to his office. Wasit akind of vanity on his part—awish to disolay himsdlf
asa City man, as someone important to the City?'Y et he was aman who had spent histimein wild
places, who professed to prefer wild places. Or did he perhaps do it in order to keep before hismind
himsdlf in his City persondity. Did hefed the need of reinforcement.

"Or, of course," thought Poirat, it could be smple vanity!" "Even | mysdlf," said Poirot to himsdf, inan
unusudl fit of modesty, "even | myself am cgpable of vanity on occasons.” The short sllence, of which
both men had seemed unaware, was broken. Restarick spoke apologeticaly.

"Y ou must forgive me, M. Poirot. | seem to have been boring you with the story of my life" "Thereis
nothing to excuse, Mr. Restarick.

Y ou have been talking redlly only of your life asit may have affected that of your daughter. Y ou are much
disquieted about your daughter. But | do not think that you have yet told me the real reason.

Y ou want her found, you say?' "Yes, | want her found." "Y ou want her found, yes, but do you want her
found by me? Ah, do not heditate. Lapolitesse -- it isvery necessary inlife, but it is not necessary here.
Listen. | tell you, if you want your daughter found | adviseyou, | -- Hercule Poirot -- to go to the police



for they have the facilities. And from my own knowledge they can be discreet.” "I won't go to the police
unless-- well, unless| get very desperate.” "Y ou would rather go to aprivate agent?' "Y es. But you see,
| don't know anything about private agents. | don't know who -- who can be trusted. | don't know who
--""And what do you know about me?' "I do know something about you. | know, for ingtance, that you
held aresponsible position in Intelligence during the war, since, in fact, my own uncle vouches for you.
That isan admitted fact.” Thefaintly cynica expression on Poirot's face was not percelved by Restarick.

The admitted fact was, as Poirot waswell aware, acompleteilluson -- athough Restarick must have
known how undependable Sir Roderick was in the matter of memory and eyesight -- he had swallowed
Poirot's own account of himself, hook, line and sinker. Poirot did not disiliusion him. It merely confirmed
himin hislong-held belief that you should never believe anything anyone said without first checking it.
Suspect everybody, had been for many years, if not hiswhole life, one of hisfirst axioms.

"Let mereassureyou,” said Poirot. "1 have been throughout my career exceptionally successful. | have
been indeed in many ways unequaled.” Restarick looked less reassured by this than he might have been!
Indeed, to an Englishman, aman who praised himsdlf in such terms aroused some misgivings.

He sad: "What do you fed yoursdf, M. Poirot? Have you confidence that you can find my daughter?”
"Probably not as quickly asthe police could do, but yes. | shdl find her." "And -- and if you do -- " "But
if youwish meto find her, Mr.

Restarick, you must tell me dl the circumstances.”

"But | havetold them to you. Thetime, the place, where she ought to be. | can giveyou alist of her
friends..." Poirot was making some violent shakings of his head. "No, no, | suggest you tel methe truth.”
"Do you suggest | haven't told you the truth?' ™Y ou have not told me dl of it. Of that | am assured. What
areyou afraid of ? What are the unknown facts— the factsthat | have to know if | am to have success.
Y our daughter didikes her sepmother. That is plain. Thereisnothing strange about thet.

Itisavery naturd reaction. Y ou must remember that she may have secretly idealised you for many many
years. That is quite possible in the case of abroken marriage where achild has had a severe blow in her
affections. Yes, yes, | know what | am talking about. Y ou say achild forgets. That istrue. Y our daughter
could have forgotten you in the sense that when she saw you again she might not remember your face or
your voice. She would make her own image of you. Y ou went away.

She wanted you to come back. Her mother, no doubt, discouraged her from talking about you, and
therefore she thought about you perhaps al the more. Y ou mattered to her al the more. And because she
could not talk about you to her own mother she had what is avery natura reaction with achild — the
blaming of the parent who remainsfor the absence of the parent who has gone. She said to hersdlf
something in the nature of 'Father was fond of me. It's Mother he didn't like', and from that was born a
kind of idealisation, akind of secret liai son between you and her. What had happened was not her
father'sfault. Shewill not bdieveit!

"Oh yes, that often happens, | assure you. | know something of the psychology.

So when she learns that you are coming home, that you and she will be reunited, many memoriesthat she
has pushed aside and not thought of for years return. Her father is coming back! He and she will be
happy together! She hardly realises the stepmother, perhaps, until she seesher.

And then sheisviolently jedlous. It ismost naturd, | assure you. Sheisviolently jealous partly because
your wife is agood ooking woman, sophisticated, and well poised, which isathing girls often resent



because they frequently lack confidencein themsalves. She hersdlf is possibly gauche with perhaps an
inferiority complex. So when she sees her competent and goodlooking stepmother, quite possibly she
hates her; but hates her as an adolescent girl who istill haf achild might do.” "Well — " Redtarick
hestated. "That ismore or lesswhat the doctor said when we consulted him — | mean—" "Aha," said
Poairot, "so you consulted a doctor? Y ou must have had some reason, isit not so, for calling in adoctor?!
"Nothing redly.” "Ah no, you cannot say that to Hercule Poirat. It is not nothing. It was something serious
and you had better tell me, becauseif | know just what has been in thisgirFs mind, | shall make more
progress. Thingswill go quicker." Restarick was silent for several moments, then he made up hismind.

"Thisisin absolute confidence, M.

Poirot? | can rely on you— | have your assurance asto that?' "By al means. What was the trouble?" *'|
cannot be— be sure. ™Y our daughter entered into some action againgt your wife? Something more than
being merdly childishly rude or saying unpleasant things. It was something worse than that—something
more serious. Did she perhaps attack her physically?' "No, it was not an attack — not aphysica attack
but — nothing was proved.” "No, no. We will admit that." "My wife became far fromwell — " He
hestated.

"Ah," said Poirot. "Yes, | see... And what was the nature of her illness?

Digestive, possibly? A form of enteritis?’ "You're quick, M. Poirot. You'revery quick. Yes, it was
digestive. Thiscomplaint of my wifeéswas puzzling, because she had aways had excdlent hedth. Findly
they sent her to hospita for ‘observation', asthey cal it. A check up.” "And theresult?' "I don't think they
were completely satisfied... She gppeared to regain her health completely and was sent homein due
course. But the trouble recurred. We went carefully over the meals she had, the cooking. She seemed to
be suffering from aform of intestina poisoning for which there appeared to be no cause. A further step
was taken, tests were made of the dishes she ate. By taking samples of everything, it was definitely
proved that a certain substance had been administered in various dishes. In each case it was adish of
which only my wife had partaken.” "In plain language somebody was giving her arsenic. Isthat right?"
"Quiteright. In smal doseswhich would in the end have acumulative effect.” ™Y ou suspected your
daughter?' "No.59 " think you did. Who e se could have doneit?'Y ou suspected your daughter.”
Restarick gave adeep sigh.

"Frankly, yes." Il When Poirot arrived home, George was awaiting him " A woman named Edith rang up,
gr --" "Edith?' Poirot frowned.

"Sheis, | gather, inthe service of Mrs.

Oliver. She asked meto inform you that Mrs. Oliver isin St. Gilesb Hospitd." "What has happened to
her?' "I understand she has been -- er -- coshed.” George did not add the latter part of the message, and
youtell himit'sbeen dl hisfault.” Poirot clicked histongue. "I warned her — | was uneasy last night
when | rang her up, and there was no answer. Les Femmes.”

CHAPTER TWELVE

"LET'Sbuy apeacock,” said Mrs. Oliver suddenly and unexpectedly. She did not open her eyesas she
made this remark, and her voice was weak though full of indignation.

Three people brought startled eyesto bear upon her. She made a further statement.

"Hit on the head." She opened badly focused eyes and endeavoured to make out where she was.



Thefirg thing she saw was aface entirely strange to her. A young man who was writing in a notebook.
He held the pencil poised in hishand.

"Policeman,” said Mrs. Oliver decisvely.
"I beg your pardon. Madam?' "I said you were apoliceman,” said Mrs.

Oliver."Am 1 right?" "Yes, Madam." "Crimind assault,” said Mrs. Oliver and closed her eyesina
satisfied manner. When she opened them again, she took in her surroundings morefully. Shewasina
bed, one of those rather high hygienic looking beds, she decided. The kind that you shoot up and down
and round and about. She was not in her own home. She looked round and decided on her environment.

"Hospitd, or could be nursing home," she said.

A sster was standing with an air of authority at the door, and a nurse was standing by her bed. She
identified afourth figure. "Nobody," said Mrs. Oliver, "could mistake those moustaches. What are you
doing here, M. Poirot?' Hercule Poirot advanced towards the bed. "I told you to be careful, Madame,"
hesad.

"Anyone might lose their way," said Mrs. Oliver, somewhat obscurely, and added, "my head aches."
"With good cause. Asyou surmise, you were hit on the head.” "Y es. By the Peacock.” The policeman
dtirred uneasily then said, "Excuse me. Madam, you say you were assaulted by a peacock?' " Of course.
I'd had an unessy feding for some time— you know, atmosphere.” Mrs.

Oliver tried to wave her hand in an appropriate gesture to describe atmosphere, and winced. "Ouch,” she
said, "I'd better not try that again.” "My patient must not get overexcited,” said the sister with disapproval.

"Can you tell mewherethis assault occurred?' "I haven't thefaintest idea. 1'd lost my way. | was coming
from akind of Sudio.

Very badly kept. Dirty. The other young man hadn't shaved for days. A greasy leather jacket.” "Isthis
the man who assaulted you?' "No, it's another one.” "If you could just tell me-- " "'l am telling you, aren't
I?1'd followed him, you see, dl the way from the cafe -- only I'm not very good at following people.

No practice. It's much more difficult than you'd think." Her eyes focused on the policeman. "Buit |
suppose you know all about that. Y ou have courses -- in following people, | mean? Oh, never mind, it
doesn't matter.

You see" she said, speaking with sudden rapidity, "it's quite smple. | had got off at The World's End, |
think it was, and naturally | thought he had stayed with the others— or gone the other way. But instead,
he came up behind me." "Who wasthis?' "The Peacock," said Mrs. Oliver, "and he startled me, you see.
It does startle you when you find things are the wrong way round. | mean he was following you instead of
you following him—only it was earlier — and | had a sort of uneasy fedling. In fact, you know, | was
afraid. | don't know why. He spoke quite politely but | was afraid. Anyway there it was and he said
'‘Come up and see the studio’ and so | came up rather arickety staircase. A kind of ladder staircase and
there was this other young man — the dirty young man — and he was painting a picture, and the girl was
acting asmodd. Shewas quite clean.

Rather pretty really. And so there we were and they were quite nice and polite, and then | said | must be
getting home, and they told me the right way to get back to the King's Road. But they can't redlly have



told me the right way. Of course | might have made amistake. Y ou know, when people tell you second
left and third right, well, you sometimes do it the wrong way round. At least | do. Anyway, | gotinto a
rather peculiar dummy part quite close to theriver. The afraid fegling had gone away by then. | must have
been quite off my guard when the Peacock hit me." "I think she's delirious,59 said the nursein an
explanatory voice.

"No, I'mnot," said Mrs. Oliver. "1 know what I'm talking about." The nurse opened her mouth, caught
the Sster's admonitory eye and shut it again quickly.

"Vevetsand satinsand long curly hair,” said Mrs. Oliver.

"A peacock in satin? A real peacock, Madam. Y ou thought you saw a peacock near theriver in
Chelsea?' "A real peacock?' said Mrs. Oliver. "Of course not. How silly. What would ared peacock be
doing down on Chelsea Embankment.”

Nobody appeared to have an answer to this question.

"Hegtruts" said Mrs. Oliver, "that'swhy | nicknamed him a peacock. Shows off, you know. Vain, |
should think. Proud of hislooks. Perhgpsalot of other thingsaswell." She looked at Poirot. "David
something.

Y ou know who | mean." "Y ou say thisyoung man of the name of David assaulted you by striking you on
the head?' "Yes| do." Hercule Poirot spoke. "Y ou saw him?' "I didn't seehim,” said Mrs. Oliver, "'l
didn't know anything about it. | just thought | heard something behind me, and before | could turn my
head to look — it al happened! Just asif aton of bricks or something fell on me. | think I'll go to deep
now," she added.

She moved her head dightly, made agrimace of pain, and rel gpsed into what appeared to be a perfectly
satisfactory unconsciousness.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

POIROT seldom used the key to hisflat. Instead, in an old-fashioned manner, he pressed the bell and
waited for that admirable factotum, George, to open the door. On this occasion, however, after hisvigt
to the hospital, the door was opened to him by Miss Lemon.

"Y ou've got two visitors" said Miss Lemon, pitching her voice in an admirable tone, not ascarrying asa
whisper but agood many notes lower than her usud pitch. "One's Mr. Goby and the other isan old
gentleman called Sir Roderick Horsefield. | don't know which you want to seefirst.” " Sir Roderick
Horsefield," mused Poirot.

He consdered thiswith his head on one sde, looking rather like arobin while he decided how this latest
development waslikely to affect the generd picture. Mr.

Goby, however, materidised with hisusud suddenness from the smal room which was sacred to Miss
Lemon'stypewriting and where she had evidently kept him in storage.

Poirot removed his overcoat. Miss Lemon hung it up on the hall-stand, and Mr. Goby, aswas his
fashion, addressed the back of MissLemon's head.

"I'll have acup of teain the kitchen with George," said Mr. Goby. "My timeismy own. I'll keep." He



disappeared obligingly into the kitchen.
Poirot went into his Stting-room where Sir Roderick was pacing up and down full of vitality.

"Run you down, my boy," he said genidly. "Wonderful thing the telephone.” "Y ou remembered my name?
| am gratified.” "Wdll, | didn't exactly remember your name,” said Sir Roderick. "Names, you know, have
never been my strong point.

Never forget aface," he ended proudly.

"No. | rang up Scotland Yard." "Oh!" Poirot looked faintly startled, though reflecting that that wasthe
sort of thing that Sir Roderick would do.

"Asked mewho | wanted to speak to. | said, put me on to the top. That's the thing to do in life, my boy.
Never accept second in charge. No good. Go to the top, that'swhat | say. | said who | was, mind you.

Said | wanted to spesk to thetop brassand | got ontoit in the end. Very civil fellow.

Told him | wanted the address of achap in Allied Intelligence who was out with me a acertain placein
France at a certain date.

The chap seemed abit a seq, s0 | said: "Y ou know who | mean.' A Frenchman, | said, or aBelgian.
Belgian, weren't you? | said: 'He's got a Chrigtian name something like Achilles. It'snot Achilles' | said,
'but it'slike Achilles. Little chap,’ | said, 'big moustaches." And then he seemed to catch on, and he said
you'd bein the telephone book, he thought. | said that'sal right, but | said: 'He won't be listed under
Achillesor Hercules (as he said it was), will he?and | can't remember his second name." So then he gave
itme. Very civil sort of fellow.

Very civil, | must say." "l am delighted to seeyou," said Poirot, sparing ahurried thought for what might
be said to him later by Sir Roderick's telephone acquaintance. Fortunately it was not likely to have been
quite the top brass.

It was presumably someone with whom he was aready acquainted, and whose job it was to produce
civility on tap for distinguished persons of abygone day.

"Anyway," said Sir Roderick, "I got here” "I am delighted. Let me offer you some refreshment. Tea, a
grenadine, awhisky and soda, some strop de cassis-- " "Good lord, no," said Sir Roderick, darmed at
the mention ofsirop de cassis. "I'll take whisky for choice. Not that I'm alowed it," he added, "but
doctorsare dl fools, aswe know. All they carefor is stopping you having anything you've afancy for."
Poirot rang for George and gave him the proper instructions. The whisky and the siphon were placed at
Sir Roderick's elbow and George withdrew.

"Now," said Poirot, "what can | do for you?' "Got ajob for you, old boy." After thelapse of time, he
seemed even more convinced of the close liaison between him and Poirot in the past, which was as well,
thought Poirot, since it would produce an even greater dependence on his, Poirot's, capabilitiesby Sir
Roderick's nephew.

"Papers,” said Sir Roderick, dropping hisvoice. "Lost some papersand I've got to find 'em, see? So |
thought what with my eyes not being as good as they were, and the memory being atrifle off key
sometimes, 1'd better go to someone in the know.



See? Y ou came dong in the nick of timethe other day, just in time to be useful, because Pve got to
cough 'em up, you understand.” "It sounds most interesting,” said Poirot.

"What are these papers, if | may ask?' "Wdll, | supposeif you're going to find them, you'll haveto ask,
won't you? Mind you, they're very secret and confidentid.

Top secret — or they were once. And it seems as though they are going to be again.

An inter-change of letters, it was. Not of any particular importance at the time— or it was thought they
were of ho importance, but then of course palitics change. Y ou know theway itis. They go round and
face the other way. Y ou know how it was when the war broke out. None of us knew whether we were
on our head or on our heels. One war were palswith the Itaians, next war were enemies. | don't know
which of them al wastheworst. First war the Japanese were our dear dlies, and the next war there they
are blowing up Pearl Harbour! Never knew where you werel

Start one way with the Russans, and finish the opposite way. | tell you, Poirot, nothing's more difficult
nowadays than the question of dlies. They can change overnight.”

"And you have lost some papers,” said Poirat, recalling the old man to the subject of hisvist.

"Yes. I'vegot alot of papers, you know, and I've dug 'em out lately. | had 'em put away safely. Ina
bank, asamatter of fact, but | got 'em all out and | began sorting through them because | thought why
not write my memoirs. All the chaps are doing it nowadays. Weve had Montgomery and Alanbrooke
and Auchinleck dl shooting their mouths off in print, mostly saying whét they thought of the other
generas. We've even had old Moran, arespectable physician, blabbing about hisimportant patient.
Don't know what thingswill cometo next! Anyway, thereitis, and | thought I'd be quite interested
mysdf in telling afew facts about some people | knew! Why shouldn't | have ago aswell as everyone
dse?l wasinitdl." "I am sureit could be amatter of much interest to people,” said Poirot.

"Ah-ha, yes! Oneknew alot of peoplein the news. Everyonelooked a them with awe. They didn't
know they were complete fools, but | knew. My goodness, the mistakes some of those brass-hats made
— you'd be surprised. So | got out my papers, and | had thelittle girl help me sort ‘em out. Nicelittle
girl, thet, and quite bright.

Doesn't know English very well, but apart from that, she's very bright and helpful.

I'd salted away alot of tuff, but everything wasin abit of amuddie. The point of the wholething is, the
papers | wanted weren't there.” "Weren't there?' "No. We thought we'd given it amiss by mistaketo
begin with, but we went over it again and | can tell you, Poirot, alot of stuff seemed to meto have been
pinched.

Some of it wasn't important. Actualy, the stuff | waslooking for wasn't particularly important — | mean,
nobody had thought it was, otherwise | suppose | shouldn't have been alowed to keep it. But anyway,
these particular letters weren't there." "1 wish of courseto be discreet,” said Poirot, "but can you tell me
a all the nature of these |etters you refer to?' "Don't know that | can, old boy. The nearest | can go is of
somebody wha's shooting off his mouth nowadays about what he did and what he said in the past.

But hel's not speaking the truth, and these lettersjust show exactly how much of aliar heis! Mind you, |
don't suppose they'd be published now. WEII just send him nice copies of them, and tell him thisis
exactly what he did say a the time, and that we've got it inwriting. | shouldn't be surprised if--wel, things
went a bit differently after that. See? | hardly need ask that, need 1? Y ou're familiar with dl that kind



oftalky-talky." "Y ou're quite right. Sir Roderick. I know exactly the kind of thing you mean, but you see
asothat it isnot easy to help you recover something if one does not know what that something is, and
whereitislikely to be now." "First thingsfirst: | want to know who pinched 'em because you seethat's
the important point. There may be more top secret suff in my little collection, and | want to know who's
tampering withit." "Have you any ideasyoursdf?' "Y ou think | ought to have, hell?'

"Wel, it would seem that the principal possibility — " "1 know. Y ou want meto say it'sthelittle girl.
Wel, I don't think itisthelittle girl. She says shedidn't, and | believe her.

Understand?' "Yes" said Poirot with adight sigh, "I understand.” " For one thing she'stoo young. She
wouldn't know these things were important.

It's before her time." " Someone ese might have instructed her asto that." Poirot pointed out.

"Yes, yes, that's true enough. But it'stoo obvious aswell." Poirot sighed. He doubted if it was any use
inggting in view of Sir Roderick's obvious partidity. "Who else had access?' " Andrew and Mary, of
course, but | doubt if Andrew would even beinterested in such things. Anyway, hel's dways been avery
decent boy. Alwayswas. Not that I've ever known him very well. Used to come for the holidays once or
twice with his brother and that's about al. Of course, he ditched hiswife, and went off with an attractive
bit of goodsto South Africa, but that might happen to any man, especidly with awife like Grace. Not
that | ever saw much of her, either. Kind of woman who looked down her nose and was full of good
works. Anyway you can't imagine achap like Andrew being aspy.

Asfor Mary, she seemsal right. Never looks at anything but arose bush asfar as| can make out.
Theres agardener but he's eighty-three and haslived in the village dl hislife, and there are a couple of
women aways dodging about the house making anoise with Hoovers, but | can't seethem in therole of
spies either. So you seeit's got to be an outsider. Of course Mary wearsawig,” went on Sir Roderick
rather inconsequently.

"I mean it might make you think she was a spy because she wore awig, but that's not the case. She lost
her hair in afever when she was eighteen. Pretty bad luck for ayoung woman. I'd no ideasheworea
wig to begin with but arose bush caught in her hair one day and whisked it Sdeways. Yes, very bad
luck." "I thought there was something allittle odd about the way she had arranged her hair,” said Poirot.

"Anyway, the best secret agents never wear wigs," Sir Roderick informed him.

"Poor devils have to go to plastic surgeons and get their faces dtered. But someone's been mucking
about with my private papers.” "Y ou don't think that you may perhaps have placed them in some different
container -- in adrawer or adifferent file.

When did you seethem last?" "'l handled these things about ayear ago. | remember | thought then, they'd
make rather good copy, and | noted those particular letters. Now they're gone. Somebody's taken
them." "Y ou do not suspect your nephew Andrew, hiswife or the domestic staff.

What about the daughter?' "Norma? Well Normasabit off her onion, I'd say. | mean she might be one

of those kleptomaniacs who take peopl€'s things without knowing they're taking them but | don't see her
fumbling about among my papers.” "Then what do you think?' "Wéll, you've been in the house. Y ou saw
what the houseislike. Anyone can wak in and out any timethey like.

We don't lock our doors. We never have." "Do you lock the door of your own room—if you go up to
London, for instance?"' "I never thought of it as necessary. | do now of course, but what's the use of that?



Too late. Anyway, I've only an ordinary key, fits any of the doors. Someone must have comein from
outside. Why nowadays that's how al the burglaries take place.

Peoplewak inin the middle of the day, sump up the stairs, go into any room they like, rifle the jewe
box, go out again, and nobody seesthem or careswho they are.

They probably ook like mods or rockers or bestniks or whatever they cal these chaps nowadays with
thelong hair and the dirty nails. I've seen more than one of them prowling about. One doesn't like to say
'Who the devil are you? Y ou never know which sex they are, which is embarrassng.

The place crawls with them. | suppose they're Normas friends. Wouldn't have been dlowed ininthe old
days. But you turn them out of the house, and then you find out it's Viscount Enderdeigh or Lady
Charlotte Marjoribanks. Don't know where you are nowadays,” He paused. "'If anyone can get to the
bottom of it, you can, Poirot." He swallowed the last mouthful of whisky and got up.

"Wl that'sthat. It'sup to you. You'l takeit on, won't you?" "I will do my best,” said Poirot.

The front-door bell rang.

"That'sthelittlegirl," said Sir Roderick.

"Punctud to the minute. Wonderful, isn't it? Couldn't go about London without her, you know. Blind asa
bat. Can't seeto crosstheroad.” "Can you not have glasses?' "I've got some somewhere, but they're
awaysfdling off my noseor elsel losethem. Besides, | don't like glasses. I've never had glasses. When

| was sixty-five | could seeto read without glasses and that's pretty good.” "Nothing," said Hercule
Poirot, "lagtsfor ever.” George ushered in Sonia. She was looking extremely pretty. Her dightly shy
manner became her very well, Poirot thought. He moved forward with Gallic empressement.

"Enchante, Mademoisdlle" he said, bowing over her hand.

"I'mnot late, am |, Sir Roderick," she said, looking past him. "I have not kept you waiting. Please | hope
not." "Exact to the minute, little girl,” said Sir Roderick. "All ship-shape and Bristol fashion,” he added.

Sonialooked dightly perplexed.

"Made agood tea, | hope," Sir Roderick went on. "I told you, you know, to have agood tea, buy
yoursdf some buns or eclairs or whatever it isyoung ladies like nowadays, eh? Y ou obeyed orders, |
hope." "No, not exactly. | took thetimeto buy a pair of shoes. Look, they are pretty, are they not?' She
stuck out afoot.

It was certainly avery pretty foot. Sir Roderick beamed at it.

"Well, we must go and catch our train,” he said. "I may be old-fashioned but I'm all for trains. Start to
time and get there on time, or they should do. But these cars, they get in aqueue in the rush hour and you
may idle the time away for about an hour and a half more than you need. Cars!

Pah!" "Shall | ask Georgeto get you ataxi," asked Hercule Poirot. "It will be no trouble, | assureyou." "I
have ataxi dready waiting,” said Sonia

"Thereyou are,” said Sir Roderick, "you see, shethinks of everything." He patted her on the shoulder.



She looked at him in away that Hercule Poirot fully appreciated.
Poirot accompanied them to the hall door and took a polite leave of them. Mr.

Goby had come out of the kitchen and was stlanding in the hall giving, it could be said, an excellent
performance of aman who had come to see about the gas.

George shut the hall door as soon as they had disappeared into the lift, and turned to meet Poirot's gaze.
"And what isyour opinion of that young lady, Georges, may | ask?' said Poirot.

It was sometimes his habit to seek information from George. On certain points he dways said George
wasinfdlible

"Well, sr," said George, "if | might put it that way, if you'll dlow me, | would say hed got it badly, sir. All
over her asyou might say." "I think you areright,” said Hercule Poirot.

"It'snot unusua of course with gentlemen of that age. | remember Lord Mountbryan.
Hed had alot of experiencein hislife and you'd say he was asfly as anyone.

But you'd be surprised. A young woman came to give him amassage. Y ou'd be surprised at what he
gave her. An evening frock, and a pretty bracelet. Forget-menots, it was. Turquoise and diamonds.

Not too expensive but costing quite a pretty penny al the same. Then afur wrap -- not mink, Russian
ermine, and a petty point evening bag. After that her brother got into trouble, debt or something, though
whether she ever had a brother | sometimes wondered.

Lord Mountbryan gave her the money to squareit -- she was so0 upset about it! All platonic, mind you,
too.

Gentlemen seem to lose their sense that way when they get to that age. It'sthe clinging onesthey go for,
not the bold type.3' "I have no doubt that you are quite right, Georges,” said Poirot. "It isall the same not
acomplete answer to my question.

| asked what you thought of the young lady.” "Oh, theyoung lady... Well, sir, | wouldn't liketo say
definitely, but she's quite adefinite type. There's never anything that you could put your finger on.

But they know what they're doing, I'd say." Poirot entered his sitting-room and Mr.

Goby followed him, obeying Poirot's gesture. Mr. Goby sat down on an upright chair in hisusud attitude.
Kneestogether, toes turned in. He took arather dog-eared little notebook from his pocket, opened it
carefully and then proceeded to survey the sodawater sSiphon severely.

"Re the backgrounds you asked meto look up.

"Regtarick family, perfectly respectable and of good standing. No scanda. The father, James Patrick
Restarick, said to be a sharp man over abargain. Business has been in the family three generations.

Grandfather founded it, father enlarged it, Simon Restarick kept it going. Smon Restarick had coronary
trouble two years ago, health declined. Died of coronary thrombosis, about ayear ago.



"Y ounger brother Andrew Restarick cameinto the business soon after he came down from Oxford,
married Miss Grace Badwin. One daughter, Norma. Left hiswife and went out to South Africa. A Miss
Birdl went with him. No divorce proceedings.

Mrs. Andrew Restarick died two and a haf years ago. Had been an invalid for sometime. MissNorma
Restarick was a boarder at Meadowfield Girls Schooal.

Nothing against her." Allowing his eyesto sweep across Hercule Poirot's face, Mr. Goby observed, "In
fact everything about the family seems quite O.K. and according to Cocker." "No black sheep, no menta
ingtability?' "It doesn't appear s0." "Disgppointing,” said Poirat.

Mr. Goby let this pass. He cleared histhroat, licked hisfinger, and turned over alesf of hislittle book.
"David Baker. Unsatisfactory record.

Been on probation twice. Police are inclined to be interested in him. He's been on the fringe of severa
rather dubious affairs, thought to have been concerned in an important art robbery but no proof.

He's one of the arty lot. No particular means of subsistence but he does quite well. Prefers girlswith
money. Not above living on some of the girlswho are keen on him. Not above being paid off by their
fathers either. Thorough bad lot if you ask me but enough brainsto keep himself out of trouble.” Mr.
Goby shot a sudden glance at Poirot.

"Youmet him?' "Yes" sad Poirot.

"What conclusionsdid you form, if | may ask?' "The sameasyou,” said Poirot. "A gaudy cresture,” he
added thoughtfully.

"Appeasto women," said Mr. Gaby.

"Troubleis nowadays they won't look twice at anice hard-working lad. They prefer the bad lots -- the
scroungers. They usuadly say 'he hasn't had a chance; poor boy'." " Strutting about like peacocks,” said
Poirot.

"Well, you might put it like that," said Mr. Goby, rather doubtfully.

"Do you think he'd use acosh on anyone?' Mr. Goby thought, then very dowly shook hisheed at the
eectricfire,

"Nobody's accused him of anything likethat. | don't say he'd be past it, but | wouldn't say it was hisline.
Heisasmooth spoken type, not one for the rough stuff.” "No," said Poirot, "no, | should not have
thought so. He could be bought off? That was your opinion?' "He'd drop any girl likeahot cod if it was
made worth hiswhile." Poirot nodded. He was remembering something. Andrew Restarick turning a
cheque towards him so that he could read the sgnature on it. 1t was not only the Signature that Poirot had
read, it was the person to whom the cheque was made out.

It had been made out to David Baker and it was for alarge sum. Would David Baker demur &t taking
such a cheque, Poirot wondered. He thought not on thewhole.

Mr. Goby clearly was of that opinion.



Undesirable young men had been bought off in any time or age, so had undesirable young women. Sons
had sworn and daughters had wept but money was money.

To Norma, David had been urging marriage. Was he sincere? Could it be that he redlly cared for
Norma? If 0, he would not be easily paid off. He had sounded genuine enough. Norma no doubt
believed him genuine. Andrew Restarick and Mr. Goby and Hercule Poirot thought differently. They
were very much more likely to beright.

Mr. Goby cleared histhroat and went on. "Miss Claudia Reece-Holland? Shel's dl right. Nothing against
her. Nothing dubious, that is. Father aMember of Parliament, well off. No scandals. Not like some
M.P.sweve heard about. Educated Roe- clean , Lady Margaret Hall, came down and did a secretaria
course. First secretary to adoctor in Harley Street, then went to the Coal Board. First-class secretary.
Has been secretary to Mr. Restarick for the last two months. No specia attachments, just what you'd
cal minor boy friends. Eligible and useful if she wants adate. Nothing to show there's anything between
her and Restarick.

| shouldn't say thereis, mysdlf. Has had aflat in Borodene Mansionsfor the last three years. Quite ahigh
rent there. She usudly hastwo other girls sharing it, no specia friends. They come and go. Y oung lady
Frances Cary, the second girl, has been there sometime. Wasat R.A.D.A. for atime, then went to the
Sade. Works for the Wedderburn Gallery -- well-known place in Bond Street. Specialisesin arranging
art showsin Manchester, Birmingham, sometimes abroad. Goes to Switzerland and Portugd . Arty type
and has alot of friends amongst artists and actors." He paused, cleared histhroat and gave abrief ook at
the little notebook.

"Haven't been able to get much from South Africayet. Don't suppose| shdl.

Restarick moved about alot. Kenya, Uganda, Gold Coast, South Americafor awhile. He just moved
about. Restless chap.

Nobody seemsto have known him particularly well. Hed got plenty of money of his own to go where he
liked. He made money, too, quite alot of it. Liked going to out of the way places. Everyone who came
across him seemsto have liked him. Just seems as though he was aborn wanderer. He never kept in
touch with anyone. Threetimes| believe he was reported dead -- gone off into the bush and not turned
up again -- but he dways did in the end. Five or six months and held pop up in some entirely different
place or country.

"Thenlast year hisbrother in London died suddenly. They had abit of troublein tracing him. His
brother's death seemed to give him a shock. Perhaps he'd had enough, and perhaps he'd met the right
woman at last. Good bit younger than him, she was, and ateacher, they say. The steady kind.

Anyway he seemsto have made up his mind then and there to chuck wandering about, and come home
to England. Besides being avery rich man himsdf, he'shisbrother's heir.” "A success story and an
unhappy girl," said Poirot. "1 wish | knew more about her.

Y ou have ascertained for medl that you could, the facts | needed. The people who surrounded that girl,
who might have influenced her, who perhaps did influence her. | wanted to know something about her
father, her ssepmother, the boy sheisin love with, the people she lived with, and worked for in London.
Y ou are sure that in connection with this girl there have been no deaths? That isimportant — " "Not a
smdl of one" said Mr. Goby.



"She worked for afirm called Homebirds— on the verge of bankruptcy, and they didn't pay her much.
Stepmother wasin hospita for observation recently — in the country, that was. A lot of rumoursflying
about, but they didn't seem to cometo anything.” "She did not die," said Poirot. "What | need,”" he added
in ablood-thirsty manner, "isadeath.” Mr. Goby said he was sorry about that and roseto hisfeet. "Will
there be anything more you are wanting at present?' "Not in the nature of information." "Very good, Sr.”
As he replaced his notebook in his pocket, Mr. Goby said: "Y ou'll excuse me, gir. If I'm speaking out of
turn, but that young lady you had here just now — " "Y es, what about her?' "Wdll, of courseit's— |
don't supposeit's anything to do with this, but | thought I might just mention it to you, Sr— " "Please do.
Y ou have seen her before, | gather?' 'Y es. Couple of months ago.” "Where did you see her?' "Kew
Gardens" "Kew Gardens?' Poirot |ooked dightly surprised.

"I wasn't following her. | wasfollowing someone el se, the person who met her." "And who wasthat?" "l
don't suppose asit matters mentioning it to you, gr. It was one of the junior ataches of the
Hertzogovinian Embassy." Poirot raised his eyebrows. "That isinteresting. Y es, very interesting. Kew
Gardens," hemused. "A pleasant place for arendezvous. Very pleasant.” "I thought so at the time."
"They taked together?' "No, sir, you wouldn't have said they knew each other. The young lady had a
book with her. She sat down on aseat. She read the book for alittle then shelaid it down beside her.
Then my bloke came and sat there on the seat aso. They didn't spesk -- only the young lady got up and
wandered away. He just sat there and presently he gets up and walks off. He takes with him the book
that the young lady has|eft behind. That'sal, Sr." "Yes" sad Poirot. "It isvery interesting.”

Mr. Goby looked at the bookcase and said Good-night to it. He went.
Poirot gave an exasperated sigh.

"Enfiny" hesaid, "it istoo much! Thereisfar too much. Now we have espionage and counter espionage.
All I am seeking is one perfectly smple murder. | begin to suspect that that murder only occurredin a
drug addict'sbrain!™

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

"Madame," Poirot bowed and presented Mrs. Oliver with abouquet very stylised, aposy inthe
Victorian manner.

"M. Poirot! Well, redlly, that is very nice of you, and it'svery like you somehow.

All my flowers are dways s0 untidy." Shelooked towards avase of rather temperamenta |ooking
chrysanthemums, then back to the prim circle of rosebuds. "And how nice of you to come and see me."
"I come, Madame, to offer you my felicitations on your recovery.” "Yes" said Mrs. Oliver, "'l supposel
am al right again." She shook her head to and fro rather gingerly. "I get headaches, though,” she said.
"Quite bad headaches.” "Y ou remember, Madame, that | warned you not to do anything dangerous.”
"Not to stick my neck out, in fact. That | supposeisjust what | did do." She added, c! felt something evil
was about. | was frightened, too, and | told mysdlf | wasafool to be frightened, because what was|
frightened of ? | mean, it was London.

Right in the middle of London. People dl about. | mean — how could | be frightened.
It wasn't like alonely wood or anything." Poirot looked at her thoughtfully. He wondered, had Mrs.

Oliver redly fdt this nervous fear, had she redlly suspected the presence of evil, the sinister feding that
something or someone wished her ill, or had sheread it into the whole thing afterwards?



He knew only too well how easily that could be done. Countless clients had spoken in much the same
wordsthat Mrs. Oliver had just used. "I knew something was wrong.

| could fed evil. | knew something was going to happen” and actualy they had not felt anything. Was
Mrs. Oliver of the same?

Helooked at her consideringly. Mrs.

Oliver in her own opinion was famous for her intuition. One intuition succeeded another with remarkable
rapidity and Mrs.

Oliver dways claimed theright to judtify the particular intuition which turned out to be right!

And yet one shared very often with animals the uneasiness of adog or acat before athunderstorm, the
knowledge that there is something wrong, dthough one does not know what it isthat iswrong.

"When did it come upon you, thisfear?' "When | |eft themain road,” said Mrs.

Oliver. "Uptill thenit wasdl ordinary and quite exciting and -- yes, | was enjoying mysdf, though vexed
at finding how difficult it wasto trail anybody." She paused, considering. "Just like agame. Then suddenly
it didn't seem so much like agame, because they were queer little streets and rather sort of broken-down
places, and sheds and open spaces being cleared for building -- oh, | don't know, | can't explain it. But
wasal different. Like adream redly. Y ou know how dreams are. They start with onething, aparty or
something, and then suddenly you find you'rein ajungle or somewhere quite different--and it's all
gniger.” "A jungle?' said Pairot. "Yes, it isinteresting you should put it like thet.

Soit felt to you as though you werein a)ungle and you were afraid of apeacock?' "I don't know that |
was especidly afraid of him. After dl, apeacock isn't adangerous sort of animal. It's--well | mean |
thought of him as a peacock because | thought of him as a decorative cresture. A peacock is very
decordtive, isn't it? And thisawful boy is decorativetoo.” "Y ou didn't have any idea anyone was
following you before you were hit?' "No. No, I'd no idea-- but | think he directed me wrong al the
same." Poirot nodded thoughtfully.

"But of course it must have been the Peacock who hit me” said Mrs. Oliver.

"Who else? The dirty boy in the greasy clothes? He smdlt nasty but he wasn't sinister. And it could hardly
be that limp Frances something -- she was draped over a packing case with long black hair streaming dl
over the place. She reminded me of some actress or other.” ™Y ou say she was acting asamode 7' "Y es.
Not for the Peacock. For the dirty boy. | can't remember if you've seen her or not.” "I have not yet had
that pleasure -- if it isapleasure.” "Wdll, she's quite nice looking in an untidy, arty sort of way. Very
much made up. Dead white and lots of mascaraand the usua kind of limp hair hanging over her face.
Worksinan at gdlery so | supposeit's quite natura that she should be among al the beatniks, acting as
amodd. How these girls can\ | suppose she might have falen for the Peacock. But it's probably the dirty
one. All the same | don't see her coshing me on the head somehow.” "I had another possibility in mind,
Madame. Someone may have noticed you following David--and in turn followed you." " Someone saw
metrailing David, and then they trailed me?" "' Or someone may have been dready in the mews or the
yard, keeping perhaps an eye on the same people that you were observing.” "That's an ides, of course,”
sad Mrs.

Oliver. "l wonder who they could be?' Poirot gave an exasperated Sigh. "Ah, it isthere. It isdifficult--too
difficult.



Too many people, too many things. | cannot see anything clearly. | see only agirl who said that she may
have committed amurder! That isall that | have to go on and you see even there there are difficulties.”
"What do you mean by difficulties?' "Reflect,” said Poirot.

Reflection had never been Mrs. Oliver's sirong point.

"Y ou dways mix me up," she complained.

"I am talking about a murder, but what murder?' "The murder of the ssepmother, | suppose.” "But the
stepmother is not murdered.

Sheisdive"" "Youredly are the most maddening man,” said Mrs. Oliver.

Poirot sat up in hischair. He brought the tips of hisfingers together and prepared -- or so Mrs. Oliver
suspected -- to enjoy himsdlf.

"You refuseto reflect,” he said. "But to get anywhere we must reflect.” "I don't want to reflect. What |
want to know iswhat you've been doing about everything while I've been in hospital.

Y ou must have done something. What have you done?" Poirot ignored this question.
"Wemust begin at the beginning.
One day you rang me up. | wasin distress.

Yes, | admitit, | wasin distress. Something extremely painful had been said to me. Y ou, Madame, were
kindnessitsdf.

Y ou cheered me, you encouraged me.

Y ou gave me addicious tasse de chocolat. And what is more you not only offered to help me, but you
did help me. Y ou helped meto find agirl who had come to me and said that she thought she might have
committed amurder! Let us ask ourselves, Madame, what about this murder?

Who has been murdered? Where have they been murdered? Why have they been murdered?’ "Oh do
stop,” said Mrs. Oliver. "Y ou're making my head ache again, and that's bad for me." Poirot paid no
atentionto thisplea.

"Have we got amurder at al?Y ou say -- the stepmother -- but | reply that the stepmother is not dead --
S0 as yet we have no murder. But there ought to have been amurder. So me, | enquirefirst of dl, whois
dead? Somebody comesto me and mentions amurder. A murder that has been committed somewhere
and somehow.

But | cannot find that murder, and what you are about to say once again, that the attempted murder of
Mary Restarick will do very well, does not satisfy Hercule Poirot.” "I redly can't think what more you
want," said Mrs. Oliver.

"] want amurder™ said Hercule Poirot.

"It sounds very bloodthirsty when you say it likethat!" "I look for amurder and | cannot find amurder. It



isexagperating -- S0 | ask you to reflect with me." "I've got asplendid idea," said Mrs.

Oliver. "Suppose Andrew Restarick murdered hisfirst wife before he went off in ahurry to South Africa
Had you thought of that possibility?" "I certainly did not think of any such thing,” said Poirot indignantly.

"Well, Pvethought of it,” said Mrs.

Oliver. "It's very interesting. He was in love with this other woman, and he wanted like Crippen to go off
with her, and so he murdered the first one and nobody ever suspected.” Poirot drew along, exasperated
sgh. "But hiswife did not die until eleven or twelve years after held left this country for South Africa, and
his child could not have been concerned in the murder of her own mother at the age of five yearsold.”

" She could have given her mother the wrong medicine or perhaps Restarick just said that she died. After
all, we don't know that she'sdead.” "I do," said Hercule Poirot. "I have made enquiries. Thefirst Mrs.
Restarick died on thei4th April 1963." "How can you know these things?' "Because | have employed
someoneto check thefacts. | beg of you, Madame, do not jump to impossible conclusionsin thisrash
way." "l thought | was being rather clever," said Mrs. Oliver obgtinatdly. "If | wasmaking it happenina
book that's how / would arrange it. And I'd make the child have doneit. Not meaning to, but just by her
father telling her to give her mother adrink made of pounded up box hedge." "Nom (Tun nom (Tun nom
" said Poirot.

"All right," said Mrs. Oliver. "Youtdl it your way." "Alas, | have nothing to tell. | look for amurder and |
do not find one." "Not after Mary Restarick isill and goesto hospital and gets better and comes back
andisill again, and if they looked they'd probably find arsenic or something hidden away by Norma
somewhere" "That isexactly what they did find." "Well, redly, M. Poirot, what more do you want?" "I
want you to pay some attention to the meaning of language. That girl said to me the same thing as she had
said to my manservant, Georges. She did not say on either occasion | have tried to kill someone. or |
havetried to kill my stepmother’.

She spoke each time of adeed that had been done, something that had aready happened. Definitely
happened. In the past « tense” "' give up,” said Mrs. Oliver. Y ou just won't believe that Normatried to
kill her sepmother.” "Yes, | believeit is perfectly possible that Normamay havetried to kill her
stepmother. | think it is probably what happened -- it isin accord psychologically.

With her distraught frame of mind. But it is not proved. Anyone, remember, could have hidden a
preparation of arsenic amongst Normas things. It could even have been put there by the husband.” "Y ou
aways seem to think that husbands are the ones who kill their wives," said Mrs. Oliver.

"A hushand isusudly the most likely person,” said Hercule Poirot, "so one consders him firgt. It could
have been the girl, Norma, or it could have been one of the servants, or it could have been the au pair
girl, or it could have been old Sir Roderick. Or it could have been Mrs.

Regtarick hersdlf.” "Nonsense. Why?' "There could be reasons. Rather farfetched reasons, but not
beyond the bounds of belief.” "Redly, Monseur Poirot, you can't suspect everybody.” “Maisouli, that is
just what | can do.

| suspect everybody. First | suspect, then | look for reasons.” " And what reason would that poor foreign
child have?' "It might depend on what sheisdoing in that house, and what her reasons are for coming to
England and agood deal more beside.” "Y ou'reredly crazy." "Or it could have been the boy David.

Y our Peacock." "Much too far-fetched. David wasn't there. HE's never been near the house.” "Oh yes he
has. He was wandering about its corridors the day | went there." "But not putting poisonin Norma's



room." "How do you know?" "But she and that awful boy are in love with each other.” "They appear to
beso, | admit." "Y ou dways want to make everything difficult,” complained Mrs. Oliver.

"Not at dl. Things have been made difficult for me. | need information and there is only one person who
can give meinformation. And she has disgppeared.” "'Y ou mean Norma." "Yes, | mean Norma." "But she
hasn't disappeared. We found her, you and I." " She walked out of that cafe and once more she has
disappeared.” "And you let her go?' Mrs. Oliver's voice quivered with reproach.

"Alad" " You let her go? You didn't eventry to find her again?' "I did not say | had not tried to find her."
"But so far you have not succeeded.

M. Pairat, | really am disappointed with you.” "Thereisapattern,” said Hercule Poirot dmost dreamily.
"Y es, thereis a pattern. But because there is one factor missing, the pattern does not make sense.

Y ou seethat, don't you?' "No," said Mrs. Oliver, whose head was aching.

Poirot continued to talk more to himself than hislistener. If Mrs. Oliver could be said to be listening. She
was highly indignant with Poirot and she thought to herself that the Restarick girl had been quiteright and
that Poirot wastoo old!

There, she hersdlf had found the girl for him, had telephoned him so that he might arrive in time, had gone
off hersdlf to shadow the other haf of the couple. She had Ieft the girl to Poirot, and what had Poirot
done-- logt her! In fact she could not really seethat Poirot had done anything at dl of any use a any time
whatever.

She was disgppointed in him. When he stopped talking she would tell him so again.

Poirot was quietly and methodically outlining what he called “the pattern”.

"It interlocks. Yesit interlocks and that iswhy it isdifficult. One thing relates to another and then you find
that it relates to something el se that seems outside the pattern. But it is not outside the pattern.

And s0 it brings more people again into aring of suspicion. Suspicion of what?

There again one does not know. We havefirgt the girl and through &l the maze of conflicting patternsi
have to search the answer to the most poignant of questions.

Isthegirl avictim, isshein danger? Or isthe girl very astute. Isthegirl cresting the impression she wants
to create for her own purposes? It can be taken either way.

| need something till. Some one sure pointer, and it isthere somewhere. | am sureit isthere
somewhere" Mrs. Oliver was rummaging in her handbag.

"l can't think why | can never find my aspirin when | want it,” she said m avexed voice.

"We have one st of relationshipsthat hook up. The father, the daughter, the sslepmother. Ther livesare
interrelated.

We have the dderly uncle, somewhat gaga, with whom they live. We havethe girl Sonia. Sheislinked
with the uncle. Sheworksfor him. She has pretty manners, pretty ways. Heis ddlighted with her.



Heis, shal we say, alittle soft about her.
But what is her rolein the household?' "Wantsto learn English, | suppose,” said Mrs. Oliver.

"'She meets one of the members of the Hertzogovinian Embassy — in Kew Gardens. She meetshim
there, but she does not speak to him. She leaves behind her abook and he takesit away — " "What is
dl this?' said Mrs. Oliver.

"Has this anything to do with the other pattern? We do not as yet know. It seems unlikely but it may not
be unlikely. Had Mary Restarick unwittingly stumbled upon something which might be dangerousto the
girl?" "Don't tdl medl this has something to do with espionage or something.” "I am not telling you. | am
wondering." "You said yourself that old Sir Roderick was gaga.” "It is not a question of whether heis
gagaor not. He was a person of some importance during the war. Important papers passed through his
hands. Important letters can have been written to him.

Letterswhich he was at perfect liberty to have kept once they had lost their importance.” "Y oure talking
of the war and that was ages ago.” "Quite so. But the past is not dways done with, becauseit is ages
ago. New dliances are made. Public speeches are made repudiating this, denying that, telling variouslies
about something else. And suppose there exist till certain letters or documents that will changethe
picture of acertain persondity. | am not telling you anything, you understand. | am only making
assumptions. Assumptions such as| have known to betruein the past.

It might be of the utmost importance that some |etters or papers should be destroyed, or else passed to
some foreign government.

Who better to undertake that task than acharming young lady who assists and aids an elderly notability
to collect materid for hisMemoirs. Everyoneiswriting their memoirs nowadays. One cannot siop them
from doing so! Suppose that the slepmother gets alittle something in her food on the day that the hel pful
secretary plusau pair girl isdoing the cooking? And supposeit is she who arranges that suspicion should
fadl on Norma?' "What amind you have," said Mrs.

Oliver. "Tortuous, that'swhat | cal it.

| mean, all these things can't have happened.” "That isjust it. There are too many patterns. Which isthe
right one? The girl Normaleaves home, goesto London.

Sheis, asyou have ingtructed me, athird girl sharing aflat with two other girls.
There again you may have a pattern.

Thetwo girlsare strangersto her. But then what do | learn? Claudia ReeceHolland is private secretary to
NormaRestarick's father. Here again we have alink. Isthat mere chance? Or could there be a pattern of
somekind behind it.

The other girl, you tell me, actsasamodel, and is acquainted with the boy you call 'the Peacock’ with
whom Normaisinlove. Again alink. More links. And what is David--the Peacock--doing in al this?Is
he in love with Norma? It would seem s0. Her parents didike it asisonly probable and natural.” "It's odd
about Claudia ReeceHolland being Restarick's secretary,” said Mrs.

Oliver thoughtfully. "1 should judge she was unusudly efficient a anything she undertook. Perhapsit was
she who pushed the woman out of the window on the seventh floor." Poirot turned dowly towards her.



"What are you saying?' he demanded. "What are you saying?' "Just someonein theflats-- | don't even
know her name, but shefell out of awindow or threw hersdf out of awindow on the seventh floor and
killed hersdlf." Poirot's voice rose high and stern.

"And you never told me?' he said accusingly.
Mrs. Oliver gared at him in surprise.

"l don't know what you mean." "What | mean?| ask you to tell me of adeath. That iswhat | mean. A
death. And you say there are no deaths. Y ou can think only of an attempted poisoning. And yet hereisa
desth. A death at -- what is the name of those mansions?' "Borodene Mansions.” "Yes, yes. And when
did it happen?' "Thissuicide? Or whatever it was? | think — yes— | think it was about aweek before |
went there." "Perfect! How did you hear about it?' "A milkman told me." "A milkman, bon Dieu\" "He
wasjust being chatty,” said Mrs.

Oliver. "It sounded rather sad. It wasin the day time— very early inthemorning, | think." "What was
her name?' "I've no idea. | don't think he mentioned it." ™Y oung, middle-aged, old?* Mrs. Oliver
congdered. "Well, hedidn't say her exact age. Fifty-ish, | think, waswhat he said.” "1 wonder now.
Anyonethethree girlsknew?' "How can | tell”? Nobody has said anything about it." "And you never
thought of telling me." "Wdll, redly. M. Poirat, | cannot seethat it has anything to do with dl this.

Wl | suppose it may have— but nobody seemsto have said so, or thought of it." "But yes, thereisthe
link. Thereisthisgirl, Norma, and she livesin thoseflats, and one day somebody commits suicide (for
that, | gather, was the general impression).

That is, somebody throws hersdf or fdls out of aseventh-floor high window and iskilled. And then?
Some days later thisgirl Norma, after having heard you talk about me at a party, comesto call upon me
and she saysto methat sheisafraid that she may have committed a murder. Do you not see? A death --
and not many days later someone who thinks she may have committed amurder. Y es, this must be the
murder" Mrs. Oliver wanted to say "nonsense” but she did not quite dare to do so.

Nevertheless, she thought it.

"Thisthen must be the one piece of knowledge that had not yet come to me.

Thisought to tie up the wholething!

Yes, yes, | do not see yet how, but it must be so. | must think. That iswhat | must do.

| must go home and think until dowly the piecesfit together -- because thiswill be the key piecethat ties
them dl together... Yes. At last. At last | shal seemy way.” Heroseto hisfeet and said "Adieu, chere

Madame," and hurried from theroom. Mrs. Oliver a last relieved her fedlings.

"Nonsense," she said to the empty room. "Absolute nonsense. | wonder if four would be too many
aspirinsto take?"

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Hercule Poirot's elbow was atisane prepared for him by George. He sipped at it and thought. He
thought in a certain way peculiar to himsdf. It was the technique of aman who selected thoughts as one
might select pieces of ajigsaw puzzle. In due course they would be reassembled together so asto make



aclear and coherent picture. At the moment the important thing was the selection, the separation. He
spped histisane, put down the cup, rested his hands on the arms of his chair and let various pieces of his
puzzle come one by oneinto his mind. Once he recognised them al, hewould sdlect.

Pieces of shy, pieces of green bank, perhaps striped pieceslike those of atiger.

The painfulness of hisown feet in patent-leather shoes. He started there.

Walking dong aroad set on this path by his good friend, Mrs. Oliver. A stepmother.
He saw himself with hishand on agate.

A woman who turned, awoman bending her head cutting out the weak growth of arose, turning and
looking at him?What was there for him there? Nothing. A golden head, agolden head bright asa
cornfield, with twists and loops of hair dightly reminiscent of Mrs. Oliver'sown in shape. He smiled a
little. But Mary Restarick's hair was moretidily arranged than Mrs. Oliver's ever was. A golden framefor
her face that seemed just alittle too large for her. He remembered that old Sir Roderick had said that she
had to wear awig, because of anillness. Sad for so young awoman. There was, when he cameto think
of it, something unusualy heavy about her head. Far too static, too perfectly arranged. He considered
Mary Restarick'swig -- if it wasawig -- for he was by no means sure that he could depend on Sir
Roderick. He examined the possibilities of the wig in case they should be of significance. He reviewed the
conversation they had had. Had they said anything important? He thought not. He remembered the room
into which they had gone. A characterless room recently inhabited in someone else's house. Two pictures
on thewall, the picture of awoman in adove-grey dress. Thin mouth, lips set closdly together. Hair that
was greyish brown. Thefirst Mrs. Restarick.

Shelooked as though she might have been older than her husband. His picture was on the opposite wall,
facing her. Good portraits, both of them. Lansberger had been agood portrait painter. Hismind dwelt on
the portrait of the husband. He had not seen it so well that first day, as he had later in Restarick's office.

Andrew Restarick and Claudia ReeceHolland.

Was there anything there? Was their association more than amerely secretarial one? It need not be. Here
was aman who had come back to this country after year of absence, who had no near friends or
relatives, who was perplexed and troubled over his daughter's character and conduct. It was probably
natural enough that he should turn to his recently acquired eminently competent secretary and ask her to
suggest somewherefor his daughter to live in London. It would be afavour on her part to provide that
accommodation since shewaslooking for a Third Girl. Third girl... The phrase that he had acquired from
Mrs. Oliver dways seemed to be coming to hismind. Asthough it had a second significance which for
some reason he could not see.

His manservant, George, entered the room, closing the door discreetly behind him.

"A young lady ishere, sr. The young lady who came the other day." The words came too aptly with
what Poirot was thinking. He sat up in a startled fashion.

"The young lady who came at breskfast time?' "Oh no, sir. | mean the young lady who came with Sir
Roderick Horsefield." "Ah, indeed.” Poirot raised his eyebrows. "Bring her in. Whereisshe?' "I showed
her into Miss Lemon'sroom, sr." "Ah. Yes, bring her in." Soniadid not wait for George to announce her.
She came into the room ahead of him with aquick and rather aggressive step.



"It has been difficult for meto get away, but | have cometotell you that | did not take those papers. | did
not sted anything.

Y ou understand?’ "Has anybody said that you had?' Poirot asked. "Sit down. Mademoisdle.” "I do not
want to St down. | have very littletime. | just cameto tell you thet it is absolutely untrue. | am very
honest and | do what | am told.” "I take your point. | have dready taken it. Y our statement isthat you
have not removed any papers, information, letters, documents of any kind from Sir Roderick Horsefield's
house? That is 0, isit not?' "Yes, and I've cometo tell you it isso.

He believes me. He knowsthat | would not do such athing.” "Very wdl then. That isastatement and |
noteit." "Do you think you are going to find those papers?' "'l have other enquiriesin hand,” said Poirot.
"Sir Roderick's paperswill have to take their turn.” "Heisworried. Heisvery worried.

Thereissomething that | cannot say to him. | will say it to you. Helosesthings.

Things are not put avay where he thinksthey are. He puts them in — how do you say it — in funny
places. Oh | know.

Y ou suspect me. Everyone suspects me because | am foreign. Because | come from aforeign country
and so they think — they think | steal secret paperslikein one of your silly English spy stories. | am not
likethat. | ananintdlectud.” "Aha" sad Poirot. "It isaways nice to know." He added: "Isthere
anything e'se you wish to tel me?' "Why should 17" "One never knows." "What are these other casesyou
gpeak of 7' "Ah, | do not want to detain you. It isyour day out, perhaps.” "Y es. | have one day aweek
when | can dowhat | like. | can cometo London.

| can go to the British Museum." "Ah yes and to the Victoriaand Albert dso, no doubt.” "That isso."
"And to the Nationa Gallery and see the pictures. And on afine day you can go to Kensington Gardens,
or perhgps asfar as Kew Gardens." She gtiffened... She shot him an angry questioning glance.

"Why do you say Kew Gardens?' "Because there are some very fine plants and shrubs and trees there,
Ah! you should not miss Kew Gardens. The admission feeisvery small. A penny | think, or twopence.
And for that you can go and see tropical trees, or you can Sit on a seat and read abook." He smiled at
her disarmingly and was interested to notice that her uneasiness wasincreased. "But | must not detain
you. Mademoisdlle. Y ou have perhaps friendsto visit a one of the Embassies, maybe." "Why do you say
that?' "No particular reason. Y ou are, asyou say, aforeigner and it is quite possible you may have
friends connected with your own Embassy here." " Someone hastold you things. Someone has made
accusationsagaing me! | tdll you heisaslly old man who midaysthings.

That isal! And he knows nothing of importance. He has no secret papers or documents. He never has
had." "Ah, but you are not quite thinking of what you are saying. Time passes, you know. He was once
an important man who did know important secrets.” "Y ou are trying to frighten me." "No, no. | am not
being so melodramatic asthat.” "Mrs. Restarick. It isMrs. Restarick who has been tdlling you things. She
doesnot likeme." "She has not said so tome." "Well, | do not like her. Sheisthe kind of woman |
mistrust. | think she has secrets.” "Indeed?"' "Yes, | think she has secrets from her husband. | think she
goes up to London or to other placesto meet other men. To meet at any rate one other man." "Indeed,”
said Poirot, "that isvery interesting. Y ou think she goes to meet another man?' "Yes, | do. She goesup
to London very often and | do not think she awaystells her husband, or she saysit is shopping or things
shehasto buy. All those sort of things. Heis busy in the office and he does not think of why hiswife
comes up. Sheismorein London than sheisin the country.

And yet she pretendsto like gardening so much.” Y ou have no ideawho this man is whom she meets?'



"How should I know?1 do not follow her. Mr. Restarick is not a suspicious man.
He beieveswhat hiswifetells him. He thinks perhaps about business al the time.

And, too, | think heisworried about his daughter.” "Yes" said Poirot, "heis certainly worried about his
daughter. How much do you know about the daughter? How well do you know her?" "I do not know
her very well. If you ask what | think—waell, | tell you! | think sheismad." "Y ou think sheis mad?
Why» " She says odd things sometimes. She seesthings that are not there.” " Sees things that are not
there?' "People that are not there. Sometimes sheisvery excited and other times she seems asthough
sheisinadream. Y ou speak to her and she does not hear what you say to her. She does not answer.

| think there are people who she would like to have dead.” ™Y ou mean Mrs. Restarick?' "And her father.
Shelooks at him asthough she hateshim." "Because they are both trying to prevent her marrying ayoung
man of her choice?' "Y es. They do not want that to happen.

They are quiteright, of course, but it makes her angry. Some day," added Sonia, nodding her head
chearfully, "I think shewill kill hersdf. I hope shewill do nothing so foolish, but thet is the thing one does
when oneismuchinlove." She shrugged her shoulders. "Wel — | go now." "Just tell me one thing. Does
Mrs.

Restarick wear awig?' "A wig? How should | know?" she considered for amoment. " She might, yes,"
she admitted. "It isuseful for travelling. Also it isfashionable. | wear awig mysaf sometimes. A green
one! Or did." Sheadded again, "I go now," and went.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

"TODAY | have much to do," Hercule Poirot announced as he rose from the breskfast table next
morning and joined Miss Lemon. "Enquiriesto make. Y ou have made the necessary researchesfor me,
the gppointments, the necessary contacts?' "Certainly,” said MissLemon. "Itisdl here," She handed him
asmal briefcase.

Poirot took aquick glance at its contents and nodded his head.

"I can awaysrely onyou. MissLemon," he said. "C'est fantastique™ "Redlly, Monsieur Poirot, | cannot
see anything fantastic about it. Y ou gave meingtructionsand | carried them ouit.

Naturdly." "Pah, itisnot o naturd asthat,” said Poirot. "Do | not give ingructions often to the gas men,
the eectricians, the man who comesto repair things, and do they always carry out my instructions? Very,
very sedom.

Hewent into the hall.
"My dightly heavier overcoat, Georges.

| think the autumn chill is setting in." He popped his head back in his secretary's room. "By the way, what
did you think of that young woman who came yesterday?' Miss Lemon, arrested as she was about to
plunge her fingers on the typewriter, said briefly, "Foreign.” "Yes, yes." "Obvioudy foreign.” "Y ou do not
think anything more about her than that?' Miss Lemon considered. "I had no means of judging her
capability in any way." She added rather doubtfully, " She seemed upset about something.” "Yes. Sheis
suspected, you see, of stealing! Not money, but papers, from her employer.” "Dear, dear,” said Miss
Lemon.



"Important papers?’ "It ssems highly probable. It isequdly probable though, that he has not lost anything
a dl." "Ohwel," sad MissLemon, giving her employer aspecia |ook that she dways gave and which
announced that she wished to get rid of him so that she could get on with proper fervour with her work.
"Wadll, | dways say that it's better to know where you are when you are employing someone, and buy
British." Hercule Poirot went out. Hisfirst visit was to Borodene Mansions. He took ataxi.

Alighting at the courtyard he cast hiseyesaround. A uniformed porter was standing in one of the
doorways, whistling asomewhat doleful melody. As Poirot advanced upon him, hesaid: "Yes, sr?" "l
wondered,” said Poirat, "if you can tell me anything about avery sad occurrence that took place here
recently.” " Sad occurrence?' said the porter.

"Nothing that | know of." "A lady who threw hersdf, or shal we say fell from one of the upper sories,
and waskilled." "Oh that. | don't know anything about that because I've only been here aweek, you see.
Hi, Joe." A porter emerging from the opposite side of the block came over.

"Y ou'd know about the lady asfell from the seventh. About a month ago, wasit?' "Not quite as much as
that," said Joe.

He was an elderly dow-speaking man.

"Nasty businessit was." "Shewaskilled ingtantly?' "Yes." "What was her name? It may, you understand,
have been ardative of mine," Poirot explained. He was not aman who had any scruples about departing
from the truth.

"Indeed, Sr. Very sorry to heer it.

Shewas aMrs. Charpentier.” " She had been in the flat sometime?* "Well, let me see now. About ayear
— ayear and ahdf perhaps. No, | think it must have been about two years. No. 76, seventh floor."
"That isthetop floor?' "Yes, sr. A Mrs. Charpentier.” Poirot did not press for any other descriptive
information since he might be presumed to know such things about his own relative. Instead he asked:
"Did it cause much excitement, much questioning? What time of day wasit?' "Fiveor sx o'clock inthe
morning, | think. No warning or anything. Just down she came. In spite of being so early we got acrowd
amost a once, pushing through the railing over there. Y ou know what people are. "And the police, of
course.” "Oh yes, the police came quite quickly.

And adoctor and an ambulance. All theusua," said the porter rather in the weary tone of one who had
had people throwing themsalves out of a seventh-storey window once or twice every month.

"And | suppose people came down from the flats when they heard what had happened.” "Oh, there
wasn't so many coming from the flats because for one thing with the noise of traffic and everything around
here most of them didn't know about it.

Someone or other said she gave a bit of a scream as she came down, but not so that it caused any red
commotion. It was only people in the street, passing by, who saw it happen. And then, of course, they
craned their necks over the railings, and other people saw them craning, and joined them.

Y ou know what an accident isl" Poirot assured him he knew what an accident was.

"Shelived done?' he said, making it only half aquestion.



"That'sright.” "But she had friends, | suppose, among the other flat dwellers?* Joe shrugged and shook
his head. "May have done. | couldn't say. Never saw her in the restaurant much with any of our lot.

She had outside friends to dinner here sometimes. No, | wouldn't say she was specidly pdly with
anybody here. You'd do best," said Joe, getting dightly restive, "to go and have achat with Mr.
McFarlane who'sin charge here if you want to know about her.” "Ah, | thank you. Yes, that iswhat |
mean to do." "Hisofficeisin that block over there, sr. On the ground floor. Y ou'll seeit marked up on
the door." Poirot went as directed. He detached from his brief-case the top letter with which Miss
Lemon had supplied him, and which was marked "Mr. McFarlang’.

Mr. McFarlane turned out to be a goodlooking, shrewd-looking man of about forty-five. Poirot handed
himtheletter.

He opened and read it.
"Ahyes" hesad, "l see" Helad it down on the desk and looked &t Poirot.

"The owners have ingtructed meto give you dl the help | can about the sad death of Mrs. Louise
Charpentier. Now what do you want to know exactly. Monsieur” -- he glanced at the letter again --
"Monseur Poirot?' "Thisis, of course, al quite confidentid,” said Poirot. "Her relatives have been
communicated with by the police and by asolicitor, but they were anxious as| was coming to England,
that | should get afew more persond facts, if you understand me. It is distressing when one can get only
officid reports.” "Yes, quite 0. Yes, | quite understand that it must be. Well, I'll tell you anything lean.”
"How long had she been here and how did she cometo take the flat?' " She'd been here -- | can look it
up exactly -- about two years. There was avacant tenancy and | imagine that the lady who was leaving,
being an acquaintance of hers, told her in advance that she was giving it up. That wasaMrs. Wilder
Worked for the B.B.C. Had been in London for some time, but was going to Canada. Very nice lady —
| don't think she knew the deceased well at dl. Just happened to mention she was giving up the flat. Mrs.
Charpentier liked theflat." "Y ou found her a suitable tenant?' There was avery faint hesitation before
Mr. McFarlane answered: " She was a satisfactory tenant, yes.” "Y ou need not mind telling me,” said
Hercule Poirot. "There were wild parties, eh? A little too — shal we say — gay in her entertaining?’ Mr.
M cFarlane stopped being so discrest.

"There were afew complaints from time to time, but mostly from elderly people." Hercule Poirot made a
sgnificant gesture,

"A hit too fond of the bottle, yes, sSr— and in with quite agay lot. It made for abit of trouble now and
again." "And shewasfond of the gentlemen?’ "Well, | wouldn't liketo go asfar asthat.59 "No, no, but
one understands." "Of course she wasn't so young." " Appearances are very often deceptive.

How old would you have said shewas?' "It's difficult to say. Forty--fortyfive." He added, "Her hedth
wasn't good, you know." "So | understand.” " She drank too much -- no doubt about it. And then she'd
get very depressed.

Nervous about hersdf. Always going to doctors, | believe, and not believing what they told her. Ladies
do get it into their heads -- especialy about that time of life --she thought that she had cancer. Was quite
sure of it. The doctor reassured her but she didn't believe him. He said at the inquest that there was
nothing really wrong with her. Oh well, one hears of thingslike that every day. She got al worked up and
onefina day --" he nodded.

"Itisvery sad," said Poirot. "Did she have any specid friends among the residents of theflats?' "Not that



| know of. This place, you see, isnt what | call the matey kind.

They're mostly peoplein business, injobs" "l wasthinking possibly of Miss Claudia Reece-Holland. |
wondered if they had known each other.” "Miss Reece-Holland? No, | don't think so. Oh | mean they
were probably acquaintances, talked when they went up in the lift together, that sort of thing. But | don't
think there was much socid contact of any kind. Y ou see, they would be in adifferent generation. |
mean—" Mr.

McFarlane seemed alittle flustered. Poirot wondered why.
He said, "One of the other girlswho share Miss Holland's flat knew Mrs.

Charpentier, | believe—Miss Norma Restarick.” "Did she? | wouldn't know — she's only come here
quite recently, | hardly know her by sight. Rather a frightenedlooking young lady. Not long out of schooal,
I'd say." He added, "Isthere anything more | can do for you, sir?* "No, thank you. Y ou've been most
kind.

| wonder if possibly | could seetheflat.
Just in order to be able to say —" Poirot paused, not particularisng what he wanted to be able to say.
"Wdll, now, let me see. A Mr. Travers hasgot it now. He'sin the City dl day.

Y es, come up with meif you like, Sir." They went up to the seventh floor. As Mr. McFarlane introduced
his key one of the numbersfell from the door and narrowly avoided Poirot's patent-lesther shoe. He
hopped nimbly and then bent to pick it up. He replaced the spike which fixed it on the door very
carefully.

"These numbersareloose," he said.
"I'm very sorry, Sr. I'll make anote of it.
Y es, they wear loose from timeto time.

Well, herewe are." Poirot went into the living-room. At the moment it had little persondity. Thewalls
were papered with a paper resembling grained wood. It had conventiona comfortable furniture, the only
persond touch was atelevision set and a certain number of books.

"All theflas are partly furnished, you see" said Mr. McFarlane. "The tenants don't need to bring anything
of their own, unlessthey want to. We cater very largdly for people who come and go." "And the
decorations are dl the same?’ "Not entirely. People seem to like this raw wood effect. Good background
for pictures. The only things that are different are on the one wal facing the door. We have awhole set of
frescoes which people can choose from.

"We have aset of ten," said Mr. McFarlane with some pride. Thereis the Japanese one--very artistic,
don't you think? -- and there is an English garden one, avery striking one of birds, one of trees, a
Harlequin one, arather interesting abstract effect -- lines and cubes, in vividly contrasting colours, that
sort of thing.

They'redl designs by good artists. Our furnitureisal the same. Two choices of colours, or of course
people can add what they like of their own. But they don't usualy bother.” "Most of them are not, asyou



might say, home-makers,” Poirot suggested.

"No, rather the bird of passage type, or busy people who want solid comfort, good plumbing and all that
but aren't particularly interested in decoration, though we've had one or two of the do-it-yoursdlf type,
whichisn't redly satisfactory from our point of view. Weve had to put a clausein the lease saying they've
got to put things back as they found them -- or pay for that being done.” They seemed to be getting
rather far away from the subject of Mrs. Charpentier's death. Poirot approached the window.

"It was from here?' he murmured delicately.
"Yes. That'sthe window. The left-hand one. It has abacony.” Poirot |looked out down below.

"Seven floors" hesaid. "A long way." "Y es, death was instantaneous, | am glad to say. Of course, it
might have been an accident.” Poirot shook his head.

"Y ou cannot serioudly suggest thet, Mr.

McFarlane. It must have been deliberate.” "Well, one dways likes to suggest an easier possibility. She
wasn't ahappy woman, I'm afraid.” "Thank you," said Poirot, "for your great courtesy. | shal be ableto
give her relaionsin France avery clear picture.” His own picture of what had occurred was not as clear
ashewould have liked.

So far there had been nothing to support histheory that the death of Louise Charpentier had been
important. He repested the Chrigtian name thoughtfully.

Louise... Why had the name L ouise some haunting memory about it? He shook his head. He thanked
Mr. McFarlane and | &ft.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHIEF INSPECTOR NEELE was sitting behind his desk looking very officid and formal. He greeted
Poirot politely and motioned him to achair. As soon as the young man who had introduced Poirot to the
presence had left, Chief Inspector Neele's manner changed.

"And what are you after now, you secretive old devil ?* hesaid.

"Astothat," said Poirot, "you dready know." "Oh yes, I've rustled up some stuff but | don't think there's
much for you from that particular hole.” "Why cal it ahole?' "Because you're so exactly like agood
mouser. A cat sitting over ahole waiting for the mouse to come out. Wdll, if you ask me, thereisn't any
mousein this particular hole. Mind you, | don't say that you couldn't unearth some dubious transactions.
Y ou know thesefinanciers.

| dare say theré'salot of hoky-poky business, and all that, about minerals and concessions and oil and all
thosethings.

But Joshua Restarick Ltd. has got agood reputation. Family business— or used to be— but you can't
cdl it that now.

Simon Restarick hadn't any children, and his brother Andrew Restarick only hasthis daughter. There was
an old aunt on the mother's side. Andrew Restarick's daughter lived with her after sheleft school and her
own mother died. The aunt died of astroke about sx months ago. Mildly potty, | believe— belonged to



afew peculiar religious societies. No harm in them. Simon Restarick was a perfectly plain type of shrewd
business man, and had a socid wife. They were married rather latein life” "And Andrew?' "Andrew
seemsto have suffered from wanderlust. Nothing known againgt him.

Never stayed anywhere long, wandered about South Africa, South America, Kenya and agood many
other places. His brother pressed him to come back more than once, but he wasn't having any. He didn't
like London or business, but he seemsto have had the Restarick family flair for making money. He went
after minera depogits, thingslike that. He wasn't an elephant hunter or an archaeologist or aplant man or
any of thosethings. All his dedls were business dedl's and they aways turned out well." "So headsoin his
way isconventiond?' "Y es, that about coversit. | don't know what made him come back to England
after hisbrother died. Possibly anew wife— he's married again. Good-looking woman a good deal
younger than heis.

At the moment they're living with old Sir Roderick Horsefield whose sster had married Andrew
Restarick's uncle. But | imagine that's only temporary. Isany of this newsto you? Or do you know it all
dready?' "I've heard mogt of it," said Poirot. "Isthere any insanity in the family on either Sde?’ " Shouldn't
think so, gpart from old Auntie and her fancy religions. And that's not unusua in awoman who lives
adone" "So dl you cantdl meredly isthat thereisalot of money," said Poirot.

"Lotsof money,” said Chief Inspector Nedle. "And all quite respectable. Some of it, mark you, Andrew
Restarick brought into the firm. South African concessions, mines, minera deposits. I'd say that by the
time these were developed, or placed on the market, theréd be a very large sum of money indeed." "And
who will inherit it?" said Poirot.

"That depends on how Andrew Restarick leavesit. It's up to him, but I'd say that there's no one obvious,
except hiswife and hisdaughter.” " So they both stand to inherit avery large amount of money one day?"
"l should say s0. | expect there are agood many family trusts and things like that. All the usud City
gambits." "Thereis, for instance, no other woman in whom he might be interested?" "Nothing known of
such athing. | shouldn't think it likely. He's got a goodlooking new wife." "A young man,” said Poirot
thoughtfully, "could easily learn dl this?' Y ou mean and marry the daughter?

There's nothing to stop him, even if she was made award of Court or something like that. Of course her
father could then disinherit her if he wanted to.” Poirot looked down at anegtly written list in his hand.

"What about the Wedderburn Gallery?' "1 wondered how you'd got on to that.

Were you consulted by aclient about aforgery?’ "Do they ded in forgeries?' "People don't dedl in
forgeries” said Chief Inspector Nedle reprovingly.

"Therewas arather unpleasant business. A millionaire from Texas over here buying pictures, and paying
incredible sumsfor them. They sold him aRenoir and aVVan Gogh. The Renoir wasasmal head of agirl
and there was some query abot it.

There seemed no reason to believe that the Wedderburn Gallery had not bought it in thefirst placein dl
good faith. There was a case about it. A great many art experts came and gave their verdicts. Infact, as
usua, in the end they all seemed to contradict each other. The gdllery offered to take it back in any case.
However, the millionaire didn't change his mind, since the latest fashionable expert swore that it was
perfectly genuine. So he stuck to it.

All the same there's been a bit of suspicion hanging round the gallery ever since. Poirot looked again at
hislig.



"And what about Mr. David Baker?

Have you looked him up for me?* "Oh, he's one of the usua mob. Riffraff -- go about in gangs and break
up night clubs. Live on purple hearts -- heroin -- Coke -- Girls go mad about them. He'sthe kind they
moan over saying hislife has been so hard and he's such awonderful genius. His painting is not
gppreciated. Nothing but good old sex, if you ask me." Poirot consulted hislist again.

"Do you know anything about Mr.

Reece-Holland, m.p.?" "Doing quitewdll, palitically. Got the gift of the gab dl right. One or two dightly
peculiar transactionsin the City, but heswriggled out of them quite neetly.

I'd say he was a dippery one. He's made quite agood deal of money off and on by rather doubtful
means.” Poirot cameto hislast point.

"What about Sir Roderick Horsefield?' "Nice old boy but gaga. What a nose you have, Poirat, get it into
everything, don't you? Y es, there's been alot of trouble in the Specid Branch. It'sthis craze for memoirs.
Nobody knows what indiscreet revelations are going to be made next.

All the old boys, service and otherwise, are raving hard to bring out their own particular brand of what
they remember of the indiscretions of others! Usudly it doesn't much matter, but sometimes -- well, you
know. Cabinets change their policies and you don't want to affront someone's susceptibilities or give the
wrong publicity, so we haveto try and muffle the old boys. Some of them are not too easy. But youll
have to go to the Specid Branch if you want to noseinto any of that. | shouldn't think there was much
wrong. Thetroubleisthey don't destroy the papers they should. They keep thelot. However, | don't
think thereismuch in that, but we have evidence that a certain Power isnosing around.” Poirot gave a

deep sigh.
"Haven't | helped?’ asked the Chief Ingpector.

"l am very glad to get the red lowdown from officia quarters. But no, | don't think thereismuch helpin
what you have told me." He sighed and then said, "What would be your opinion if someone said to you
casudly that awoman -- ayoung attractive woman -- wore awig?' "Nothing in that," said Chief
Inspector Nedle, and added, with dight asperity, "my wife wears awig when weretravelling any time, It
savesalot of trouble." "I beg your pardon,” said Hercule Poirot.

Asthe two men bade each other goodbye, the Chief Inspector asked: ™Y ou got al the dope, | suppose,
on that suicide case you were asking about in the flats? | had it sent round to you." "Y es, thank you. The
officid facts, at least. A barerecord." "There was something you were talking about just now that
brought it back to my mind. I'll think of it in amoment. It was the usud, rather sad story. Gay woman,
fond of men, enough money to live upon, no particular worries, drank too much and went down the hill.
And then she getswhat | call the hedlth bug. Y ou know, they're convinced they have cancer or something
inthat line. They consult adoctor and he tellsthem they're dl right, and they go home and don't believe
him.

If you ask meit's usualy because they find they're no longer as attractive asthey used to be to men.
That'swhat's really depressing them. Yes, it happens dl thetime. They'relondly, | suppose, poor devils.
Mrs. Charpentier was just one of them. | don't suppose that any — " he stopped. "Oh yes, of coursg, |
remember.



Y ou were asking about one of our M.P.s.

Reece-Holland. He'safairly gay one himsdlf in adiscreet way. Anyway, Louise Charpentier was his
migiress a onetime.

That'sadl.” "Wasit aseriousliaison?' "Oh | shouldn't say so particularly.

They went to some rather questionable clubs together and things like that. Y ou know, we keep a discreet
eye on things of that kind. But there was never anything in the Press about them. Nothing of that kind." "'
see” "But it lasted for acertain time. They were seen together, off and on for about six months, but |
don't think she was the only one and | don't think he was the only one ether. So you can't make anything
of that, can you?"' "'l do not think so," said Poirot.

"But dl thesame," he said to himself ashe went down the airs, "dl the same, itisalink. It explainsthe
embarrassment of Mr. McFarlane. It isalink, atiny link, alink between Ernlyn ReeceHolland, m.p., and
Louise Charpentier.” It didn't mean anything probably. Why should it?

But yet-- "I know too much," said Poirot angrily to himsdf. "I know too much. | know alittle about
everything and everyone but | cannot get my pattern. Half these facts are irrdlevant. | want a pattern.

A pattern. My kingdom for a pattern,” he said aloud.

"I beg your pardon, sir," said thellift boy, turning a startled head.

"Itisnothing,” said Poirat.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

POIROT paused at the doorway of the Wedderburn Gallery to inspect a picture which depicted three
aggressive-looking cows with vastly elongated bodies overshadowed by a colossal and complicated
design of windmills. The two seemed to have nothing to do with each other or the very curious purple
colouring.

"Interesting, in't it?' said asoft purring voice.

A middle-aged man who at first Sght seemed to have shown asmile which exhibited an amost excessve
number of beautiful white teeth, was at his elbow. cc Such freshness" He had large white plump hands
which he waved as though he was using them in an arabesque.

"Clever exhibition. Closed last week.

Claude Raphadl show opened the day before yesterday. It's going to do well.

Very wel indeed.” "Ah," said Poirot and was led through grey velvet curtainsinto along room.

Poirot made afew cautiousif doubtful remarks. The plump man took him in hand in a practised manner.
Here was someone, he obvioudy felt, who must not be frightened away. He was a very experienced man

inthe art of sdesmanship.

Y ou felt a once that you werewelcometo bein hisgalery dl day if you liked without making a
purchase. Sheerly, solely looking at these ddlightful pictures -- though when you entered the gdlery you



might not have thought that they were delightful. But by the time you went out you were convinced that
ddightful was exactly the word to describe them. After recelving some useful artistic ingtruction, and
making afew of the amateur's stock remarks such as"| rather like that one," Mr. Boscombe responded
encouragingly by some such phrase as. "Now that's very interesting that you should say that. It shows, if |
may say SO, great perspicacity. Of course you know it isn't the ordinary reaction. Most people prefer
something--well, shal | say dightly obviouslikethat" -- he pointed to a blue and green striped effect
arranged in one corner of the canvas-- "but this, yes, you've spotted the quaity of the thing.

I'd say mysdlf--of courseit'sonly my personal opinion -- that that's one of Raphagl’'s masterpieces.”
Poirot and he looked together with both their heads on one side at an orange lop-sided diamond with
two human eyes depending from it by what looked like a spidery thread. Pleasant relations established
and time obvioudy being infinite, Poirot remarked: "1 think aMiss Frances Cary worksfor you, does she
not?' "Ahyes. Frances. Clever girl that.

Very artigic and very competent too.

Just come back from Portuga where she's been arranging an art show for us. Very successful. Quitea
good artist hersdlf, but not | should say redlly crestive, if you understand me. Sheis better on the business
gde. | think she recognisesthat hersdlf.” "1 understand that sheisagood patron of the arts?' "Oh yes.
She'sinterested in Les Jeunes. Encourages talent, persuaded meto give ashow for alittle group of young
artigtslast spring. It was quite successful -- the Press noticed it — all in asmall way, you understand.

Y es, she has her proteges.” "'l am, you understand, somewhat ol df ashioned.

Some of these young men— vraimentV/ Poirot's hands went up.

"Ah," said Mr. Boscombe indulgently, "you mustn't go by their gppearance. It'sjust afashion, you know.
Beards and jeans or brocades and hair. Just apassing phase." "David someone,” said Poirot. "I forgot his
last name. Miss Cary seemed to think highly of him." " Sure you don't mean Peter Cardiff?

He's her present protege. Mind you, I'm not quite so sure about him as sheis. He'sreadly not so much
avant garde as he is— well, positively reactionary. Quite— quite— Burne-Jones sometimes! Still, one
never knows. Y ou do get these reactions. She acts ashismodel occasionaly.” "David Baker — that was
the name | wastrying to remember,” said Poirot.

"Heisnot bad," said Mr. Boscombe, without enthusiasm. "Not much origindity, in my opinion. Hewas
one of the group of artists | mentioned, but he didn't make any particular impression. A good painter,
nimd, but not striking. Derivative!" Poirot went home. Miss Lemon presented him with lettersto sign, and
departed with them duly signed. George served him with an ome ette fines herbes garnished, as you might
say, with adiscreetly sympathetic manner. After lunch as Poirot was settling himself in his square-backed
armchair with his coffee at hiselbow, the telephone rang.

"Mrs. Oliver, gr," said George, lifting the telephone and placing it a his ebow.
Poirot picked up the receiver reluctantly.

Hedid not want to talk to Mrs. Oliver. Hefdlt that she would urge upon him something which he did not
want to do.

"M. Poirot?' "C'estmoi.” "Well, what are you doing? What have you done?' | am ditting in thischair,”
sad Poirot.



"Thinking," he added.
"Isthat dl?' said Mrs. Oliver.
"It isthe important thing," said Poirot.

"Whether | shal have successinit or not | do not know." "But you must find that girl. She's probably
been kidnapped.” "It would certainly seem s0," said Poirot.

"And | have aletter here which came by the midday post from her father, urging meto come and seehim
and tell him what progress | have made." "Wdll, what progress have you made?’ "At the moment,” said
Poirot rluctantly, "none.” "Redly, M. Poirot, you redly must take agrip on yoursdf.” Y ou, too!" "What
do you mean, metoo?' "Urging meon." "Why don't you go down to that place in Chelsea, where | was
hit on the head.” "And get mysdlf hit on the head as0?" "I smply don't understand you,” said Mrs. Oliver.
"Jgaveyou aclue by finding the girl in the cafe. You said 0." "'l know, | know." "And then you go and
lose her!" "'l know, | know." "What about that woman who threw hersdlf out of awindow. Haven't you
got anything out of that?" "'l have made enquiries, yes." "Wd|?' "Nothing. The woman is one of many.

They are attractive when young, they have affairs, they are passonate, they have still more effairs, they
Oet less attractive, they are unhappy and drink too much, they think they have cancer or somefatal
disease and so a last in despair and loneliness they throw themsalves out of awindow!™ "Y ou said her
death was important -- that it meant something.” "It ought to have done." "Redly!" At alossfor further
comment, Mrs. Oliver rang off.

Poirot leant back in hisarmchair, asfar as he could lean back since it was of an upright nature, waved to
George to remove the coffee pot and aso the telephone and proceeded to reflect upon what he did or
did not know. To clarify histhoughts he spoke out loud. He recalled three philosophic questions.

"What do | know? What can | hope?

What ought | to do?' Hewas not sure that he got them in the right order or indeed if they were quite the
right questions, but he reflected upon them.

"Perhaps| am too old," said Hercule Pairat, at the bottom depths of despair.

"What do | know?" Upon reflection he thought that he knew too much! Helaid that question aside for the
moment.

"What can | hope?' Well, one could dways hope. He could hope that those excellent brains of his, so
much better than anybody else's, would come up sooner or later with an answer to a problem which he
felt uneasily that he did not really understand.

"What ought | to do?' Well, that was very definite. What he ought to do wasto go and call upon Mr.
Andrew Restarick who, obvioudy distraught about his daughter, and who would no doubt blame Poirot
for not having by now ddlivered the daughter in person. Poirot could understand that, and sympathised
with hispoint of view, but didiked having to present himsdlf in such avery unfavourable light. The only
other thing he could do was to telephone to a certain number and ask what devel opments there had
been.

But before he did that, he would go back to the question he had laid aside.



"What do | know?" He knew that the Wedderburn Gallery was under suspicion -- so far it had kept on
theright Sde of the law, but it would not hesitate at swindling ignorant millionaires by selling them dubious
pictures.

He recdled Mr. Boscombe with his plump white hands and his plentiful teeth, and decided that he did not
like him. He was the kind of man who was dmost certainly up to dirty work, though he would no doulbt
protect himself remarkably well. That was afact that might come into use because it might connect up
with David Baker. Then there was David Baker himsdlf, the Peacock. What did he know about him? He
had met him, he had conversed with him, and he had formed certain opinions about him. Hewould do a
crooked dedl of any kind for money, hewould marry arich heiressfor her money and not for love, he
might perhaps be bought off. Y es, he probably could be bought off. Andrew Restarick certainly believed
s0 and hewas probably right. Unless -- He considered Andrew Restarick, thinking more of the picture
on thewad hanging above him than of the man himsdf. He remembered the strong features, the jutting out
chin, theair of resolution, of decison.

Then he thought of Mrs. Andrew Restarick, deceased. The bitter lines of her mouth... Perhaps he would
go down to Crosshedges again and look at that portrait, so asto seeit more clearly because there might
be aclueto Normain that.

Norma— no, he must not think of Normayet. What € se was there?

Therewas Mary Restarick whom the girl Soniasaid must have alover because she went up to London
s0 often. He considered that point but he did not think that Sonia was right. He thought Mrs.

Restarick was much more likely to go to London in order to look at possible propertiesto buy, luxury
flats, housesin Mayfair, decorators, al the things that money in the metropolis could buy.

Money... It seemed to him that al the pointsthat had been passing through hismind cameto thisin the
end. Money.

The importance of money. There wasagreat dea of money in this case. Somehow, in some way that
was not obvious, money counted. Money played its part. So far there had been nothing to justify his
belief that the tragic death of Mrs.

Charpentier had been the work of Norma.

No sign of evidence, no motive; yet it seemed to him that there was an undeniablelink. The girl had said
that she"might have committed amurder”. A desth had taken place only aday or two previoudy.

A death that had occurred in the building where shelived. Surely it would be too much of acoincidence
that that death should not be connected in any way?

He thought again of the mysteriousillnesswhich had affected Mary Restarick. An occurrence so smple
astobeclasscinitsoutline. A poison case where the poisoner was— must be— one of the household.

Had Mary Restarick poisoned herself, had her husband tried to poison her, had the girl Sonia
administered poison? Or had Norma been the culprit. Everything pointed, Hercule Poirot had to confess,
to Normaas being the logical person.

"Tout dememe,”" said Pairat, "since | cannot find anything, et bien then the logic fals out of the window."
He sighed, roseto hisfeet and told George to fetch him ataxi. He must keep his appointment with



Andrew Restarick.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CLAUDIA REECE-HOLLAND was not in the office today. Instead, a middle-aged woman received
Poairat.

She said that Mr. Restarick was waiting for him and ushered him into Restarick's room.

"WdI?' Restarick hardly waited until he had come through the door. "Wdll, what about my daughter?'
Poirot spread out his hands.

"Asyet--nothing." "But look here, man, there must be something -- some clue. A girl can't just disappear
intothinair." "Girls have doneit before now and will do it again.” "Did you understand that no expense
was to be spared, none whatever? | -- | can't go on likethis." He seemed completely on edge by this
time. He looked thinner and his rednmmed eyes spoke of deepless nights.

"I know what your anxiety must be, but | assure you that | have done everything possibleto trace her.
Thesethings das, cannot be hurried.” " She may have lost her memory or — or shemay — | mean, she
might be sick.” Poirot thought he knew what the broken form of the sentence meant. Restarick had been
about to say, "she may perhaps be dead.” He sat down the other side of the desk and said: "Believe me,
| gppreciate your anxiety and | have to say to you once again that the results would be alot quicker if
you consulted the police.” "No /" Theword broke out explosively.

"They have greater facilities, more lines of enquiry. | assureyou it isnot only aquestion of money. Money
cannot give you the same result asahighly efficient organisation can do.” "Man, it'sno usetaking in that
soothing way. Normais my daughter. My only daughter, the only flesh and blood I've got.” "Are you sure
that you have told me everything — everything possible— about your daughter?' "What more can | tell
you." "That isfor you to say, not me. Have there been, for instance, any incidentsin the past?' " Such as?
What do you mean, man?' "Any definite history of menta ingtability.”

"You think that -- that -- " "How do | know? How can | know?"' "And how do | know?' said Restarick,
suddenly bitter. "What do | know of her?

All these years. Grace was a bitter woman.

A woman who did not easily forgive or forget. Sometimes| fed -- | fed that she was the wrong person
to have brought Normaup.” He got up, walked up and down the room and then sat down again.

"Of course | shouldn't have left my wife. | know that. | [eft her to bring up the child. But then at thetime |
suppose | made excuses for myself. Grace was awoman of excellent character devoted to Norma. A
thoroughly good guardian for her. But was she? Was she redly? Some of the | etters Grace wrote to me
were as though they breathed anger and revenge.

Wi, | supposethat's natural enough. But | was away al those years. | should have come back, come
back more often and found out how the child was getting on. | suppose | had abad conscience. Oh, it's
no good making excuses now." He turned his head sharply.

"Yes. | did think when | saw her again that Norma's whole attitude was neurctic, indisciplined. | hoped
she and Mary would — would get on better after alittle while but | have to admit that | don't fed the girl
was entirely normal. | felt it would be better for her to have ajob in London and come home for



weekends, but not to be forced into Mary's company the whole time. Oh, | suppose I've made amess of
everything. But whereis she, M. Pairot?

Whereisshe? Do you think she may have lost her memory? One hears of such things” "Yes" said
Poirat, "that isapossbility.

In her state she may be wandering about quite unaware of who sheis. Or she may have had an accident.
That islesslikely.

| can assure you that | have made dl enquiriesin hospitals and other places.” ™Y ou don't think sheis—
you don't think she's dead?’ " She would be easier to find dead than dive, | can assure you. Please cam
yourself, Mr. Restarick. Remember she may have friends of whom you know nothing. Friendsin any part
of England, friends whom she has known while living with her mother, or with her aunt, or friendswho
were friends of school friends of hers. All these things take time to sort out. It may be -- you must
prepare yourself -- that she iswith aboy-friend of somekind.” "David Baker? If | thought that -- " " She
isnot with David Baker. That," said Poirot dryly, "1 ascertained first of al.” "How do | know what friends
shehas?' He sighed. "If | find her, when | find her -- I'd rather put it that way -- I'm going to take her out
of dl this" "Out of dl what?' "Out of this country. | have been miserable, M. Poirot, miserable ever snce
| returned here. | dways hated City life.

The boring round of office routine, continua consultations with lawyers and financiers. Thelifel liked was
awaysthe same. Travelling, moving about from place to place, going to wild and inaccessible places.
That'sthelifefor me. | should never have l€ft it. | should have sent for Normato come out to me and, as

| say, when | find her that's what 1'm going to do. Already I'm being approached with various take-over
bids. Well, they can have the whole caboodle on very advantageous terms. I'll take the cash and go back
to acountry that means something, that'sred." "Ahal And what will your wife say to that?' "Mary? She's
used to that life. That'swhere she comesfrom.” "To lesfemmeswith plenty of money," said Poirat,
"London can be very dtractive." "Shell seeit my way." The telephone rang on his desk. He picked it up.

"Y es? Oh. From Manchester? Yes.
If it's Claudia Reece-Holland, put her through." He waited aminute.

"Hdllo, Claudia. Yes. Speak up -- it'savery bad line, | can't hear you. They agreed?... Ah, pity... No, |
think you did very well.... Right... All right then.

Takethe evening train back. Welll discussit further tomorrow morning." He replaced the telephone on its
rest.

"That'sacompetent girl," he said.

"Miss Reece-Holland?' "Y es. Unusudly competent. Takesalot of bother off my shoulders. | gave her
pretty well carte blanche to put through this deal in Manchester on her own terms. | really felt | couldn't
concentrate. And she's done exceedingly well. She's as good asaman in someways." He looked at
Poirot, suddenly bringing himsdlf back to the present.

"Ah, yes, M. Poirot. Well, I'm afraid I've rather lost my grip. Do you need more money for expenses?”
"No, Monsieur. | assureyou that | will do my utmost to restore your daughter sound and well. | have
taken all possible precautionsfor her safety.” He went out through the outer office.

When he reached the street he looked up at the sky.



"A definite answer to one question, he said, "that iswhat | need.”
CHAPTER TWENTY

HERCULE POIROT looked up at the facade of the dignified Georgian housein what had been until
recently aquiet street in an old-fashioned market town. Progress was rapidly overtaking it, but the new
supermarket, the Gifte Shoppe, Margery's Boutique, Peg's Cafe, and apalatia new bank, had all chosen
stesin Croft Road and not encroached on the narrow High Strest.

The brass knocker on the door was brightly polished, Poirot noted with approval. He pressed the bell at
thesde.

It was opened dmost at once by atal distinguished-looking woman with upswept grey hair and an
energetic manner.

"M. Poirot? Y ou are very punctud.
Comein." "Miss Battersby?' "Certainly." She held back the door.

Poirot entered. She deposited his hat on the hall stand and led the way to a pleasant room overlooking a
narrow walled garden.

Shewaved towards a chair and sat down hersdlf in an attitude of expectation. It was clear that Miss
Battersby was not oneto losetimein conventional utterances.

"You are, | think, the former Principa ofMeadowfield School?" "Yes. | retired ayear ago. | understand
you wished to see me on the subject of Norma Restarick, aformer pupil.” "That isright.” "In your letter,”
said Miss Battersby, "you gave me no further details.” She added, "I may say that | know who you are,
M. Poirot. | should therefore like alittle more information before | proceed further. Areyou, for instance,
thinking of employing Norma Restarick?" "That isnot my intention, no." "Knowing what your professon
isyou understand why | should want further details. Have you, for instance, an introduction to me from
any of Normasreations 7' "Again, no," said Hercule Poirat. "I will explain mysdf further.” "Thank you."
"In actud fact, | am employed by Miss Restarick's father, Andrew Restarick.” "Ah. He has recently
returned to England, | believe, after many years aosence.” "That isso.” "But you do not bring me aletter
of introduction from him?" "1 did not ask him for one." Miss Battersby looked at him enquiringly.

"He might have indgsted on coming with me," said Hercule Poirot. "That would have hampered mein
asking you the questionsthat | wish to ask, becauseit islikely that the answersto them might cause him
pain and distress. Thereis no reason why he should be caused further distress than heis already suffering
at thismoment.” "Has anything happened to Norma?' "I hope not... Thereis, however, apossibility of
that. Y ou remember the girl. Miss Battersby?' "1 remember dl my pupils. | have an excdlent memory.
Meadowfigld, in any case, isnot avery large school. Two hundred girls, no more.” "Why have you
resigned from it. Miss Battersby?' "Redlly, M. Poirat, | cannot seethat that is any of your business.” "No,
| am merely expressing my quite natura curiogity.” "l am seventy. Isthat not areason?' "Not in your
case, | should say. Y ou gppear to meto beinfull vigour and energy, fully capable of continuing your
headmistress-ship for agood many yearsto come." "Times change, M. Poirot. One does not dwayslike
the way they are changing.

| will satisfy your curiosity. | found | was having less and |ess patience with parents. Their amsfor their
daughters are shortsighted and quite frankly stupid.” Miss Battersoy was, as Poirot knew from looking up



her qudifications, avery welknown mathematician.

"Do not think that | lead anidlelife” said Miss Battershy. "I lead alife where the work isfar more
congenia to me. | coach senior students. And now, please, may | know the reason for your interest in the
girl, NormaRestarick?' "Thereis some occasion for anxiety.

She has, to put it baldly, disappeared.” Miss Battersby continued to look quite unconcerned.

Indeed? When you say 'disappeared, | presume you mean that she has|eft home without telling her
parents where she was going. Oh, | believe her mother is dead, so without telling her father where she
wasgoing. That isredlly not at al uncommon nowadays, M. Poirot. Mr. Restarick has not consulted the
police?' "Heisadamant on that subject. He refuses definitely.” "1 can assure you that | have no
knowledge asto wherethe girl is. | have heard nothing from her. Indeed, | have had no news from her
sgnce sheleft Meadowfidd. So | fear | cannot help you in any way." "It isnot precisdly that kind of
information that | want. | want to know what kind of agirl sheis-- how you would describe her. Not her
persona appearance. | do not mean that. | mean asto her persondity and characteristics.” "Norma, at
school, was a perfectly ordinary girl. Not scholagticaly brilliant, but her work was adequate.” "Not a
neurotic type?' Miss Battersby consdered. Then she said dowly: "No, | would not say so.

Not more, that is, than might be expected considering her home circumstances.” "'Y ou mean her invdid
mother?' "Y es. She came from a broken home.

The father, to whom | think she was very devoted, left home suddenly with another woman — afact
which her mother quite naturally resented. She probably upset the daughter more than she need have
done by voicing her resentment without restraint.” " Perhapsit may be moreto the point if | ask you your
opinion of the late Mrs.

Restarick?' "What you are asking for ismy private opinion?" "'If you do not object?' "No, | have no
heditation at dl in answering your question. Home conditions are very important inagirl'slifeand | have
aways studied them as much as | can through the meagre information that comesto me. Mrs. Restarick
was aworthy and upright woman, | should say. Selfrighteous, censorious and handicapped in life by
being an extremdy stupid onel" "Ah," said Poirot appreciatively.

"Shewasdso, | would say, amadadeiwaginaire. A type that would exaggerate her aillments. The type of
woman who isawaysin and out of nursing homes. An unfortunate home background for agirl --
especidly agirl who has no very definite persondity of her own. Normahad no marked intellectud
ambitions, she had no confidence in hersalf, she was not agirl to whom | would recommend acareer. A
nice ordinary job followed by marriage and children waswhat | would have hoped for her." "Y ou saw --
forgive mefor asking -- no sgnsat any time of menta ingtability?' "Mentd ingtability?' said Miss
Battersoy.

"Rubbish!" "So that iswhat you say. Rubbigh!

And not neuratic?' "Any girl, or dmost any girl, can be neurotic, especialy in adolescence, and in her first
encounters with theworld. Sheis gtill immature, and needs guidance in her first encounters with sex. Girls
are frequently attracted to completely unsuitable, sometimes even dangerous young men. There are, it
seems, no parents nowadays, or hardly any, with the strength of character to save them from this, so they
often go through atime of hysterica misery, and perhaps make an unsuitable marriage which ends not
long after in divorce.” "But Norma showed no signs of mentd instability?' Poirot perssted with the
question.



"Sheisan emotiond but normal girl," said Miss Battershy. "Menta ingtability | As| said before --
rubbish! She's probably run away with some young man to get married, and there's nothing more normal
then thet!"

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
POIROT sat in hisbig square armchair.

His hands rested on the arms, his eyes |ooked at the chimney-piecein front of him without seeing it. By
his elbow was asmal table and on it, neatly clipped together, were various documents.

Reports from Mr. Goby, information obtained from hisfriend. Chief Inspector Nedle, a series of separate
pages under the heading of "Hearsay, gossip, rumour” and the sources from which it had been obtained.

At the moment he had no need to consult these documents. He had, in fact, read them through carefully
and laid them there in case there was any particular point he wished to refer to once more. He wanted
now to assemble together in hismind al that he knew and had learned because he was convinced that
these things must form a pattern. There must be a pattern there. He was considering now, from what
exact angleto gpproach it. He was not one to trust in enthusiasm for some particular intuition. He was not
an intuitive person -- but he did have fedings. The important thing was not the fedlings themsalves -- but
what might have caused them. It was the cause that was interesting, the cause was so often not what you
thought it was.

Y ou had often to work it out by logic, by sense and by knowledge.

What did he fed about this case -- what kind of acasewasit? Let him start from the generd, then
proceed to the particular.

What were the sdient facts of this case?

Money was one of them, he thought, though he did not know how. Somehow or other, money... He dso
thought, increasingly o, that there was evil somewhere.

Heknew evil. He had met it before. He knew the tang of it, the taste of it, the way it went. The trouble
was that here he did not yet know exactly where it was. He had taken certain steps to combat evil. He
hoped they would be sufficient. Something was happening, something was in progress, that was not yet
accomplished. Someone, somewhere, was in danger.

The trouble was that the facts pointed both ways. If the person he thought was in danger wasredly in
danger, there seemed so far as he could see no reason why. Why should that particular person bein
danger?

There was no motive. If the person he thought was in danger was not in danger, then the whole approach
might have to be completely reversed... Everything that pointed one way he must turn round and look at
from the completely opposite point of view.

He left that for the moment in the balance, and he came from there to the personalities -- to the people.
What pattern did they make? What part were they playing?

Firgt -- Andrew Restarick. He had accumulated by now afair amount of information about Andrew
Restarick. A generd picture of hislife before and after going abroad. A restless man, never sticking to



one place or purpose long, but generaly liked. Nothing of the wastrel about him, nothing shoddy or
tricky. Not, perhaps, a strong persondity? Weak in many ways?

Poirot frowned, dissatisfied. That picture did not somehow fit the Andrew Restarick that he himsdlf had
met. Not weak surely, with that thrust-out chin, the steady eyes, the air of resolution. He had been a
successful business man, too, apparently.

Good at hisjob in the earlier years, and he had put through good dedlsin South Africaand in South
America. He had increased his holdings. It was asuccess story that he had brought home with him, not
one of failure. How then could he be aweak persondity? Weak, perhaps, only where women were
concerned. He had made amistake in his marriage--married the wrong woman... Pushed into it perhaps
by hisfamily? And then he had met the other woman. Just that one woman? Or had there been severa
women? It was hard to find arecord of that kind after so many years. Certainly he had not been a
notorioudy unfaithful husband. He had had anorma home, he had been fond, by all accounts, of hissmall
daughter. But then he had come across awoman whom he had cared for enough to leave hishome and
to leave his country. It had been ared love affair.

But had it, perhaps, matched up with any additional motive? Didike of office work, the City, the daily
routine of London? He thought it might. It matched the pattern. He seemed, too, to have been asolitary
type. Everyone had liked him both here and abroad, but there seemed no intimate friends. Indeed, it
would have been difficult for him to have intimate friends abroad because he had never stopped in any
one spot long enough. He had plunged into some gamble, attempted a coup, had made good, then tired
of the thing and gone on somewhere else. Nomadic | A wanderer.

It till did not quite accord with his own picture of the man... A picture? The word stirred in hismind the
memory of the picture that hung in Restarick's office, on the wall behind his desk. It had been aportrait
of the same man fifteen years ago.

How much difference had those fifteen years made in the man stting there?

Surprisingly little, on thewhole! More grey in the hair, aheavier set to the shoulders, but the lines of
character on the face were much the same. A determined face. A man who knew what he wanted, who
meant to get it. A man who would take risks. A man with a certain ruthlessness.

Why, he wondered, had Restarick brought that picture up to London? They had been companion
portraits of ahusband and wife. Strictly speaking artisticaly, they should have remained together. Would
apsychologist have said that subconscioudy Restarick wanted to dissociate himself from hisformer wife
once more, to separate himself from her? Was he then mentally il retresting from her persondity
athough she was dead? An interesting point.

The pictures had presumably come out of storage with various other family articles of furnishing. Mary
Restarick had no doubt selected certain persond objects to supplement the furniture of Crosshedgesfor
which Sir Roderick had made room. He wondered whether Mary Restarick, the new wife, had liked
hanging up that particular pair of portraits. More natura, perhaps, if she had put the first wife's portrait in
an attic! But then he reflected that she would probably not have had an attic to stow away unwanted
objects a Crosshedges. Presumably Sir Roderick had made room for afew family thingswhilst the
returned couple were looking about for a suitable house in London. So it had not mattered much, and it
would have been easier to hang both portraits. Besides, Mary Restarick seemed a sensible type of
woman --not ajealous or emotiona type.

"Tout de meme” thought Hercule Poirot to himsdlf, "lesfemmes, they are dl capable of jed ousy, and



sometimes the ones you would consider the least likely!™ His thoughts passed to Mary Restarick, and he
congdered her inturn. It struck him that what was redlly odd was that he had so few thoughts about her!
He had seen her only the once, and she had, somehow or other, not made much impression on him. A
certain efficiency, he thought, and also a certain--how could he put it? -- artificidity? ("But there, my
friend," said Hercule Pairot, again in parenthes's, "there you are considering her wig!") It was absurd
redlly that one should know so little about awoman. A woman who was efficient and who wore awig,
and who was good-looking, and who was sensible, and who could fed anger. Y es, she had been angry
when she had found the Peacock Boy wandering uninvited in her house. She had displayed it sharply and
unmistakably. And the boy -- he had seemed what? Amused, no more. But she had been angry, very
angry a finding him there. Wdll, that was natural enough. He would not be any mother's choice for her
daughter -- Poirot stopped short in histhoughts, shaking his head vexedly. Mary Restarick was not
Norma's mother. Not for her the agony, the apprehens on about a daughter making an unsuitable
unhappy marriage, or announcing an illegitimate baby with an unsuitable father! What did Mary fed about
Norma? Presumably, to begin with, that she was athoroughly tiresome girl -- who had picked up with a
young man who was going to be obvioudy a source of worry and annoyance to Andrew Restarick. But
after that? What had she thought and felt about a step-daughter who was apparently deliberately trying to
poison her?

Her attitude seemed to have been the sensible one. She had wanted to get Normaout of the house,
hersalf out of danger, and to co-operate with her husband in suppressing any scanda about what had

happened.

Norma came down for an occasional weekend to keep up appearances, but her life henceforward was
bound to centrein London. Even when the Restaricks moved into the house they were looking for, they
would not suggest Normaliving with them. Mot girls, nowadays, lived away from their families. So that
problem had been settled.

Except that, for Poirot, the question of who had administered poison to Mary Restarick was very far
from settled. Restarick himself believed it was his daughter — But Poirot wondered.

His mind played with the possibilities of the girl Sonia. What was she doing in that house? Why had she
come there? She had Sir Roderick eating out of her hand all right — perhaps she had no wish to go back
to her own country? Possibly her designs were purely matrimonia — old men of Sir Roderick's age
married pretty young girls every day of the week. In the worldly sense, Soniacould do very well for
hersdif.

A secure socid position, and widowhood to look forward to with a settled and sufficient income — or
were her ams quite different? Had she gone to Kew Gardens with Sir Roderick's missing papers tucked
between the pages of abook?

Had Mary Restarick become suspicious of her — of her activities, of her loyalties, of where she went on
her days off, and of whom she met? And had Sonia, then, administered the substanceswhich in
cumulative smal doses, would arouse no suspicion of anything but ordinary gastroenteritis?

For the time being, he put the household at Crosshedges out of his mind.

He came, as Norma had come, to London, and proceeded to the consideration of three girls who shared
afla.

Claudia Reece-Holland, Frances Cary, Norma Restarick. Claudia ReeceHolland, daughter of a
well-known Member of Parliament, well off, capable, well trained, good-looking, afirst-class secretary.



Frances Cary, a country solicitor's daughter, artistic, had been to drama school for a short time, then to
the Slade, chucked that aso, occasionally worked for the Arts Council, now employed by an art gallery.

Earned agood sdary, was artistic and had bohemian associations. She knew the young man, David
Baker, though not apparently more than casudly. Perhaps she wasin love with him? He was the kind of
young man, Poirot thought, didiked generdly by parents, members of the Establishment and aso the
police. Where the attraction lay for well-born girls Poirot failed to see. But one had to acknowledgeit as
afact. What did he himsdlf think of David?

A good-looking boy with the impudent and dightly amused air whom he had first seen in the upper
stories of Crosshedges, doing an errand for Norma (or reconnoitring on his own, who could say?). He
had seen him again when hegave him alift in hiscar. A young man of persondity, giving indeed an
impression of ability in what he choseto do. And yet there was clearly an unsatisfactory sdeto him.
Poirot picked up one of the papers on the table by hisside and studied it. A bad record though not
positively criminal. Small frauds on garages, hooliganism, smashing up things, on probation twice. All
those things were the fashion of the day. They did not come under Poirot's category of evil. He had been
apromising painter, but had chucked it.

He was the king that did no steady work.

Hewas vain, proud, a peacock in love with his own appearance. Was he anything more than that? Poirot
wondered.

He stretched out an arm and picked up a sheet of paper on which was scribbed down the rough heads of
the conversation held between Normaand David in the cafe --that is, aswell asMrs. Oliver could
remember them. And how well was that, Poirot thought? He shook his head doubtfully.

One never knew quite at what point Mrs. Oliver'simagination would take over!

Did the boy care for Norma, redly want to marry her? There was no doubt about her fedlings for him.
He had suggested marrying her. Had Normagot money of her own? She was the daughter of arich man,
but that was not the same thing. Poirot made an exclamation of vexation. He had forgotten to enquire the
terms of the late Mrs. Restarick's will. He flipped through the sheets of notes. No, Mr. Goby had not
neglected this obvious need. Mrs. Restarick apparently had been well provided for by her husband
during her lifetime. She had had, apparently, asmall income of her own amounting perhaps to a thousand
ayear.

She had |eft everything she possessed to her daughter. 1t would hardly amount, Poirot thought, to a
motive for marriage.

Probably, ashisonly child, she would inherit alot of money at her father's death but that was not at al
the same thing. Her father might leave her very littleindeed if he didiked the man she had married.

Hewould say then, that David did care for her, snce he waswilling to marry her.

And yet -- Poirot shook hishead. It was about the fifth time he had shaken it. All these things did not tie
up, they did not make a satisfactory pattern. He remembered Restarick's desk, and the cheque he had
been writing -- gpparently to buy off the young man -- and the young man, apparently, was quite willing
to be bought off! So that again did not tally. The cheque had certainly been made out to David Baker and
it wasfor avery large -- redlly apreposterous -- sum. It was a sum that might have tempted any



impecunious young man of bad character. And yet he had suggested marriage to her only aday before.
That, of course, might have been just amovein the game -- amove to raise the price he was asking.
Poirot remembered Restarick sitting there, hislips hard. He must care agreat dedl for his daughter to be
willing to pay so high asum, and he must have been afraid too that the girl hersdf was quite determined
to marry him.

From thoughts of Restarick, he went on to Claudia. Claudiaand Andrew Restarick.

Wasit chance, sheer chance, that she had come to be his secretary? There might be alink between them.
Claudia. He consdered her. Three girlsin aflat, Claudia Reece-Holland's flat. She had been the one who
hed taken theflat origindly, and shared it first with afriend, agirl she dready knew, and then with
another girl, thethird girl. Thethird girl, thought Poirot. Y es, it dways came back to that.

Thethird girl. And that is where he had comein the end. Where he had had to come.
Where dl thisthinking out of patterns had led. To Norma Regtarick.

A girl who had cometo consult him ashe sat at breskfast. A girl whom he had joined at atablein acafe
where she had recently been eating baked beans with the young man she loved. (He always seemed to
see her a meal times, he noted!) And what did he think about her? First, what did other people think
about her? Restarick cared for her and was desperately anxious about her, desperately frightened for
her. He not only suspected -- he was quite sure, apparently, that she had tried to poison hisrecently
married wife. He had consulted a doctor about her. Poirot felt he would like dearly to talk to that doctor
himsdlf, but he doubted if he would get anywhere.

Doctorswere very chary of parting with medica information to anyone but aduly accredited person such
asthe parents. But Poirot could imagine fairly well what the doctor had said. He had been cautious,
Poirot thought, as doctors are apt to be.

He'd hemmed and hawed and spoken perhaps of medical treatment. He had not stressed too positively a
mental angle, but had certainly suggested it or hinted at it.

In fact, the doctor probably was privately sure that that was what had happened. But he also knew a
good ded about hysterical girls, and that they sometimes did things that were not really the result of
mental causes, but merely of temper, jedlousy, emotion, and hysteria. He would not be apsychiatrist
himsdlf nor aneurologist. He would be a G.P. who took no risks of making accusations about which he
could not be sure, but suggested certain things out of caution. A job somewhere or other — ajobin
London, later perhaps treatment from a specidist?

What did anyone else think of Norma Restarick? Claudia Reece-Holland? He didn't know. Certainly not
from thelittle that he knew about her. She was capable of hiding any secret, shewould certainly let
nothing escape her which she did not mean to let escape. She had shown no signs of wanting to turn the
girl out — which she might have doneif she had been afraid of her mental condition. There could not
have been much discussion between her and Frances on the subject since the other girl had so innocently
let escape the fact that Norma had not returned to them after her weekend at home. Claudia had been
annoyed about that. It was possible that Claudiawas more in the pattern than she appeared. She had
brains, Poirot thought, and efficiency... He came back to Norma, came back once again to the third girl.
What was her place in the pattern? The place that would pull the whole thing together.

Ophdlia, he thought? But there were two opinionsto that, just as there were two opinions about Norma.
Was Opheliamad or was she pretending madness? Actresses had been varioudy divided as to how the



part should be played — or perhaps, he should say, producers. They were the oneswith ideas. Was
Hamlet mad or sane? Take your choice. Was Opheliamad or sane?

Restarick would not have used the word "mad” even in his thoughts about his daughter. Mentally
disturbed was the term that everyone preferred to use. The other word that had been used of Norma had
been "batty". "She'sabit batty”. "Not quite dl there”. " A bit wanting, if you know what | mean”. Where
"daily women" good judges? Poirot thought they might be. There was something odd about Norma,
certainly, but she might be odd in adifferent way to what she seemed. He remembered the picture she
had made douching into hisroom, agirl of today, the modern type looking just as so many other girls
looked. Limp hair hanging on her shoulders, the characterless shift dress, askimpy look about the knees
-- dl to his old-fashioned eyeslooking like an adult girl pretending to be achild.

"Fm sorry, you aretoo old.'1'1 Perhapsit was true. He'd looked at her through the eyes of someone old,
without admiration, to him just agirl without apparently will to please, without coquetry.

A girl without any sense of her ow'. femininity -- no charm or mystery or enticement, who had nothing to
offer, perhaps, but plain biologica sex. So it may be that she wasright in her condemnation of him.

He could not help her because he did not understand her, because it was not even possible for him to
appreciate her. He had done his best for her, but what had that meant up to date? What had he done for
her snce that one moment of appea ?

And in histhoughts the answer came quickly. He had kept her safe. That at least.

If, indeed, she needed keeping safe. That was where the whole point lay. Did she need keeping safe?
That prepogterous confession! Redlly, not so much a confession as an announcement: "/ think | may have
committed amurder." Hold on to that, because that was the crux of the whole thing. That was his metier.
To deal with murder, to clear up murder, to prevent murder! To be the good dog who hunts down
murder. Murder announced. Murder somewhere. He had |ooked for it and had not found it. The pattern
of arsenic in the soup? A pattern of ~ung hooligans stabbing each other ” ith knives? Theridiculous and
snigter phrase, bloodstainsin the courtyard. A shot fired from arevolver. At whom, and why?

It was not asit ought to be, aform of crime that would fit with the words she had said: "I may have
committed amurder”.

He had stumbled on in the dark, trying to see a pattern of crime, trying to see where the third girl fitted
into that pattern, and coming back awaysto the same urgent need to know what thisgirl wasredly like.

And then with acasua phrase, Ariadne Oliver had, as he thought, shown him the light. The supposed
suicide of awoman at Borodene Mansions. That would fit. It was where the third girl had her living
quarters.

It must be the murder that she had meant.

Another murder committed about the same time would have been too much of a coincidence! Besides
there was no sign or trace of any other murder that had been committed about then. No other death that
could have sent her hot-foot to consult him, after listening at a party to the lavish admiration of hisown
achievementswhich hisfriend, Mrs. Oliver, had given to theworld. And so, when Mrs. Oliver had
informed him in acasua manner of the woman who had thrown hersdlf out of the window, it had seemed
to him that at last he had got what he had been looking for.



Here wasthe clue. The answer to his perplexity. Here he would find what he needed. The why, the
when, thewhere,

"Quelle deception." said Hercule Poirot, out loud.

He stretched out his hand, and sorted out the negtly typed resume of awoman'slife. The bad facts of
Mrs. Charpentier's existence. A woman of forty-three of good socia position, reported to have been a
wild girl — two marriages— two divorces— awoman who liked men. A woman who of late years.had
drunk more than was good for her. A woman who liked parties. A woman who was now reported to go
about with men agood many years younger than hersdlf. Living in aflat donein Borodene Mansions,
Poirot could understand and fed the sort of woman she was, and had been, and he could seewhy such a
woman might wish to throw hersdlf out of a high window one early morning when she awoke to despair.

Because she had cancer or thought she had cancer? But at the inquest, the medical evidence had said
very definitely that that was not so.

What he wanted was some kind of alink with Norma Restarick. He could not find it.
He read through the dry facts again.

| dentification had been supplied at theinquest by a solicitor. Louise Carpenter, though she had used a
Frenchified form of her surname -- Charpentier. Because it went better with her Christian name?

Louise? Why was the name Louise familiar ? Some casua mention? -- aphrase?

-- hisfingers rimed nestly through typewritten pages. Ah! thereit was! Just that one reference. The girl
for whom Andrew Restarick had left hiswife had been agirl named Louise Birell. Someone who had
proved to be of little sSignificance in Restarick's later life. They had quarrelled and parted after about a
year. The same pattern, Poirot thought. The same thing obtaining that had probably obtained dl through
this particular woman'slife. To love aman violently, to break up hishome, perhaps, to live with him, and
then to quarrdl with him and leave him. He felt sure, absolutely sure, that this Louise Charpentier wasthe
samelLouise.

Even s0, how did it tie up with the girl Norma? Had Restarick and Louise Charpentier come together
again when he returned to England? Poirot doubted it.

Their lives had parted years ago. That they had by any chance come together again seemed unlikely to
the point of impossihility | 1t had been abrief and in redity unimportant infatuation. His present wife
would hardly be jedlous enough of her husband's past to wish to push hisformer mistress out of a
window. Ridiculous! The only person so far as he could see who might have been the type to harbour a
grudge over many long years, and wish to execute revenge upon the woman who had broken up her
home, might have been the first Mrs. Restarick. And that sounded wildly impossible dso, and anyway,
thefirst Mrs. Restarick was dead!

The telephone rang. Poirot did not move.

At this particular moment he did not want to be disturbed. He had afeding of being on atrail of some
kind... He wanted to pursueit... The telephone stopped.

Good. Miss Lemon would be coping withiit.



The door opened and Miss Lemon entered.

"Mrs. Oliver wantsto speak to you," she said.

Poirot waved ahand. "Not now, not now, | pray you \ | cannot speak to her now." "She saysthereis
something that she has just thought of — something she forget to tell you. About a piece of paper — an
unfinished letter, which seemsto have falen out of ablotter in adesk in afurniture van. A rather
incoherent story," added Miss Lemon, alowing anote of disapprova to enter her voice.

Poirot waved more frantically.

"Not now," heurged. "I beg of you, not «. now." "'l will tell her you are busy.” Miss Lemon retreated.
Peace descended once more upon the room. Poirot felt waves of fatigue cregping over him. Too much
thinking. One mugt relax. Y es, one must relax. One must | et tension go — in relaxation the pattern would
come. He closed his eyes. There were dl the components there. He was sure of that now, there was
nothing more he could learn from outside. It must come from insde.

And quite suddenly — just as hiseydidswererdaxing in degp — it came.

It was dl there— waiting for him! He would have to work it dl out. But he knew now. All the bitswere
there, disconnected bits and pieces, al fitting in. A wig, apicture, 5 am., women and their hair dos, the
Peacock Boy — dl leading to the phrase with which it had begun: Third Girl.

"I may have committed a murder..." Of course!

A ridiculous nursery rhyme cameinto hismind. He repeated it aloud.

Rub a dub dub, three men in atub And who do you think they be?

A butcher, abaker, acandlestick maker.

Too bad, he couldn't remember thelast line.

A baker, yes, and in afar-fetched way, abutcher — He tried out afeminine parody: Pat a cake, pat,
three girlsin aflat And who do you think they be?

A Personal Aide and agirl from the Slade And the Third isa— Miss Lemon camein.

"Ah— | remember now — 'And they all came out of aweenie potato.' " Miss Lemon looked & himin
anxiety.

"Dr. Stillingfleet ingsts on spesking to you at once. He saysitisurgent. "Tell Dr. Stillingfleet he
can—->Dr.

Stillingfleet, did you say?' He pushed past her, caught up the receiver. "1 am here. Poirot speaking!
Something has happened?’ "She'swalked out on me." "What?' "Y ou heard me. She'swalked out.

Waked out through the front gate." "Y ou let her go?' "What else could | do?' ™Y ou could have stopped
her." "No." "To let her go was madness.” "No." "Y ou don't understand.” " That was the arrangement. Free



togo at any time." "Y ou don't understand what may beinvolved.” "All right then, | don't. But | know
what /'m doing. And if | don't et her go, al thework I've done on her would go for nothing.

And | have worked on her. Y our job and my job aren't the same. Were not out for the same thing. | tell
you | was getting somewhere. Getting somewhere, so that | was quite sure she wouldn't walk out on me."
"Ahyes. And then, mon ami, shedid.” "Frankly, | can't understand it. | can't see why the setback came.”
"'Something happened.” "Y es, but what?' " Somebody she saw, somebody who spoke to her, somebody
who found out where shewas." "1 don't see how that could have happened... But what you don't seem to
seeisthat she'safree agent. She had to be afree agent.” "Somebody got at her. Somebody found out
where shewas. Did she get aletter, atedegram, atelephone cal?' "No, nothing of that kind. That | am
quite sure of." "Then how--of course! Newspapers.

Y ou have newspapers, | suppose, in that establishment of yours?' "Certainly. Norma everyday life, that's
what | stland for in my place of business.” "Then that is how they got at her.

Normdl, everyday life. What papers do you take?' "Five." He named thefive,

"When did she go?" "Thismorning. Half past ten." "Exactly. After she read the papers. That is good
enough to start on. Which paper did she usudly read?’ "1 don't think she had any specia choice.
Sometimes one, sometimes another, sometimes the whole lot of them -- sometimes only glanced at
them.” "Wdll, | must not waste time talking." "Y ou think she saw an advertisement.

Something of that kind?' "What other explanation can there be?

Good-bye, | can say no more now. | have to search. Search for the possible advertisement and then get
on quickly." Hereplaced the receiver.

"Miss Lemon, bring me our two papers.

The Morning News and the Daily Comet. Send Georges out for al the others.” As he opened out the
papersto the Persond advertisements and went carefully down them, he followed hisline of thought.

Hewould bein time. He must be in time There had been one murder aready.
Therewould be another one to come. But he, Hercule Poirot, would prevent that.

If hewasintime... He was Hercule Pairot -- the avenger of the innocent. Did he not say (and people
laughed when he said it) "I do not approve of murder”. They had thought it an understatement. But it was
not an understatement. It was a ssimple statement of/act without melodrama. He did not approve of
murder.

George came in with asheaf of newspapers.

"Therearedl thismorning's, sir." Poirot looked at Miss Lemon, who was standing by waiting to be
effident.

"L ook through the onesthat | have searched in case | have missed anything.” " The Persona column, you
mean?' "Y es. | thought there would be the name David perhaps. A girl's name. Some pet name or
nickname. They would not use Norma. An appesal for help, perhaps, or to amesting.” Miss Lemon took
the papers obediently with some distaste. Thiswas not her kind of efficiency, but for the moment he had
no other job to give her. He himsdlf spread out the Morning Chronicle. That was the biggest field to



search. Three columns of it.
He bent over the open shest.

A lady who wanted to dispose of her fur coat... Passengers wanted for acar trip abroad... Lovely period
housefor sde.

Paying guests... Backward children.

Home-made chocolates... "Julia. Shdl never forget. Alwaysyours." That was more the kind of thing. He
considered it, but passed on. Louis XVth furniture.

Middle-aged lady to help run an hotel.

"In desperate trouble. Must see you. Cometo flat 4.30 without dl. Our code Goliath." He heard the
doorbell ring just as he caled out: "Georges, ataxi,” dipped on his overcoat, and went into the hall just as
George was opening the front door and calliding with Mrs. Oliver. All three of them struggled to
disentangle themsdlvesin the narrow hall.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

FRANCES GARY, carrying her overnight bag, walked down Mandeville Road, chattering with the
friend she had just met on the corner, towards the bulk of Borodene Mansions.

"Redly, Frances, it'slikeliving in aprison block, that building. Wormwood Scrubs or something.”
"Nonsensg, Eileen. | tell you, they're frightfully comfortable, theseflats. I'm very lucky and Claudiaisa
splendid person to share with -- never bothers you. And she's got awonderful daily. Theflat'sredly very
nicely run." "Arethere just thetwo of you?| forget.

| thought you had athird girl?' "Oh well, she seemsto have walked out onus.” "Y ou mean she doesn't
pay her rent?' "Oh, | think the rent'sdl right. | think she's probably having some affair with aboyfriend.”
Eileen logt interest. Boy friends were too much amatter of course.

"Where are you coming back from now?' "Manchester. Private view was on. Great success.” "Are you
redlly going to Viennanext month?' "Yes, | think so. It's pretty well fixed up by now. Rather fun.”
"Wouldn't it be awful if some of the pictures got stolen?" "Oh, they're dl insured,” said Frances.

"All theredlly vauable ones, anyway." "How did your friend Peter's show go?' "Not terribly well, I'm
afraid. But there was quite agood review by the critic of The Artist, and that countsalot." Frances
turned into Borodene Mansions, and her friend went on her way to her own small mews house farther
down the road.

Frances said "Good-evening" to the porter, and went up in the lift to the sixth floor.

She waked dong the passage, humming alittle tune to herself.

Sheinsarted her key in the door of theflat. Thelight in the hall was not on yet.

Claudiawas not due back from the office for another hour and ahalf. But in the Sitting-room, the door of
whichwas gar, thelight was on.



Frances said doud: "Light'son. That'sfunny." She dipped out of her coat, dropped her overnight bag,
pushed the sitting-room door farther open and went in.

Then she stopped dead. Her mouth opened and then shut. She stiffened al over — her eyes staring at
the prone figure on the floor; then they rose dowly to the mirror on the wall that reflected back at her her
own horror-stricken face.

Then she drew adeep breath. The momentary paralysis over, she flung back her head and screamed.
Stumbling over her bag on the hdl floor and kicking it aside, sheran out of the flat and aong the passage
and best frenziedly at the door of the next flat.

An ederly woman opened it.
"What on earth— " "There's someone dead — someone dead. And | think it's someone | know.

David Baker. He'slying there on thefloor... | think he's stabbed... he must have been stabbed. There's
blood—Dblood everywhere." She began to sob hystericaly. Miss Jacobs shook her, steadied her,
lowered her on to asofaand said authoritatively: "Be quiet now. I'll get you some brandy." She shoved a
glassinto her hand. ~Stay there and drink it." Frances sipped obediently. Miss Jacobs went rapidly out of
the door dong the passage and through the open door from which the light was pouring out. The
living-room door was wide open and Miss Jacobs went straight through it.

She was not the kind of woman who screams. She stood just within the doorway, her lips pursed hard
together.

What she waslooking a had anightmarish qudity. On thefloor lay a handsome young man, hisarms
flung wide, hischestnut hair falling on his shoulders. He wore a crimson velvet coat, and hiswhite shirt
was dappled with blood.

Shewas aware with a start that there was a second figure with her in theroom. A girl was standing
pressed back againgt the wall, the great Harlequin above seeming to be leaping across the painted sky.

The girl had awhite woollen shift dress on, and her pae brown hair hung limp on either side of her face.
In her hand she was holding akitchen knife.

Miss Jacobs stared at her and she stared back at Miss Jacobs.

Then shesaid in aquiet reflective voice, asthough she was answering what someone had said to her:
"Yes, I'vekilled him... The blood got on my hands from the knife... | went into the bathroom to wash it
off—but you can't redlly wash thingslike that off, can you? And then | came back in hereto seeif it was
redly true... Butitis... Poor David... But | suppose | had to doit." Shock forced unlikely words from

Miss Jacobs. As she said them, she thought how ridicul ous they sounded!

"Indeed? Why did you have to do anything of the kind?' "I don't know... At least — | supposel
do—redly. Hewasin grest trouble.

He sent for me— and | came... But | wanted to be free of him. | wanted to get away from him. | didn't
redly love him." Shelaid the knife carefully on the table and sat down on achair.

"Itisn't safe, isit?' shesad. "To hate anyone... It isn't safe because you never know what you might do.



Like Louise..." Then she said quietly: "Hadn't you better ring up the police?" Obediently, Miss Jacobs
dialed 999.

Il There were six people now in the room with the Harlequin on the wall. A long time had passed. The
police had come and gone.

Andrew Restarick sat like aman stunned. Once or twice he said the samewords. "I can't believeit..."
Telephoned for, he had come from his office, and Claudia Reece-Holland had come with him. In her
quiet way, she had been ceasdesdy efficient. She had put through telephone cdlsto lawyers, had rung
Crosshedges and two firms of estate agentsto try and get in touch with Mary Restarick.

She had given Frances Cary a sedative and sent her to lie down.

Hercule Poirot and Mrs. Oliver sat Side by side on asofa. They had arrived together at the sametime as
the police.

Lagt of dl to arrive, when nearly everyone ese had gone, had been a quiet man with grey hair and a
gentle manner, Chief Inspector Nedle of Scotland Y ard who had greeted Poirot with adight nod, and
been introduced to Andrew Restarick. A tall red-haired young man was standing by the window staring
down into the courtyard.

What werethey al waiting for? Mrs.

Oliver wondered. The body had been removed, the photographers and other police officers had done
their work, they themselves, after being herded into Claudias bedroom, had been readmitted into the
sitting-room, where they had been waiting, she supposed, for the Scotland Y ard man to arrive.

"If you want meto go," Mrs. Oliver said to him uncertainly -- "Mrs. Ariadne Oliver, aren't you? No, if
you have no objection, I'd rather you remained. | know it hasn't been pleasant -- " "It didn't seem red.”
Mrs. Oliver shut her eyes -- seeing the whole thing again. The Peacock Boy, so picturesquely dead that
he had seemed like a stage figure. And the girl--the girl had been different -- not the uncertain Norma
from Crosshedges -- the unattractive Ophdlia, as Poirot had called her--but some quiet figure of tragic
dignity -- accepting her doom.

Poirot had asked if he might make two telephone calls. One had been to Scotland Y ard, and that had
been agreed to, after the sergeant had made a preliminary suspicious enquiry on the phone. The sergeant
had directed Poirot to the extension in Claudias bedroom, and he had made his call from there, closing
the door behind him.

The sergeant had continued to look doubtful, murmuring to his subordinate. "They say it'sal right.
Wonder who heis? Odd-looking little bloke." "Foreign, isn't he? Might be Specid Branch?' "Don't think
s0. It was Chief Ingpector Nedle he wanted.” His assstant raised his eyebrows and suppressed awhistle.
After making his cdls, Poirot had reopened the door and beckoned Mrs.

Oliver from where she was standing uncertainly ingde the kitchen, to join him.

They had sat down side by side on Claudia Reece-Holland's bed.

"I wish we could do something,” said Mrs. Oliver — dways onefor action.



"Patience, chere Madame.” " Surely you can do something?' "1 have. | have rung up the peopleit is
necessary to ring up. We can do nothing here until the police have finished their preliminary
investigations." "Who did you ring up after the inspector man? Her father? Couldn't he come and bail her
out or something?' "Bail isnot likely to be granted where murder is concerned,” said Poirot dryly.

"The police have dready notified her father. They got his number from MissCary." "Whereis she?'
"Having hystericsin theflat of aMiss Jacobs next door, | understand. She was the one who discovered
the body. It ssemsto have upset her. Sherushed out of here screaming.” "She'sthe arty one, isn't she?
Claudiawould have kept her head." "'l agree with you. A very—poised young woman.” "Who did you
ring up, then?' "Firgt, as perhaps you heard. Chief Ingpector Nede of Scotland Yard." "Will thislot like
his coming and meddling?' "Heis not coming to meddle. He has of |ate been making certain enquiriesfor
me, which may throw light on this matter." "Oh -- | see... Who else did you ring up?' "Dr. John
Stillingfleet." "Who'she? To say that poor Normais potty and can't help killing people?’ "His
qudifications would entitle him to give evidence to that effect in court if necessary.” "Does he know
anything about her?' "A good ded, | should say. She has been in his care since the day you found her in
the Shamrock cafe." "Who sent her there?' Poirot smiled. "1 did. | made certain arrangements by
telephone before | cameto join you at the cafe.” "What? All thetime | was so disappointed in you and
kept urging you to do something -- you had done something?

And you never told me! Redly, M. Poirot!
Nor aword! How could you be so—so mean.” "Do not enrage yourself, Madame, | beg.

What | did, | did for the best." ""People dways say that when they have done something particularly
meaddening.

What else did you do?' "I arranged that my services should be retained by her father, so that | could
make the necessary arrangementsfor her safety.” "Meaning this Doctor Stillingwater?* "Stilling™?. Y es."
"How on earth did you manage that?

| shouldn't have thought for amoment that you would be the kind of person that her father would choose
to make dl these arrangements. He looks the kind of man who would be very suspicious of foreigners.”
"| forced myself upon him — asaconjurer forcesacard. | caled upon him, purporting to have received
aletter from him asking meto do s0." "And did he believe you?' "Naturdly. | showed the letter to him.

It wastyped on his office stationery and signed with his name—though as he pointed out to me, the
handwriting was not his." "Do you mean you had actudly written that letter yoursdlf.” "Yes. | judged
correctly that it would awaken his curiosity, and that he would want to see me. Having got sofar, |
trusted to my own talents.” ™Y ou told him what you were going to do about this Dr. Stillingflest?' "No. |
told no one. There was danger, you see." "Danger to Norma?' "To Norma, or Normawas dangerousto
someone else. From the very beginning there have alway's been the two possibilities.

Thefacts could be interpreted in either way. The attempted poisoning of Mrs. Restarick was not
convincing--it was delayed too long, it was not a serious attempt to kill. Then there was an indeterminate
story of arevolver shot fired herein Borodene Mansions -- and another tale of flick-knivesand
bloodstains. Every time these things happen, Norma knows nothing about them, cannot remember,
etcetera. Shefindsarsenic in adrawer -- but does not remember putting it there.

Claimsto have had lapses of memory, to have lost long periods of time when she does not remember
what she has been doing. So one has to ask oneself— iswhat she saystrue, or did she, for some reason
of her own, invent it? Is she a potentia victim of some monstrous and perhaps crazy plot — or isit she



hersalf who isthe moving spirit? Is she painting apicture of hersdf asagirl suffering from mentd
ingtability, or has she murder in mind, with adefence of diminished respongbility.” " She was different
today," said Mrs.

Oliver dowly. "Did you notice? Quite different. Not — not scatty any longer." Poirot nodded.

"Not Ophelia— Iphigeneia" A sound of added commotion outside in theflat diverted the attention of
both of them.

"Do you think —" Mrs. Oliver stopped.
Poirot had gone to the window and was looking down to the courtyard far below.
An ambulance was drawn up there.

"Arethey going to take It away?" asked Mrs. Oliver in ashaky voice. And then added in a sudden rush
of pity: "Poor Peacock."” "Hewas hardly alikeable character,” said Poirot coldly.

"Hewas very decorative... And so young," said Mrs. Oliver.

"That is sufficient for lesfemmes." Poirot was opening the bedroom door a careful crack, as he peered
Out.

"Excuseme," hesad, "if | leave you for amoment.” "Where are you going?' demanded Mrs. Oliver
suspicioudy.

"| understood that that was not a question considered delicate in this country,” said Poirot reproachfully.

"Oh, | beg your pardon.” "And that's not the way to theloo," she breathed sotto voce after him, as she
too applied an eye to the crack of the door.

She went back to the window to observe what was going on below.

"Mr. Restarick hasjust driven up in ataxi,” she observed when Poirot dipped back quietly into the room
afew minutes later, "and Claudia has comewith him.

Did you manage to get into Norma's room, or wherever you redly wanted to go?' "Normasroomisin
the occupation of the police.” "How annoying for you. What are you carrying in that kind of black folder
thing you've got in your hand?' Poirot in histurn asked a question.

"What have you got in that canvas bag with Persian horseson it?* "My shopping bag? Only a couple of
Avocado pears, asit happens.” "Thenif | may, | will entrust thisfolder to you. Do not be rough withit, or
squeezeit, | beg." "What isit?" "Something that | hoped to find -- and that | have found-- Ah, things
begin to passthemsalves -- " He referred to increased sounds of activities.

Poirot's words struck Mrs. Oliver as being much more exactly descriptive than English wordswould
have been. Restarick, hisvoiceloud and angry. Claudia coming in to telephone. A glimpse of apolice
stenographer on an excursion to the flat next door to take statements from Frances Cary and amythica
person caled Miss Jacobs. A coming and going of ordered business, and afina departure of two men
with cameras.



Then unexpectedly the sudden incurson into Claudias bedroom of atall looselyjointed young man with
red hair.

Without taking any notice of Mrs.
Oliver, he spoke to Poirot.
"Wheat's she done? Murder? Who isiit?

Theboy friend?' "Yes" "She admitsit?' "It would seem s0." "Not good enough. Did shesay soin
definitewords?' "I have not heard her do so. | have had no chance of asking her anything mysdlf." A
policeman looked in.

"Dr. Stillingflet?" he asked. "The police surgeon would like aword with you." Dr. Stillingfleet nodded
and followed him out of the room.

"Sothat's Dr. Stillingflegt,” said Mrs.
Oliver. She considered for amoment or two. "Quite something, isn't he?'
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

CHIEF INSPECTOR NEELE drew a sheet of paper towards him, jotted one or two noteson it; and
looked round at the other five people in the room. His voice was crigp and formal.

"Miss Jacobs?' he said. He looked towards the policeman who stood by the door. " Sergeant Conally, |
know, has taken her statement. But, 1'd like to ask her afew questions myself." Miss Jacobs was ushered
into the room afew minutes|ater. Nedle rose courteoudy to greet her.

"I am Chief Ingpector Negle," he said, shaking handswith her. "I am sorry to trouble you for asecond
time. But thistimeit isquiteinforma | just want to get aclearer picture of exactly what you saw and
heard. I'm afraid it may be painful -- " "Painful, no," said Miss Jacobs, accepting the chair he offered her.
"It was ashock, of course. But no emotionswere involved.” She added: ™Y ou seem to havetidied up
things." He presumed she was referring to the remova of the body.

Her eyes, both observant and critical, passed lightly over the assembled people, registering, for Poirot
frank astonishment (What on earth isthis®) for Mrs. Oliver, mild curiosity; gppraisement for the back of
Dr. Stillingfleet's red head, neighbourly recognition for Claudiato whom she vouchsafed adight nod, and
finaly dawning sympathy for Andrew Restarick.

"Y ou must bethe girl'sfather,” she said to him. "Theré's not much point to condolences from atota
granger. They're better left unsaid. It's a sad world we live in nowadays— or so it seemsto me. Girls
study too hard in my opinion." Then she turned her face composedly towards Nedle,

"Yes?' "l would like you. Miss Jacabs, to tell mein your own words exactly what you saw and heard." "
expect it will vary from what | said before,” said Miss Jacobs unexpectedly.

"Things do, you know. One tries to make one's description as accurate as poss ble, and so one uses
morewords. | don't think oneisany more accurate, | think, unconscioudy, one adds things that you think
you may have seen or ought to have seen -- or heard. But | will do my best.



"It started with screams. | was startled.
| thought someone must have been hurt.

So | was dready coming to the door when someone began beating on it, and still screaming. | opened it
and saw it was one of my next-door neighbours -- the three girlswho livein 67. I'm afraid | don't know
her name, though | know her by sight.” "Frances Cary," said Claudia.

" She was quite incoherent, and slammered out something about someone being dead -- someone she
knew -- David Someone -- | didn't catch hislast name. She was sobbing and shaking dl over. | brought
her in, gave her some brandy, and went to see for myself." Everyone felt that throughout life that would
be what Miss Jacobs would invariably do.

"Y ou know what | found. Need | describeit?" "Just briefly, perhgps.” "A young man, one of these
modern young men -- gaudy clothesand long hair.

Hewaslying on the floor and he was clearly dead. His shirt was stiff with blood." Stillingfleet firred. He
turned his head and looked keenly at Miss Jacobs.

"Then | became aware that there was a girl in the room. She was holding a kitchen knife. She seemed
quite calm and salfpossessad -- redly, most peculiar.” Stillingfleet said: "Did she say anything 7' "She said
she had been into the bathroom to wash the blood off her hands -- and then she said "But you can't wash
thingslikethat off, can you? " "Out, damned spot, in fact?' "I cannot say that she reminded me
particularly of Lady Macbeth. Shewas -- how shall | put it -- perfectly composed.

Shelaid the knife down on the table and sat down on achair." "What else did she say?' asked Chief
Inspector Neele, his eyes dropping to a scrawled note in front of him.

"Something about hate. That it wasn't safe to hate anybody." " She said something about ‘poor David',
didn't she? Or s0 you told Sergeant Conoaily.

And that she wanted to be free of him." "I'd forgotten that. Y es. She said something about his making her
come here -- and something about L ouise, too." "What did she say about Louise?" It was Poirot who
asked, leaning forward sharply.

Miss Jacobs looked at him doubtfully.

"Nothing, redlly, just mentioned the name. ~Like Louise9, she said, and then stopped. It was after she
had said about its not being safe to hate people..." "And then?' "Then she told me, quite camly, | had
better ring up the police. Which | did. Wejust -- sat there until they came... | did not think | ought to
leave her. We did not say anything. She seemed absorbed in her thoughts, and | -- well, frankly, |
couldn't think of anything to say." "Y ou could see, couldn't you, that she was mentaly unstable?’ said
Andrew Restarick. "Y ou could see that she didn't know what she had done or why, poor child?' He

spoke pleadingly -- hopefully.

"If itisasign of mental ingtability to appear perfectly cool and collected after committing amurder, then |
will agree with you." Miss Jacobs spoke in the voice of one who quite decidedly did not agree.

Stillingfleet said: "Miss Jacobs, did she a any time admit that she had killed him?' "Oh yes. | should have
mentioned that before— It wasthe very firgt thing she did say. Asthough she was answering some
question | had asked her. She said 'Y es, Pvekilled him.9 And then went on about having washed her



hands." Restarick groaned and buried hisfacein his hands. Claudiaput her hand on hisarm.
Poirot said: "Miss Jacobs, you say the girl put down the knife she was carrying on that table.
It was quite near you? Y ou saw it clearly?

Did it appear to you that the knife also had been washed?' Miss Jacobs |ooked hesitantly at Chief
Inspector Nedle. It was clear that shefdlt that Poirot struck an aien and unofficia notein this presumably
officid enquiry.

"Perhaps you would be kind enough to answer that?' said Neele.

"No— I don't think the knife had been washed or wiped in any way. It was stained and discoloured with
somethick sticky substance.” "Ah," Poirot leaned back in hischair.

"| should have thought you would have known &l about the knife yoursdlf,” said Miss Jacobsto Nede
accusingly. "Didn't your police examineit? It ssemsto mevery lax if they didn't." "Oh yes, the police
examined it," said Nedle. "But we— er — dwayslike to get corroboration." She darted him a shrewd
glance.

"What you redlly mean, | suppose, isthat you like to find out how accurate the observation of your
witnessesis. How much they make up, or how much they actualy see, or think they have seen.” He
smiled dightly ashe said: "I don't think we need have doubts about you. Miss Jacobs. Y ou will make an
excdlent witness." "'l shan't enjoy it. But it'sthe kind of thing one hasto go through with, | suppose.” "I'm
afraid so. Thank you. Miss Jacobs." He looked round. "No one has any additional questions?* Poirot
indicated that he had. Miss Jacobs paused near the doorway, displeased.

"Yes?' shesad.

"About this mention of someone caled Louise. Did you know who it wasthe girl meant?' "How should |
know?' "lan't it possible that she might have meant Mrs. Louise Charpentier. Y ou knew Mrs.
Charpentier, didn't you?' "1 did not." ™Y ou knew that she recently threw herself out of awindow inthis
block of flats?' "I knew that, of course. | didn't know her Christian name was Louise, and | was not
persondly acquainted with her." "Nor, perhaps, particularly wished to be?' "I have not said so, sncethe
woman isdead. But | will admit that that is quite true. She was amost undesirable tenant, and | and other
residents have frequently complained to the management here." " Of what exactly?' "To speek frankly, the
woman drank.

Her flat was actualy on the top floor above mine and there were continua disorderly parties, with broken
glass, furniture knocked over, singing and shouting, alot of— er — coming and going.” " She was,
perhaps, alonely woman,” suggested Poirot.

"That was hardly the impression she conveyed,” said Miss Jacobs acidly. "It was put forward at the
inquest that she was depressed over the state of her hedlth.

Entirely her own imagination. She seemsto have had nothing the matter with her." And having disposed
of the late Mrs.

Charpentier without sympathy. Miss Jacobs took her departure.

Poirot turned his attention to Andrew Restarick. He asked delicately: "Am | correct in thinking, Mr.



Restarick, that you were a one time well acquainted with Mrs. Charpentier?' Restarick did not answer
for amoment or two. Then he sghed deeply and transferred his gaze to Poirot.

"Yes. At onetime, many years ago, | knew her very well indeed... Not, | may say, under the name of
Charpentier. Shewas Louise Birdl when | knew her." "Y ou were— er — inlove with her!” "Yes, | was
inlovewith her... Head over earsin love with her! | left my wife on her account. We went to South
Africa

After barely ayear the whole thing blew up.

Shereturned to England. | never heard from her again. | never even knew what had become of her."
"What about your daughter? Did she, also, know Louise Birdll?' "Not to remember her, surely. A child
of fiveyearsold!" "But did she know her?' Poirot persisted.

"Yes" sad Restarick dowly. "She knew Louise. That isto say, Louise cameto our house. She used to
play with the child." "So it is possible that the girl might remember her, even after alapse of years?' "I
don't know. I smply don't know. | don't know what she looked like, how much Louise might have
changed. | never saw her again, as| told you." Poirot said gently, "But you heard from her, didn't you,
Mr. Restarick? | mean, you have heard from her since your return to England?' Again there came that
pause, and the deep unhappy sigh: "Yes-- | heard from her..." said Restarick. And then, with sudden
curiogity, he asked: "How did you know that, M.

Poirot?' From his pocket, Poirot drew a neatly folded piece of paper. He unfolded it and handed it to
Redtarick.

Thelatter looked at it with afaintly puzzled frown.
Dear Andy, | see from the papers you're home again.

We must meet and compare notes as to what we've both been doing all these years -- It broke off here
-- and started again.

Andy-- Guesswho thisisfrom! Louise.

Dot dare to say you'veforgotten mel -- Dear Andy, Asyou will see by thisletterhead, Pm living in the
same block of flats as your secretary. What asmall world it isl We must meet. Could you comefor a
drink Monday or Tuesday next week?

Andy darling, | must see you again... Nobody has ever mattered to me but you -- you haven9l really
forgotten me, either, have you?

"How did you get this?' asked Restarick of Poirot, tapping it curioudy.
"From afriend of mine viaafurniture van," said Poirot, with aglance a Mrs.
Oliver.

Restarick looked at her without favour.

"I couldn't hdpit,” said Mrs. Oliver, interpreting hislook correctly. "I suppose it was her furniture being
moved out, and the men let go of adesk, and adrawer fell out and scattered alot of things, and the wind



blew thisaong the courtyard, so | picked it up and tried to give it back to them, but they were crossand
didntwant it, so | just put it in my coat pocket without thinking. And | never even looked at it until this
afternoon when | was taking things out of pockets before sending the coat to the cleaners. So it redly
wasn't my fault.” She paused, dightly out of bregath.

"Did she get her letter to you written in the end?’ Poirot asked.

"Y es— shedid — one of the more forma versond! | didn't answer it. | thought it would be wiser not to
do s0." "You didn't want to see her again?' " She wasthe last person | wanted to see! Shewasa
particularly difficult woman -- always had been. And I'd heard things about her -- for one that she had
become a heavy drinker. And well -- other things." "Did you keep her letter to you?' "No, | toreit up 1"
Dr. Stillingfleet asked an abrupt question.

"Did your daughter ever speak about her to you?' Restarick seemed unwilling to answer.

Dr. Stillingfleet urged him: "It might be Sgnificant if she did, you know." ™Y ou doctord Yes, shedid
mention her once."

"What did she say exactly?' " She said quite suddenly: 'l saw Louisethe other day. Father.' | was Startled.
| said 'Where did you see her? And she said 'In the restaurant of our flats.' | was a bit embarrassed. |
sad: 'l never dreamed you'd remember her. And she said: 'I've never forgotten. Mother wouldn't have
let meforget, evenif | wanted to." "Y es, that could certainly be sgnificant,” said Dr. Stillingfleet.

"And you. Mademoisdlle," said Poirot, turning suddenly to Claudia. "Did Norma ever speak to you about
Louise Carpenter?’ "Y es-- it was after the suicide. She said something about her being awicked
woman.

Shesaditinrather achildish way, if you know what | mean." "Y ou were here in the flats yourself on the
night--or more correctly the early morning when Mrs. Carpenter's suicide occurred?’ "l was not here that
night, no! | was away from home. | remember arriving back here the next day and hearing about it." She
half turned to Restarick... "Y ou remember? It was the 23rd. | had goneto Liverpool.” "Y es, of course.

Y ou were to represent me at the Hever Trust meeting.” Poirot said: "But Normadept here that night?”
"Yes" Claudiaseemed uncomfortable.

"Claudia?' Restarick laid hishand on her arm. "What isit you know about Norma? There's something.
Something that you're holding back.” "Nothing! What should | know about her?' ™Y ou think she's off her
head, don't you?' said Dr. Stillingfleet in aconversationd voice. "And so doesthe girl with the black hair.
And so do you.," he added, turning suddenly on Restarick. "All of us behaving nicely and avoiding the
subject and thinking the same thing!

Except, that is, the chief ingpector. He's not thinking anything. He's collecting facts: mad or amurderess.
What about you. Madam?' "Me?' Mrs. Oliver jumped. "I -- don't know." "Y ou reserve judgement? |
don't blame you. It's difficult. On the whole, most people agree on what they think. They use different
termsfor it -- that'sal. Batsin the Belfry. Scatty. Wanting in the top storey. Off her onion. Menta
Ddusons

Does anyonethink that girl issane?' "Miss Battersby," said Poirot.
"Who the devil isMiss Battershy?' "A schoolmistress.” "If | ever have adaughter | shal send her to that

schoal... Of course I'min adifferent category. | know. | know everything about that girl!" Normas father
dared a him.



"Who isthisman?' he demanded of Nedle. "What can he possibly mean by saying that he knows
everything about my daughter?’ "'l know about her," said Stillingfleet, "because she's been under my
professond carefor thelast ten days.” "Dr. Stillingfleet,” said Chief Ingpector Nede, "isahighly quaified
and reputable psychiatrist.” "And how did she come into your clutches -- without someone getting my
consent firgt?' "Ask Moustaches" said Dr. Stillingfleet, nodding to Poirot.

"You--you..." Restarick could hardly speak he was so angry.
Poirot spoke placidly.

"I had your ingtructions. Y ou wanted care and protection for your daughter when she was found. | found
her--and | was ableto interest Dr. Stillingfleet in her case.

Shewasin danger, Mr. Restarick, very grave danger.” "She could hardly be in any more danger than she
isnow! Arrested on acharge of murder!" "Technicaly sheisnot yet charged,” murmured Nedle.

Hewent on: "Dr. Stillingfleet, do | understand that you are willing to give your professiona opinion asto
Miss Restarick's mental condition, and asto how well she knows the nature and meaning of her acts?"
"We can save the M'Naughten act for court,” said Stillingfleet. "What you want to know now is, quite
amply, if thegirl ismad or sane? All right, I'll tell you. That girl is sane— as sane as any one or you
gtting herein thisroom!"

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
"THEY sared a him.

"Didn't expect thet, did you?' Restarick said angrily: "Y ourewrong. That girl doesn't even know what
she's done. She'sinnocent—completely innocent. She can't be held responsible for what she doesn't
know she'sdone” "Y ou let metalk for awhile. | know what I'm talking about. Y ou don't. That girl is
sane and responsiblefor her actions. In amoment or two well have her in and let her speak for herself.
She'sthe only one who hasn't had the chance of speaking for hersalf! Oh yes, they've got her here still —
locked up with apolice matron in her bedroom. But before we ask her aquestion or two, I've got
something to say that you'd better hear first.

"When that girl cameto me shewasfull ofdrugs.,” "And he gave them to her!" shouted Restarick. "That
degenerate, miserable boy." "He started her on them, no doubt.” "Thank God," said Restarick. "Thank
Godfor it." "What are you thanking God for?" "1 misunderstood you. | thought you were going to throw
her to the lions when you kept harping on her being sane. | migudged you. It wasthe drugsthat did it.

Drugs that made her do things she would never have done of her own valition, and left her with no
knowledge of having done them." Stillingfleet raised hisvoice: "If you let metak instead of taking so
much yoursdlf, and being so sure you know al about everything, we might get on a bit.

Firgt of dl, she'snot an addict. There are no marks of injections. She didn't sniff snow. Someone or
other, perhaps the boy, perhaps someone ese, was administering drugs to her without her knowledge.
Not just apurple heart or two in the modern fashion. A rather interesting mediey of drugs-- L.S.D.
giving vivid dream seguences -- nightmares or pleasurable.

Hemp distorting the time factor, so that she might believe an experience haslasted an hour instead of a
few minutes. And agood many other curious substancesthat | have no intention of letting any of you



know about. Somebody who was clever with drugs played merry hell with that girl.

Stimulants, sedatives, they dl played their part in controlling her, and showing her to hersdf asa
completely different person.” Restarick interrupted: "That'swhat | say. Normawasn't responsible!
Someone was hypnotising her to do these things.” "Y ou still haven't got the point! Nobody could make
the girl do what she didn't want to do\ What they could do, was make her think she had done it. Now
well have her in and make her see what's been happening to her." Helooked enquiringly at Chief
Inspector Neele, who nodded.

Stillingfleet spoke over his shoulder to Claudia, as he went out of the sitting-room. "Where'd you put that
other girl, the one you took away from Jacobs, gave a sedative to? In her room on her bed? Better shake
her up abit, and drag her dong, somehow.

Well need adl the help we can get.”" Claudiaaso went out of the Sittingroom.
Stillingfleet came back, propelling Norma, and uttering rough encouragement.

"Therésagood gill... Nobody's going to bite you. Sit there." She sat obediently. Her docility was il
rather frightening.

The policewoman hovered by the door looking scandaised.

"All I'm asking you to do isto speak the truth. It isn't nearly as difficult asyou think." Claudiacamein
with Frances Cary.

Frances was yawning heavily. Her black hair hung like acurtain hiding half her mouth as she yawned and
yawned again.

"Y ou need apick-me-up,” said Stillingfleet to her.
"l wishyou'd dl let me go to deep,” murmured Francesindigtinctly.

"Nobody's going to have a chance of deep until I've done with them! Now, Norma, you answer my
questions-- That woman aong the passage says you admitted to her that you killed David Baker.

Isthat right?* Her docilevoice said: "Yes. | killed David." "Stabbed him?' "Yes." "How do you know
you did?" Shelooked faintly puzzled. "I don't know what you mean. He was there on the floor -- dead.”
"Wherewasthe knife?' "I picked it up.” "It had blood onit?" "Yes. And on hisshirt." "Whet did it fed
like -- the blood on the knife? The blood that you got on your hand and had to wash off-- Wet? Or more
like strawberry jam." "It was like strawberry jam -- sticky." She shivered. "I had to go and wash it off my
hands." "Very sensble. Well, that ties up everything very nicely. Victim, murder--you -- al complete with
the wegpon. Do you remember actudly doing it?' "No... | don't remember that... But | must have doneit,
musin't 1?7' "Don't ask me! | wasn't there. It'syou are the one who's saying it. But there was another
killing before that, wasn't there?

Anearlier killing." "You mean -- Louise?' "Yes. | mean Louise.. When did you firgt think of killing her?"
"Years ago. Oh, years ago." "When you were achild." "Yes" "Had to wait along time, didn't you?' "I'd
forgotten dl about it." "Until you saw her again and recognised her?' "Yes." "When you were achild, you
hated her.

Why?' "Because shetook Father, my father, away." "And made your mother unhappy?' "Mother hated



Louise. Shesaid Louise was aredly wicked woman." "Talked to you about her alot, | suppose?’ "Yes.
| wish she hadnt... | didn't want to go on hearing about her.” "Monotonous -- | know. Hateisn't creative.

When you saw her again did you redly want to kill her?' Norma seemed to consider. A faintly interested
look cameinto her face.

"I didnt, redly, you know... It seemed dl solong ago. | couldn't imagine myself-- that'swhy -- " "Why
you weren't sure you had?' "Yes. | had some quite wild ideathat | hadn't killed her at dl. That it had
been dl adream. That perhaps she redly had thrown hersdlf out of the window.” "Well -- why not?"
"Because | knew | had doneit -- | said | had doneit." "Y ou said you had done it? Who did you say that
to?' Normashook her head. "I mustntt.

It was someone who tried to be kind -- to help me. She said she was going to pretend to have known
nothing about it." She went on, the words coming fast and excitedly: "1 was outside L ouise's door, the
door of 763 just coming out of it. | thought I'd been walking in my deep. They -- she -- said there had
been an accident. Down in the courtyard. She kept telling me it had been nothing to do with me. Nobody
would ever know-- And | couldn't remember what | had done -- but there was stuff in my hand -- "
"Stuff? What stuff? Do you mean bloody "No, not blood--torn curtain stuff.

When I'd pushed her out.” ™Y ou remember pushing her out, do you?' "No, no. That's what was so awful.
| didn't remember anything. That'swhy | hoped. That'swhy | went— " She turned her head towards
Poirot — "to him — " Sheturned back again to Stillingflest.

"I never remembered the things I'd done, none of them. But | got more and more frightened. Because
there used to be quite long times that were blank—quite blank — hours | couldn't account for, or
remember where I'd been and what 1'd been doing. But | found things— things | must have hidden away
mysalf. Mary was being poisoned by me, they found out she was being poisoned at the hospital.

And | found the weed killer Pd hidden away in the drawer. In the flat here there was aflick-knife. And |
had arevolver that | didn't even know 1'd bought! 1 did kill people, but | didn't remember killing them, so
I'm not really amurderer — I'm just — madl\ | redlised that at last. I'm mad, and | can't help it. People
can't blameyou if you do things when you are mad. If | could come here and even kill David, it shows|
am mad, doesn't it?" "Y ou'd like to be mad, very much?' "yes, | suppose 0." "If so, why did you confess
to someone that you had killed awoman by pushing her out of the window? Who wasit you told?"
Normaturned her head, hesitated. Then raised her hand and pointed.

"I told Claudia" "Thet is absolutely untrue." Claudialooked at her scornfully. ™Y ou never said anything of
thekindtome™ "I did. I did." "When? Where?' "I -- don't know." "Shetold me that she had confessed it
dl toyou," said Francesindigtinctly.

"Frankly, | thought she was hysterical and making the whole thing up.” Stillingfleet looked across a
Poirot.

"She could be making it dl up,” hesaid judiciadly. "Thereis quite acase for that solution.
But if so, wewould have to find the motive, astrong motive, for her desiring the desth of those two
people. Louise Carpenter and David Baker. A childish hate? Forgotten and done with years ago?

Nonsense.

David -- just to be 'free of him? It isnot for that that girlskill! We want better motivesthan that. A
whacking grest lot of money -- say! -- Greed!" He looked round him and hisvoice changed to a



conventiond tone.

"Wewant alittle more help. Theres <till one person missing. Y our wifeisalong timejoining us here, Mr.
Restarick ?' "1 can't think where Mary can be. I've rung up. Claudia has left messagesin every placewe
can think of. By now she ought to have rung up at least from somewhere." "Perhaps we have the wrong
idea," said Hercule Poirot. "Perhagps Madame is at least partly here aready -- in amanner of spesking.”
"What on earth do you mean?' shouted Restarick angrily.

"Might | trouble you, chere Madame?' Poirot leaned towards Mrs. Oliver. Mrs.
Oliver stared.

"The parcd | entrusted to you -- " "Oh." Mrs. Oliver dived into her shopping bag. She handed the black
folder tohim.

He heard a sharp indrawn bregth near him, but did not turn his head.
He shook off the wrappings delicately and held up -- awig of boffant golden hair.

"Mrs. Restarick isnot here," he said, "but her wig is. Interesting.” "Where the devil did you get that,
Poirot?' asked Neele.

"From the overnight bag of Miss Frances Cary from which she had as yet no opportunity of removing it.
Shall we see how it becomes her?' With a deft movement, he swept aside the black hair that masked
Frances's face so effectively. Crowned with agolden aureole before she could defend hersdlf, she glared
at them.

Mrs. Oliver exclaimed: "Good gracious-- it isMary Restarick.” Franceswastwigting like an angry
snake. Restarick jumped from his seat to cometo her -- but Neele's strong grip retrained him.

"No. We don't want any violence from you. The game's up, you know, Mr.

Restarick -- or shall | call you Robert Orwell -- " A stream of profanity came from the man'slips.
Francessvoicewas raised sharply: " Shut up, you damned fool!" she said.

Poirot had abandoned his trophy, the wig.
He had gone to Norma, and taken her hand gently in his.

"Y our orded isover, my child. Thevictim will not be sacrificed. Y ou are neither mad, nor have you killed
anyone.

There aretwo cruel and heartless creatures who plotted against you, with cunningly administered drugs,
with lies, doing their best to drive you either to suicide or to belief in your own guilt and madness.”
Normawas staring with horror at the other plotter.

"My father. My father? He could think of doing thet to me. His daughter. My father who loved me—"
"Not your father, mon enfant — aman who came here after your father's death, to impersonate him and
lay hands on an enormous fortune. Only one person was likely to recognise him — or rather to recognise
that this man was not Andrew Restarick, the woman who had been Andrew Restarick's mistressfifteen
yearsago."



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
FOUR people sat in Poirot's room.

Poirot in his square chair was drinking a glass of srop de casss. Normaand Mrs. Oliver sat on the sofa
Mrs. Oliver was looking particularly festive in unbecoming apple green brocade, surmounted by one of
her more paingtaking coiffures. Dr. Stillingfleet was sprawled out in achair with hislong legs stretched
out, so that they seemed to reach haf across the room.

"Now then there are lots of things | want to know," said Mrs. Oliver. Her voice was accusatory.
Poirot hastened to pour oil on troubled waters.

"But, chere Madame, consider. What | oweto you | can hardly express. All, but al, my good ideas were
suggested to me by you." Mrs. Oliver looked at him doubtfully.

"Wasit not you who introduced to me the phrase Third Girl'? It isthere that | started — and there, too,
that | ended — at thethird girl of threeliving in aflat.

Normawas awaystechnicdly, | suppose, the Third Girl—but when | looked at things the right way
round it al fdl into place. The missing answer, the lost piece of the puzzle, every timeit was the same—
thethird girl.

"It was dways, if you comprehend me, the person who was not there. She was aname to me, no more.”
"I wonder | never connected her with Mary Restarick,” said Mrs. Oliver. "I'd seen Mary Restarick at
Crosshedges, talked to her. Of coursethefirst time | saw Frances Cary, she had black hair hanging al
over her face. That would have put anyone off!" "Again it was you, Madame, who drew my attention to
how easily awoman's appearanceis dtered by the way she arranges her hair. Frances Cary, remember,
had had dramatic training. She knew al about the art of swift make-up. She could dter her voice at need.
AsFrances, she had long black hair, framing her face and haf hiding it, heavy dead white maguillage,
dark pencilled eyebrows and mascara, with adrawling husky voice. Mary Restarick, with her wig of
formally arranged golden hair with crimped waves, her conventiond clothes, her dight Colonia accent,
her brisk way of talking, presented a complete contrast. Y et one felt, from the beginning, that she was not
quite real. What kind of awoman was she?1 did not know.

"] was not clever about her -- No -- |, Hercule Poiraot, was not clever at al." "Hear, hear," said Dr.
Stillingflest.

"First time I've ever heard you say that, Poirot! Wonderswill never ceasel” "'l don't redly seewhy she
wanted two persondities,” said Mrs. Oliver. "It seems unnecessarily confusing.” "No. It was very
vauableto her. It gave her, you see, a perpetud aibi whenever she wanted it. To think that it wasthere,
al thetime, before my eyes, and | did not seeit!

There wasthewig -- | kept being subconscioudy worried by it, but not seeing why | wasworried. Two
women -- never, a any time, seen together. Their lives so arranged that no one noticed the large gapsin
their time schedules when they were unaccounted for. Mary goes often to London, to shop, to visit house
agents, to depart with a sheaf of ordersto view, supposedly to spend her time that way.

Frances goes to Birmingham, to Manchester, even flies abroad, frequents Chelseawith her specid
coterie of arty young men whom she employsin various capacities which would not be looked on with



approva by thelaw. Speciad picture frames were designed for the Wedderburn Gallery.

Rising young artists had 'shows there-- their pictures sold quite well, and were shipped abroad or sent
on exhibition with there frames stuffed with secret packets of heroin -- Art rackets -- skilful forgeries of
the more obscure Old Masters -- She arranged and organised al these things.

David Baker was one of the artists she employed. He had the gift of being amarvellous copyist.” Norma
murmured: "Poor David. When | first met him | thought he was wonderful

"That picture," said Poirot dreamily. "Always, dways, | came back to that in my mind. Why had
Restarick brought it up to his office? What specia significance did it havefor him? Enfin, | do not admire
myself for being so dense.” "1 don't understand about the picture?’ "It was avery clever idea. It served as
akind of certificate of identity. A pair of portraits, husband and wife, by a celebrated and fashionable
portrait painter of hisday.

David Baker, when they come out of store, replaces Restarick's portrait with one of Orwell, making him
about twenty years younger in appearance. Nobody would have dreamed that the portrait was afake,
the style, the brush strokes, the canvas, it was a splendidly convincing bit of work. Restarick hung it over
his desk. Anyone who knew Restarick years ago, might say: 'I'd  hardly have known you!" Or "Y ou've
changed quitealot', would look up &t the portrait, but would only think that he himself had redlly
forgotten what the other man had looked like!" "It was agreet risk for Restarick — or rather Orwell —
totake" said Mrs. Oliver thoughtfully.

"Lessthan you might think. He was never aclaimant, you see, in the Tichborne sense. Hewasonly a
member of awellknown City firm, returning home after his brother's deeth to settle up his brother's affairs
after having spent some years abroad.

He brought with him ayoung wife recently acquired abroad, and took up residence with an elderly, half
blind but extremely distinguished uncle by marriage who had never known him well after his schoolboy
days, and who accepted him without question. He had no other near relations, except for the daughter
whom he had last seen when she was a child of five. When he origindly left for South Africa, the office
gaff had had two very ederly clerks, since deceased. Junior staff never remains anywherelong
nowadays. Thefamily lawyer isaso dead. Y ou may be sure that the whole position was studied very
carefully on the spot by Frances after they had decided on their coup.

"She had met him, it seems, in Kenya about two years ago. They were both crooks, though with entirely
different interests.

Hewent in for various shoddy deals as a prospector--Restarick and Orwell went together to prospect
for minera depositsin somewhat wild country. There was arumour of Restarick's degth (probably true)
which waslater contradicted.” "A lot of money inthe gamble, | suspect?' said Stillingfleet.

"An enormous amount of money wasinvolved. A terrific gamble -- for aterrific stake. It came off.
Andrew Restarick was avery rich man himself and he was his brother's heir. Nobody questioned his
identity. And then — things went wrong.

Out of the blue, he got aletter from awoman who, if she ever came face to face with him, would know
at once that he wasn't Andrew Restarick. And a second piece of bad fortune occurred — David Baker
darted to blackmail him." "That might have been expected, | suppose,” said Stillingfleet thoughtfully.

"They didn't expect it,” said Pairot.



"David had never blackmailed before. It was the enormous wedth of this man that went to hishead, |
expect. The sum he had been paid for faking the portrait seemed to him grosdy inadequate. He wanted
more.

So Restarick wrote him large cheques, and pretended that it was on account of his daughter — to
prevent her from making an undesirable marriage. Whether he redlly wanted to marry her, | do not know
— hemay have done. But to blackmail two peoplelike Orwell and Frances Cary was a dangerous thing
to do." "Y ou mean those two just cold-bloodedly planned to kill two people— quite camly -- just like
that?' demanded Mrs. Oliver.

She looked rather sick.
"They might have added you to their list, Madame," said Poirat.

"Me? Do you mean that it was one of them who hit me on the head? Frances, | suppose? Not the poor
Peacock?' "1 do not think it was the Peacock. But you had been aready to Borodene Mansions. Now
you perhaps follow Francesto Chelsea, or so she thinks, with arather dubious story to account for
yoursdf.

So shedipsout and gives you anice little tap on the head to put paid to your curiosity for awhile. You
would not listen when | warned you there was danger about.” "1 can hardly believeit of her! Lying about
in attitudes of a Burne-Jones heroinein that dirty studio that day. But why -- " Shelooked at
Norma--then back at Poirot. "They used her -- deliberately -- worked upon her, drugged her, made her
believe that she had murdered two people.

Why?" "They wanted avictim..." said Poirot.
Herose from his chair and went to Norma.

"Mon enfant, you have been through aterrible ordedl. It isathing that need never happen to you again.
Remember that now, you can have confidencein yoursaf always.

To have known, at close quarters, what absolute evil means, isto be armoured against what life can do
toyou." "l supposeyou areright,” said Norma.

"Tothink you are mad — redly to believeit, isafrightening thing..." She shivered.

"I don't see, even now, why | escaped — why anyone managed to believethat | hadn't killed
David—not when even/ believed | had killed him?' "Blood waswrong,” said Dr. Stillingflestina
matter-of-fact tone. " Starting to coagulate. Shirt was 'qtiff with it", as Miss Jacobs said, not wet. Y ou
were supposed to have killed him not more than about five minutes before Francess screaming act.”
"How did she— " Mrs. Oliver began to work things out. " She had been to Manchester — " "She came
home by an earlier train, changed into her Mary wig and made-up on the train. Walked into Borodene
Mansions and went up in the lift as an unknown blonde. Went into the flat where David was waiting for
her, as she had told him to do. He was quite unsuspecting, and she stabbed him. Then she went out
again, and kept watch until she saw Norma coming. She dipped into a public cloakroom, changed her
appearance, and joined afriend at the end of the road and walked with her, said good-bye to her at
Borodene Mansions and went up hersalf and did her stuff -- quite enjoying doing it, | expect.

By the time the police had been called and got there, she didn't think anyone would suspect thetimelag. |



must say, Norma, you gave usal ahdl of atimethat day.

Ingsting on having killed everyone the way you did!" "' wanted to confessand get it al over... Did you --
did you think I might redly have doneit, then?' "Me? What do you take mefor? | know what my
patientswill do or won't do. But | thought you were going to make things damned difficult. | didn't know
how far Nedle was sticking his neck out. Didn't seem proper police procedure to me. Look at the way
he gave Poirot here hishead." Poirot smiled.

"Chief Inspector Nede and | have known each other for many years. Besides, he had been making
enquiries about certain matters aready. Y ou were never redly outside Louise's door. Frances changed
the numbers. She reversed the 6 and the 7 on your own door. Those numbers were loose, stuck onwith
spikes. Claudiawas away that night. Frances drugged you o that the whole thing was a nightmare dream
toyou." "l saw the truth suddenly. The only other person who could have killed Louise wasthered 'third
girl" Frances Gary." "Y ou kept haf recognising her you know,” said Stillingfleet, "when you described to
me how one person seemed to turn into another.” Normalooked at him thoughtfully.

"Y ou were very rude to people,” she said to Stillingfleet. He looked dightly taken aback.

"Rude?' "The things you said to everyone. The way you shouted at them.” "Oh well, yes, perhaps| was...
I've got in the way of it. People are so damned irritating.” He grinned suddenly at Poirot.

"She'squiteagirl, isnt she?" Mrs. Oliver roseto her feet with asigh.

"I must go home." Shelooked at the two men and then a Norma. "What are we going to do with her?"
she asked.

They both looked startled.

(¢! know shé's staying with me at the moment,” she went on. "And she says she's quite happy. But |

mean thereit is, quite aproblem. Lots and lots of money because your father — the real one, | mean —
leftit al to you. And that will cause complications, and begging letters and al that. She could go and live
with old Sir Roderick, but| that wouldn't be much fun for agirl — he's pretty deaf already aswell asblind
— and completely sdfish. By the way, what about his missing papers, and the girl, and Kew Gardens?'
"They turned up where he thought held aready looked — Soniafound them,” said Norma, and added,
"Uncle Roddy and Sonia are getting married — next week — " "No fool like an old fool,” said
Stillingflest.

"Aha" said Poirot. " So the young lady preferslifein England to being embroiled in lapolitique. Sheis
perhaps wise, that little one." "So that's that,” said Mrs. Oliver with findity. "But to go on about Norma,
one hasto be practical. One's got to make plans. The girl can't know what she wantsto do al by hersdlf.
She'swaiting for someoneto tell her." Shelooked at them severely.

Poirot said nothing. He smiled.

"Oh, her?' said Dr. Stillingflet. "Well, I'll tell you, Norma. I'm flying to Australia Tuesday week. | want
to look around first — see if what's been fixed up for meis going to work, and al that. Then I'll cable
you and you can join me. Then we get married. Y ou'll have to take my word for it that it's not your
money | want. I'm not one of those doctors who want to endow whacking greet research establishments
and dl that. I'm just interested in people. | think, too, that you'd be able to manage medl right. All that
about my being rude to people— | hadn't noticed it myself.



It'sodd, redly, when you think of al the messyou've beenin— helplessasafly in treacle—yet it's not
going to be me running you, it's going to be you running, me." Normastood quite till. She looked at John
Stillingfleet very carefully, asthough she was consdering something that she knew from an entirely
different point of view.

And then she smiled. It was a very nice smile -- like ahappy young nannie.

"All right,” shesad.

She crossed the room to Hercule Poirot.

"/ wasrude, too," shesaid. "The day | came here when you were having breakfast.

| said to you that you were too old to help me. That was arudething to say. And it wasn't true.. ," She
put her hands on his shoulders and kissed him.

"Y ou'd better get usataxi,” she said to Stillingfleet.

Dr. Stillingfleet nodded and |eft the room. Mrs. Oliver collected a handbag and afur stole and Norma
dipped on a coat and followed her to the door.

"Madamey un petit moment -- " Mrs. Oliver turned. Poirot had collected from the recesses of the sofaa
handsome cail of grey hair.

Mrs. Oliver exclaimed vexedly: "It's )ust like everything that they make nowadays, no good at dl!
Hairpins, | mean.

They just dip out, and everything fals." She went out frowning.

A moment or two later she poked her head round the door again. She spoke in acongpiratorial whisper:
"Just tell me—it'sdl right, I've sent her on down — did you send that girl to this particular doctor on

purpose?’

"Of coursel did. Hisqudificationsare— " "Never mind hisqudifications. Y ou know what | mean. He
and she— Did you?" "If you must know, yes."

"| thought s0," said Mrs. Oliver. "Y ou do think of things, don't you."

TheEnd
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