Agat ha Christie

The Body in the Library

CAST OF CHARACTERS
Dolly Bantry -- Mstress of Gossington Hall, and wife
of Col onel Arthur Bantry who was caught in a chain of
circunstances that nearly proved too nuch for him

Jane Marple -- Her uncanny predilection for village
parall el s enabl ed her to solve nysterious crines.

Col onel Mel chett -- Chief Constable of the County.

| nspector Sl ack -- An energetic, and sonewhat tactl ess,
police official.

Basi| Bl ake -- A very rude, spirited young man, whose
studi ed i nsol ence covered a great fear.

Di nah Lee -- Bl ake's equal ly spiritedgirl friend, who
had a secret of her own.

Ruby Keene -- A young dancer reported m ssing fromthe
Maj estic Hotel at Danenout h.

Josephi ne Turner -- Professional dancer and host ess at
the Mpjestic Hotel; Ruby Keene's distant cousin and



sponsor.

Superi ntendent Harper -- O the denshire Police; he
was inclined to be soot hing.

Adel ai de Jefferson -- Conway Jefferson's
daught er-i n-1aw, who coul d have tol d nuch nore t han she
chose.

George Bartlett -- A guest at the
Mpj estic, he was young, single, and al nost too fanous.

Pet er Carnody -- Conway Jefferson's grandson, who had
a keen interest in crimnology.

Mar k Gaskell -- Conway Jefferson's son-in-law, keen,
rut hl ess, and di sarm ngly frank.

Conway Jefferson -- Adynam c personality confined to
a wheel chair.

Raynond Starr -- Young tennis and dance pro at the
Mpj estic, he was suave, snooth, and personable, wth
an eye for the nmain chance.

Sir Henry Cithering -- Retired ex-conm ssioner of the
Met ropol i tan

Police; afriend of Conway Jefferson and t he Bantrys,
Wi th great respect for Mss Marple's "ability."

Ms. Bantry was dream ng. Her sweet peas had j ust
taken a First at the flower show The vicar, dressed
I n cassock and surplice, was giving out the prizes in
church. H's wfe wandered past, dressed in a bathing
suit, but, asisthe bl essed habit of dreans, this fact
di d not arouse t he di sapproval of the parishinthe way



It woul d assuredly have doneinreal life. Ms. Bantry
was enj oying her dream a good deal .

She usual ly did enjoy those early-norning dreans
that were term nated by the arrival of early-norning
tea. Sonmewhere in her inner consciousness was an
awar eness of the usual early-norning noises of the
househol d. Therattleof thecurtainringsonthestairs
as the housemaid drew them the noises of the second
housemai d' s dust pan and brush i n the passage out si de.
I n the di stance t he heavy noi se of the front-door bolt
bei ng drawn back.

Anot her day was begi nni ng. I nthe neanti ne she nust
extract as nuch pleasure as possible fromthe fl ower
show, for already its dreamike quality was becom ng
appar ent .

Bel ow her was t he noi se of t he bi g wooden shutters
i nthe drawi ng roombei ng opened. She heardit, yet did
not hear it. For quite half an hour |onger the usual
househol d noi ses woul d go on, discreet, subdued, not
di sturbi ng because they were so famliar. They would
cul mnateinasw ft, control | edsoundof foot stepsal ong
t he passage, the rustle of a print dress, the subdued
chink of tea things as the tray was deposited on the
t abl e out si de, then the soft knock and t he entry of Mary
todrawthe curtains. Inher sleep Ms. Bantry frowned.
Sonet hi ng di st ur bi ng was penetratingthroughthe dream
state, sonething out of its tine. Footsteps al ong the
passage, footsteps that were too hurried and t oo soon.
Her ears | i st ened unconsci ously for the chi nk of china,
but there was no chi nk of china. The knock cane at the
door. Automatical ly, fromthe dept hs of her dream Ms.
Bantry said, "Conein." The door opened; nowt here woul d
be t he chink of curtainring as the curtains were drawn
back.

But t here was no chi nk of curtainrings. Qut of the
dull green light Mary's voi ce canme, breathless,



hysterical. "Ch, ma'am oh, ma'am there's a body in
thelibrary!" Andthen, wthahysterical burst of sobs,
she rushed out of the room again.

Ms. Bantry sat upinbed. Ei ther her dreamhadt aken
averyoddturnor else-- or el se Mary hadreal | y rushed

intothe roomand had said -- incredibly fantastic! --
that therewas abodyinthelibrary. "I npossible," said
Ms. Bantry to herself. "I nust have been dream ng."

But even as she saidit, shefelt nore and nore certain
t hat she had not been dream ng; that Mary, her superi or
self-controlled Mary, had actually uttered those
fantasticwords. Ms. Bantryrefl ectedam nuteandthen
appl i ed an ur gent conj ugal el bowt o her sl eepi nhg spouse.
“"Arthur, Arthur, wake up." Colonel Bantry grunted,
nuttered and rol | ed over on his side. "Wake up, Arthur.
Did you hear what she sai d?"

"Very likely," said Colonel Bantry indistinctly.
"I quite agree with you. Dolly," and pronptly went to
sl eep agai n.

Ms. Bantry shook him "You've got tolisten. Mary
cane in and said that there was a body inthelibrary."
"Eh, what ?" "Abodyinthelibrary" "Wosaidso?" "Mary."

Col onel Bantry collected his scattered faculties
and proceeded to deal with the situation. He said,
"Nonsense, old girl! You' ve been dream ng."

"No, | haven't. | thought so, too, at first. But
| haven't. She really cane in and said so."

"Mary canme in and said there was a body in the
i brary?" "Yes." "But there couldn't be," said Col onel
Bantry. "No no, | suppose not," said Ms. Bantry
doubtfully. Rallying, she went on, "But then why did
Mary say t here was?" "She can't have." "She did." "You
must have imaginedit." "I didn't imagineit." Col onel
Bant ry was by nowt hor oughl y awake and prepared to deal



wththesituationonitsnerits. Hesai dkindly, "You' ve
beendream ng. Dolly. It'sthat detectivestoryyouwere
readi ng The Clue of the Broken Match. You know. Lord
Edgbaston fi nds a beauti ful bl onde dead onthe library
hearth rug Bodies are al ways being foundinlibraries
I n books. |'ve never known a case in real life."

"Perhaps you w Il now," said Ms. Bantry, "Anyway
Arthur, you've got to get up and see.”

"But really. Dolly, it must have beenadream Dreans
of ten do seemwonderful Iy vivid when you first wake up.
You feel quite sure they're true."

"I was having quite adifferent sort of dreamabout
a flower showand the vicar's wife in a bathing dress,
sonethinglikethat." Ms. Bantry junped out of bed and
pul | ed back the curtains. The light of a fine autum
day flooded the room "I did not dreamit,"” said Ms.
Bantryfirmy. "Get upat once, Art hur, andgodownstairs
and see about it."

"You want ne to go downstairs and ask if there's
a body in the library? | shall |ook a fool."

"You needn't ask anything," said Ms. Bantry. "If
there is a body and of course it's just possibl e that
Mary' s gone mad and t hi nks she sees things that aren't
therewel |, sonebodyw I | tell yousoonenough. Youwon't
have to say a word."

G unbl i ng, Col onel Bantry w apped hinself in his
dressinggownandl| eft theroom Hewent al ongt he passage
and down the staircase. At the foot of it was alittle
knot of huddl ed servants; sone of them were sobbi ng.

The butl er stepped forward i npressively. "I'mgl ad you
have conme, sir. | have directed that not hing shoul d be
done until you cane. WIIl it beinorder for netoring

up the police, sir?"



"Ring 'em up about what ?"

The butler cast a reproachful glance over his
shoul der at the tall young woman who was weepi ng
hysterical |l yonthecook'sshoul der. "I understood, sir,
that Mary had already i nforned you. She said she had
done so."

Mary gasped out, "I was so upset, | don't know what
| said! It all came over ne again and ny | egs gave way
and ny insides turned over! Finding it like that. On,
oh, oh!™

She subsi dedagai nontoMs. Eccl es, whosai d, "Ther e,
there, ny dear,"” with sone relish.

“"Mary i s natural |l y sonewhat upset, sir, havi ng been
t he one to nmake t he gruesone di scovery," excl ai ned t he
butler. "She went into the library, as usual, to draw
t he curtains, and -- and al nost st unbl ed over t he body. "

"Do youneantotell nme," demanded Col onel Bantry,
“"that there's adead body inny library -- ny library?"

The but | er coughed. "Perhaps, sir, you would |ike
to see for yourself."

"Hullo, '"ullo, "ullo. Police station here. Yes,

who' s speaki ng?" Police Constabl e Pal k was buttoning
up his tunic with one hand while the other held the
t el ephone receiver. "Yes, yes, Gossington Hall.
Yes? . . . Oh, good norning, sir." Police Constable
Pal k' s t one underwent a slight nodification. It becane
| ess inpatiently official, recognizing the generous
patronof thepolicesportsandtheprincipal nmagi strate
of thedistrict. "Yes, sir? Wat can | do for you? .

|"msorry, sir, | didn't quite catch . . . A body, did
you say? . . . Yes? . . . Yes, if you please, sir. :
That's right, sir. . . . Young woman not known to you,

you say? . . . Quite, sir. . . . Yes, you can |leave it



all to nme."

Pol i ce Constabl e Pal k replaced the receiver,
uttered a |l ong-drawn whi stl e and proceeded to dial his
superior officer's nunber. Ms. Pal k | ookedinfromthe
kit chen, whence proceeded an appeti zi ng snel |l of frying
bacon. "What is it?"

"Rumm est thing you ever heard of," replied her
husband. "Body of a young woman found up at the Hall.
Inthe colonel's library." "Mirdered?" "Strangl ed, so
he says." "Who was she?" "The col onel says he doesn't
know her from Adam" "Then what was she doing in 'is
i brary?" Police Constable Palk silenced her with a
reproachful glance and spoke officially into the
t el ephone "I nspect or Sl ack? Pol i ce Const abl e Pal k her e.
Areport has just coneinthat the body of a young wonman
was di scovered this norning at seven-fifteen "

M ss Mar pl e' st el ephone rang when she was dr essi ng.
The sound of it flurriedher alittle. It was an unusual
hour for her tel ephonetoring. So well ordered was her
primspinster's life that unforeseen tel ephone calls
wer e a source of vividconjecture. "Dear ne," said M ss
Mar pl e, surveying the ringing instrument with
perplexity. "I wonder who that can be?"

Ni neo'clocktonine-thirtywastherecogni zedtine
for the village to nmake friendly calls to nei ghbors.
Pl ans for the day, invitations, and so on, were al ways
| ssued t hen. The but cher had been known to ri ng up j ust
beforenineif sonmecrisisintheneat tradehadoccurred.
At i nterval sduringtheday spasnodi c cal | s m ght occur,
though it was considered bad formto ring up after
nine-thirty at night.

It was true that Mss Marple's nephew, a witer,
and therefore erratic, had been known to ring up at the
nost peculiar tines; once as late as ten mnutes to
m dni ght. But what ever Raynond West's eccentricities,



early rising was not one of them Neither he nor anyone
of Mss Marple's acquai ntance would be likely to ring
up before eight in the norning. Actually a quarter to
eight. Too early even for a telegram since the post
of ficedi dnot openuntil eight. "It nust be," M ss Marpl e
deci ded, "a wong nunber." Having decided this, she
advanced to the inpatient instrunment and quelled its
clanor by picking up the receiver. "Yes?" she said.

"I's that you, Jane?"

M ss Marple was nuch surprised. "Yes, it's Jane.
You're up very early. Dolly."

Ms. Bantry's voi ce cane, breathl ess and agi t at ed,
over the wre. "The nost awful thing has happened.”

"Ch, ny dear!”
"We've just found a body in the library."

For a nonent M ss Mar pl e t hought her fri end had gone
mad. "You've found a what ?"

"I know. One doesn't believe it, does one? | nean
| thought they only happened in books. | had to argue
for hours with Arthur this norning before he'd even go
down and see."

Mss Marpletriedto coll ect hersel f. She denmanded
breat hl essly, "But whose body is it?"

"It's a blonde.™

"A what ?"

“Abl onde. Abeautiful bl ondel i ke books agai n. None
of us have ever seen her before. She's just lyingthere

inthelibrary, dead. That's why you' ve got to cone up
at once."



"You want ne to cone up?"
“"Yes, |'msending the car down for you."

M ss Marpl e said doubtfully, "OF course, dear, if
you think I can be of any confort to you."

"Ch, | don't want confort. But you' re so good at
bodi es. "

"Oh, no, i ndeed. Mylittlesuccesses havebeennostly
t heoretical."

“But you' reverygoodat nurders. She' sbeennurdered
you see; strangled. What | feel is that if one has got
t o have a murder actual |l y happeni ng i n one' s house, one
m ght as well enjoy it, if you knowwhat | nean. That's
why | want you to cone and help ne find out who did it
and unravel thenysteryandall that. It reallyisrather
thrilling, isn't it?" "Well, of course, ny dear, if |
can be of any help." "Splendid! Arthur's being rather
difficult. He seens to think |I shouldn't enjoy nyself

about it at all. O course, | do knowit's very sad and
all that, but thenl| don't knowthe girl and when you' ve
seen her you'll understand what | nean when | say she

doesn't look real at all."

Alittle breathless Mss Marple alighted fromthe
Bantrys' car, the door of which was hel d open for her
by t he chauffeur. Col onel Bantry cane out on the steps
and | ooked a little surprised. "M ss Marple? Er very
pl eased to see you."

"Your wi fetel ephonedtone, " expl ai nedM ss Mar pl e.
“"Capital, capital. She ought to have sonmeone with

her. She'll crack up otherw se. She's putting a good
face on things at the nonent, but you knowwhat it is."



At this nonent Ms. Bantry appear ed and excl ai ned,
"Do go back and eat your breakfast, Arthur. Your bacon
will get cold."

“I thought it m ght be the inspector arriving,"
expl ai ned Col onel Bantry.

"He'll be here soon enough,"” said Ms. Bantry.
"That'swhy it'sinportant to get your breakfast first.
You need it."

"So do you. Miuch better cone and eat sonething,
Dol ly."

“I'"ll coneinamnute,"” said Ms. Bantry. "Go on,
Arthur." Col onel Bantry was shooed back i nto t he di ning
roomrather like arecalcitrant hen. "Now " said Ms.
Bantry with an intonation of triunph. "Cone on."

She |l ed the way rapidly along the | ong corridor to
t he east of t he house. Qutsidethelibrarydoor Constabl e
Pal k stood on guard. He intercepted Ms. Bantry with
a showof authority. "I'mafraid nobody is all owed in,
madam | nspector's orders."
“Nonsense, Pal k," said Ms. Bantry. "You knowM ss
Marpl e perfectly well." Constable Palk admtted to
knowi ngM ssMarple. "It'sveryinportant t hat sheshoul d
seethe body," said Ms. Bantry. "Don't be stupid, Pal k.
After all, it's nmy library, isn't it?"

Const abl e Pal k gave way. Hi s habit of givinginto
the gentry was |ifelong. The i nspector, he refl ected,
need never know about it. "Nothing nust be touched or
handl ed in any way," he warned the | adies.

"OF coursenot,” said Ms. Bantry inpatiently. "W
know that. You can cone in and watch, if you like."
Const abl e Pal k avai |l ed hinself of this perm ssion. It
hadbeenhi sintenti onanyway. Ms. Bantryboreher friend



triunphantlyacrossthelibrarytothebigold-fashioned
fireplace. She said, with a dramati c sense of cli max,
"There!"

M ss Marpl e understood then just what her friend
had neant when she said the dead girl wasn't real. The
library was a roomvery typical of its owners. It was
| ar ge and shabby andunti dy. It hadbi g, saggi ngar nthairs,
and pi pes and books and estate papers laid out on the
bigtable. Therewereoneor twogoodoldfam |yportraits
on the walls, and sone bad Victorian water col ors, and
sone woul d- be- funny hunti ng scenes. There was a bi g vase
of flowers in the corner. The whol e roomwas di m and
mel l ow and casual. It spoke of |ong occupation and
famliar use and of links with tradition.

And across the ol d bearskin hearth rug there was
spraw ed sonet hi ng new and crude and nel odranmati c. The
fl anboyant figure of a girl. Agirl with unnaturally
fair hair dressed up off her face in elaborate curls
andrings. Her t hi nbody was dressedi nabackl ess eveni ng
dress of white spangl ed satin; the face was heavily nade
up, the powder standing out grotesquely on its bl ue,
swol | ensurface, thenmascaraof thelasheslyingthickly
onthedistortedcheeks, thescarlet of thelips | ooking
| i ke a gash. The fi ngernail s were enanel ed a deep bl ood
red, andsowerethetoenailsintheir cheapsil ver sandal
shoes. It was a cheap, tawdry, fl anboyant figure, nost
I ncongruous in the solid, old-fashioned confort of
Col onel Bantry'slibrary. Ms. Bantrysaidinal owvoi ce,
"You see what | nean? It just isn't true?"

The ol d | ady by her si de nodded her head. She | ooked
down | ong and t houghtfully at the huddl ed figure. She
said at last in a gentle voice, "She's very young."

"Yes; yes, | suppose she is." Ms. Bantry seened
al nost surprised, |ike one nmaking a discovery.

Ther e was t he sound of a car crunchi ng onthe gravel



out si de. Constabl e Pal k saidw th urgency, "That'I| be
the i nspector.”

Trueto hisingrainedbelief that thegentry didn't
| et you down, Ms. Bantry i nmedi atel y novedtothe door.
Mss Marple followed her. Ms. Bantry said, "That'l|
be all right, Palk." Constable Pal k was i mensely
relieved.

Hastily downing the |ast fragnents of toast and
mar mal ade wi t h a dri nk of coffee Col onel Bantry hurri ed
out intothehall andwasrelievedtosee Col onel Mel chett,
the chief constable of the county, descending froma
car, with I nspector Slack in attendance. Mel chett was
afriendof the colonel's; Sl ack he had never very nuch
taken to. An energetic nman who belied his nane and who
acconpani ed his bustling manner with a good deal of
di sregard for the feelings of anyone he di d not consi der
| nportant.

"Morning, Bantry," said the chief constable.
"Thought |'d better cone al ong nyself. This seens an
extraordi nary business."

"It"'s--1t"'s-" Col onel Bantry struggl edto express
himself "it's incredible fantastic!"

“"No i dea who the wonman i s?"

"Not inthe slightest. Never set eyes on her in ny
life."

"Butl er know anyt hi ng?" asked | nspector Sl ack.
“Lorrimer is just as taken aback as I am"
“"Ah," said Inspector Slack. "I wonder."

Col onel Bantry said, "There's breakfast in the
di ning room Melchett, if you'd |Iike anything."



"No, no, better get onwith the job. Haydock ought
to be hereany mnutenow. . . . Ah, here heis." Anot her
car drew up and bi g, broad-shoul dered Doct or Haydock,
who was al sot he pol i ce surgeon, got out. Asecond police
car had disgorged two plain-clothes nen, one with a
carer a.

"All set, eh?" said the chief constable. "Ri ght.
We'll go along. Inthe library Slack tells ne."

Col onel Bantrygroaned. "It'sincredible! Youknow,
when ny wife insisted this norning that the housenmaid
had cone in and said there was a body in the library,
| just wouldn't believe her."

"No, no, | can quite understand that. Hope your
mssus isn't too badly upset by it all."

" She' s been wonderful, really wonderful . She's got
old M ss Marple up here with her fromthe vill age, you
know. "

"M ss Mar pl e?" The chi ef constabl e stiffened. "Wy
did she send for her?"

"Ch, a woman wants anot her woman don't you think
so?"

Col onel Mel chett said with a slight chuckle, "If
you ask ne, your wife'sgoingtotry her handat alittle
amat eur detecting. MssMarple'squitethel ocal sl euth.
Put it over us properly once, didn't she Sl ack?"

| nspector Slack said, "That was different."
"Different from what ?"

"That was a | ocal case, that was, sir. The ol d | ady
knows everything that goes on in the village, that's



true enough. But she'll be out of her depth here."

Mel chett saiddryly, "Youdon't knowvery nuch about
It yourself yet, Slack."

"Ah, you wait, sir. It won't take ne |l ong to get
down to it."

Inthe dining roomMs. Bantry and M ss Marple, in
their turn, were partaki ng of breakfast. After waiting
on her guest, Ms. Bantry said urgently, "Well, Jane?"
M ss Marpl e | ooked up at her slightly bewi | dered. Ms.
Bantry said hopefully, "Doesn't it rem nd you of
anyt hi ng?"

For Mss Marple had attai ned fane by her ability
to link up trivial village happenings with graver
probl ens insuchaway astothrowlight uponthelatter.

"No," said Mss Marple thoughtfully. "I can't say
that it does not at the nonent. | was remindedalittle
of Ms. Chetty's youngest Edie, you know but | think
t hat was j ust because this poor girl bit her nails and
her front teeth stuck out alittle. Nothing nore than
t hat. And of course,” went on M ss Marpl e, pursuingthe
parall el further, "Edi e was fond of what | call cheap
finery too."

"You nean her dress?" said Ms. Bantry. "Yes, very
tawdry satin, poor quality.”

Ms. Bantry said, "I know. One of thosenastylittle
shops whereeveryt hi ngi sagui nea." Shewent onhopefullvy,
"Let nme see. What happened to Ms. Chetty's Edie?"

"She's just gone into her second pl ace, and doi ng
very well, | believe," said Mss Marple. Ms. Bantry
felt slightlydisappointed. Thevillageparallel didn't
seemto be exactly hopeful.



"What | can't nmake out,"” said Ms. Bantry, "is what
she coul d possi bl y bedoinginArthur'sstudy. Thew ndow
was forced, Palk tells ne. She m ght have cone down here
with aburglar, andthenthey quarrel ed. But that seens
such nonsense, doesn't it?"

"She was hardly dressed for burglary,” said Mss

Mar pl e t houghtful ly.

"No, she was dressed for dancing or a party of sone
kind. But there's nothing of that kind down here or
anywhere near."

“"N-no," said Mss Marple doubtfully.

Ms. Bantry pounced. "Sonething's in your m nd,
Jane. "

"Well, | was just wondering "
"Yes?"
"Basi| Bl ake."

Ms. Bantry criedinpulsively, "Ch, no!" and added
as though in explanation, "I know his nother."

The two wonen | ooked at each other. Mss Marple
si ghed and shook her head. "I quite understand how you
feel about it."

"Selina Bl ake i s the ni cest woman i nagi nabl e. Her
her baceous borders are sinply marvel ous; they make ne
green with envy. And she's frightfully generous with
cuttings.”

M ss Marpl e, passing over these clains to
considerationonthe part of Ms. Bl ake, said, "All the
sanme, you know, there has been a lot of talk."



"Oh, | know, | know. And of course Art hur goes si nply
livid when he hears hi mnentioned. He was really very
rude to Art hur, and since then Arthur won't hear a good
wordfor him He'sgot that sillyslightingwayof talking
t hat these boys have nowadays -- sneering at peopl e,
sticking up for their school or the Enpire or that sort
of thing. And then, of course, the clothes he wears!
Peopl e say,"” continued Ms. Bantry, "that it doesn't
matt er what you wear inthe country. |I never heard such
nonsense. It's just in the country that everyone
noti ces." She paused and added w stfully, "He was an
adorabl e baby in his bath."”

"There was al ovel y pi cture of the Chevi ot nurderer
as a baby i n the paper | ast Sunday, " said M ss Marpl e.

"Ch, but, Jane, you don't think he-"

"No, no, dear, | didn't neanthat at all. That woul d
i ndeed be junping to conclusions. | was just tryingto
account for the young wonman's presence down here. St.
Mary Mead i s such an unlikely place. Andthenit seened
tonethat theonlypossibl eexpl anati onwas Basi | Bl ake.
He does have parties. Peopl e cone down fromLondon and
fromt he studi os. You renenber | ast Jul y? Shouting and
si nging, the nost terribl e noi se, everyone very drunk,
" mafrai d, andt heness andt he br oken gl ass next norni ng
si nply unbelievable. So old Ms. Berry told ne and a
young woman asl eepinthe bath w th practical |y not hing
on!"

Ms. Bantry saidindul gently, "I suppose t hey were
young people."

"Very likely. And then what | expect you' ve heard
several weekends | ately he's brought down a young wonman
with him A platinum bl onde."

Ms. Bantry exclainmed, "Youdon't thinkit'sthis
one?"



"Wel'l, | wondered. OF course, |'ve never seen her
cl ose, only just gettinginandout of the car, and once
I nthe cottage garden when she was sunbat hi ng with j ust
sone shorts and abrassiere. | never real |l y sawher face.
And all these girls, wwth their make-up and their hair
and their nails, |ook so alike."

"Yes. Still, it mght be. It's an idea, Jane."

|t was ani deat hat was bei ngat t hat nonent di scussed
by Col onel Melchett and Col onel Bantry. The chi ef
constable, after view ng the body and seeing his
subordi nates set to work on their routine tasks, had
adj ourned with the master of the house to the study in
the ot her wi ng. Colonel Melchett was an
I rasci bl e-1 ooking man with a habit of tugging at his
short red nustache. He di d so now, shooti ng a per pl exed
si deways gl ance at t he ot her man. Fi nal | y he rapped out,
"Look here, Bantry; got to get this off ny chest. Is
it afact that you don't know fromAdamwho thi s woman
I s?" The other's answer was expl osive, but the chief
constableinterrupted him "Yes, yes, old man, but | ook
at it likethis: Mght be deuced awkward for you. Marri ed
man fond of your m ssus and all that. But just between
ourselves, if you were tied up with this girl in any
way, better say sonow. Quitenatural towant tosuppress
the fact; should feel the sane nyself. But it won't do.

Mur der case. Facts bound to cone out. Dash it all, I'm
not suggesting you strangled the girl not the sort of
thing you'd do. | knowthat! But, after all, she cane

here tothis house. Put it, she brokein and was waiting
to see you, and sone bl oke or other foll owed her down
and did her in. Possible, you know. See what | nean?"

"I'"ve never set eyes onthat girl inny life! I'm
not that sort of man!"

"That's all right then. Shouldn't blane you, you
know. Man of the world. Still, if you say so. Question



I s, what was she doi ng down here? She doesn't cone from
these parts, that's quite certain."

"That whole thing's a nightmare, "
mast er of the house.

fumed t he angry

"The point is, old man, what was she doi ng i n your
| i brary?"

"How should I know? | didn't ask her here."

"No, no. But she cane here all the sane. Looks as
t hough she wanted to see you. You haven't had any odd
| etters or anything?"

“"No, | haven't."

Col onel Mel chett inquired delicately, "What were
you doi ng yourself last night?"

"I went to the neeting of the Conservative
Associ ation. N ne o'clock, at Mich Benham"

"And you got hone when?"

“I left Much Benhamjust after ten. Had a bit of
troubl e on the way hone, had to change a wheel. | got
back at a quarter to twelve."

"You didn't go into the library?”

"“No. "

"Pity."

"I was tired. | went straight up to bed."

"Anyone waiting up for you?"

"No. | always take the | atchkey. Lorrimer goes to



bed at el even, unless | give orders to the contrary."
"Who shuts up the library?"

“Lorrimer. Usual | y about seven-thirty thistine of
year."

"Whul d he go in there again during the eveni ng?"

"Not wi thny beingout. Heleft thetray w thwhi skey
and glasses in the hall."

"I see. \What about your w fe?"

"She was in bed when I got hone, and fast asl eep.
She may have sat in the library yesterday eveni ng, or
in the drawing room | didn't ask her."

"Ch, well, we shall soon know all the details. O
courseit'spossi bl eoneof theservant smy beconcer ned,
eh?"

Col onel Bantry shook hi s head. "I don't believeit.
They're all a nost respectable lot. W've had 'emfor
years."

Mel chett agreed. "Yes, it doesn't seemli kel y t hat
they're mxed upinit. Looks nore as though the gir

came downfromt own per hapsw t hsonmeyoungf el | ow. Though
why they wanted to break into this house .

Bantry i nterrupted. "London. That's nore likeit.
We don't have goi ngs-on down here at |east."

"Well, what is it?"

"“Upon ny word!" expl oded Col onel Bantry. "Basil
Bl ake! "

"Who' s he?"



"Young fellow connected with the filmindustry.
Poi sonous young brute. My wi fe sticks up for hi mbecause
she was at school wi th hi s nother, but of all t he decadent
usel ess young Jackanapes he wants his behi nd ki cked.
He's taken that cottage on the Lansham Road you know,
ghastly nodern bit of building. He has parties there
shri eki ng, noi sy crowds and he has girls down for the
weekend." "G rls?"

"Yes, there was one | ast week one of these plati num
bl ondes. " The col onel ' sj awdr opped. "Apl ati numbl onde,
eh?" said Mel chett reflectively. "Yes. | say, Mel chett,

youdon't think. . ." The chi ef constabl e said briskly,
"It'"'sapossibility. It accounts for agirl of thistype
beingin St. Mary Mead. | think I'Il run al ong and have

awrdwththis young fellowBrai d Bl ake what did you
say his nane was?"

"Bl ake. Basil Blake." "WII| he be at honme, do you
know?" asked Mel chett. "Let ne see, what's today?
Sat urday? Usual | y get s heresoneti ne Sat ur day nor ni ng. "
Mel chett said grimy, "Well see if we can find him"
Basi| Bl ake's cottage, which consisted of all nodern
conveni ences enclosed in a hideous shell of half
ti nbering and sham Tudor, was known to the postal
authorities and to WIIliam Booker, Builder, as
"Chatsworth"; to Basil and his friends as "The Peri od
Piece"; and to the village of St. Mary Mead at | arge
as "M . Booker's new house.” It was |ittle nore than
a quarter of a mle fromthe village proper, being
situated on a new bui | di ng estate that had been bought
by t he enter pri si ng M. Booker j ust beyondt he Bl ue Boar,
wi t h frontage on what had been a particul arly unspoil ed
country | ane. Gossi ngton Hall was about a mle farther
on alongthe sane road. Livelyinterest had been aroused
in St. Mary Mead when the news went round that "M.
Booker' s newhouse" had been bought by afil mstar. Eager
wat ch was kept for the first appearance of thel egendary
creatureinthevillage, andit may be said that as far



as appearances went Basil Bl ake was all that coul d be
asked for. Little by little, however, the real facts
| eaked out. Basil Bl ake was not a filmstar, not even
a filmactor. He was a very junior person, rejoicing
I nthe position of about fifteenthinthelist of those
responsi bl e for set decorations at Lenville Studios,
headquarters of British New Era Filns. The village
mai dens | ost i nterest andtherulingclass of censorious
spinsters took exception to Basil Bl ake's way of |ife.
Only the landlord of the Blue Boar continued to be
ent husi astic about Basil and Basil's friends. The
revenues of the Bl ue Boar had i ncreased si nce t he young
man's arrival in the place.

The pol i ce car stoppedoutsidethedi stortedrustic
gate of M. Booker's fancy, and Col onel Ml chett, with
a gl ance of distaste at the excessive half tinbering
of Chatsworth, strodeuptothe front door and att acked
it briskly with the knocker. It was opened much nore
pronpt |y thanhe had expected. Ayoungnmanw t hstrai ght,
sonmewhat | ong bl ack hair, wearing orange corduroy
trousers and a royal - bl ue shirt, snapped out, "Wll,
what do you want ?"

“"Are you M. Basil Bl ake?"
"O course |l am"™

"I should be glad to have a fewwords with you if
| may, M. Bl ake."

"Who are you?"

"I amCol onel Mel chett, the chi ef constabl e of the
county."

M. Bl ake said insolently, "You don't say so. How
anusi ng. "

And Col onel Mel chett, follow ng the other in,



under st ood precisely what Col onel Bantry's reactions
had been. The toe of his own boot itched. Containing
hi mrsel f, however, he said, with an attenpt to speak
pl easantly, "You're an early riser, M. Bl ake."

“"Not at all. | haven't been to bed yet." "I ndeed?"
"But | don't suppose you' ve cone here toinquire into
ny hour s of bed-going, or if youhaveit'srather awaste
of the county's tinme and noney. What is it you want to
speak t o ne about ?" Col onel Mel chett cl eared hi sthroat.
"1 understand, M. Bl ake, that | ast weekend you had a
visitor a. . . er . . . fair-haired young | ady."

Basi | Bl ake stared, threwback his head and r oar ed
with | aughter. "Have the old cats been on to you from
thevillage? About ny noral s? Dammit all, noral s aren't
a police matter. You know that."

"As you say, " said Mel chett dryly, "your noral s are
no concern of mne. | have cone to you because t he body
of a fair-haired young woman of slightly . . . er .
exoti c appearance has been found nurdered.”

Bl ake stared at him "Were?"
“In the library at Gossington Hall."

" At Gossington?At ol dBantry' s?l say, that' spretty
rich. Ad Bantry! The dirty old man!"

Col onel Mel chett went veryredinthe face. He sai d
sharply through the renewed mrth of the young man
opposite him "Kindly control your tongue, sir. | cane
toask youif youcanthrowany |light onthis business."

"You' veconeroundtoaskneit |'vem sseda bl onde?
Isthat it?Whyshould- Hull o, "ullo, "ull o! What"' st his?"

A car had drawn up outside with a screamof brakes.
Qut of it tunmbled a young woman dressed in flapping



bl ack- and-whi te paj amas. She had scarlet |ips,

bl ackened eyel ashes and a pl ati num bl ond head. She
strode up to the door, flung it open, and excl ai ned
angrily, "Wy did you run out on ne?" Basil Bl ake had
risen. "So there you are. Way shouldn't | | eave you?
| told you to clear out, and you wouldn't."

"Why shoul d 1, becauseyoutoldneto?l was enj oyi ng
nysel f."

"Yes, wth that filthy brute, Rosenberg. You know
what he's like."

"You were jealous, that's all."
"Don't flatter yourself. | hatetoseeaqgirl I |ike
who can't hold her drink and | ets a di sgusting Central

Eur opean paw her about."

"That' salie. Youweredrinkingprettyhardyourself
and going on with the bl ack-haired Spanish girl."

“If | take youto a party, | expect you to be able
to behave yourself."

"And | refuse to be dictated to, and that's that.
You said we'd go to the party and cone on down here
afterward. |'mnot going to | eave a party before I'm
ready to | eave it."

"No, and that's why | |left you flat. | was ready
to cone down here and | cane. | don't hang round wai ti ng
for any fool of a wonan."

"Sweet, polite person you are.”

"You seemto have followed ne down, all right."

"I wanted to tell you what | thought of you."



"I f yout hinkyoucanbossne, nygirl, you' rewong."

“"And i f you think you can order ne about, you can
t hi nk again."

They gl ared at each other. It was at this nonent
t hat Col onel Mel chett sei zed hi s opportunityandcl eared
hi st hroat | oudl y. Basi | Bl akeswungroundonhim "Hul | o,
| forgot you were here. About tinme you took yourself
off, isn't it? Let me i ntroduce you Di nah Lee. Col onel

Blinp, of the county police. . . . And now, Colonel,
t hat you've seen that ny blonde is alive and in good
condi tion, perhaps you'll get on wth the good work

concerning old Bantry's little bit of fluff. Good
nor ni ng. "

Col onel Mel chett said, "I advi seyoutokeepacivi
tongue i n your head, young man, or you'll let yourself
in for trouble,” and stunped out, his face red and
wr at hf ul .

In his office at Much Benham Col onel Ml chett
recei vedandscrutini zedthereports of hissubordinates.
" so it all seens clear enough, sir," Inspector
Sl ack was concluding. "Ms. Bantry sat in the library
af ter di nner and went to bed just beforeten. She turned
out the lights when she | eft the room and presunably
no one entered the roomafterward. The servants went
to bed at half past ten, and Lorriner, after putting
thedrinksinthehall, went tobedat aquarter toel even.
Nobody hear d anyt hi ng out of t he usual, except thethird
housemai d, and she heard too nuch! G oans and a
bl oodcurdling yell and sinister footsteps and | don't
knowwhat. The second housenai d, who shares aroomw th
her, saystheother girl slept all night throughw t hout
a sound. It's those ones that nake up t hi ngs t hat cause
us all the trouble."

"What about the forced w ndow?"



" Amat eur j ob, Si rmons says, donew t hacommonchi sel
ordinary pattern; woul dn't have made nmuch noi se. Qught
to be a chi sel about the house, but not [m ssing text]

Mel chett saidtotheinspector, "You' re quite sure
she' d never been seen before at Gossi ngton?"

"The servants are positiveof that. Quiteindi gnant
about it. They'd have renenbered if they'd ever seen
her about in the nei ghborhood, they say."

"I expect they would," said Melchett. "Anyone of
that type sticks out a mle round here. Look at that
young wonman of Bl ake's."

"Pity it wasn't her," said Sl ack. "Then we shoul d
be able to get on a bit."

"It seens tone this girl nust have cone down from
London, " saidthe chief constabl e thoughtfully. "Don't
believe there will be any local |eads. In that case,
| suppose, we should do well tocall inthe Yard. It's
a case for them not for us."

" Somret hi ng nust have br ought her down her e, t hough, "
said Sl ack. He added tentatively, "Seens to ne Col onel
and Ms. Bantry nust know somet hing. O course | know
they're friends of yours, sir."

Col onel Mel chett treated himto a cold stare. He
saidstiffly, "Youmay rest assuredthat |' mtaki ngevery
possibility into account. Every possibility." He went
on, "You' ve | ooked t hroughthe li st of persons reported
m ssing, | suppose?”’

Sl ack nodded. He produced a typed sheet "Got 'em
here. Ms. Saunders, reported m ssing a week ago,
dar k- hai red, bl ue-eyed, thirty-six. "Tisn't her. And
anyway, everyone knows, except her husband, that she's
goneoff withafell owfromLeedscommercial. Ms. Barnard



she's sixty-five. Panel a Reeves, si xteen, m ssing from
her hone | ast ni ght, had attended G rl Guiderally, dark
brown hair in pigtails, five feet five "

Mel chett said irritably, "Don't go on reading

idiotic details Slack. This wasn't a schoolgirl. Inny
opi ni on-" Hebrokeoff asthetel ephonerang. "Hullo. ...
Yes, yes. Much Benhampol i ce headquarters. ... Wiat?. ..

Just amnute."” He listened and wote rapidly. Then he
spoke again, a newtone in his voice. "Ruby Keene,
ei ght een, occupation, professional dancer, five feet
four inches, slender, platinumblond hair, blue eyes,
retrousse nose, believed to be wearing white di amante
eveni ng dress, silver sandal shoes. Isthat right?. . .
What? . . . Yes, not a doubt of it, |I should say. I'Il
send Sl ack over at once." He rang off and | ooked at his
subordinate with rising excitenent. "W've got it, |
t hi nk. That was the A enshire police." G enshire was
the adjoining county "G rl reported mssing fromthe
Maj estic Hotel, Danenouth.™

"Danenout h," said Inspector Slack. "That's nore
likeit." Danenout hwas al arge and f ashi onabl e wat eri ng
pl ace on the coast not far away. "It's only a matter
of eighteen mles or so fromhere," said the chief
constable. "The girl was a dance hostess or sonet hi ng
at the Mpjestic. Didn't coneontodoher turnlast night
and t he managenent was very fed up about it. Wen she
was still mssing this norning, one of the other girls
got the wi nd up about her, or soneone el sedid. It sounds
a bit obscure. You' d better go over to Danenout h at once
Sl ack. Report there to Superintendent Harper and
cooperate with him"

Activity was al ways to I nspector Sl ack's taste. To
rush in acar, to silence rudely those peopl e who were
anxious totell himthings, tocut short conversations
on t he pl ea of urgent necessity all this was the breath
of lifetolnspector Slack. Inanincrediblyshort tine,
therefore, he had arrived at Danenouth, reported at



police headquarters, had a brief interviewwth a

di stract ed and appr ehensi ve hot el manager, and, | eavi ng
the latter with the doubtful confort of "Got to nmake
sureit isthegirl first, before we start raisingthe
wi nd, " was driving back to Much Benhamin conpany with
Ruby Keene' s nearest rel ati ve. He had put t hroughashort
call to Much Benham before | eavi ng Danenouth, so the
chi ef constable was prepared for his arrival, though
not perhapsfor thebriefintroductionof "ThisisJosie,
sir." Col onel Mel chett staredat hi ssubordi natecol dly.
Hi s feelingwasthat Sl ack hadtaken| eave of hi s senses.
The young woman who had just got out of the car cane
totherescue. "That' swhat | ' mknown as pr of essi onal l y, "
she expl ained wth anmonentary fl ash of | arge, handsone
white teeth. "Raynond and Josie, ny partner and | call
our sel ves, and of course all the hotel knowne as Josi e.
Josephine Turner's ny real nane." Col onel Melchett
adjustedhinselftothesituationandinvitedM ss Tur ner
to sit down, neanwhile casting a swft professional
gl ance over her. She was a good-| ooki ng young wonan of
per haps nearer thirty than twenty; her | ooks dependi ng
nore on skillful groom ng than actual features. She
| ooked conpetent and good-tenpered, with plenty of
conmon sense. She was not the type that woul d ever be
descri bed as gl anorous, but she had, nevert hel ess,
plenty of attraction. She was discreetly nmade up and
wore a dark tailor-nmade suit. She | ooked anxi ous and
upset, but not, the col onel decided, particularly

grief-stricken. As she sat down she said, "It all seens
too awful to be true. Do you really think it's Ruby?"
"That, I"mafraid, is what we' ve got to ask youtotell
us. I'mafraid it may be rather unpl easant for you."
M ss Turner said apprehensively, "Does she . . . does
she I ook very terrible?" "Well, I"mafraid it my be
rat her a shock to you." "Do do you want ne to | ook at

her ri ght away?" "It woul d be best, | thi nk, M ss Turner.
You see, it's not nmuch good aski ng you questi ons unti |
we're sure. Best get it over, don't you think?" "All
right." They drove downtothe nortuary. When Josi e cane
in after a brief visit she | ooked rather sick. "It's



Ruby, right," she said shakily. "Poor girl! [unclear]
Goodness, | do Thereisn't" she | ooked round wi stfully
[ uncl ear]

[uncl ear] 'ySSa was not avai l abl e, but brandy was
and, after CT ping a little

down. [uncl ear] M ss Turner regai ned her conposur e.
Shesaidfrankly, "It givesyouaturn, doesn'tit, seeing
anything like that? Poor little Ruby! Wat sw ne nen
are, aren't they?"

"You believe it was a nan?"

Josi e | ooked slightly taken aback. "Wasn't it?
Well, | nmean | naturally thought-"

"Any special man you were thinking of?"

She shook her headvi gorousl y. "No, not ne. | haven't
the | east idea. Naturally, Ruby wouldn't have | et on
tome if-"

"I f what ?"

Josie hesitated. "Well, if she'd been goi ng about
W th anyone."

Mel chett shot her a keen glance. He said no nore
until they were back at his of fi ce. Then he began, " Now,
Mss Turner, | want all the information you can give
me. "

"Yes, of course. Where shall | begin?"

“"I"d like the girl's full nanme and address, her
relationship to you and all that you know about her."

Josephi ne Tur ner nodded. Mel chett was confirnedin
hi s opi nion that she felt no particular grief. She was
shocked and di stressed, but no nore. She spoke readily



enough. " Her nane was Ruby Keene her prof essi onal nane,
that is. Her real nane was Rosy Legge. Her not her was
nmy not her's cousin. |I've known her all nmy life, but not
particularly well, if you know what | nean. |'ve got
a |l ot of cousins; sone in business, sone on the stage.
Ruby was nore or less training for a dancer. She had
sone good engagenents | ast year in pantom ne and t hat
sort of thing. Not really classy, but good provincial
conpani es. Since then she's been engaged as one of the
dancing partners at the Palais de Danse in Brixwell,
South London. It's a nice, respectabl e place and t hey
| ook after thegirls well, but thereisn't a great deal
of nmoney init." She paused. Col onel Mel chett nodded.

"Nowthis is where | cone in. |'ve been dance and
bri dge hostess at the Majestic in Danenouth for three
years. It's a good job, well paid and pl easant to do.
You | ook after people when they arrive. Size themup,
of coursesoneliketobeleft aloneandothersarel onely
and want to get into the swng of things. You try and
get the right peopl e together for bridge and all that,
and get the young peopl e dancing with one another. It
needs a bit of tact and experience.”

Agai n Mel chett nodded. He thought that this gir
woul d be good at her job. She had a pl easant, friendly
way Wi th her and was, he thought, shrewd wi t hout bei ng
in the least intellectual.

"Besi des that," continued Josie, "I do a coupl e of
exhi biti on dances every eveni ng wi t h Raynond. Raynond
Starr he' sthetenni sanddanci ngpro. Wl |, asit happens,
this sumrer | slipped on the rocks bat hi ng one day and
gave ny ankle a nasty turn." Mel chett had noticed t hat
she wal ked with a slight |inp.

“"Natural ly, that put the stop to dancing for a bit
and it was rather awkward. | didn't want the hotel to
get soneone el seinny place. There's al ways a danger-"
for a m nute her good-natured blue eyes were hard and



sharp; she was the female fighting for exi stence "t hat
t hey may queer your pitch, you see. So | thought of Ruby
and suggested to t he manager that | shoul d get her down.
I'"d carry on with the hostess busi ness and the bridge
and al | that. Ruby woul d just take on t he danci ng. Keep
itinthefamly, if yousee what | nean."” Mel chett said
he saw. "Wel |, they agreed, and | wred to Ruby and she
came down. Rat her a chance for her. Mich better class
t han anyt hing she'd ever done before. That was about
a nonth ago."

Col onel Mel chett said, "I understand. And she was
a success?"

"Oh, yes," Josie said carel essly. "She went down
quite well. She doesn't dance as well as | do, but
Raynond' s cl ever and carried her through, and she was
quite nice-1ooking, you know slimand fair and
baby- | ooki ng. Overdid the nmake-up a bit | was al ways
at her about that. But you knowwhat girls are. She was
only ei ghteen, and at t hat age t hey al ways go and over do
it. It doesn't dofor agood-cl ass placeliketheMjestic.
| was al ways ticking her off about it and getting her
to tone it down."

Mel chett asked, "People |iked her?"

"Ch, yes. M nd you Ruby hadn't got nmuch coneback.
She was a bit dunb. She went down better with t he ol der
men than with the young ones."

"Had she got any special friend?" The girl's eyes
met his wth conpl ete understanding. "Not in the way
you nean. O, at any rate, not that | knew about. But
t hen, you see, she wouldn't tell ne."

Just for a nonent Mel chett wondered why not. Josi e
did not give the inpression of being a strict
di sciplinarian. But he only said, "WII| you describe
to me now when you | ast saw your cousin."



"Last ni ght. Sheand Raynonddot woexhi bi ti ondances.
Oneat ten-thirtyandtheot her at m dni ght. Theyfi ni shed
the first one. After it, | noticed Ruby dancing with
one of the young nen staying at the hotel. | was pl ayi ng
bri dge with sone people inthe | ounge. There's a gl ass
panel between the | ounge and the ballroom That's the
| ast tinme | saw her. Just after m dni ght Raynond cane
upinaterribletaking; sai dwhere was Ruby; she hadn't
turnedupandit wastine|[m ssingtext] she' djust nade
a fool of herself about sone young man. | thought she'd
turn up all right, and I was going to give her a good
dressi ng down when she did! Grls of eighteen are such
fools.™

Mel chett pretendedtogl ancet hroughhi snotes. "Ah,
yes, | seeit was a M. Jeffersonwhowent tothe police.
One of the guests staying at the hotel ?"

Josephi ne Turner said shortly, "Yes."

Col onel Mel chett asked, "What nmade this M.
Jefferson do that?"

Josi e was stroking the cuff of her jacket. There
was a constraint in her manner. Agai n Col onel Mel chett
had a feeling that sonething was being wthheld.

She said rather sullenly, "He's an invalid. He he
gets upset rather easily. Being an invalid, | nean."”

Mel chett passed fromthat. He asked, "Wo was t he
young man wi t h whomyou | ast saw your cousi n danci ng?"

"Hs nane's Bartlett. He's been there about ten
days. "

"Were they on very friendly terns?"

"Not specially, | should say. Not that | knew,



anyway." Again a curious note of anger in her voice.
"What does he have to say?"

“"Sai d that after their dance Ruby went upstairs to
powder her nose."

"That was when she changed her dress?”
"l suppose so."

"And that is the | ast thing you know? After that,
she just-"

“Vani shed," said Josie. "That's right."

"Did M ss Keene know anybody in St. Mary Mead? Or

I n this nei ghbourhood?" "I don't know. She may have.
You see, quite a lot of young nen cone in to Danenouth
tothe Majestic, fromall round about. I woul dn't know

where they lived unl ess they happened to nentionit."
"D dyou ever hear your cousi n nenti on Gossi ngton?"
" Gossi ngton?" Josie | ooked patently puzzl ed.
"Gossington Hall."

She shook her head. "Never heard of it." Her tone
carried conviction. There was curiosity in it too.

"Gossington Hal | ," expl ai ned Col onel Mel chett, "is
where her body was found."

"Gossington Hall ?" She stared. "How
extraordi nary!"”

Mel chett thought to hinself: Extraordinary's the
word. Al oud he said, "Do you know a Col onel or Ms.
Bant ry?"



Agai n Josi e shook her head.
"O a M. Basil Blake?"

Shefrownedslightly. "I thinkl'veheardthat nane.
Yes, | ' msurel have, but | don't renenber anyt hi ng about
him™

The diligent Inspector Slack slid across to his
superior officer a page torn fromhis notebook. On it
was penci | ed: "Col . Bantry di ned at Maj esti c | ast week. "
Mel chett | ooked up and net t hei nspector' seye. The chi ef
const abl e fl ushed. Sl ack was an i ndustri ous and zeal ous
of ficer and Mel chett disliked hima good deal, but he
coul d not disregard the chall enge. The inspector was
tacitly accusing himof favoring his own class, of
shi el ding an "ol dschool tie." HeturnedtoJosie. "M ss
Turner, | shouldlikeyou, i f youdonot m nd, toacconpany
nme to Gossington Hall." Coldly, defiantly, alnost
i gnoring Josie's murmur of assent, Mel chett's eyes net
Sl ack' s.

St. Mary Mead was havi ng t he nost exciting norni ng
It hadknownfor alongtinme. M ss Wt herby, al ong-nosed,
aci dul ated spinster, was the first to spread the
I nt oxi cati nginformation. Shedroppedi nuponher friend
and nei ghbor M ss Hartnel |l . "Forgi ve ny com ngsoearly,
dear, but | thought perhaps you m ghtn't have heard t he
news. "

"What news?" demanded M ss Hartnel | . She had a deep
bass voi ce and vi sited the poor i ndefatigably, however
hard they tried to avoid her mnistrations.

" About t he body of a young wonan t hat was foundthis
norning in Colonel Bantry's library."

“I'n Colonel Bantry's |ibrary?"



"Yes. Isn't it terrible?"

"H's poor wwfe!™ Mss Hartnell tried to disqguise
her deep and ardent pl easure.

"Yes, indeed. | don't suppose she had any idea."

M ss Hartnel |l observed censoriously, "She t hought
t oo nuch about her gar den and not enough about her husband.
You've got to keep an eye on a man all the tine, all
the tinme," repeated Mss Hartnell fiercely.

"I know. | know. It's really too dreadful."

"I wonder what Jane Marple will say? Do you think
she knew anyt hi ng about 1t? She's so sharp about these
t hi ngs. "

"Jane Marple has gone up to Gossington."

"What ? Thi s norni ng?"

“"Very early. Before breakfast."

"But really! I dothink well, | nean, | think that
Is carrying things too far. W all know Jane likes to
poke her nose into things, but | call this indecent!"

"Ch, but Ms. Bantry sent for her."

"Ms. Bantry sent for her?"

"Well, the car cane. Wth Muswell driving it."

"Dear me. How very peculiar."”

They weresilent am nuteor two, di gestingthenews.
"Whose body?" demanded M ss Hartnell.

"You know t hat dr eadf ul wonman who cones down w t h



Basi| Bl ake?"

"That terri bl e peroxi de bl onde?" M ss Hartnel | was
slightly behindthetines. She had not yet advanced from
peroxide to platinum "The one who |lies about in the
garden with practically nothing on?"

"Yes, ny dear. There she was on the hearth rug
strangl ed!"

"But what do you nean at Gossi ngt on?" M ss Wet her by
noddedw thi nfiniteneani ng. "Then Col onel Bantrytoo-"
Again M ss Wt her by nodded. "On!™

There was a pause as the | adi es savored this new

addition to village scandal. "What a w cked wonman!"
trunpeted Mss Hartnell wth righteous wath. "Quite,
gui t e abandoned, |'mafraid!" "And Col onel Bantry such

a nice quiet nman .

M ss Wet her by sai d zestful |y, "Those qui et ones are
often the worst. Jane Marpl e al ways says so."

Ms. Price Ridley was anong the | ast to hear the
news. Arichanddictatorial widow, shelivedinalarge
house next door to the vicarage. Her infornmant was her
littlemaid, Clara. "Awonan, you say, C ara? Found dead
on Col onel Bantry's hearth rug?"

"Yes, mum Andthey say, num as she hadn't anyt hi ng
on at all, nmumnot a stitch!"

"That w Il do, Clara. It isnot necessarytogointo
details."

“No, mum and they say, num that at first they
t hought it was M. Bl ake's young | ady what cones down
for the weekends with "imto M. Booker's new 'ouse.
But nowthey say it's quite a different young | ady. And
the fishnonger's young man, he says he'd never have



believedit of Col onel Bantry not wi t h hi mhandi ng r ound
the plate on Sundays and all."

"Thereis alot of wi ckednessintheworld, Cara,"”
said Ms. Price Ridley. "Let this be awarningto you."

"Yes, mum Mot her, shenever wll | et metakeaplace
where there's a gentleman in the 'ouse.”

"That will do, Clara," said Ms. Price Ridley.

It was only a step fromMs. Price Ridley's house
tothevicarage. Ms. Price R dl ey was fortunat e enough
to find the vicar in his study. The vicar, a gentle,
m ddl e- aged man was al ways the | ast to hear anyt hi ng.
"Suchaterriblething," saidMs. PriceRidley, panting
alittle because she had cone rather fast. "I felt |
nmust haveyour advi ce, your counsel about it, dear vi car."

M. Cenent | ooked mldly alarned. He said, "Has
anyt hi ng happened?"”

"Has anyt hi ng happened! " Ms. Price R dl ey repeat ed
the questiondramatically. "The nost terri bl e scandal!
None of us had any idea of it. An abandoned woman,
conpl etely uncl ot hed, strangled on Col onel Bantry's
hearth rug!"

The vi car stared. Hesaid, "You. . . youarefeeling
quite wel |l ?"

"Nowonder youcan't believeit! | couldn't at first!
The hypocrisy of the man! Al these years.”

“"Pl ease tell ne exactly what all this is about."

Ms. Price Ridley plunged into a full-sw ng
narrative. When she had finished, the Reverend M.
Clement said mldly, "But thereis nothing, is there,
to point to Col onel Bantry's being involved in this?"



"Oh, dear vicar, you are so unworl dly! But | nust
tell youalittle story. Last Thursday -- or was it the

Thur sday before well, it doesn't matter -- | was goi ng
to London by the cheap day train. Colonel Bantry was
I n the sane carriage. He |ooked, | thought, very

abstracted. And nearly t he whol e way he buri ed hi nsel f
behi nd The Ti mes. As though, you know, he didn't want
to talk." The vicar nodded his head with conplete
conpr ehensi on and possi bl e synpat hy. "At Paddi nton |
sai d goodbye. He had offered to call ne a taxi, but |
was taking the bus down to Oxford Street; but he got
into one, and | distinctly heard himtell the driver
to go to- Where do you think?" M. Cenent |ooked

I nquiring. "An address in St. John's Wod!" Ms. Price
Ri dl ey bellowed triunphantly. The vicar renmained
conpletely [ m ssing text]

"That, | consider, proves it," said Ms. Price
Ri dl ey.

At Gossington Ms. Bantry and M ss Marple were in
t he drawi ngroom "You know, " said Ms. Bantry, "I can't
hel p feeling gl ad t hey' ve taken t he body away. It's not
nice to have a body in one's house."

M ss Marpl e nodded. "I know, dear. | knowjust how
you feel."

"You can't," said Ms. Bantry. "Not until you've
had one. | know you had one next door once, but that's
not the sanething. I only hope,"” -- shewent on-- "t hat
Arthur won't takeadisliketothelibrary. Wesit there
so nmuch. What are you doi ng, Jane?" For M ss Marple,
with a glance at her watch, was rising to her feet.

"Wel'l, I wasthinkingl'dgohone, if there'snothing
nore | can do for you."

"Don't goyet," said Ms. Bantry. "The fingerprint



men and t he phot ographers and nost of the police have
gone, | know, but | still feel sonething m ght happen.
You don't want to m ss anything."

The t el ephone rang and she went of f to answer. She
returned with a beam ng face. "I told you nore things
woul d happen. That was Col onel Mel chett. He's bringing
the poor girl's cousin along."”

"I wonder why?" said Mss Marple.

"Oh, | suppose to see where it happened, and all
t hat."

"More than that, | expect,"” said Mss Mrple.

"What do you nean, Jane?"

"Well, | think, perhaps, he m ght want her to neet
Col onel Bantry."

Ms. Bantry said sharply, "Toseeif sherecognizes
hi n? | suppose oh, yes, | supposethey'reboundtosuspect
Art hur."

""" mafraid so."

"As though Arthur could have anything to do with
itr"

Mss Marple was silent. Ms. Bantry turned on her
accusingly. "And don't tell ne about sone frightful old
man who kept his housemaid, Arthur isn't like that."

"No, no, of course not"

“"No, but hereally isn't. He's just, sonetines, a
littlebit silly about pretty girls who conetotennis.
You know, rather fanous and avuncul ar. There's no harm
init. And why shouldn't he? After all," finished Ms.



Bantry rather obscurely, "I've got the garden.”

M ss Marpl e sm | ed. "You nust not worry Dol ly," she
sai d.

"No, | don't meanto. But all thesanmel do, alittle.
So does Arthur. It's upset him Al these policenen
| ooki ng about. He's gone down to the farm Looking at
pi gsandt hi ngs al ways soot hes hi mi f he' s beenupset. . . .
Hul | o, here they are.”

The chi ef const abl e' s car drewup out si de. Col onel
Mel chett canein, acconpani ed by asmartly dressed young
woman. "This is Mss Turner, Ms. Bantry. The cousin
of the . . . er . . . victim"

"How do you do," said Ms. Bantry, advancing with
outstretched hand. "All this nust be rat her awful for
you. "

Josephi ne Turner said frankly, "Ch, it is. None of
it seens real, somehow. It's |ike a bad dream "

Ms. Bantry i ntroduced M ss Marple. Mel chett said
casual ly, "Your good man about ?"

"He had to go down to one of the farnms. He'll be
back soon."

"Oh." Melchett seened rather at a | oss.

Ms. Bantry said to Josie, "Wuld you like to see
where where it happened? O would you rather not?"

Josephi ne said, after a nonent's pause, "I think
l"dlike to see.”™ Ms. Bantry led her to the |library,
with Mss Marple and Mel chett foll ow ng behind. "She
was there," said Ms. Bantry, pointing dramatically.
"On the hearth rug."



"Oh!" Josi eshudder ed. But she al sol ooked per pl exed.

She said, her brow creased, "I just can't understand
it! I can't!" "Well, we certainly can't,"” said Ms.
Bantry.

Josie said slowy, "It isn't the sort of place-"

and broke off.

M ss Mar pl e nodded her headgentlyinagreenent with
t heunfini shedsentinment. "That," shenurnured, "i s what
makes it so very interesting.”

“"Come now M ss Marple," said Col onel Ml chett
good- hunoredly, "haven't you got an expl anation?"

"Ch, yes, | ' vegot anexpl anation, " sai dM ss Mar pl e.
"Quite a feasible one. But of course it's only ny own
| dea. Tormy Bond, " she conti nued, "and Ms. Martin, our
new school m stress. She went to wi nd up the clock and
a frog junped out."

Josephi ne Turner | ooked puzzl ed. As they all went
out of the roomshe nurnured to Ms. Bantry, "Is the
old lady a bit funny in the head?"

“"Not at all," said Ms. Bantry indignantly.

Josi e said, "Sorry. | thought perhaps she t hought
she was a frog or sonething."

Col onel Bantry was just com ng in through the side
door. Mel chett hail ed hi mand wat ched Josephi ne Tur ner
as heintroduced them But there was no sign of interest
or recognition in her face. Mel chett breathed a sigh
of relief. Curse Sl ack and hi s insinuations. | nanswer
to Ms. Bantry's questions, Josie was pouring out the
story of Ruby Keene's disappearance. "Frightfully
worrying for you, ny dear," said Ms. Bantry.

"I was nore angry than worried," said Josie. "You



see, | didn't know then."

“"Andyet," saidM ss Marpl e, "youwent tothepolice.
Wasn't that, excuse ne, rather prenature?”

Josi e saideagerly, "Oh, but | didn't. That was M.
Jefferson.™

Ms. Bantry said, "Jefferson?"

"Yes, he's an invalid."

"Not Conway Jefferson? But | know himwell. He's
an old friend of ours. . . . Arthur, listen. Conway
Jefferson, he's staying at the Majestic, and it was he

who notified the police! Isn't that a coinci dence?"

Josephi ne Turner said, "M . Jeffersonwast herel ast
sunmer too."

"Fancy! And we never knew. | haven't seen himfor
along tine." She turned to Josie. "How howis he

nowadays?"
Josi e considered. "I think he's wonderful, really
qui te wonderful. Considering, | nmean. He's al ways

cheerful always got a joke."
"Are the famly there with hinf"

"M . Gaskell, you nean? And young Ms. Jefferson?
And Peter? Ch, yes."

There was sonething inhibiting in Josephine
Turner's rather attractive frankness of manner. Wen
she spoke of t he Jeffersonstherewas sonethi ngnot quite
natural in her voice. Ms. Bantry said, "They're both
very nice, aren't they? The young ones, | nean."

Josi e said rat her uncertainly, "Oh, yes; yes, they



are. They are really."”

“"And what," demanded Ms. Bantry as she | ooked

t hrough the wi ndow at the retreating car of the chief
constabl e, "didsheneanbythat? Theyarereally." Don't
you t hink, Jane, that there's sonething-" Mss Marple
fell upon the words eagerly. "Ch, | do; indeed | do.
It's quiteunm stakabl e! Her manner changed at once when
the Jeffersons were nentioned. She had seened quite
natural up to then."

"But what do you think it is, Jane?"

“Well, ny dear, you knowthem Al | feel is that
there is sonething, as you say, about themwhich is
wor ryi ng t hat young wonman. Anot her t hing. Did younoti ce
t hat when you asked her i f she wasn't anxi ous about t he
girl being m ssing, she said that she was angry? And
she | ooked angry, really angry! That strikes nme as
i nteresting, you know. | have a feeling, perhaps I'm
wrong, that that's her mainreactionto the fact of the
girl's death. She didn't care for her, I'msure. She's
not grievinginanyway. But | dothink, verydefinitely,
that the thought of that girl, Ruby Keene, nmakes her
angry. And the interesting point is: Wy?"

"We'll findout!" said Ms. Bantry. "We'Il | go over
to Danenobuth and stay at the Majestic yes, Jane, you
t 0o. | need achangefor ny nerves aft er what has happened
here. A few days at the Majestic that's what we need.
And you' I | neet Conway Jefferson. He's a dear, aperfect
dear. It's the saddest story i magi nabl e. He had a son
and a daughter, both of whomhe | oved dearly. They were
bothmarried, but theystill spent alot of time at hone.
H sw fe, too, was t he sweet est wonan, and he was devot ed
to her. They were flying hone one year fromFrance and
t here was an acci dent. They were all killed. The pil ot,
Ms. Jefferson, Rosanund and Frank. Conway had bot h | egs
so badly i njured they had t o be anput at ed. And he' s been
wonder ful , his courage, his pluck. He was a very active



man, and now he's a hel pless cripple, but he never

conpl ai ns. H s daughter-in-lawlives with hinm she was
a wi dow when Frank Jefferson marri ed her, and she had
a son by her first marriage Peter Carnody. They . !

Col onel Mel chett was facing a nuch annoyed hot el
manager. Wth hi mwas Superintendent Harper, of the
A enshire police, and the inevitable I nspector Slack
the latter rather disgruntled at the chi ef constable's
wi | | ful usurpation of the case. Superintendent Harper
was i nclinedto be soothingw ththe al nost tearful M.
Prestcott; Colonel Melchett tended toward a bl unt
brutality. "No good crying over spilt mlk," he said
sharply. "Thegirl's dead, strangl ed. You' re |l ucky t hat
shewasn't strangl edi nyour hotel. Thisputstheinquiry
inadifferent county and | ets your establishnent down
extrenely lightly. But certain inquiries have got to
be nmade, and the sooner we get on with it the better.
Youcantrust ustobediscreet andtactful. Sol suggest
you cut the cackle and cone to the horses. Just what,
exactly, do you know about the girl?"

"1 knownot hi ng of her nothingat all. Josi e brought
her here."

"Josie's been here some time?"
"Two years, no, three."
"And you |ike her?"

"Yes, Josie'sagoodgirl, anicegirl. Conpetent.
She gets on with peopl e and snoot hs over differences.
Bri dge, you know, is a touchy sort of gane." Col onel
Mel chett nodded feelingly. Hs wife was a keen but an
extrenely bad bridge player. M. Prestcott went on,
"Josi e was very good at cal m ng down unpl easant ness.
She coul d handl e peopl e well, sort of bright and firm
I f you know what | nean.”



Agai n Mel chett nodded. He knewnowwhat it was t hat
M ss Josephi ne Turner had rem nded hi mof. In spite of
t he make-up and t he smart turnout, there was a di stinct
touch of the nursery governess about her.

"I depend upon her," went on M. Prestcott. Hi s
manner becane aggri eved. "Wat does shewant t ogopl ayi ng
about onslipperyrocksinthat dam-fool way for? W' ve
got a ni ce beach here. Way coul dn't she bat he fromt hat ?
Slipping and fal li ng and breaki ng her ankle! It wasn't
fair tone! | pay her to dance and pl ay bri dge and keep
peopl e happy and anused, not to go bathing off rocks
and breaki ng her ankl e. Dancers ought to be careful of
their ankl es, not take risks. | was very annoyed about
it. It wasn't fair to the hotel."

Mel chett cut the recital short. "And then she
suggested that this girl, her cousin cone down?"

Prestcott assented grudgingly. "That's right. It
sounded quite a good i dea. M nd you, | wasn't going to
pay anything extra. The girl coul d have her keep, but
as for salary, that woul d have to be fixed up between
her and Josie. That's theway it was arranged. | didn't
know anyt hi ng about the girl."

"But she turned out all right?" "Ch, yes, there
wasn't anythi ng wong with her, not tol ook at, anyway.
She was very young, of course; rather cheap in style,
per haps, for a place of this kind, but nice manners,
qgui et and wel | - behaved. Danced wel | . Peopl el i ked her."

"Pretty?"

It had been a question hard to answer froma vi ew
of the blue, swollen face. M. Prestcott considered.
"Fair to mddling. Bit weaselly -- if you know what |
mean. Wbul dn't have been nuch w t hout make-up. As it
was, she managed to | ook quite attractive."



"“Many young nmen hangi ng about after her?"

"I know what you're trying to get at, sir," M.

Prestcott becaneexcited. "I never sawanyt hi ng! Not hi ng
special. One or two of the boys hung around a bit, but
all in the day's work, so to speak. Nothing in the

stranglingline, I'"dsay. She got onwell withthe ol der
peopl e, too; hadakindof prattlingway w thher. Seened
quite a kid, if you knowwhat | nean. It anused t hem "

Superi nt endent Harper said in a deep, nelancholy
voi ce, "M . Jefferson, for instance?"

The manager agreed. "Yes, M. Jeffersonwas the one
| had in mnd. She used to sit with himand his famly
a lot. He used to take her out for drives sonetines.
M. Jefferson's very fond of young peopl e and very good
to them | don't want to have any m sunder st andi ngs.
M Jefferson's acripple. He can't get about nuch only
wher e hi s wheel chair will take hi m But he's al ways keen
on seei ng young peopl e enjoy thensel ves; watches the
tenni s and t he bat hing, and all that, and gi ves parties
f or youngpeopl ehere. Hel i kesyout h, andt here' snot hi ng
bitter about him as there well m ght be. Avery popul ar
gentl eman and, |'d say, a very fine character."

Mel chett asked, "And he took an interest in Ruby
Keene?" "Her talk amused him | think."

"Did his famly share his liking for her?"
"They were always very pleasant to her."

Har per said, "And it was he who reported t he fact
of her being mssing to the police?"

He contrived to put into the words a significance
and areproachtowhi chthenanager i nstantly responded,
"Put yourself in ny place, M. Harper. | didn't dream
for am nut e anyt hi ngwas wong. M. Jeffersoncane al ong



tony office, storm ngandall workedup. Thegirl hadn't
sl ept i n her room She hadn't appearedi n her dance | ast
ni ght. She nust have gone for adri ve and had an acci dent,
per haps. The police nust be infornmed at once. I nquiries
made. I n astate, he was, and quite hi ghhanded. He rang
up the police station then and there."

"Wt hout consulting Mss Turner?"

"Josie didn't like it nuch. | could see that. She
was very annoyed about the whole thing, annoyed with
Ruby, | nean. But what could she say?"

"I think," said Melchett, "we'd better see M.
Jefferson eh Harper?"

Superi ntendent Harper agreed. M. Prestcott went
up wi th themto Conway Jefferson's suite. It was onthe
first floor, overlooking the sea. Melchett said
carel essly, "Does hinself pretty well, eh? Ri ch man?"

"Very well off indeed, | believe. Nothing s ever
stinted when he cones here. Best roons reserved, food
usual lyal acarte, expensi vew nes, best of everything."

Mel chett nodded. M. Prestcott tapped on the outer
door and a worman's voice said, "Cone in."

The manager entered, the others behind him M.
Prestcott's manner was apol ogetic as he spoke to the
wonman who turned her head, at their entrance, fromher
seat by the window. "I amso sorry to di sturb you, Ms.
Jefferson, but thesegentl enenarefromthepolice. They
areveryanxi oustohaveawrdw thM. Jefferson. Er . . .
Col onel Mel chett, Superintendent Harper, |nspector
er . . . Slack, Ms Jefferson!" Ms. Jefferson
acknow edged the introduction by bendi ng her head.

Apl ai nwonman, was Mel chett' sfirst inpression. Then,
as a slight smle cane to her |ips and she spoke, he



changed hi s opi ni on. She had a si ngul arly charm ng and
synpat heti c voi ce, and her eyes, cl ear hazel eyes, were
beauti ful . She was qui etly but not unbecom ngly dressed
and was, he judged, about thirty-five years of age. She
said, "My father-in-lawis asl eep. He is not strong at
all, and this affair has been aterrible shock to him
We had to have the doctor, and the doctor gave hima
sedative. As soon as he wakes he will, | know, want to
see you. Inthe neantinme, perhaps | can hel p you? Wn't
you sit down?"

M. Prestcott, anxious to escape, said to Col onel
Mel chett, "Well . . . er . . . if that's all | can do
for you-" and t hankful | y recei ved perm ssionto depart.

Wth his closing of the door behind him the

at nosphere took on a nell ow and nore social quality.
Adel ai de Jefferson had t he power of creating a restful
at nosphere. She was a woman who never seened to say
anyt hi ng remar kabl e, but who succeeded in stinul ating
ot her peopletotalk andinsettingthemat their ease.
She struck, now, the right note when she said, "This
busi ness has shocked us all very nmuch. W sawquite a
| ot of the poor girl, you know. It seens quite
unbel i evable. My father-in-lawis terribly upset. He
was very fond of Ruby.”

Col onel Mel chett said, "It was M. Jefferson, |
under stand, who reported her di sappearance to the
police."

He want ed t o see exact | y howshe woul d react tot hat.
Therewas aflicker, just anicker of annoyance? Concern?
He coul d not say what exactly, but there was sonet hi ng,
and it seened to himthat she had definitely to brace
hersel f, as though to an unpl easant task, before going
on. She said, "Yes, that is so. Being an invalid, he
gets easily upset and worried. Wetriedto persuade him
that it was all right, that there was sone natural
expl anation, and that the girl herself would not |ike



the police being notified. Heinsisted. Wll" she made
a slight gesture "he was right and we were wong!"

Mel chett asked, "Exactly howwel | di d you know Ruby
Keene Ms. Jefferson?"

She considered. "It's difficult to say. My
father-in-lawis very fond of young people and |ikes
to have themround him Ruby was a newtype to him he
was anused and i nterested by her chatter. She sat with
us a good deal in the hotel and ny father-in-Iawtook
her out for drives in the car." Her voice was quite
noncomm ttal. Melchett thought: She could say nore if
she chose. He said, "WII| you tell ne what you can of
the course of events |ast night?"

"Certainly, but thereis very little that wll be
useful, I"mafraid. After di nner Ruby cane and sat with
us in the I ounge. She renmi ned even after the dancing
had started. W had arranged to play bridge | ater, but
we were waiting for Mark, that is Mark Gaskell, ny
brother-in-law, he married M. Jefferson's daughter,
you know, who had sone i nportant letterstowite, and
al so for Josie. She was goingto nake afourthwthus."

“"Did that often happen?"

"Quite frequently. She's afirst-class player, of
course, andvery nice. Myfather-in-lawis akeen bridge
pl ayer and, whenever possi bl e, | i kedtoget hol dof Josi e
to make the fourth, i nstead of an outsider. Naturally,
as she has to arrange the fours, she can't al ways pl ay
w t h us, but she does whenever she can, and as" her eyes
smledalittle"ny father-in-lawspends al ot of noney
I nthe hotel, the managenent i s quite pl eased for Josie
to favor us."

Mel chett asked, "You |ike Josie?"

"Yes, | do. She's al ways good- hunor ed and cheer ful,



wor ks hard and seens to enjoy her job. She's shrewd
w t hout being at all intellectual and well, never
pr et ends about anyt hi ng. She' s natural and unaffected. "

“"Pl ease go on, Ms. Jefferson.”

"As | say, Josi ehadtoget her bridgefoursarranged
and Mark was writing, so Ruby sat and tal ked with us
alittle longer than usual. Then Josi e cane al ong, and
Ruby went off to do her first sol o dance wi th Raynond,
he's the dance and tenni s professional. She cane back
tous afterward, just as Mark joi ned us. Then she went
off to dance with a young man and we four started our
bridge." She stopped and nmade a slight, significant
gesture of hel pl essness. "Andthat's all | know | just
caught a glinpse of her once, dancing, but bridge is
an absor bi ng gane and | hardly gl anced t hrough t he gl ass
partition at the ballroom Then, at m dni ght, Raynond
canme al ong to Josi e very upset and asked wher e Ruby was.
Josie, naturally, tried to shut himup, but-"

Superi ntendent Harper interrupted. He saidin his
qui et voice, "Wiy 'naturally,' Ms. Jefferson?"

“Wel | -" She hesitated; |ooked, Melchett thought,
alittleput out. "Josiedidn't want thegirl's absence
made t oo nuch of. She consi dered herself responsible
for her in a way. She said Ruby was probably up in her
room she tel ephoned up to Ruby's room but apparently
t here was no answer, and he cane back in rather a state
t enperanental , you know. Josie went off with hi mand
triedto soothe hi mdown, andinthe end she danced with
hi mi nst ead of Ruby. Rather plucky of her, because you
coul d see afterward it had hurt her ankl e. She cane back
to us when the dance was over and tried to cal m down
M. Jefferson. He had got wor ked up by t hen. W per suaded
him intheend, togoto bed; toldhi mRuby had probably
gone for aspininacar and that they'd had a puncture.
He went tobedworri edandthi snorni nghebegantoagitate
at once." She paused. "The rest you know. "



"Thank you, Ms. Jefferson. Now |'mgoing to ask
you i f you' ve any i dea who coul d have done t hi s t hi ng?"

She saidimedi ately, "Noi deawhatever. | " mafraid
| can't help you in the slightest.”

He pressed her. "The girl never said anything?
Not hi ng about j eal ousy? About sone man she was afraid
of? O intimte wth?"

Adel ai de Jefferson shook her head to each query.
Ther e seened not hi ng nore that she couldtell them The
superi ntendent suggested that they should interview
young George Bartlett and return to see M. Jefferson
| at er. Col onel Mel chett agreed and the three nen went
out, Ms. Jefferson prom sing to send word as soon as
M. Jef f ersonwas awake. "Ni ce woman, " sai dt he col onel ,
as they closed the door behind them

"A very nice |ady indeed," said Superintendent
Har per.

George Bartlett was a thin, |lanky youth with a
prom nent Adamappl e and ani mmensedi fficultyinsaying
what he neant. He was in such a state of dither that
It was hard to get a calmstatenent fromhim "I say,
it isawful, isn't it? Sort of thing one reads about
I n the Sunday papers, but one doesn't feel it really
happens, don't you know?" "Unfortunately there is no
doubt about it, M. Bartlett," sai dthe superintendent.

"No, no, of coursenot. But it seens so rumsonehow.
And m | es fromher e and everyt hi ngi nsone country house,
wasn't it? AwWully country and all that. Created a bit
of a stir in the neighborhood, what?"

Col onel Mel chett t ook charge. "Howwel | di d you know
the dead girl, M. Bartlett?"



CGeorge Bartlett | ooked al arned. "Ch, n-n-not well
at all, s-s-sir. No, hardly, if you know what | nean.
Danced wi t h her once or twi ce, passed the tine of day,
bit of tennis you know "

"You were, | think, thel ast personto see her alive
| ast ni ght ?"

"I suppose | was. Doesn't it sound awful ? | nean
she was perfectlyall right whenl| sawher, absolutely."

"What tinme was that, M. Bartlett?"

“Well, you know, | never know about tinme. Wasn't
very late, if you know what | nean."

"You danced with her?"

"Yes, as a matter of fact well, yes, | did. Early
on in the evening, though. Tell you what. It was just
after her exhibition dance with the pro fellow Mist
have been ten, half past, eleven | don't know. "

"Never mndthetine. We can fix that. Pl ease tell
us exactly what happened.”

“"Well, we danced, don't you know. Not that |I' mnuch
of a dancer."

"How you dance is not really relevant, M.
Bartlett."

George Bartlett cast an al arned eye on t he col onel
and stammered, "No er n-n-no, | supposeit isn't. Wll,
as | say, we danced round and round, and | tal ked, but
Ruby didn't say very much, and she yawned a bit. As |
say, | don't dance awfully well, and so girls well,
inclinedtogiveit amss, if you knowwhat | nean t oo.
| knowwhere | get off, sol said'righty ho,' and t hat
was that."



"What was the |last you saw of her?"
"She went off upstairs.”

"She sai d not hi ng about neeting anyone? Or goi ng
for adrive? O or having a date?" The col onel used t he
col l oqui al expression with a slight effort.

Bartl ett shook his head. "Not to ne." He | ooked
rat her nmournful. "Just gave ne the push.”

"What was her nanner? Did she seem anxi ous,
abstracted, anything on her m nd?"

George Bartl ett consi dered. Then he shook hi s head.
"Seened a bit bored. Yawned, as | said. Nothing nore."

Col onel Mel chett said, "And what did you do, M.
Bartl ett?"

" Eh?"
"What did you do when Ruby Keene | eft you?"

CGeorge Bartl ett gaped at him "Let's see now. What
did | do?"

"We're waiting for you to tell wus."

"Yes, yes, of course. Jollydifficult, renmenbering
t hi ngs, what? Let ne see. Shouldn't be surprised if |
went into the bar and had a drink."

“"Did you go into the bar and have a drink?"

“"That's just it. | did have a drink. Don't think
It was just then. Have an idea | wandered out, don't
you know. Bit of air. Rather stuffy for Septenber. Very
nice outside. Yes, that's it. | strolled around a bit,



then| cane in and had adrink, andthen | stroll ed back
totheball room Wasn't nuch doi ng. Noti cedwhat' ser nane
Josi e was dancing again. Wth the tennis fell ow She
been on the sick list, tw sted ankle or sonething."

"That fixes the tinme of your return at m dni ght.
Do you i ntend us to understand that you spent over an
hour wal ki ng about outsi de?"

"Well, | had a drink, you know. I was well, | was
t hi nki ng of things."

Thi s statenent received nore incredulity than any
ot her. Col onel Melchett said sharply, "Wat were you
t hi nki ng about ?"

"Ch, | don't know. Things, " saidM. Bartl ett vaguel y.
"You have a car, M. Bartlett?" "Ch, yes, |'ve got a
car." "Where was it, in the hotel garage?”

Nei t her the night porter nor the barman proved
hel pful. The night porter renmenbered ringing up Mss
Keene's roomj ust after m dni ght and getting no reply.
He had not noticed M. Bartlett | eaving or enteringthe
hotel. Alot of gentlenen and | adies were strollingin
and out, the ni ght beingfine. Andthere were side doors
off the corridor as well as the one in the main hall.
He was fairly certain M ss Keene had not gone out by
t he mai n door, but if she had cone down fromher room
whi chwas onthe first fl oor, there was a staircase next
toit and a door out at the end of the corridor | eading
onto the side terrace. She coul d have gone out of that,
unseen, easil yenough. It was not | ockedunti | t hedanci ng
was over at two o' clock. The barman renenbered M.
Bartlett being in the bar the precedi ng eveni ng, but
coul d not say when. Sonewhere about the m ddl e of the
eveni ng, he thought. M. Bartlett had sat agai nst the
wal | and was | ooki ng rat her nmel anchol y. He di d not know
how | ong he was in there. There were a | ot of outside
guests com ng and going in the bar. He had noticed M.



Bartlett, but he couldn't fix the tine in any way.

As they | eft the bar they were accosted by a snal |
boy about nine years old. He burst immediately into
excitedspeech. "l say, areyouthedetectives?|' mPeter
Carnody. It was ny grandfather, M. Jefferson, who rang
up the police about Ruby. Are you from Scotl and Yar d?
You don't mnd ny speaking to you, do you?"

Col onel Mel chett | ooked as t hough he were about to
return a short answer, but Superintendent Har per
I nt ervened. He spoke beni gnly and heartily. "That's all
right, ny son. Naturally interests you, | expect?"

"You bet it does. Do you |li ke detective stories?
| do. | readthemal | and ' ve got aut ographs fromDor ot hy
Sayers and Agatha Christie and D ckson Carr and H C.
Bailey. WII| the nurder be in the papers?"

"It'll be in the papers all right," said
Superi ntendent Harper grimy.

"You see, |'mgoing back to school next week and
| shall tell themall that | knew her, really knew her
wel | . "

"What did you think of her, eh?"

Pet er considered. "Wl |, I didn't|ikeher verynuch.
| think she was rather a stupid sort of girl. Mumand
Uncl eMarkdidn't | i keher nuch, either. Onl ygrandf at her.
Grandf at her wants to see you, by the way. Edwards is
| ooking for you."

Superi nt endent Har per nmur nur ed encour agi ngly, "So
your not her and your Uncle Mark didn't |i ke Ruby Keene
much? Wy was t hat ?"

"Ch, | don't know. She was al ways butting in. And
they didn't Ii ke grandf at her maki ng such a fuss of her.



| expect," said Peter cheerfully, "that they're gl ad
she's dead."

Superi nt endent Har per | ooked at hi mt houghtfully.
He said, "Did you hear themer say so?"

"Well, not exactly. Uncle Mark said, "Well, it's
one way out anyway," and num said, "Yes, but such a
horri bl e one and Uncle Mark said it was no good bei ng
hypocritical."

The men exchanged gl ances. At that nonent a
cl ean-shaven man neatly dressed i n bl ue serge cane up
to them "Excuse ne, gentlenmen. | amM. Jefferson's
valet. He i s awake now and sent ne to find you, as he
IS very anxious to see you."

Once nore t hey went up to Conway Jefferson' s suite.
In the sitting roomAdel ai de Jefferson was talking to
atall, restless man who was prow i ng nervously about
t he room He swung around sharply toviewt he newconers.
"Ch, yes. dad you've cone. My father-in-law s been
asking for you. He's awake now. Keep hi mas cal mas you
can, won't you? Hi s heal th' s not t oo good. It's awonder,
really, that this shock didn't do for him"™

Har per said, "I'd noidea his health was as bad as
that."

"He doesn't know it hinself," said Mark Gaskell .
"It's his heart, you see. The doctor warned Addi e t hat
he nustn't be overexcited or startled. He nore or | ess
hinted that the end m ght cone any tine, didn't he,
Addi e?"

Ms. Jefferson nodded. She said, "It's incredible
that he's rallied the way he has."

Mel chett said dryly, "Murder isn't exactly a
soothing incident. We'll be as careful as we can." He



was si zi ng up Mark Gaskel |l as he spoke. He didn't nuch
carefor thefell ow Abol d, unscrupul ous, hawkl i kef ace.

One of those nen who usual ly get their own way and whom
wonren frequent |y adm re. But not the sort of fellowl'd
trust, the col onel thought to hinself. Uncrupul ous --

t hat wasthewordfor him The sort of fell owwho woul dn't

stick at anything.

In the big bedroom overl ooking the sea, Conway
Jeffersonwas sittinginhiswheel edchair bythew ndow.
No sooner were you in the roomw th himthan you felt
t he power and magnetismof the man. It was as though
theinjuries which had |l eft hima cri pple had resul ted
Inconcentratingthevitality of hisshatteredbodyinto
a narrower and nore i ntense focus. He had a fi ne head,
theredof thehair slightlygrizzled. Thefacewasrugged
and powerful, deeply sun-tanned, and the eyes were a
startlingblue. Therewasnosignofillnessor feebl eness
about him The deep lines on his face were the |ines
of suffering, not the lines of weakness. Here was a nan
who woul d never rail against fate, but accept it and
pass on to victory. He said, "lI'mglad you've cone."
Hi s qui ck eyestook themin. Hesaidto Mel chett, "You're
t he chi ef constabl e of Radfordshire? Ri ght. And you're
Superi nt endent Harper? Sit down. Cigarettesonthetable
besi de you. "

They t hanked hi mand sat down. Mel chett said, "I
understand, M. Jefferson, that youwereinterestedin
the dead girl?"

Aqui ck, twi stedsm | efl ashedacrossthelinedface.
"Yes, they' Il all havetoldyouthat! Well, it'snosecret.
How much has ny famly said to you?" He | ooked qui ckly
fromone to the other as he asked the question.

|t was Mel chett who answered. "M's. Jeffersontold
us very little beyond the fact that the girl's chatter
anmused you and t hat she was by way of bei ng a protegee.
We have only exchanged half a dozen words with M.



Gaskel | . "

Conway Jefferson smled. "Addie' s a discreet
creature, bl ess her. Mark woul d probabl y have been nore
out spoken. | think, Melchett, that |'d better tell you
sone facts rather fully. It's necessary, in order that
you shoul d understand ny attitude. And, to begin wth,
It's necessary that | go back to the big tragedy of ny
| ife. Ei ght yearsagol | ost nyw fe, my sonandny daught er
i n an aeropl ane accident. Since then |'ve been |ike a
man who's | ost half hinself and |I' mnot speaki ng of ny
physical plight! | was afam |y man. My daughter-in-|aw
and ny son-in-|law have been very good to ne. They've
doneall theycantotakethe placeof nyfleshandbl ood.
But |'ve realized, especially of |late that they have,
after all, theirowmlivestolive. Soyounust under st and
that, essentially, "malonelyman. | |ikeyoungpeopl e.
| enjoy them Once or twice |'ve played with the idea
of adopting sone girl or boy. During this |ast nonth
| got very friendly with the child who's been kill ed.
She was absolutely natural, conpletely naive. She
chattered on about her |ife and her experiences in
pantom nme, with touring conpani es, with numand dad as
a childin cheap | odgi ngs. Such a different |ife from
any |'ve known! Never conpl ai ni ng, never seeing it as
sordid. Just a natural, unconpl aining, hard-working
child, unspoilt and charm ng. Not a | ady, perhaps, but
t hank God nei t her vul gar nor abom nabl e. | got nore and
nore fond of Ruby. | decided, gentlenen, to adopt her
| egal I y. She woul d becone, by | aw, ny daughter. That,
| hope, expl ains ny concern for her and the steps | took
when | heard of her unaccountabl e di sappearance.”

Ther e was a pause. Then Superi nt endent Harper, his
unenot i onal voi ce robbi ng t he questi on of any of f ense,
asked, "May | ask what your son-in-law and
daughter-in-law said to that?"

Jefferson's answer cane back qui ckly. "Wat coul d
t hey say? They didn't, perhaps, likeit very much. It's



thesort of t hingthat arouses prej udi ce. But t hey behaved
very well yes, very well. It's not as though, you see,
t hey were dependent on nme. When ny son Frank marri ed,
| turnedover hal f my worl dl y goods tohi mthenandthere.
| believe inthat. Don't let your children wait until
you' re dead. They want the noney when they're young,
not when they' re m ddl e-aged. I n the sane way, when ny
daught er Rosanmund insisted on marrying a poor man, |
settled a big sumof noney on her. That sum passed to
hi mat her death. So, yousee, that sinplifiedthemtter
fromthe financial angle."

"I see, M. Jefferson, " sai dSuperi nt endent Har per.

But therewas acertainreserveinhistone. Conway
Jef ferson pounced upon it. "But you don't agree, eh?"

"It's not for ne to say, sir, but famlies, in ny
experience, don't al ways act reasonable.” "I dare say
you' reright, superintendent, but younust renmenber t hat
M. Gaskel | and Ms. Jeffersonaren't, strictlyspeaking,
my famly. They're not blood relations."

"That, of course, nakes adi fference," adm ttedt he
superi nt endent .

For a nonent Conway Jefferson's eyes tw nkled. He
said, "That's not to say that they didn't think ne an
ol d fool. That woul d be t he aver age person's reacti on.
But | wasn't being a fool! | know character. Wth
educati on and pol i shi ng Ruby Keene coul d have t aken her
pl ace anywhere."

Mel chett said, "I'mafraid we're being rather
| npertinent and inquisitive, but it's inportant that
we should get at all the facts. You proposed to nake
full provisionfor thegirl that is, settle noney upon
her but you hadn't already done so?"

Jefferson said, "I understand what you' re driving



at -- the possibility of soneone's benefiting by the
girl's death. But nobody could. The necessary
formalities for | egal adopti on wer e under way, but they
hadn't yet been conpleted."

Mel chett said slowy, "Then, if anythi ng happened
to you?" He | eft the sentence unfinished, as a query.

Conway Jef ferson was qui ck to respond. "Not hing's
likely to happen to ne! I'ma cripple, but I'"mnot an
I nvalid. Although doctors do like to pull |ong faces
and gi ve advi ce about not overdoi ngt hi ngs. Not over doi ng
t hi ngs! I' mas strong as a horse! Still, I'mquite aware
of thefatalitiesof life. |'vegoodreasontobe! Sudden
death cones to the strongest man especially in these
days of road casualties. But |I'd provided for that. |
made a new w || about ten days ago."

"Yes?" Superintendent Harper |eaned forward.

"I left the sumof fifty thousand pounds to be held
i ntrust for Ruby Keene until she was twenty-five, when
she would cone into the principal."

Superi nt endent Har per' s eyes opened. So di d Col onel
Mel chett's. Harper saidinanal nost awed voi ce, "That's
a very |large sum of noney, M. Jefferson.”

"I'n these days, yes, it is.

"And youwereleavingit toagirl youhadonly known
a few weeks?"

Anger flashed into the vivid blue eyes. "Miust | go
on repeating the sane thing over and over again? |'ve
no fl esh and bl ood of nmy own no ni eces or nephews or
di stant cousins, even! | mght haveleft it tocharity.
| prefer to leave it to an individual." He | aughed.
"Cinderella turned into a princess overnight! Afairy
godf ather instead of a fairy godnother. Whay not? It's



nmy noney. | nmade it."
Col onel Mel chett asked, "Any other bequests?”

"A small |egacy to Edwards, ny valet, and the
remai nder to Mark and Addie in equal shares.”

"Woul d - - excuse ne -- theresi due anount toal arge
sunf?"

"Probably not. It's difficult to say exactly;
I nvestnents fluctuate all the tine. The sumi nvol ved,
after death duties and expenses had been paid, would
pr obably have cone to sonet hing between five and ten
t housand pounds net."

l|| See. n

"Andyouneedn't think |l wastreatingthemshabbily.
As | said, | dividedupmy estateat thetinmenychildren
married. | | eft nyself, actually, avery small sum But
after, after the tragedy, | wanted sonet hi ng to occupy
nmy mnd. | flung nyself into business. At ny house in
London | had aprivatelineput in, connectingny bedroom
withm office. | worked hard; it hel ped ne not tothink,
and it nmade ne feel that ny -- ny nutilation had not
vanqui shed nme. | threwnyself i nto work" his voi ce took
on a deeper note; he spoke nore to hinself thanto his
audi ence "and by sone subtle irony, everything | did
prospered! My w | dest specul ati ons succeeded. [|f |
ganbl ed, | won. Everything | touched turned to gol d.
Fate's ironic way of rightingthe bal ance, | suppose.™

The I'i nes of suffering stood out on his face agai n.
Recol l ecting hinself, he smled wyly at them

"So, you see, the sumof noney | |eft Ruby was
I ndi sputably mne, to do with as ny fancy dictated."

Mel chett sai d qui ckly, "Undoubt edl y, ny dear fel | ow



We are not questioning that for a nonent."

Conway Jefferson said, "Good. Now!|l want to ask ny
questionsinmny turn, if | may. | want to hear all about
this terrible business. All | knowis that she -- that
littl e Ruby was found strangl ed in a house sone twenty
mles fromhere."

"That is correct. At Gossington Hall."
Jefferson frowned. "Gossington? But that's-"
"Col onel Bantry's house."

"Bantry! Arthur Bantry? But | know him Know him
and his wfe!l Met themabroad sone years ago. | didn't
realizetheylivedinthispart of theworld. Wiy, it's-"
He broke off.

Superi nt endent Harper slipped in snoothly,
"Col onel Bantry was dining in the hotel here Tuesday
of last week. You didn't see hinf"

"Tuesday? Tuesday? No, we wer e back | ate. Went over
to Harden Head and had di nner on the way back."

Mel chett said, "Ruby Keene never nentioned the
Bantrys to you?"

Jef f erson shook hi s head. "Never. Don't believe she
knewthem Sure she didn't. She didn't knowanybody but
theatrical folk and that sort of thing." He paused, and

t hen asked abruptly, "Wat's Bantry got to say about
it?"

"He can't account for it in the | east. He was out
at a Conservative neeting |last night. The body was
di scovered this norning. He says he's never seen the
girl inhis life."



Jefferson nodded. He said, "It certainly seens
fantastic."”

Superi nt endent Har per cl eared hi s throat. He sai d,
"Have you any i dea at all, sir, who can have done t hi s?"

"Good God, | wish I had!" The veins stood out on
his forehead. "It's incredible, unimagi nable! |I'd say
it couldn't have happened, if it hadn't happened!"”

"There's no friend of hers fromher past life, no
man hangi ng about or threatening her?"

"I"'msure there isn't. She'd have told ne if so.
She's never had a regular boy friend. She told ne so
hersel f." Superintendent Harper thought. Yes, | dare
say t hat' s what shetol dyou. But that's as nmay be. Conway
Jef ferson went on, "Josi e woul d knowbetter t han anyone
I f t her e had been sone man hangi ng about Ruby or pestering
her. Can't she hel p?"

"She says not."

Jeffersonsaid, frowning, "I can't helpfeelingit
nmust be the work of sone maniac -- the brutality of the
nmet hod, breaking into a country house, the whol e t hi ng
sounconnect ed and sensel ess. There are nenof t hat type,
men outwardly sane, but who decoy girls, sonetines
children away and kill them™

Har per said, "Oh, yes, there are such cases, but
we' ve no knowl edge of anyone of that kind operatingin
t hi s nei ghbour hood. "

Jeffersonwent on, "1'vethought over al | t hevari ous
men |'ve seen wth Ruby. Guests here and outsiders --
men she'd danced with. They all seemharm ess enough,
t he usual type. She had no speci al friend of any kind."

Superi ntendent Harper's face remained quite



| npassi ve, but unseen by Conway Jefferson, there was
still a speculative glint in his eye. It was quite
possi bl e, he thought, that Ruby Keene m ght have had
a speci al friend, even t hough Conway Jefferson di d not
know about it. He said nothing, however.

The chi ef constabl e gave hi ma gl ance of inquiry
and then rose to his feet. He said, "Thank you, M.
Jefferson. That's all we need for the present.”

Jefferson said, "You'll keep nme informed of your
progress?"
"Yes, yes, we'll keep in touch with you."

The t wo nen went out. Conway Jefferson | eaned back
inhischair. H seyelids cane downandveiledthefierce
bl ue of his eyes. He | ooked, suddenly, averytired nan.
Then, after am nuteor two, thelidsflickered. Hecal |l ed,
" Edwar ds?"

From the next roomthe val et appeared pronptly.
Edwar ds knewhi s naster as no one el se did. O hers, even
hi s nearest, knewonly his strength; Edwards knew hi s
weakness. He had seen Conway Jefferson tired,

di scouraged, weary of life, nonentarily defeated by
infirmty and | oneliness. "Yes, sir?"

Jefferson said, "Get onto Sir Henry dithering.
He's at Mel borne Abbas. Ask him fromne, to get here
today i f he can, instead of tonorrow. Tell himit's very
urgent.”

When they were outside Jefferson's door.
Superi nt endent Har per said, "Well, for what it's worth,
we've got a notive, sir."

"Hm " said Melchett. "Fifty thousand pounds, eh?"

"Yes, sir. Murder's been done for a good deal |ess



than that."

"Yes, but-"

Col onel Mel chett left the sentence unfini shed.
Har per, however, understood him "Youdon't thinkit's
likely in this case? Wll, | don't either, as far as
t hat goes. But it's got to be goneinto, all the sane.”

"Oh, of course."

Har per went on, "If, as M. Jefferson says, M.
Gaskell and Ms. Jefferson are already well provided
for and inreceipt of aconfortable incone, well, it's

not |ikely they'd set out to do a brutal nurder."

"Quite so. Their financial standing will have to
be investigated, of course. Can't say | like the
appear ance of Gaskel |l nmuch, | ooks a sharp, unscrupul ous
sort of fellow, but that's a long way from maki ng him
out a nurderer.”

"Oh, yes, sir, as | say, | don't thinkit's likely
to be either of them and fromwhat Josie said | don't
see howit woul d have been humanly possi bl e. They were
bot h pl ayi ng bri dge fromtwenty m nutes to el even unti |
m dni ght. No, to ny mnd, there's another possibility
much nore |likely."

Mel chett said, "Boy friend of Ruby Keene's?"

"That'sit, sir. Sonedi sgruntl edyoungfellow not
too strong in the head perhaps. Soneone, |'d say, she
knew bef ore she cane here. This adopti on schene, if he
got wwse to it, may just have put the lid on things.
He saw hi nsel f | osing her, saw her being renoved to a
different sphere of life altogether, and he went nad
and blind with rage. He got her to conme out and neet
himlast night, had a rowwth her over it, lost his
head conpletely and did her in."



"And how did she cone to be in Bantry's |library?"

“I think that's feasible. They were out, say, in
his car at the tine. He cane to hinsel f, realized what
he' d done, and his first thought was howto get rid of
t he body. Say they were near the gates of a big house
at the tinme. The idea cones to himthat if she's found
there the hue and cry will center round t he house and
Its occupants and w || | eave hi mconfortably out of it.
She's a little bit of a thing. He could easily carry
her. He's got a chisel in the car. He forces a wi ndow
and pl ops her down onthe hearthrug Beingastrangling
case, there's no blood or ness to give hi maway in the
car. See what | nean, sir?"

"Ch, yes. Harper, it's all perfectly possible. But
there's still onethingto be done. Cherchez | a Fenme. "

"What ? Ch, very good, sir." Superintendent Harper
tactfully appl auded Mel chett's joke, although, ow ng
to the excellence of the colonel's French accent, he
al nrost m ssed the sense of the words.

"Oher | say er c-c-could | speak to you a m nute?"
It was CGeorge Bartlett who thus waylaid the two nen.

Col onel Mel chett, who was not attracted to M.
Bartlett, and who was eager to see how Sl ack had got
on with the investigation of the girl's roomand the
guestioni ng of t he chanber mai ds, barked sharply, "Wl I,
what is it, what is it?"

Young M. Bartlett retreated a step or two, openi ng
and shutting his nmouth and giving an unconsci ous
imtation of afishinatank. "Wll er . . . probably
Isn't inportant, don't you know. Thought |I ought totell
you. Matter of fact, can't find ny car."

"What doyou nean, can't findyour car?" Stammeri nga



good deal, M. Bartlett explained that what he neant
was that he couldn't find his car.

Superi nt endent Harper said, "Do you neanit's been
stol en?" George Bartlett turned gratefully tothe nore
placid voice. "Well, that's just it, you know. | nean,
one can't tell, can one? | nean soneone may j ust have
buzzed of f init, not neani ng any harm if you know what
| mean."

"When did you last see it, M. Bartlett?"

"Wel'l,  wastryin' torenenber. Funny howdi fficult
it is to renmenber anything, isn't it?"

Col onel Mel chett saidcoldly, "Not, | shoul dthink,
toanormal intelligence. | understood you to say that
it was in the courtyard of the hotel last night."

M. Bartl ett was bol d enoughtointerrupt. He said,
"That's just it -- was it?"

"What do you nean by 'was it'? You said it was."

“Well, | nean, | thought it was. | nean, well, |
didn't go out and | ook, don't you see?"

Col onel Mel chett sighed. He summoned all his
patience. He said, "Let's get this quite clear. Wen
was the |l ast tinme you saw-- actual |l y sawyour car? Wat
make is it, by the way?"

"M noan Fourteen."

“"And you last saw it when?"

GeorgeBartlett' s Adam s appl e j erked convul si vely
up and down. "Beentryingtothink. Had it before | unch

yesterday. Was going for a spinin the afternoon. But
sonmehow - - you knowhowit is -- went to sl eep instead.



Then, after tea, had a gane of squash and all that, and
a bath afterward.”

“"Andt he car wastheninthecourtyardof t he hotel ?"

" Supposeso. | nean, that' swherel'dput it. Thought,
you see, |'d take soneone for a spin. After dinner, |
nean. But it wasn't ny | ucky eveni ng. Nothing doi ng.
Never took the old bus out after all.”

Har per said, "But as far as you knew, the car was
still in the courtyard?"

“Well, naturally. | nean, |'d put it there, what?"
"Woul d you have noticedif it had not been there?"

M. Bartlett shook his head. "Don't think so, you
know. Lot of cars goingandconmngandall that. Plenty
of M noans."

Superi nt endent Harper nodded. He had just cast a
casual gl ance out of t hew ndow. Therewer e at t hat nonent
no fewer than eight Mnoan 14's in the courtyard. It
was t he popul ar cheap car of the year.

“"Aren't you in the habit of putting your car away
at night?" asked Col onel Mel chett.

"Don't usually bother,"” said M. Bartlett. "Fine
weat her and all that, you know. Such a fag putting a
car away in a garage."

@ anci ng at Col onel Mel chett, Superintendent
Har per said, "I'Il join you upstairs, sir. |I'Il just
get hold of Sergeant Higgins and he can take down
particulars fromM. Bartlett."

"Ri ght, Harper."



M. Bartlett murmured wi stfully, "Thought | ought
tolet you know, you know. M ght be i nportant, what?"

M. Prestcott had supplied his additional dancer
wi t h board and | odgi ng. What ever t he board, the | odgi ng
was t he poorest the hotel possessed. Josephi ne Turner
and Ruby Keene had occupied roons at the extrene end
of aneananddingylittlecorridor. Theroonmsweresnall,
faced north onto a portion of thecliff that backed t he
hot el , andwerefurni shedw ththe odds and ends of suites
t hat had once represented | uxury and magni ficence in
t he best suites. Now, when the hot el had been noder ni zed
and t he bedroons suppliedwithbuilt-inreceptaclesfor
cl othes, these large Victorian oak and nahogany
war dr obes were rel egated t o t hose roons occupi ed by t he
hotel's resident staff, or giventoguestsinthe hei ght
of the season when all the rest of the hotel was full.

As Mel chett and Harper saw at once, the position
of Ruby Keene' s roomwas i deal for t he purpose of | eavi ng
t he hotel wi thout bei ng observed, and was particularly
unfortunate fromthe point of view of throwi ng Iight
on the circunstances of that departure. At the end of
the corridor was a small staircase which | ed down to
an equal |y obscure corridor on the ground floor. Here
t here was a gl ass door which |l ed out onthe sideterrace
of the hotel, an unfrequentedterrace with no view You
could go fromit to the main terrace in front, or you
coul d go down a wi ndi ng pat h and cone out in alanethat
eventual ly rejoined the cliff road. Its surface being
bad, it was sel dom used.

| nspect or Sl ack had been busy harryi ng chanber mai ds
and exam ni ng Ruby' s roomf or cl ues. They had been | ucky
enough to find the roomexactly as it had been | eft the
ni ght before. Ruby Keene had not been in the habit of
rising early. Her usual procedure, Slack discovered,
was to sl eep until about ten or half past and then ring
f or breakfast. Consequently, since Conway Jeffer son had
begun his representations to the nmanager very early,



the police had taken charge of things before the

chanber mai ds had touched the room They had actually
not beendownt hat corridor at all. The ot her roonst here,
at this season of the year, were opened and dusted only
once aweek. "That's all tothe good, as far as it goes,"
Sl ack explained. "It nmeans that if there were anythi ng
to find, we'd find it, but there isn't anything."

The d enshire police had al ready been over the room
for fingerprints, but there were none unaccounted for.
Ruby's own, Josie's, and the two chanber mai ds', one on
t he norning and one on the evening shift. There were
al so a coupl e of prints made by Raynond Starr, but these
wer e accounted for by his story that he had cone upw th
Josie to |l ook for Ruby when she di d not appear for the
m dni ght exhi bition dance.

Ther e had been a heap of | etters and general rubbi sh
i n the pi geonhol es of the massi ve nahogany desk in the
corner. Sl ack had just been carefully sorting through
them but he had found not hi ng of a suggesti ve nature.
Bills, receipts, theater prograns, cinenma stubs,
newspaper cuttings beauty hints torn from nmagazi nes.
O the letters, there were sone fromLil, apparently
afriend fromthe Pal ais de Danse, recounting vari ous
affairs and gossi p, sayingthey "m ssed Rubealot. M.
Pi ndei son asked after you ever sooften! Quite put out,
he i s! Young Reg has taken up wi th May now you' ve gone.
Bar ney asks after you now and then. Thi ngs goi ng nuch
asusual. A dGouser still asneanasever withusgirls.
He ticked off Ada for going about with a fellow"

Sl ack had careful ly noted all the nanes nenti oned.
I nqui ri es woul d be nade, and it was possi bl e sone usef ul
I nformati on m ght conetolight. O herw sethe roomhad
little to yield in the way of information.

Across a chair in the mddle of the roomwas the
f oany pi nk dancefrock Ruby hadwornearlyintheevening,
with a pair of satin high-heel ed shoes kicked off



carelessly on the fl oor. Two sheer sil k stocki ngs were
rolledinto aball and flung down. One had a | adder in
it. Melchett recalled that the dead girl had had bare
| egs. This, Slack |earned, was her custom She used
make-up on her |egs instead of stockings, and only
sonetimes wore stockings for dancing; by this neans
savi ng expense. The wardrobe door was open and showed
a variety of rather flashy evening dresses and a row
of shoes bel ow. There was sone soil ed underwear inthe
cl ot hes basket ; sone nai | pari ngs, soil edface-cl eani ng
tissue and bits of cotton wool stained with rouge and
nai |l polishinthe wastepaper basket, in fact, nothing
out of the ordinary. The facts seened plain to read.
Ruby had hurried upstairs, changed her clothes and
hurried of f agai n where?

Josephi ne Tur ner, who m ght be supposedt o knownost
about Ruby'slifeandfriends, had provedunabl et o hel p.
But t hi s, as| nspector Sl ack poi ntedout, m ght benat ural .
"If what you tell ne is true, sir about this adoption
busi ness, | nean well, Josie would be all for Ruby
breaking with any old friends she m ght have, and who
m ght queer the pitch, so to speak. As | seeit, this
i nvalid gentleman gets all worked up about Ruby Keene
bei ng such a sweet, innocent, childishlittle piece of
goods. Now supposi hg Ruby' s got a tough boy fri end t hat
won't go down so well with the old boy. Soit's Ruby's
busi nesstokeepthat dark. Josi edoesn't knownuch about
the girl, anyway not about her friends and all that.
But one thing she woul dn't stand for Ruby's nessing up
t hi ngs by carrying on with sone undesirable fell ow. So
it stands to reason that Ruby who, as | see it, was a
slylittle piece, woul d keep very dar k about seei ng any
oldfriend. She wouldn't | et onto Josi e anythi ng about
I t; otherw se Josi ewuldsay, 'No, youdon't, nmygirl.'
But you knowwhat girl s are especi al | y young ones al ways
ready to make a fool of thenselves over a tough guy.
Ruby wants to see him He cones down here, cuts up rough
about the whol e business and wings her neck."



"I expect you' reright Sl ack, " sai d Col onel Mel chett,
di squi si ng hi s usual repugnance for the unpl easant way
Sl ack had of puttingthings. "If so, we ought to be abl e
todi scover thistoughfriend sidentityfairlyeasily."
"Youleaveit tone, sir," saidSlack w th his usual
confidence. "I"|| get holdof thisLit girl at that Pal ai s
de Danse pl ace and turn her right insideout. W'll soon
get at the truth."” Colonel Ml chett wondered if they
woul d. Sl ack' s energy and activity al ways made hi mf eel
tired. "There's one ot her person you m ght be able to
get atip from sir," went on Slack. "And that's the
dance-and-tennis-pro fellow. He nust have seen a | ot
of her, and he' d knownor et hanJosi ewul d. Li kel y enough
she'd | oosen her tongue a bit to him"

"I have already discussed that point with
Superi nt endent Harper."

"Good, sir. |'ve done the chanbernaids pretty
t horoughl y. They don't knowat hi ng. Looked downont hese
two, as far as | can nake out. Scanped the service as
much as t hey dar ed. Chanbermai dwas i n herel ast at seven
o' clock last night, when she turned down the bed and
drewt hecurtainsandcl earedupabit. There'sabat hroom
next door, if you'd like to see it."

The bat hroomwas si tuat ed bet ween Ruby' s roomand
the slightly larger room occupied by Josie. It was
uni | lum nati ng. Col onel Mel chett silently marvel ed at
t he anount of ai ds to beauty t hat wonen coul d use. Rows
of jars of face cream cl eansi ng cream vani shi ng cream
ski n-f eedi ngcream Boxes of di fferent shades of powder.
Anunti dy heap of everyvarietyof Iipstick. Hair | oti ons
and brighteni ng applications. Eyel ash bl ack, mascar a,
bl ue stai nfor under the eyes, at | east twel ve di fferent
shades of nail varnish, face tissues, bits of cotton
wool , dirty powder puffs. Bottles of |otions --
astringent, tonic, soothing, and so on. "Do you nean
to say,"” he nurnured feebly, "that wonen use all these



t hi ngs?"

| nspect or Sl ack, who al ways knewever yt hi ng, ki ndly
enlightened him "In private |life, sir, so to speak,
a | ady keeps to one or two distinct shades -- one for
eveni ng, one for day. They knowwhat suits themand t hey
keeptoit. But these professional girls, they have to
ring a change, so to speak. They do exhi bi ti on dances,
and one night it's a tango, and the next a crinoline
Vi ctorian dance, and then a ki nd of Apache dance, and
t hen just ordinary ballroom and of course t he make-up
varies a good bit."

"Good Lord, " saidthecol onel. "Nowonder t he peopl e
who turn out these creans and nesses nake a fortune."

"Easy noney, that's what it is,"” said Slack. "Easy
noney. Got to spend abit inadvertisenent, of course.”

Col onel Mel chett jerked his mnd away fromthe
fasci nati ng and age- | ong pr obl emof wonan' s ador nnent s.
Hesaid, "There'sstill thisdancingfellow Your pigeon,
superi ntendent."

"l suppose so, Sir.

As t hey went downst ai rs Har per asked, "What di dyou
think of M. Bartlett's story, sir?"

"About his car? | think, Harper, that that young
man wants watching. It's a fishy story. Supposi ng t hat
he di d t ake Ruby Keene out inthat car | ast night, after
al | 2"

[mssing text] really very little to say. She was
quite a pleasant and rather stupid girl."

“"It's her friendships we're particul arly anxi ous
to know about. Her friendships with nen."



"So | suppose. Well, | don't know anyt hi ng. She'd
got a few young nen in towin the hotel, but nothing
speci al . You see, she was nearly al ways nonopol i zed by
the Jefferson famly."

"Yes, the Jefferson famly." Harper paused
nmedi tatively. He shot a shrewd gl ance at t he young nman.
"What did you think of that business, M. Starr?"

Raynond Starr said coolly, "What business?"

Har per said, "Did you knowthat M. Jefferson was
proposi ng to adopt Ruby Keene | egally?"

Thi s appeared to be news to Starr. He pursed up his
| i ps and whistled. He said, "The clever little devil!
Oh, well, there's no fool like an old fool."

"That's how it strikes you, is it?"

"Well, what el se can one say? | f t he ol d boy want ed
t o adopt soneone, why didn't he pick uponagirl of his
own cl ass?"

"Ruby never nentioned the matter to you?"

"No, she didn't. | knew she was el at ed about
sonething, but | didn't know what it was."

"And Josi e?"

"Ch, | think Josie nmust have known what was i n the
wi nd. Probably she was the one who pl anned t he whol e
thing. Josie's no fool. She's got a head on her, that

girl."

Har per nodded. It was Josi e who had sent for Ruby
Keene. Josi e, nodoubt, who had encouragedtheintimacy.
No wonder she had been upset when Ruby had failed to
show up for her dance that night and Conway Jefferson



had begun to pani c. She was envi sagi ng her pl ans goi ng
awy. He asked, "Coul d Ruby keep a secret, doyouthi nk?"

"As well as nost. She didn't tal k about her own
affairs nuch."”

"Did she ever say anything anything at all about
sone friend of hers, soneone fromher former life who
was com ng to see her or whom she had had difficulty
wi th? You know the sort of thing | nean, no doubt."

"I knowperfectly. Well, as far as |' maware, there
was no one of the ki nd. Not by anythi ng she ever said."

"Thank you. Noww || you just tell nme in your own
wor ds exactly what happened | ast night?"

"Certainly. Ruby and | did our ten-thirty dance
t oget her. "

"No signs of anything unusual about her then?"
Raynond consi dered. "I don't think so. | didn't notice
what happened afterward. | had ny own partners to | ook
after. | dorenenber notici ngshewas not i ntheballroom
At m dni ght she hadn't turned up. | was very annoyed
and went to Josie about it. Josie was playing bridge
Wi ththe Jeffersons. She hadn't any i dea wher e Ruby was,
and | think shegot abit of ajolt. | noticed her shoot
a qui ck, anxious glance at M. Jefferson. | persuaded
t he band t o pl ay anot her dance and | went to the office
and got themto ring up Ruby's room There wasn't any
answer. | went back to Josie. She suggested that Ruby
was per haps asl eepi nher room |dioticsuggestionreally,
but it was neant for the Jeffersons, of course! She cane
away wth ne and said we'd go up together."

"Yes, M. Starr. And what di d she say when she was
al one wth you?"

"As far as | can renenber, she | ooked very angry



and said, Damed little fool. She can't do this sort
of thing. It will ruinall her chances. Who's she wi t h?
Do you know?"

"I saidthat | hadn't the | east idea. The last |I'd
seen of her was dancingw th young Bartlett. Josi e sai d,
"She woul dn't be with him What can she be up to? She
isn't wwth that filmmn, is she?"

Har per said sharply, "Filmmn? Wi was he?"

Raynond said, "I don't know his nane. He's never
st ayed here. Rat her an unusual -1 ooki ng chap, bl ack hair
and t heatri cal -1 ooki ng. He has sonethingtodow ththe
filmindustry, | believe or so he told Ruby. He cane
over to dine here once or tw ce and danced wi th Ruby
afterward, but | don't think she knewhimat all well.
That's why | was surprised when Josie nentioned him
| saidl didn't thinkhe' dbeenheretonight. Josiesaid,
"Wel |, she nmust be out with soneone. What on earth am
| going to say to the Jeffersons?" | said what did it
matter tothe Jeffersons? And Josiesaidit didmtter.
And she said, too, that she' d never forgive Ruby i f she
went and nessed things up."

"We' d got to Ruby' s roomby t hen. She wasn't t here,
of course, but she'd been there, because the dress she
had been weari ng was | yi ng across a chair. Josi e | ooked
I n the wardrobe and sai d she t hought she'd put on her
ol dwhitedress. Normal | y she' d have changedi nt o a bl ack
vel vet dress for our Spani sh dance. | was pretty angry
by this tinme at the way Ruby had | et ne down. Josie did
her best to soot he ne and sai d she' d dance hersel f, so
that ol d Prestcott shouldn't get after us all. She went
away and changed her dress, and we went down and did
atango exagger at ed styl e and qui et t he Jef f er sons down.
She said it was inportant. So, of course, | did what
| could.™

Superi nt endent Har per nodded. He sai d, " Thank you,



M. Starr." To hinsel f he thought. It was i nportant all
right. Fifty thousand pounds. He wat ched Raynond Starr
as the latter noved gracefully away. He went down t he
steps of the terrace, picking up a bag of tennis balls
and a racket on the way. Ms. Jefferson, al so carrying
a racket, joined him and they went toward the tennis
courts.

"Excuse nme, sir." Sergeant Hi ggins, rather
breat hl ess, was standi ng at Superintendent Harper's
side. The superintendent, jerked fromthe train of
t hought hewas fol | owi ng, | ookedstartl ed. "Messagej ust
cone through for you fromheadquarters, sir. Laborer
reportedthis norning sawgl are as of fire. Hal f an hour
ago they found a burnt-out car near a quarry. Venn's
Quarry about two mles fromhere. Traces of a charred
body i nside."

Aflush cane over Harper's heavy features. He said,
"What's cone to A enshire? An epidem c of viol ence?"
He asked, "Coul d t hey get the nunber of the car?" "No,
sir. But we'll be able to identify it, of course, by
t he engi ne nunber. A M noan Fourteen, they think."

SirHenryCithering, ashepassedt hroughthel ounge
of the Majestic, hardly glanced at its occupants. Hi s
m nd was preoccupi ed. Nevertheless, as is the way of
|ife, something registered in his subconscious. It
waited its tine patiently.

Sir Henry was wonderi ng, as he went upstairs, just
what had i nduced the sudden urgency of his friend's
message. Conway Jefferson was not the type of man who
sent urgent summonses to anyone. Sonet hing quite out
of the usual nust have occurred, decided Sir Henry.

Jeffersonwasted notineinbeatingabout the bush.
He said, "d ad you' ve cone. . . . Edwards, get Sir Henry
adrink. . . . Sit down, man. You' ve not heard anyt hi ng,
| suppose? Nothing in the papers yet?"



Sir Henry shook his head, his curiosity aroused.
"What's the matter?"

"Murder's the matter. I'mconcerned init, and so
are your friends, the Bantrys."

"Arthur and Dolly Bantry?" Cithering sounded
I ncredul ous.

"Yes; you see, the body was found in their house."
Clearly and succinctly, Conway Jefferson ran through
thefacts. Sir Henrylistenedw thout i nterrupting. Both
men were accustoned to grasping the gist of a nmatter.
Sir Henry, during his termas conmm ssioner of the
Met ropol itan Police, had been renowned for his quick
grip on essentials. "It's an extraordi nary busi ness, "
he coment ed when the ot her had finished. "How do the
Bantrys cone into it, do you think?"

"That's what worries nme. You see, Henry, it | ooks
to ne as t hough possi bly the fact that I knowthemm ght
have a bearing on the case. That's the only connection
| can find. Neither of them | gather, ever sawthe girl
before. That's what they say, and there's no reason to
di sbelieve them It's nost unlikely they should know
her. Then isn't it possible that she was decoyed away
and her body deliberately | eft in the house of friends
of mne?" ditheringsaid, "I thinkthat'sfar-fetched."
"I't's possi bl e, though," persistedtheother. "Yes, but
unli kel y. What do you want nme to do?" Conway Jefferson
said bitterly, "I"'man invalid. | disguise the fact,
refuse to faceit, but nowit cones honeto ne. | can't
go about as 1'dliketo, asking questions, |ookinginto
things. |'ve got to stay here neekly grateful for such
scraps of informati on as the police are kind enoughto
dol e out to ne. Do you happen to know Mel chett, by the
way, the chief constabl e of Radfordshire?" "Yes, |I've
met him" SonethingstirredinSir Henry' s brain. Aface
and figure noted unseeingly as he passed t hrough the



| ounge. A straight-backed old | ady whose face was
famliar. It linked up with the last tinme he had seen
Mel chett. He said, "Do you nean you want ne to be a ki nd
of amateur sleuth? That's not ny line."

Jeffersonsaid, "You' renot anamat eur, that's just
it."

1" mnot a professional anynore. |'montheretired
list now "

Jefferson said, "That sinplifies matters."

“"You nean that if | were still at Scotl and Yard |
couldn't butt in? That's perfectly true."

"As it is," said Jefferson, "your experience
gqualifies youto take aninterest in the case, and any
cooperationyouoffer will bewel coned.” ditheringsaid
slowy, "Etiquette permts, | agree. But what do you
real |y want, Conway? To find out who killedthisgirl?"

"Just that."
“You've no idea yourself?" "None whatever."

Sir Henry said slow y, "You probably won't believe
me, but you' ve got anexpert at sol vingnysteriessitting
downstairs inthe | ounge at this m nute. Soneone who's
better than I amat it, and who, in all probability,
may have sone | ocal dope.”

"What are you tal king about ?"

“"Downstairsinthelounge, bythethirdpillar from
the left, theresits anoldlady with a sweet, placid,
spi nsterish face and a m nd t hat has pl unbed t he dept hs
of humaniniquity andtakenit as all inthe day's work.
Her nane's M ss Marple. She cones fromthe vill age of
St. Mary Mead, whichisamleandahal f fromGossington;



she's a friend of the Bantrys and, where crine is
concerned, she's the goods, Conway."

Jefferson stared at hi mwi th t hi ck pucker ed brows.
He said heavily, "You're joking."

"No, I'mnot. You spoke of Ml chett just now The
| ast tinme | saw Mel chett there was a vill age tragedy.
G rl supposed to have drowned herself. Police, quite
rightly, suspected that it wasn't suicide but nurder.
They t hought they knew who did it. Along to ne cones
oldMssMrple, flutteringandC ithering. She'safraid,
she says, they'll hang the wong person. She's got no
evi dence, but she knows who did doit. Hands ne a pi ece
of paper withanane wittenonit. And, Jefferson, she
was right!”

Conway Jef f erson' s br ows cane down | ower t han ever.
He grunted disbelievingly.

"Wbman's intuition, | suppose," he said
skeptically.

"No, shedoesn't call it that. Speci ali zedknow edge
Is her claim™

"And what does that nean?"

"Wel |, youknow, Jefferson, weuseitinpolicework.
We get a burglary and we usually know pretty well who
didit of the regular crowd, that is. W knowthe sort
of burglar who acts in a particular sort of way. M ss
Mar pl e has ani nteresting, thoughoccasionallytrivial,
series of parallels fromvillage life."

Jefferson saidskeptically, "What is shelikelyto
know about a girl who's been brought upin atheatrical
m | i euand probabl y never beeninavillageinher |ife?"

"I think," saidSir Henry Cithering firmy, "that



she m ght have ideas."

M ss Marpl e fl ushed wit h pl easure as Sir Henry bore
down upon her. "Ch, Sir Henry, this is indeed a great
pi ece of |uck, neeting you here."

Sir Henrywas gall ant. Hesaid, "Tone, it is agreat
pl easure. "

M ss Marpl e murmured, flushing, "So kind of you."

“"Are you staying here?"

"Well, as a matter of fact we are.”

AR 2"

"Ms. Bantry' s heretoo." Shel ooked at hi mshar ply.
"Haveyouheardyet ?Yes, | canseeyouhave. Itisterrible,

is it not?"

"What' s Dol | y Bantry doi ng here? | s her husband here
t 00?"

“No. Naturally, theybothreactedquitedifferently.
Col onel Bantry, poor man, just shuts hinself upin his
study or goes down to one of the farnms when anyt hing
| i ke thi s happens. Like tortoi ses, you know, they draw
t hei r heads i n and hope nobody w || notice them Dolly,
of course, is quite different.”

"Dolly, infact,"” said Sir Henry, who knew hi s ol d
friend fairly well, "is al nost enjoying herself, eh?"

"Well . . . er . . . yes. Poor dear."

"“And she' s brought you al ongto producetherabbits
out of the hat for her?"

M ss Marpl e said conposedly, "Dolly thought that



a change of scene woul d be a good thing and she di dn't
want to cone al one." She net his eye and her own gently
tw nkl ed. "But of course your way of describingit is
quite true. It's rather enbarrassi ng for ne, because,
of course, | amno use at all."

“"No ideas? No village parallels?"
"I don't know nuch about it all yet."

"I can renedy that, | think. I'mgoing to can you
into consultation, Mss Marple."

He gave a brief recital of the course of events.
Mss Marple |istened with keen interest "Poor M.
Jefferson,"” she said. "What a very sad story. These
terribleaccidents. Tol eave hi malive, crippl ed, seens
nore cruel than if he had been killed too."

"Yes, indeed. That'swhy all hisfriends admre him
so much for the resolute way he's gone on, conquering
pain and grief and physical disabilities."

"Yes, it is splendid."

"The only thing | can't understand is this sudden
out pouringof affectionforthisgirl. Shemay, of course,
have had sone remarkable qualities.”

"Probably not," said Mss Marple placidly.

"You don't think so?"

"I don't think her qualities entered into it."

Sir Henry said, "Heisn't just anasty old nan, you
know. "

"Ch, no, no!" Mss Marpl e got quite pink. "I wasn't
i nplying that for a mnute. Wat | was trying to say



was very badly, | knowthat he was just |ooking for a
nice bright girl totake his dead daughter's pl ace, and
then this girl saw her opportunity and played it for
all she was worth! That sounds rather uncharitable, |
know, but | have seen so many cases of the kind. The
young mai dservant at M. Harbottle's, for instance. A
very ordinary girl, but quiet, with nice manners. Hs
sister was called away to nurse a dying rel ative, and
when she got back she found the girl conpl etely above
hersel f, sitting down in the drawi ng rooml aughi ng and
t al ki ng and not weari ng her cap or apron. M ss Harbottle
spoke to her very sharply, andthegirl was i npertinent,
and then old M. Harbottle |l eft her quite dunbfounded
by saying that he thought she had kept the house for
hi m | ong enough and that he was naki ng ot her
arrangenents. "

"Such a scandal as it created in the village, but
poor M ss Harbottl ehadtogoandlivenost unconfortably
I n roons i n East bour ne. Peopl e sai d t hings, of course,
but | believe there was no famliarity of any kind. It
was sinply that the old man found it nuch pl easanter
to have a young, cheerful girl telling hi mhow cl ever
and anusi ng he was than to have his sister continually
poi nting out his faultsto him evenif she was a good,
econom cal manager."

There was a nonent's pause and then M ss Marple
resuned. "Andt herewas M. Badger, whohadthechem st's
shop. Made a | ot of fuss over the young | ady who wor ked
i n his cosnetics section. Told his wife they nust | ook
on her as a daughter and have her tolive in the house.
Ms. Badger didn't see it that way at all."

Sir Henry said, "If she'd only been a girl in his
own rank of life, a friend' s child-"

M ss Marpleinterruptedhim "Onh, but that woul dn't
have been nearly as sati sfactory fromhi s poi nt of vi ew.
It's Ii ke Ki ng Cophetua and t he beggar nmaid. If you're



really rather alonely tired old man, and i f, perhaps,
your own fam |y have been negl ecti ng you" she paused
for a second "well, to befriend soneone who wll be
overwhel med with your magnificence, to put it rather
nmel odramatical |y, but | hope you see what | nean, wel |,
that's much nore interesting. It nakes you feel a nuch
great er person, a beneficent nonarch! Therecipient is
nore likely to be dazzled, and that, of course, is a
pl easant feeling for you." She paused and said, "M.
Badger, you know, bought thegirl inhisshopsonereally
fantastic presents, a dianond bracel et and a nost

expensi ver adi o- gr anophone. Took out al ot of hi s savi ngs
todoit. However, Ms. Badger, whowas anmuch nore astute
woman t han poor M ss Harbottle, marriage, of course,
hel ps, took the trouble to find out a fewthings. And
when M. Badger discovered that the girl was carrying
on wi th avery undesirabl e young man connected with t he
racecourses, and had actually pawned the bracelet to
give himthe noney well, he was conpl etely di sgusted
and the affair passed over quite safely. And he gave
M's. Badger a dianond ring the follow ng Christmas."

Her pl easant, shrewd eyes net Sir Henry's. He
wondered i f what she had been saying was i ntended as
a hint. He said, "Are you suggesting that if there had
been a young nman in Ruby Keene's life, ny friend' s
attitude toward her m ght have altered?"

"I't probably woul d, you know. | dare say in a year
or two he m ght have |i ked to arrange for her marri age
hi msel f though nore i kely he wouldn't. Gentlenen are
usual ly rather selfish. But | certainly think that if
Ruby Keene had had a young man she' d have been car ef ul
to keep very qui et about it." "And the young man m ght
haveresentedthat ?" "1 supposet hat i st henost pl ausi bl e
solution. It struck nme, you know, that her cousin, the
young woman who was at Gossi ngton this norning, | ooked
definitely angry with the dead girl. What you' ve told
me expl ai ns why. No doubt she was | ooking forward to
doing very well out of the business." "Rather a



col d- bl ooded character, in fact?"

"That' stooharshajudgnent, perhaps. Thepoor t hi ng
has had to earn her living, and you can't expect her
to sentinentalize because a well-to-do man and wonman
as you have described M. Gaskell and Ms. Jefferson
are goi ng to be done out of afurther | arge sumof noney
to which they have really no particular noral right.
| should say M ss Turner was a hardheaded, anbitious
young worman with a good tenper and consi derable joie
de vivre. Alittle," added Mss Marple, "like Jessie
ol den, the baker's daughter." "Wat happened to her ?"
asked Sir Henry. "She trained as a nursery governess
and marri ed t he son of the house, who was hone on | eave
fromlndia. Made hima very good wife, | believe." Sir
Henry pull ed hinself clear of these fascinating side
| ssues. He said, "lIs there any reason, do you think,
why ny friend Conway Jefferson should suddenly have
devel oped t his "Cophetua conplex,” if youlike to call
it that?"

"There m ght have been.”
"I'n what way?"

M ss Marpl esai d, hesitatingalittle"l shoul dthi nk
it's only a suggestion, of course that perhaps his
son-in-|l awand daughter-in-1awm ght have want ed t o get
married again."

"Surely he couldn't have objected to that?"

"Oh, no, not objected. But, you see, you nust | ook
at it fromhis point of view He has a terrible shock
and | oss; so have they. The three bereaved people live
t oget her andthe |l i nk between themi s thel oss they have
all sustained. But Tine, as ny dear not her used to say,
Is a great healer. M. Gaskell and Ms. Jefferson are
young. Wt hout knowi ngit t hensel ves, t hey may have begun
to feel restless, to resent the bonds that tied them



to their past sorrow. And so, feeling |ike that, old
M. Jefferson woul d have becone consci ous of a sudden
| ack of synpat hy wi t hout knowi ngits cause. It'susually
that. Gentlenen so easily feel neglected. Wth M.

Harbottle it was M ss Harbottle going away. And with
t he Badgers it was M's. Badger taking such an interest
In spiritualismand al ways going out to seances."

"I must say,"” said Sir Henry ruefully, "that | do
di sli ke the way you reduce us all to a general common
denom nator. "

M ss Mar pl e shook her head sadly. "Human natureis
very nmuch the sane anywhere, Sir Henry."

Sir Henry said distastefully, "M . Harbottle! M.
Badger! And poor Conway! | hatetointrude the personal
note, but have you any parallel for ny hunble self in
your village?"

"Well, of course, there is Briggs."

"Who's Briggs?"

"He was t he head gardener upat AdHall. Quitethe
best man they ever had. Knew exactly when the
under - gar dener s wer e sl acki ngoff, quiteuncannyit was!
He managed wi th only t hree nmen and a boy, and t he pl ace
was kept better thanit hadbeenw thsi x. Andt ook sever al
Firsts with his sweet peas. He's retired now. "

"Like me," said Sir Henry.

"But he still does a little jobbing, if he Ilikes
t he people.”

"Ah," said Sir Henry. "Again |li ke ne. That's what
"' m doi ng now. Jobbing. To help an old friend."

"Two old friends."



"Two?" Sir Henry looked a little puzzl ed.

M ss Mar pl esai d, "l supposeyouneant M. Jefferson.
But | wasn't thinkingof him | was thinking of Col onel
and Ms. Bantry."

"Yes, yes, | see." He asked sharply, "Was t hat why
you alluded to Dolly Bantry as 'poor dear' at the
begi nni ng of our conversation?"

"Yes. She hasn't beguntorealizethingsyet. | know,
because |' ve had nore experience. You see, Sir Henry,
It seenstonethat there's agreat possibility of this
crime bei ngthekindof crinethat never does get sol ved.
Li ke the Brighton trunk nurders. But if that happens
itwll beabsol utel ydisastrousfortheBantrys. Col onel
Bantry, likenearlyall retiredmlitary nmen, isreally
abnormal |y sensitive. He reacts very qui ckly to public
opinion. He won't notice it for sonetinme, and then it
wi Il begintogo hometohim Aslight here, and a snub
there, and invitations that are refused, and excuses
that are made, and then, littlebylittle, it will dawn
uponhim andhe'll retireintohisshell andget terribly
norbid and m serable.”

"Let me besurel understandyourightly, M ss Marpl e.
You nean t hat, because t he body was found i n hi s house,
people w I | think that he had sonethingtodowithit?"

"OF coursetheywill! I've no doubt they're saying
so already. They'll say so nore and nore. And people
w || col d-shoul der the Bantrys and avoid them That's
why t he t rut h has got t o be f ound out andwhy | waswi || i ng
to cone here with Ms. Bantry. An open accusation is
one thing and quite easy for a soldier to neet. He's
I ndi gnant and he has a chance of fi ghting. But this other
whi speringbusi nesswi || breakhim w || breakthembot h.
So, yousee, Sir Henry, we'vegot tofindout thetruth."



Sir Henry said, "Any i deas as t o why t he body shoul d
have beenfoundi nhi s house? Ther e must be an expl anati on
of that. Sone connection."

"Oh, of course."

"The girl was | ast seen here about twenty m nutes
toel even. By m dni ght, accordi ngtothenedi cal evi dence,
she was dead. Gossi ngton' s about twenty m | es fromhere.
Good road for sixteen of those mles, until one turns
off the main road. A powerful car could doit in well
under half an hour. Practically any car coul d average
thirty-five. But why anyone shoul d either kill her here
and t ake her body out to Gossington or shoul d t ake her
out t o Gossi ngton and strangl e her there, | don't know. "

"Of course you don't, because it didn't happen.”

"Do you nean t hat she was strangl ed by sone fell ow
who t ook her out in a car, and he then deci ded to push
her into the first |ikely house in the nei ghborhood?"

"I don't think anything of the kind. I think there
was a very careful plan made. What happened was t hat
the plan went wong."

Sir Henry staredat her. "Wy di dt he pl an gow ong?"

M ss Marple said rather apologetically, "Such
curious things happen, don't they? If | wereto say t hat
this particul ar plan went wong because human bei ngs
are so nmuch nore vul nerabl e and sensitive than anyone
t hi nks, it woul dn't sound sensi ble, wouldit?But that's
what | believe and-" She broke off. "Here's Ms. Bantry
now. "

Ms. Bantry was wi t h Adel ai de Jefferson. The f or ner
canme up to Sir Henry and excl ai ned, "You!"

"I, mysel f." Het ook bot h her hands and pressedthem



warmy. "I can't tell you how distressed | amat all
this, Ms. B."

Ms. Bantry sai d nechanically, "Don't call nme Ms.
B!'" and went on, "Arthur isn't here. He'stakingit all
rat her seriously. Mss Marple and | have cone here to
sl euth. Do you know Ms. Jefferson?”

"Yes, of course."

He shook hands. Adel ai de Jefferson said, "Have you
seen ny father-in-|Iaw?"

"Yes. | have."

“1"' mgl ad. W' r e anxi ous about him It wasaterrible
shock. "

Ms. Bantry said, "Let's go out onthe terrace and
have drinks and tal k about it all." The four of them
went out and joi ned Mark Gaskell, who was sitting at
the extrenme end of the terrace by hinself. After a few
desultory remarks and the arrival of the drinks, Ms.
Bantry pl unged strai ght intothe subject with her usual
zest for direct action. "W can tal k about it, can't
we?" shesaid. "I neanwe'reall oldfriends except Mss
Mar pl e, and she knows all about crine. And she wants
to help."

Mar k Gaskell | ooked at M ss Marple in a sonewhat
puzzl ed fashion. He said doubtfully, "Do you . . . er
wite detective stories?" The nost unlikely peopl e, he
knew, wrote detective stories. And M ss Marple, in her
ol d-fashi oned spi nster's cl ot hes, | ooked a singularly
unl i kel y person. "Ch, no, |' mnot cl ever enoughfor that."
"She's wonderful ," said Ms. Bantry inpatiently. "I
can't explainnow, but sheis. . . . Now Addie, | want
t o knowal | about things. What was shereallylike, this
girl?”



“"Wel | -" Adel ai de Jefferson paused, gl anced acr oss
at Mark and hal f | aughed. She said, "You're sodirect."
"Did you like her?" "No, of course | didn't."

"What was shereallylike?" Ms. Bantry shifted her
inquiry to Mark Gaskel | .

Mark said deliberately, "Comon or garden gol d
di gger. And she knewher stuff. She'd got her hooks i nto
Jeff all right."” Bothof themcalledtheir father-in-Iaw
"Jeff."

Sir Henry t hought, | ooki ng di sapprovi ngly at MarKk,
I ndi screet fellow Shouldn't be so outspoken. He had
al ways di sapproved a little of Mark Gaskell. The man
had charm but he was unreliable, tal ked too nuch, was
occasional | y boastful not quitetobetrusted, Sir Henry
t hought. He had soneti nes wondered i f Conway Jefferson
t hought so too.

"But coul dn't you do sonet hi ng about it?" demanded
Ms Bantry.

Mark said dryly, "We m ght have, if we'd reali zed
It in tinme. "

He shot a gl ance at Adel ai deandshecol oredfaintly.
There had been reproach in that gl ance.

She said, "Mark thinks |I ought to have seen what
was com ng."

"You |l eft the ol d boy al one too nuch, Addi e. Tennis
| essons and all the rest of it."

"Well, | had to have sone exercise." She spoke
apol ogetically. "Anyway, | never dreaned-"

"No, " said Mark, "neither of us ever dreaned. Jeff
has al ways been such a sensi bl e, | evel headed ol d boy. "



M ss Marpl emadeacontri butiontotheconversati on.
"Gentl enen, " shesaidw thher ol dnmai d' sway of referring
to the opposite sex as thoughit were a species of wld
ani mal, "arefrequentlynot sol evel headedast hey seem "

“I"I'l sayyou'reright,"” saidMark. "Unfortunately,
Mss Marple, we didn't realize that. W wondered what
the ol d boy sawin that rat her insipidandmneretricious
little bag of tricks. But we were pleased for himto
be kept happy and anused. W t hought there was no harm
in her. No harmin her! I wsh |I'd wung her neck."

“Mark, " sai d Addi e, "youreal |l y nust be caref ul what
you say."

He grinned at her engagingly. "I suppose | nust.
O herwi se people will think I actually did wing her
neck. Ch, well, | suppose |' munder suspicion anyway.

| f anyone had an interest in seeing that girl dead, it
was Addi e and nysel f."

"Mark," criedMs. Jefferson, hal f | aughi ngandhal f
angry, "you really mustn't!"

"All right, all right," said Mark Gaskel
pacifically. "But |I do |like speaking ny mnd. Fifty
t housand pounds our esteened father-in-Ilaw was
proposing to settle upon that half-baked, nit-wtted
little sly puss-"

"Mark, you nustn't! She's dead!"

"Yes, she's dead, poor littledevil. And after all,
why shoul dn't she use t he weapons t hat Nat ure gave her?
Who am| to judge? Done plenty of rotten things nyself
inmy life. No, let's say Ruby was entitled to pl ot and
schene, and we wer e nugs not to have tunbl ed t o her gane
sooner . "



Sir Henry said, "Wat did you say when Conway tol d
you he proposed to adopt the girl?"

Mar k t hr ust out hi s hands. "What coul d we say? Addi e,
always the little | ady, retained her self-control
admrably. Put a brave face upon it. | endeavored to
foll ow her exanple.™

"I should have nmade a fuss!" said Ms. Bantry.

"Wl |, frankl y speaki ng, weweren't entitl edtonake
a fuss. It was Jeff's noney. W weren't his flesh and
bl ood. He'd al ways been dammed good to us. There was
nothing for it but to bite on the bullet." He added
reflectively, "But we didn't love little Ruby."

Adel ai de Jeffersonsaid, "If only it had been sone
ot her kind of girl. Jeff had two godchil dren, you know.
I f it had beenoneof themwell, one woul d have under st ood
it." She added wi th a shade of resentnent, "And Jeff's
al ways seened so fond of Peter."

"OF course," saidMs. Bantry. "I al ways have known
Peter was your first husband's child, but I'd quite
forgotten it. |'ve always thought of himas M.

Jefferson's grandson.”

"So have | ," said Adel ai de. Her voice held a note
t hat mnade M ss Marple turnin her chair and | ook at her.

"I't was Josie's fault,"” said Mark. "Josi e brought
her here.™

Adel ai de said, "On, but surely you don't think it
was del i berate, do you? Wiy, you' ve al ways | i ked Josi e

so much." "Yes, | didlike her. | thought she was a good
sport."™ "It was sheer accident, her bringing the gir
down." "Josie's got a good head on her shoul ders, ny

girl." "Yes, but she couldn't foresee-"



Mar k said, "No, she couldn't. | admt it. |I'mnot
real |y accusi ng her of planning the whole thing. But
' ve no doubt she saw which way the wi nd was bl ow ng
| ong before we did, and kept very quiet about it."

Adel ai desaidw thasigh, "I supposeonecan't bl ane
her for that."

Mar k sai d, "Ch, we can't bl anme anyone f or anyt hi ng! "
Ms. Bantry asked, "Was Ruby Keene very pretty?" Mark

stared at her. "I thought you'd seen-" Ms. Bantry sai d
hastily, "Ch, yes, | saw her her body. But she'd been
strangl ed, you know, and one couldn't tell-" She

shi ver ed.

Mar k sai dt houghtfully, "I don't thinkshewasreal |y
pretty at all. She certainly woul dn't have been w t hout
any make-up. Athinferretylittle face, not nuch chin,
t eet hrunni ngdown her t hr oat, nondescri pt sort of nose-"
"I't sounds revolting," said Ms. Bantry. "Ch, no, she
wasn't. As | say, with make-up she managedto give quite
an effect of goodl ooks. . . . Don't youthinkso, Addi e?"

"Yes, rather chocol ate-box, pink-and-white
busi ness. She had ni ce bl ue eyes." "Yes, innocent - baby
stare, and the heavily bl acked | ashes brought out the
bl ueness. Her hair was bl eached, of course. It's true,
when | conetothinkof it, that incoloring, artificial
col ori ng, anyway, she had a ki nd of spuri ous resenbl ance
to Rosanmund, ny wife, you know. | dare say that's what
attracted the old man's attention to her." He sighed.
"Well, it'sabadbusi ness. Theawful thingisthat Addi e
and | can't hel p being glad, really, that she's dead."
He quell ed a protest fromhis sister-in-law. "It's no
good, Addie. | knowwhat you feel. | feel the sane. And
"' mnot going to pretend! But at the sanme tine, if you
know what | nean, | really amnost awfully concerned
for Jeff about the whole business. It's hit himvery
hard. |-" He st opped and st ared toward t he doors | eadi ng
out of the lounge onto the terrace. "Well, well. See



who's here. . . . What an unscrupul ous wonan you are,
Addi e. "

Ms. Jefferson | ooked over her shoul der, uttered
an excl amati on and got up, a slight color risingin her
face. She wal ked qui ckly al ong the terrace and went up
toatall, mddle-aged man wwth a thin brown face who
was | ooki ng uncertainly about him

Ms. Bantry said, "lsn't that Hugo McLean?"

Mar k Gaskel | sai d, "Hugo McLeanitis. AliasWIIiam
Dobbi n. "

Ms. Bantry nurnured, "He's very faithful, isn't
he?"

"Dogl i ke devotion," said Mark. "Addie's only got
to whistle and Hugo cones trotting al ong fromany odd
corner of the gl obe. Al ways hopes that soneday she'l
marry him | dare say she wll."

M ss Marpl e | ooked beam ngly after them She sai d,
"l see. A romance?"

"“One of the good ol d-fashi oned ki nd, " Mark assur ed
her. "It's been going on for years. Addie's that kind
of woman." He added neditatively, "l suppose Addie
t el ephoned hi mt hi s norni ng. Shedidn't tell neshe had. "

Edwar ds cane di screetl yal ongtheterraceandpaused
at Mark's el bow. "Excuse ne, sir. M. Jefferson woul d
i ke you to cone up."
“I"l1l conme at once." Mark sprang up. He nodded to
them said, "See you later," and went off.

Sir Henry | eaned forward to M ss Marple. He said,
"Wel |, what do you t hi nk of the princi pal beneficiaries
of the crine?"



M ss Mar pl e sai d t houghtful Iy, | ooki ng at Adel ai de
Jefferson as she stood talking to her old friend, "I
shoul d think, you know, that she was a very devoted
not her . "

"Oh, sheis,"saidMs. Bantry. "She' ssi npl ydevot ed
to Peter."

"She' s t he ki nd of woman, " said M ss Marpl e, "that
everyonel i kes. The ki nd of womant hat coul dgoongetting
marri edagai nandagai n. | don't neananman' swonmant hat's
quitedifferent." "l knowwhat younean, " saidSir Henry.
"What you both nean," said Ms. Bantry, "is that she's
agoodlistener."” Sir Henry | aughed. He said, "And Mark
Gaskel [ ?" "Ah," said M ss Marple. "He'sadowny fell ow. "
"Village parallel, please?"

"M. Cargill, thebuilder. Hebluffedal ot of peopl e
I nt o havi ng t hi ngs donetotheir houses t hey never neant
t o do. And howhe chargedthemfor it! But he coul dal ways
explain his bill away plausibly. A downy fellow He
married noney. So did M. Gaskell, | understand." "You
don't like him"

"Yes, | do. Most wonmen woul d. But he can't take ne
in. He'savery attractive person, | think. But alittle
unw se, perhaps, to tal k as nuch as he does." "Unw se'
is the word," said Sir Henry. "Mark will get hinself
intotroubleif he doesn't | ook out.” Atall dark young
man in white flannels cane to the terrace and paused
just for a [mssing text] Adel ai de Jefferson and Hugo
McLean. [mssing text] said Sir Henry obligingly, "is
X, whomwe m ght describe as an interested party. He
I s the tennis danci ng pro, Raynond Starr, Ruby Keene's
partner."

M ss Marpl e | ooked at himwith i nterest. She said,
"He's very nice-looking, isn't he?"



"l suppose so."

"Don't be absurd. Sir Henry," said Ms. Bantry.
"There's no supposing about it. He is good-1ooking."

Mss Marple nurnured, "Ms. Jefferson has been
taking tennis |l essons, | think she said."

"Do you nean anyt hi ng by t hat, Jane, or don't you?"

M ss Marple had no chance of replying to this
downri ght questi on. Young Pet er Car nody cane across t he
terrace and joined them He addressed hinself to Sir
Henry. "l say, areyou adetectivetoo?!| sawyoutal ki ng
tothe superintendent, the fat oneis asuperintendent,
isn't he?"

"Quite right, ny son."

"And sonebody told ne you were a frightfully
| nportant detective fromLondon. The head of Scotl and
Yard or sonething like that."

"The head of Scotland Yard is usually a conplete
dud in books, isn't he?"

" Ch, no; not nowadays. Making fun of the policeis
very ol d- f ashi oned. Do you knowwho di d t he nur der yet ?"

"Not yet, I'mafraid."

"Areyouenjoyingthisverymch, Peter?" asked Ms.
Bantry.

“Well, | amrather. It makes a change, doesn't it?
' ve been huntingroundtoseeif | couldfindany clues,
but | haven't been | ucky. |I've got a souvenir, though.

Wul d you like to see it? Fancy, nother wanted ne to
throwit away. | dothinkone' s parentsarerather trying
sonetinmes."” He produced fromhis pocket a snall nmatch



box. Pushingit open, hedi scl osedt hepreci ouscontents.
"See, it's afingernail. Her fingernail. I'"mgoing to
| abel it Fingernail of the Murdered Wonan and take it
back to school. It's a good souvenir, don't you thi nk?"
"Where did you get it?" asked Mss Marple. "Well, it
was a bit of luck, really. Because of course | didn't
know she was going to be nurdered then. It was before
di nner | ast ni ght. Ruby caught her nail i nJosie's shaw
and it toreit. Mumis cut it off for her and gave it
to nme and said put it in the wastepaper basket, and I
meant to, but | put it in nmy pocket instead, and this
nmorning | renmenbered and | ooked to see if it was still
there, and it was, so nowl've got it as a souvenir."

“"Disgusting," saidMs. Bantry. Peter saidpolitely,
"Ch, do you think so?" "Got any ot her souvenirs?" asked
Sir Henry. "Well, | don't know. |'ve got sonet hi ng t hat
m ght be." "Expl ai n yoursel f, young man." Peter | ooked
at himthoughtfully. Then he pulled out an envel ope.
Fromthe inside of it he extracted a piece of brown
tape-1li ke substance. "It's a bit of that chap CGeorge
Bartlett's shoel ace," he explained. "I saw his shoes
out si de the door this norning and | bagged a bit just
in case." "In case what?" "In case he should be the
mur derer, of course. He was the | ast person to see her,
andthat'salwaysfrightfullysuspicious, youknow. . . .
Isit nearly dinnertime, do you think? I"'mfrightfully
hungry. It always seens such a long tinme between tea
and dinner. . . . Hullo, there's Uncle Hugo. | didn't
know nmuns had asked hi mt o conme down. | suppose she sent
for him She al ways does if she'sinajam Here' s Josie
comng. . . . H, Josie!"

Josephi ne Turner, com ngalongtheterrace, stopped
and | ooked rather startled to see Ms. Bantry and M ss
Marpl e. Ms. Bantry sai d pl easantly, "Howd' you do, M ss
Turner. We've cone to do a bit of sleuthing.”

Josi ecast aguiltyglanceround. Shesaid, | owering
her voi ce, "It's awf ul . Nobody knows yet. | neanit isn't



I n the papers yet. | suppose everyone wl |l be asking
me questions, and it's so awkward. | don't know what
| ought to say."

Her gl ancewent rat her wistfull ytowardM ss Mar pl e,
who said, "Yes, it will be a very difficult situation
for you, I"'mafraid."

Josie warnmed to this synpathy. "You see, M.
Prestcott saidto ne, "Don't tal k about it. And that's
all very well, but everyone is sure to ask ne and you
can't of fend peopl e, canyou? M. Prescott sai d he hoped
|'"d feel able to carry on as usual, and he wasn't very
ni ce about it, so, of course, | want to do ny best. And
| really don't see why it should all be bl aned on ne."

Sir Henry said, "Do you m nd ne aski ng you a frank
guestion?"

"Ch, doaskneanythingyoulike, " saidJosiealittle
I nsi ncerely.

"Has t her e been any unpl easant ness bet ween you and
Ms. Jefferson and M. Gaskell over all this?"

“"Over the nurder, do you nean?"
“No, | don't nean the nurder."”

Josi estoodtw stingher fingerstogether. Shesaid
rat her sullenly, "Well, there has and there hasn't, if
you knowwhat | nean. Neit her of themhas sai d anyt hi ng.
But | think they blane it on ne, M. Jefferson taking
such afancy to Ruby, | nean. It wasn't ny fault, though,
was it ? These t hi ngs happen, and | never dreant of such
a t hi ng happeni ng bef orehand, not for a nonent. | was
qui t e dunbf ounded. " Her words rang out wi t h what seened
undeni abl e sincerity.

Sir Henry said kindly, "I'msure you were. But once



It had happened?”

Josie's chinwent up. "Well, it was a pi ece of | uck,
wasn't it? Everyone's got the right to have a pi ece of
| uck sonetines." She | ooked fromone to the other of
theminaslightlydefiant, questioni ngmanner, andthen
went on across the terrace and into the hotel.

Peter saidjudicially, "I don't think shedidit."

Mss Marplenurnured, "lIt'sinteresting, that piece
of fingernail. It had been worrying ne, you know how
to account for her nails."

"Nai | s?" asked Sir Henry.

"The dead girl's nails,"” explained Ms. Bantry.
"They were quite short and, nowthat Jane says so, of
courseit wasalittleunlikely. Agirl likethat usually
has absol ute tal ons!"

M ss Marple said, "But of course if she tore one
of f, thenshemght cliptheothers closesoastonmatch.
Did they find nail parings in her room | wonder?"

Sir Henry | ooked at her curiously. He said, "I"Il|I
ask Superintendent Harper when he gets back."

"Back fromwhere?" asked Ms. Bantry. "He hasn't
gone over to Gossington, has he?"

Sir Henry said gravely, "No. There's been anot her
tragedy. Blazing car in a quarry."

M ss Marpl e caught her breath. "WAs t here soneone
in the car?" "I'mafraid so, yes."

M ss Marpl e said thoughtfully, "I expect that wll
be the Grl CGuide who's m ssing. Patience no, Panela
Reeves. "



Sir Henry stared at her. "Now why on earth do you
t hi nk t hat ?"

M ss Marple got rather pink. "Well, it was given
out on the wirel ess that she was m ssing fromher hone
si nce | ast ni ght. And her hone was Danel ei gh Valethat's
not very far fromhere and she was | ast seen at the Grl
Qui deral | yuponDanebury Downs. That' sverycl osei ndeed.
In fact, she'd have to pass through Danenouth to get
home. So it does rather fit in, doesn't it? | nean it
| ooks as t hough she m ght have seen or perhaps heard
sonet hi ng t hat no one was supposed to see and hear. If
so, of course, she' dbe asource of danger tothe nurderer
and she' d have to be renoved. Two things |i ke t hat nust
be connected, don't you think?"

Sir Henry said, his voicedrippingalittle, "You
t hi nk a second nurder?"

"Why not ?" Her quiet, placid gaze net his. "Wen
anyone has comm tted one nurder he doesn't shrink from
anot her, does he? Nor even froma third."

"Athird? You don't think there will be a third
mur der ?"

"I thinkit'sjust possible. Yes, | thinkit'shighly
possible.™

"Mss Marple,"” said Sir Henry, "you frighten ne.
Do you know who is going to be nurdered?”

Mss Marple said, "lI've a very good idea."

Col onel Mel chett and Superi nt endent Har per | ooked
at each ot her. Harper had cone over to Much Benhamf or
a consultation. Melchett said gloomly, "Well, we know
where we are or rather where we aren't!"



"Where we aren't expresses it better, sir.
"We' ve got two deaths to take i nto account," said
Mel chett. "Two nurders. Ruby Keene andthechild, Panel a
Reeves. Not nuchtoidentifyher by, poor ki d, but enough.
One shoe escaped bur ni ng and has beeni dentifi edas hers,
and a button fromher Grl Guide uniform A fiendish
busi ness, superintendent.”

Superi nt endent Harper saidvery quietly, "I'll say
you're right, sir."

"I"'mglad to say Haydock is quite certain she was
dead before the car was set on fire. The way she was
| yi ngt hrownacrosstheseat showsthat. Probabl y knocked
on the head, poor kid."

"Or strangl ed, perhaps.”
"You think so?"
"Well, sir, there are nurderers |ike that."

"I know. |'ve seen the parents. The poor girl's
not her' s besi de her sel f. Dammed pai nful , t hewhol et hi ng.
The point for us to settle is: are the two nurders
connect ed?"

The superintendent ticked off the points on his
fingers. "Attendedral l yof G rl Gui des onDanebury Downs.
St at ed by conpani on to be nornmal and cheerful. D d not
return with three conpani ons by the bus to Medchester.
Said to themthat she was going to Danenputh to
Wbol wort h' sandwoul dt aket hebus honefromt here. That's
| i kel y enough. Woolworth'sinDanenouthisabigaffair.
The girl lived inthe back country and didn't get many
chances of goingintotown. The mai nroad i nt o Danenout h
fromthe downs does a big round inl and; Panel a Reeves
t ook a short cut over two fi el ds and a f oot path and | ane
whi ch woul d bring her i nto Danenout h near the Majestic



Hotel . The I ane, in fact, actually passes the hotel on
the west side. It's possible, therefore, that she

over heard or saw sonet hi ng, sonet hi ng concer ni ng Ruby
Keene whi ch woul d have proved dangerous to t he nurderer
say, for i nstance, that she heard hi marrangi ng t o neet
Ruby Keene at el eventhat evening. Herealizesthat this
school girl has overheard and he has to silence her."

Col onel Mel chett said, "That's presum ng, Har per,
that the Ruby Keene crine was preneditated, not
spont aneous. "

Superi ntendent Harper agreed. "I believe it was,
sir. It | ooks as thoughit woul d bethe ot her way, sudden
vi ol ence, afit of passionor jeal ousy, but | mbegi nni ng
to think that that's not so. | don't see, otherw se,
how you can account for the death of the child. If she
was a Wi tness of the actual crine it would be | ate at
ni ght, round about el even p. m, and what woul d she be
doi ng round about the Majestic Hotel at that time of
ni ght ? Why, at nine o' clock her parents were getting
anxi ous because she hadn't returned.”

"The alternative is that she went to neet soneone
I n Danenout h unknown to her fam ly and fri ends, andt hat
her death is quite unconnected with the other death.”

"Yes, sir, and | don't believe that's so. Look how
even the old lady, old Mss Marple, tunbled to it at
once that there was a connection. She asked at once if
t he body i nthe burnt car was t he body of the G rl Cui de.
Verysmart ol dl ady, that. Theseol dl adi esare, soneti nes.
Shrewd, you know. Put their fingers onthevital spot."

"M ss Marple has done that nore than once," said
Col onel Mel chett dryly.

"And besi des, sir, there's the car. That seens to
me to link up her death definitely with the Majestic
Hotel. It was M. George Bartlett's car."



Agai n the eyes of the two nen net. Melchett said,
"George Bartlett? Could be! What do you think?"

Agai n Har per nethodically recited various points.
"Ruby Keene was | ast seenwth George Bartlett. He says
she went to her room borne out by the dress she was
weari ng being found there, but did she go to her room
and change in order to go out with hin? Had t hey made
a date to go out together earlier, discussed it, say,
bef ore di nner and di d Panel a Reeves happent o over hear ?"

Col onel Mel chett said, "He didn't report the | oss
of his car until the follow ng norning, and he was
extrenel y vague about it t hen; pretendedt hat hecoul dn't
remenber exactly when he had last noticed it."

"That m ght be cleverness, sir. As | seeit, he's
either avery clever gentleman pretendingtobeasilly

ass, or else well, heis asilly ass."
"What we want," said Melchett, "is notive. As it
st ands, hehadnonoti vewhat ever for kil I i ngRuby Keene. "

"Yes, that's where we're stuck every tine. Mti ve.
Al the reports fromthe Palais de Danse at Bri xwell
are negative, | understand.”

" Absol ut el y! Ruby Keene had no speci al boy fri end.
Sl ack' s beenintothe matter thoroughly. G ve Sl ack his
due; he is thorough.”

"That's right, sir. 'Thorough' is the word."

“I'f there was anything to ferret out he'd have
ferreted it out. But there's nothing there. He got a
| i st of her nost frequent dancing partners all vetted
and found correct. Harnml ess fellows, and all able to
produce alibis for that night."



"Ah," sai d Superintendent Harper. "Alibis. That's
what we're up against."”

Mel chett | ooked at hi msharply. "Thinkso?1'veleft
that side of the investigation to you."

"Yes, sir. It's been gone into very thoroughly. W
applied to London for help over it."

"Wl | 2"

"M . Conway Jefferson may think that M. Gaskel
and young Ms. Jefferson are confortably of f, but that
Is not the case. They're both extrenely hard up."

"Isthat true?" "Quitetrue, sir. It'sas M. Conway
Jef ferson sai d; he made over consi der abl e suns of noney
to his son and daughter when they married. That was a
nunber of years ago, though. M. Frank Jefferson fancied
hi nsel f as know ng good i nvestnents. He didn't invest
I n anyt hi ng absol utely w I dcat, but he was unl ucky and
showed poor judgnent nore t han once. H s hol di ngs have
gone steadily down. | should say that Ms. Jefferson
foundit very difficult to make bot h ends neet and send
her son to a good school . "

"But she hasn't applied to her father-in-law for
hel p?"

"No, sir. As far as | can nake out she lives with
hi m and, consequently, has no househol d expenses."

“"And his health is such that he wasn't expected to
live | ong?"

“"That's right, sir. Nowfor M. Mark Gaskell, he's
a ganbl er, pure and si npl e. Got through hisw fe's noney
very soon. Has got hi nsel f tangl ed up rat her badly j ust
at present. He needs noney badly, and a good deal of
it."



"Can't say | liked the | ooks of himnmuch," said
Col onel Melchett. "W I d-1oo0oking sort of fell ow, what?
And he's got a notive, all right. Twenty-five t housand
pounds it neant to him getting that girl out of the
way. Yes, it's a notive all right." "They both had a
notive." "1' mnot consideringMs. Jefferson." "No, sir,
| knowyou're not. And, anyway, the alibi hol ds for both
of them They couldn't have done it. Just that."

"You' ve got adetail edstatenent of their novenents
t hat eveni ng?" "Yes, | have. Take M. Gaskell first.
He dinedwith his father-in-lawand Ms. Jefferson, had
coffeewi th themafterward when Ruby Keene j oi ned t hem
Thensaidhehadtowitelettersandl eft them Actually,
he took his car and went for a spin down to the front.
Hetol dnequitefranklyhecouldn't stickplayingbridge
for a whol e evening. The old boy's nad onit. So he nade
| etters an excuse. Ruby Keene remai ned with the ot hers.
Mar k Gaskel | ret ur ned when she was danci ngw t h Raynond.
After the dance Ruby canme and had a drink with them
t hen she went off with young Bartlett, and Gaskel | and
the others cut for partners and started their bridge.
That was at twenty m nutestoel even, and hedidn't | eave
the table until after mdnight. That's quite certain,
sir. Everyonesaysso: thefamly, thewaiters, everyone.
Therefore, hecoul dn't havedoneit. AndMs. Jefferson's
alibi is the sanme. She, too, didn't |eave the table.
They' re out, both of themout." Col onel Mel chett | eaned
back, tapping the table with a paper cutter.

Superi nt endent Har per said, "That i s, assum ngthe
girl was killed before mdnight."

"Haydock sai d she was. He's a very sound fellowin
police work. If he says a thing, it's so."

"There m ght be reasons -- health, physical
| di osyncrasy or sonething."



"I'"I'l putittohim" Melchett gl anced at hi s wat ch,
pi cked up t he t el ephone recei ver and asked f or a nunber.
He sai d, "Haydock ought to be i n now. Now, assum ng t hat
she was killed after m dni ght-"

Har per said, "Then there m ght be a chance. There
was sonme com ng and goi ng afterward. Let's assune t hat
Gaskel | had askedthe girl to neet hi mout si de sonmewher e
say at twenty past twelve. He slips away for a m nute
or two, strangl es her, conmes back, and di sposes of the
body later in the early hours of the norning."

Mel chett said, "Takes her by car twenty mles to
put her in Bantry's library? Dash it all, it's not a
likely story."

"No, itisn' t," thesuperintendent admttedat once.

Thet el ephonerang. Mel chett pi ckedupthereceiver.
"Hul | o, Haydock, is that you? Ruby Keene. Whuld it be
possi bl e for her to have been killed after m dni ght ?"

"I toldyoushewas ki | | ed betweentenandm dni ght."
"Yes, | know, but onecouldstretchit abit, what?"

"No, you couldn't stretch it. Wien | say she was
kill ed bef orem dni ght | nean bef ore m dni ght, and don't
try and tanper with the nedical evidence."

"Yes, but couldn't there be sone physi ol ogi cal
what not ? You know what | nean?"

"1 knowt hat youdon't knowwhat you' ret al ki ngabout .
The girl was perfectly healthy and not abnornmal in any
way, and |'mnot going to say she was just to hel p you
fit arope round the neck of sone wetched fell owwhom
you pol i ce wal | ahs have got your knife into. Now, don't
protest. | know your ways. And, by the way, the gir
wasn't strangled wllingly, that is to say, she was



drugged first. Powerful narcotic. She died of
strangul ati on, but she was drugged first." Haydock rang
of f.

Mel chett said gloomly, "Well, that's that."

Har per said, "Thought 1'd found another |ikely
starter, but it petered out."

"What' s t hat ? Who?"

"Strictly speaking, he's your pigeon, sir. Nanme of
Basi| Bl ake. Lives near Gossington Hall."

"I npudent young jackanapes!" The col onel's brow
darkened as he renenbered Basil Bl ake's outrageous
rudeness. "How s he mxed up in it?"

" Seens he knewRuby Keene. Di ned over at t he Maj esti c
quite often, dancedwiththe girl. Do you renmenber what
Josi e said to Raynond when Ruby was di scovered to be
mssing. 'Sheisn't wwth that filmman, is she?" 1've
found out it was Bl ake she neant. He's enpl oyed with
the Lenville Studios, you know. Josie has nothing to
go upon except a belief that Ruby was rather keen on
him™"

“Very prom sing. Harper, very prom sing."

"Not so good as it sounds, sir. Basil Bl ake was at
a party at the studios that night. You know t he sort
of thing. Starts at eight with cocktails and goes on
and on until the air's too thick to see through and
everyone passes out. Accordingtol nspector Sl ack, who's
guestioned him he left the showround about m dni ght.
At m dni ght Ruby Keene was dead."

"Anyone bear out his statenent?"

"Most of them | gather, sir, wererather . . . er



far gone. The . . . er young wonman now at the bungal ow,
M ss Di nah Lee, says that statenent is correct.”

"Doesn't nmean a thing."

"No, sir, probably not. Statenentstakenfromother
menbers of the party bear M. Bl ake's statenent out,
ont hewhol e, thoughi deasastotinearesonewhat vague. "

"Where are these studi os?"

"Lenville, sir, thirty mles sout hwest of London.

"It's about the sane di stance from here."

"Yes, sir.

Col onel Mel chett rubbedhi snose. Hesaidi nar at her
di ssatisfied tone, "Well, it | ooks as though we coul d
wash hi mout."

"I think so, sir. There is no evidence that he was
seriously attracted by Ruby Keene. In fact,"
Superi nt endent Harper coughed primy "he seens fully
occupied wth his own young | ady."

Mel chett said, "Well, weareleft withX anunknown
mur derer, so unknown Sl ack can't find a trace of him
O Jefferson'sson-in-law, who m ght havewantedtokil |
the girl, but didn't have a chance to do so.
Daughter-in-lawditto. O CGeorge Bartlett, who has no
alibi, but, unfortunately, no notive either. O wth
young Bl ake, who has an al i bi and no notive. Andthat's
the lot! No, stop. | suppose we ought to consi der the
dancing fell ow, Raynond Starr. After all, he sawa | ot
of the girl."

Har per said slowy, "Can't believe he took nuch
i nterest in her or else he's a thundering good actor.
And, for all practical purposes, he's got an ali bi too.



He was nore or lessinviewfromtwenty m nutesto el even
until m dnight, dancing with various partners. | don't
see that we can nake a case against him"

"I'n fact," said Col onel Melchett, "we can't nake
a case agai nst anybody."

"George Bartlett's our best hope, " Harper said. "If
we could only hit on a notive."

"You' ve had him | ooked up?"

"Yes, sir. Only child. Coddl ed by his nother. Cane
I nt o a good deal of noney on her deat h ayear ago. Getting
through it fast. Wak rather than vicious."

“"May be nental ," said Melchett hopefully.

Superi ntendent Harper nodded. He said, "Has it
struck you, sir, that that may be the explanati on of
t he whol e case?”

"Crimnal lunatic, you nean?"

"Yes, sir. One of those fell ows who go about
strangling young girls. Doctors have a | ong nane for
it."

"That woul d solve all our difficulties," said

Mel cbet t.

"There'sonlyonethingl don't |ikeabout it," said
[ M ssing text]

Conway Jeffersonstirredinhi ssl eepandstretched.
His arns were fl ung out, | ong, powerful armnms i nto which
all the strength of his body seened to be concentrated
since his accident. Through the curtains the norning
| i ght gl owedsoftly. Conway Jeffersonsm | edtohinself.
Al ways, after ani ght of rest, he woke li ke t hi s, happy,



refreshed, his deepvitality renewed. Anot her day! So,
for amnute, he lay. Then he pressed t he speci al bell
by his hand. And suddenly a wave of renenbrance swept
over hi m Evenas Edwar ds, deft andqui et -f oot ed, entered
t her ooma groanwas w ung f romhi s nast er. Edwar ds paused
with his hand on the curtains. He said, "You're not in
pain, sir?"

Conway Jef f er sonsai dharshly, "No. Goon, pull "em"”
Thecl ear i ght fl oodedt heroom Edwards, under st andi ng,
did not glance at his master.

Hi s facegrim Conway Jeffersonl ay renenberi ng and
t hi nki ng. Before his eyes he sawagainthepretty, vapid
face of Ruby. Onlyinhism ndhedidnot usetheadjective
"vapi d." Last night he would have said "innocent." A
nai ve, i nnocent child! And now? A great weari ness cane
over Conway Jefferson. He cl osed his eyes. He nurnured
bel ow his breath, "Margaret.” It was the nanme of his
dead wi fe.

"I like your friend," said Adel ai de Jefferson to
Ms. Bantry. The two wonen were sitting ontheterrace.

“Jane Marpl e's a very remar kabl e woman, " sai d M s.
Bantry.

"She's nice too," said Addie, smling.

"Peopl ecal | her ascandal nonger, " saidMs. Bantry,
"but she isn't really."”

"Just a | ow opi nion of human nature?"

"You could call it that."

“I't'srather refreshing," sai d Adel ai de Jef f er son,
"after having had too nmuch of the other thing." Ms.

Bantry | ooked at her sharply. Addi e expl ai ned hersel f.
"So much high thinking idealization of an unworthy



obj ect!"
"You nean Ruby Keene?"

Addi e nodded. "I don't want to be horri d about her.
There wasn't any harmin her. Poor |little rat, she had
to fight for what she wanted. She wasn't bad. Conmobn
and rat her silly and quite good-natured, but a deci ded
littlegolddigger. | don't thinksheschenedor pl anned.
It was just that she was quick to take advantage of a
possi bility. Andshe knewj ust howt o appeal toanel derly
man who was | onely."

"I suppose,"” said Ms. Bantry thoughtfully, "t hat
Conway was |onely."

Addi e noved restlessly. She said, "He was this
sumrer. " She paused and t hen burst out, "Mark wi I | have
it that it was all ny fault! Perhaps it was; | don't
know. " She was silent for a mnute, then, inpelled by
sone need to tal k, she went on speakinginadifficult,
al nost rel uctant way. "I've had such anoddsort of |ife.
M ke Carnody, ny first husband, died so soon after we
weremarriedit -- it knocked ne out. Peter, as you know,
was born after his death. Frank Jefferson was Mke's
great friend. Sol canetoseeal ot of him Hewas Peter's
godf at her, M ke had wanted that. | got very fond of him
and oh, sorry for himtoo."

"Sorry?" queried Ms. Bantry with interest.

"Yes, just that. It sounds odd. Frank had al ways
had everything he wanted. Hi s father and his nother
coul dn't have been nicer to him And yet howcan | say
It, yousee, ol dM . Jefferson' spersonalityissostrong.
If youlivewithit youcan't sonehowhave a personality
of your own. Frank felt that."

"Whenwe were marri ed hewas very happy, wonderful |y
so. M. Jefferson was very generous. He settled al arge



sumof noney on Frank; said he wanted his childrento
be i ndependent and not have to wait for his death. It
was so ni ce of hi mso generous. But it was nucht oo sudden.
He ought real | y t o have accust oned Frank t oi ndependence
little by little."

"It went to Frank's head. He wanted to be as good
a man as hi s fat her, as cl ever about noney and busi ness,
as farseei ng and successful. And of course he wasn't.
He didn't exactly speculate with the noney, but he
I nvested in the wong things at the wong tine. It's
frightening, you know, how soon noney goes if you're
not clever about it. The nore Frank dropped, the nore
eager hewastoget it back by sone cl ever deal . Sot hi ngs
went from bad to worse."

"But, ny dear,"
have advi sed hi n"

said Ms. Bantry, "coul dn't Conway

"Hedi dn't want t o be advi sed. Theonet hi ng he want ed
was to do well on his own. That's why we never let M.
Jefferson know. When Frank died there was very little
left; only atiny incone for ne. And | didn't let his
father know either. You see," she turned abruptly "it
woul d have seened |i ke betraying Frank to him Frank

woul d have hated it so. M. Jeffersonwasill for along
time. When he got well he assuned that | was a
very-wel | -of f widow |'ve never undeceived him It's

been a poi nt of honor. He knows |I' mvery careful about
noney, but hejust approves of that, thinksl'mathrifty
sort of woman. And of course Peter and | havelivedw th
hi mpractically ever since, and he's paid for all our
i ving expenses. So |'ve never had toworry." She said
slowy, "W've beenlikeafamly all these years, only
--only, youseeor don't yousee?|'ve never beenFrank's
widow to hin |'ve been Frank's wife."

Ms. Bantry graspedtheinplication. "Youneanhe's
never accepted their deaths?"



“"No. He's been wonderful. But he's conquered his
own terrible tragedy by refusing to recogni ze deat h.
Mark is Rosamund's husband and |I'm Frank's wi fe, and
t hough Frank, and Rosanund aren't exactly here with us
they are still existent."

Ms. Bantry saidsoftly, "It's awonderful triunph
of faith."

"I know. W' ve gone on, year after year. But suddenly,
this summer, sonething went wonginne. | felt -- felt
rebellious. It's an awful thing to say, but | didn't
want to think of Frank any nore! Al that was over, ny
| ove and conpani onship with him and ny grief when he
died. It was sonething that had been and wasn't any
| onger."

"It's awmfully hard to describe. It's |Iike wanting

to wipe the slate clean and start again. | wanted to
be me, Addi e, still reasonably young and strong and abl e
to pl ay ganes and swi mand dance -- just a person. Even

Hugo, you know Hugo McLean? he's a dear and wants to
marry nme, but of course |'ve never really thought of
it, but this summer | did begin to think of it, not
seriously, onlyvaguel y." She st oppedandshook her head.
"And so | suppose it's true. | neglected Jeff. |I don't
mean really neglected him but nmy m nd and thoughts
weren't with him Wen Ruby, as | saw, anused him |
was rather glad. It left ne freer to go and do ny own
t hi ngs. | never dreaned, of course |l never dreaned, that
he woul d be so so infatuated with her!”

Ms. Bantry asked, "And when did you find out?"

"I was dunbfounded, absol utely dunbfounded! And,
|"mafraid, angry too."

"I'"d have been angry," said Ms. Bantry.

"There was Peter, you see. Peter's whole future



depends on Jeff. Jeff practically | ooked on himas a
grandson, or so | thought, but of course he wasn't a
grandson. He was no relation at all. And to think that
he was goi ngtobedi sinherited!™ Her firm well-shaped
hands shook a little where they lay in her |ap. "For
that's what it felt Ii ke. And for a vul gar gol d-di ggi ng
little sinpleton! Oh, | could have killed her!"

She st opped, stricken. Her beautiful hazel eyes net
Ms. Bantry's in a pl eadi ng horror. She said, "Wat an
awful thing to say!"

Hugo McLean, com ng qui etly up behi nd them asked,
"What's an awful thing to say?"

"Sit down, Hugo. You know Ms. Bantry, don't you?"

McLean had al ready greeted t he ol der | ady. He sai d,
now, i naslow, perseveringway, "Wat was an awf ul t hing
to say?"

Addi e Jeffersonsaid, "That | '"dliketohavekilled
Ruby Keene."

Hugo McLeanrefl ected am nute or two. Then he sai d,
“"No, wouldn't say that if I were you. Mght be
m sunder st ood. " Hi s eyes, steady, refl ectivegray eyes,
| ooked at her neaningly. He said, "You' ve got to watch
your step, Addie." There was a warning in his voice.

When M ss Marpl e cane out of the hotel and j oi ned
Ms. Bantryafewm nutes| ater, Hugo McLean and Adel ai de
Jeffersonwerewal ki ngdownthepathtotheseatogether.
Seating herself Mss Marple remarked, "He seens very
devot ed. "

"He's been devoted for years! One of those nen.”

"I know. Like Major Bury. He hung round an
Angl o-I ndi an wi dow for quite ten years. A joke anobng



her friends! Inthe endshegavein, but, unfortunately,
ten days before they were to have been marri ed she ran
away with the chauffeur. Such a nice woman, too, and
usually so well bal anced. ™

" Peopl e do do very odd t hi ngs, " agreed Ms. Bantry.
"I wi sh you'd been here just now, Jane. Addi e Jefferson
was telling ne all about herself, how her husband went
t hrough al | hi s noney, but they never let M. Jefferson
know. And then, this sunmer, things felt different to
her."

M ss Mar pl e nodded. "Yes. She rebel | ed, | suppose,
agai nst beingmadetoliveinthepast. Afiter all, there's
atine for everything. Youcan't sit inthe house with
t he bl i nds down forever. | suppose Ms. Jefferson just
pul | ed themup and took of f her wi dow s weeds, and her
father-in-law, of course, didn't likeit. Felt |eft out
in the cold, though I don't suppose for a mnute he
realized who put her up toit. Still, he certainly
woul dn't likeit. And so, of course, |ike old M. Badger
when his wife took up spiritualism he was just ripe
for what happened. Any fairly nice-looking young girl
who listened prettily would have done."

“"Doyouthink," saidMs. Bantry, "that t hat cousi n,
Josi e, got her down deliberately that it was a famly
pl ot ?"

M ss Marpl e shook her head. "No, | don't think so
at all. I don't think Josie has the kind of m nd that
coul d foresee people's reactions. She's rather dense
in that way. She's got one of those shrewd, limted,
practical m nds that never do foresee the future and
are usually astonished by it."

"It seens to have t aken everyone by surprise, " said
Ms. Bantry. "Addi e and Mar k Gaskel | , t oo, apparently.”

Mss Marple smled. "I dare say he had his own fi sh



to fry. Abold fellowwth a roving eye! Not the man
t o go on bei ng a sorrowi ng wi dower for years, no natter
how f ond he may have been of his wife. | should think
t hey were both restl ess under old M. Jefferson's yoke
of perpetual renenbrance. Only," added M ss Marple
cynically, "it's easier for gentlenen, of course."

At t hat very nonent Markwas confirm ngt hi sjudgnent
on hinmself in atalk with Sir Henry Cithering. Wth
characteristiccandor Mark hadgonestrai ght tothe heart
of things. "lIt's just dawned on ne," he said, "that |'m
Favorite Suspect Nunber Oneto the police! They' ve been
delvingintonyfinancial troubles. |I'mbroke, youknow,
or very nearly. If dear old Jeff dies according to
schedule in a nonth or two, and Addi e and | divi de the
di bs al soaccordingtoschedule, all will bewell. Matter

of fact, | owerather alot. If the crash cones, it wl|
be abigone! If | canstaveit off, it wll bethe other
way round; | shall cone out on top and be very rich."

SirHenryditheringsaid, "You' reaganbl er, Mark."

" Al ways have been. Ri skeverything, that'snynotto!
Yes, it's alucky thing for ne that sonebody strangl ed

that poor kid. | didn't doit. I"mnot a strangler. |
don't really think | coul d ever nurder anybody. |I' mtoo
easygoi ng. But | don't suppose | can ask the police to
believe that! | nust ook to themlike the answer to

thecrimnal i nvestigator'sprayer! Mdtive, ont hespot,
not burdened wi th high noral scruples! |I can't inmgine
why I'mnot in the jug al ready. That superintendent's
got a very nasty eye." "You' ve got that useful thing,
analibi.""AnalibiisthefishiestthingonGod searth!
No i nnocent person ever has an alibi! Besides, it all
depends on the tine of death, or sonething |like that,
and you may be sure if three doctors say the girl was
killedat mdnight, at | east six will be found who w ||
swear positively that she was killed at five in the
nor ni ng and where's nmy ali bi then?" "Well, you are abl e
to joke about it." "Damed bad taste, isn't it?" said



Mark cheerfully. "Actually, |I'mrather scared. Oneis,
W th nurder! Anddon't think |'mnot sorry for oldJeff.
| am But it's better this way, bad as the shock was,
than if he'd found her out." "What do you nean, found
her out?" Mark wi nked. "Were did she go off to | ast

night? I'll lay you any odds you | i ke she went to neet
a man. Jeff wouldn't have |iked that. He woul dn't have
liked it at all. If he'd found she was deceiving him

t hat shewasn't theprattlinglittleinnocent sheseened,
well, my father-in-lawis an odd man. He' s a man of great
sel f-control, but that self-control can snap. Andt hen,
| ook out!"

Sir Henry gl anced at himcuriously. "Are you fond
of himor not?"

“I"mvery fond of him and at the sanetine |l resent
him-- 1"1l try and expl ain. Conway Jeffersonis a man
who |l i kestocontrol hissurroundi ngs. He' s a benevol ent
despot, ki nd, generous and af fecti onate, but hisisthe
tune and the others dance to his piping."

Mar k Gaskel | paused. "I lovedny wi fe. | shall never
feel the sane for anyone el se. Rosanmund was sunshi ne
and | aughter and fl owers, and when shewas killed | felt
just like aman in the ring who's had a knockout bl ow.
But the referee's been counting a good | ong ti me now.
I"'maman, after all. I I'i kewonen. | don't want tomarry
again, not inthe least. Well, that's all right. |'ve
had t o be di screet, but |'ve had my goodtinesall right.
Poor Addi e hasn't. Addie's areally nice woman. She's
the kind of woman nen want to marry. G ve her half a
chance and she woul d marry agai n, and be very happy and
make the chap happy too."

“"But old Jeff saw her always as Frank's w fe and
hypnoti zed her i nto seei ng hersel f Ii kethat. He doesn't
knowit, but we've been in prison. | broke out, on the
quiet, a long tinme ago. Addie broke out this sunmer,
and it gave hi ma shock. It broke up his world. Result,



Ruby Keene." Irrepressibly he sang: "But she is in her
grave, and oh! The difference to net [m ssing text]

"Come and have a drink, dithering."

It was hardly surprising, Sir Henry refl ected, that
Mar k Gaskel | shoul d be an object of suspicion to the
pol i ce.

"You say M. Jefferson has resolutely refused to
| i sten?"

"Yes. | don't knowthat | blane him It's not what
| say to ny patients, superintendent, but a nman nay as
wel | wear out as rust out. Alot of ny colleagues do
that, andtakeit fromne, it's not a bad way. I napl ace
| i ke Danenout h one sees nost of the ot her thing. I nvalids
clingingtolife, terrifiedof overexertingthensel ves,
terrified of a breath of drafty air, of a stray germ
of an injudicious neal."

"| expect that's true enough," sai d Superi nt endent
Harper. "Wat it anpbunts to, then, is this: Conway
Jefferson is strong enough, physically speaking or |
suppose | nean nuscul arly speaki ng. Just what can he
do in the active line, by the way?"

"He has i mrense strengthin his arnms and shoul ders.
He was a very powerful man before his accident. He is
extrenel ydext erousi nhishandlingof hi swheel edchair,
and with the aid of crutches he can nove hi nsel f about
a roomfromhis bed to the chair, for instance.”

"Isn'tit possiblefor amaninjuredas M. Jefferson
was to have artificial |egs?"

“"Not in his case. There was a spine injury."”

"I see. Let nme sumup again. Jefferson is strong
and fit in the nuscular sense. He feels well and all



t hat ?"
Met cal f nodded.

“"But his heart isinabadcondition; any overstrain
or exertion, or a shock or a sudden fri ght, and he m ght
pop off. Is that it?"

"More or | ess. Overexertionis killing himslowy
because he won't give in when he feels tired. That
aggravates the cardiac condition. It is unlikely that
exertion would kill himsuddenly. But a sudden shock
or fright mght easily do so. That is why | expressly
warned his famly."

Superi nt endent Harper said slowy, "But in actual
fact ashockdidn't kill him | mean, doctor, that there
coul dn't have beenanuch wor se shock t hant hi s busi ness,
and he's still alive."

Doct or Met cal f shrugged hi s shoul ders. "1 know. But
I f you' d had ny experience, superintendent, you' d know
that case history shows the inpossibility of
prognosti cati ng accurately. Peopl e who ought to di e of
shock and exposure don't di e of shock and exposure, et
cetera, et cetera. The human franme i s tougher than one
can i magi ne possi ble. Mreover, in ny experience, a
physi cal shock is nore often fatal than a nental shock.
I n pl ai n |l anguage, a door bangi ng suddenl y woul d be nore
likely to kill M. Jefferson than the di scovery that
agirl hewas fondof haddiedinaparticularlyhorrible
manner . "

"Why is that, | wonder?"

"The breaki ng of a pi ece of bad news nearly al ways
sets up adefensereaction. It nunbs therecipient. They
are unable, at first, totake it in. Full realization
takesalittletine. But the banged door, soneonej unpi ng
out of a cupboard, the sudden onsl aught of a notor as



youcrossaroad, all thosethingsareimediateintheir
action. The heart gives aterrified leap to put it in
| ayman' s | anguage. "

Superi ntendent Harper said slowy, "But as far as
anyone woul d know, M. Jefferson's death m ght easily
have been caused by the shock of the girl's death?"

"Ch, easily." The doctor |ooked curiously at the
other. "You don't think-"

"I don't know what | think," said Superintendent
Har per vexedly.

"But you'll admt, sir, that the two things would
fitinvery prettily together,” hesaidalittlelater
toSir Henry Cithering. "Kill two birds withone stone.
First thegirl, and the fact of her death takes off M.
Jefferson, too, before he's had any opportunity of
altering his wll."

“"Do you think he wll alter it?"

"You' dbenorelikelytoknowthat, sir, thanl woul d.
What do you say?"

"I don't know. Before Ruby Keene cane on t he scene
| happento knowthat he had | eft hi s noney bet ween Mar k
Gaskell and Ms. Jefferson. | don't see why he shoul d
now change his m nd about that. But of course he m ght
do so."

Superi nt endent Har per agreed.

"You never know what bee a man is going to get in
hi s bonnet; especi al |l y when he doesn't feel there's any
nor al obligationinthedi sposal of hisfortune. No bl ood
relations in this case.”

Sir Henry said, "He is fond of the boy, of young



Peter."

"D you think he regards hi mas a grandson? You'd
know better than | would, sir."

Sir Henry said slowy, "No, | don't think so."

"There's another thing I1'd |ike to ask you, sir.
It'sathingl can't judgefor nyself. But they' refriends
of yours, and so you'd know, |I'd like very nuch to know
just howfond M. Jeffersonis of M. Gaskell and young
Ms. Jefferson. Nobody doubts t hat he was nuch att ached
to themboth, but he was attached tothem as | seeit,
because they were, respectively, the husband and the
w fe of his daughter and his son. But supposing, for
I nstance, one of them had married agai n?"

Sir Henry reflected. Hesaid, "It'saninteresting
point you raise there. | don't know. I"minclined to
suspect -- thisis anmereopinion-- that it woul d have
altered his attitude a good deal . He woul d have w shed
themwel |, borne no rancor, but | think yes, | rather
t hi nk t hat he woul d have takenvery littlenoreinterest
in them"

Superi nt endent Har per nodded. "I nbot hcases, sir?"

"I thinkso, yes. InM. Gaskel | ' s, al nost certainly,
and | rather thinkinMs. Jefferson's also, but that's
not nearly so certain. | think he was fond of her for
her own sake.™

"Sex woul d have sonething to do with that," said
Superi nt endent Har per sapiently. "Easier for hi mtol ook
on her as a daughter than to |l ook on M. Gaskell as a
son. It works both ways. Wnen accept a son-in-|law as
one of the famly easily enough, but there aren't many
ti mes when awoman | ooks on her son' sw f e as adaughter.”
Superi nt endent Harper went on, "M nd if we wal k al ong
thispath, sir, tothetenniscourt?| see Mss Marple's



sitting there. I want to ask her to do sonething for
me. As a matter of fact, | want to rope you both in."

“I'n what way, superintendent?”

"To get at stuff that | can't get at nyself. | want
you to tackle Edwards for ne, sir.”

"Edwar ds? What do you want from hi n®"

"Everyt hing you can thi nk of . Everythi ng he knows
and what he thinks. About the relations between the
various nenbers of the famly, his angle on the Ruby
Keene busi ness. I nsi destuff. Heknows better t hananyone
the state of affairs. And he woul dn't tell ne. But he'll
tell you. Because you're a gentleman and a friend of
M. Jefferson's."

SirHenrysaidgrimy, "lI'vebeensent for, urgently,
toget at thetruth. | neanto do ny utnost." He added,
"Where do you want M ss Marple to help you?"

"Wthsonegirls. Sone of those Grls Guides. W' ve
found hal f a dozen or so, the ones who were nost friendly
Wi th Panel a Reeves. It's possible that they may know
sonet hi ng. You see, |'ve beenthinking. It seens to ne
that if that girl was going to Wolwrth's she woul d
have tried to persuade one of the other girlstogowth
her. Sol thinkit's possiblethat Wolworth's was only
an excuse. If so, I'd like to know where the girl was
real |y going. She may have let slip sonething. If so,
| feel Mss Marple's the personto get it out of these
girls. I'd say she knows a thing or two about girls."

"I't soundstonethekindof villagedonestic problem
that isright upMss Marple's street. She's very sharp,
you know. "

The superintendent smled. Hesaid, "I'l| sayyou're
right. Nothing nuch gets past her."



M ss Mar pl el ooked up at t hei r appr oach and wel coned
them eagerly. She listened to the superintendent's
request and at once acqui esced. "I should |like to help
you very nmuch, superintendent, and | think that perhaps
| could be of sone use. What with the Sunday school,
you know, and Br owni es and our Gui des, and t he or phanage
quite near. I'mon the commttee, you know, and often
runinto have alittletalk wwth the matron and their
servants. | usual |l y have very young nai ds. OCh, yes, |'ve
quite a | ot of experience in when a girl is speaking
the truth and when she's hol di ng sonet hi ng back. "

“I'n fact, you're an expert," said Sir Henry.

M ss Marple flashed hima reproachful gl ance and
said, "Oh, please don't laugh at ne Sir Henry."

"I shouldn't dreamof | aughi ng at you. You've had
the laugh on ne too many tines."

"One does see so nuch evil inavillage," murmnured
Mss Marple in an explanatory voi ce.
"By the way, " said Sir Henry, "1've cl eared up one
poi nt you asked ne about. The superintendent tells ne
that there were nail clippings in Ruby's wastepaper
basket . "

M ss Marpl e said thoughtfully, "There were? Then
that's that."

"Why di d you want to know M ss Mar pl e?" asked t he
superi nt endent .

Mss Marple said, "It was one of the things that
wel |, that seenmed wong when | | ooked at the body. The
hands wer e wong sonehow, and | couldn't at first think
why. Then | realized that girls who are very nuch nade
up, and all that, usually have very | ong fingernails.



O course, | knowthat girls everywhere do bite their
nails; it's one of those habits that are very hard to
break onesel f of. But vanity often does a lot to help.
Still, | presuned that this girl hadn't cured herself.
Andthenthelittl eboyPeter, youknow, he sai dsonet hi ng
whi ch showed t hat her nai | s had been| ong, onl y she caught
one and broke it. So then, of course, she m ght have
trimred off the rest to make an even appear ance, and
| asked about clippings and Sir Henry said he'd find
out . "

Sir Henry remar ked, "You said just now'one of the
t hi ngs that seened wong when | | ooked at the body.'
Was there sonething el se?"

M ss Mar pl e nodded vi gorously. "Ch, yes!" she sai d.
"There was the dress. The dress was all wong."

Bot h nen | ooked at her curiously. "Now, why?" said
Sir Henry.

“"Well, you see, it was an ol d dress. Josi e sai d so,
definitely, andl coul dseefor nyself that it was shabby
and rather worn. Now, that's all wong."

"I don't see why."

Mss Marple got alittle pink. "Well, theideais,
isn't it, that Ruby Keene changed her dress and went
of f to neet sonmeone on whomshe presunably had what ny
young nephews call a 'crush' ?"

The superintendent's eyes twnkled a little.
"That's the theory. She'd got a date with soneone, a
boy friend, as the saying goes."

"Then why, " demanded M ss Mar pl e, "was she weari ng
an old dress?"

The superi nt endent scratched hi s head t houghtful |y.



He said, "I see your point. You think she'd wear a new
one?"

"I think she'd wear her best dress. Grls do."

Sir Henry interposed, "Yes, but |ook here, Mss
Mar pl e. Suppose shewas goi ngoutsidetothisrendezvous.
Goi ng i n an open car, perhaps, or wal king in sone rough
goi ng. Then she'd not want to ri sk nmessing a newfrock
and she'd put on an old one.™

"That woul d be the sensible thing to do," agreed
t he superintendent.

M ss Mar pl et urned on hi m She spokew t h ani mati on.
"The sensi bl ethingtodowoul dbetochangeintotrousers
and a pul |l over, or into tweeds. That, of course | don't
want to be snobbish, but I"'mafraidit's unavoi dabl e,
that's what a girl of -- of our class would do."

"Awel | -bredgirl,"” continued M ss Marpl e, war m ng
to her subject, "is always very particular to wear the
right clothes for the right occasion. | nean, however
hot the day was, a well-bred girl would never turn up
at a point-to-point in a silk flowered frock."

“"And the correct wear to neet a | over?" demanded
Sir Henry.

"If she were neeting himinside the hotel or
sonmewher e wher e eveni ng dress was worn, she' d wear her
best evening frock, of course, but outside she'd feel
she' d | ook ridiculous in evening dress and she' d wear
her nost attractive sports wear."

"Granted, Fashion Queen, but the girl Ruby-"
M ss Marpl e said, "Ruby, of course, wasn't, well,

to put it bluntly Ruby wasn't a | ady. She bel onged to
the class that wear their best clothes, however



unsui tabl e to the occasi on. Last year, you know, we had
a picnic outing at Scrantor Rocks. You'd be surprised
at theunsuitabl ecl othesthegirl swore. Foul arddresses
and pat ent - | eat her shoes and qui te el aborate hats, sone
of them For clinbing about over rocks and i n gorse and
heat her. Andt heyoungnenintheir best suits. O course,
hi ki ng' sdifferent again. That' spracticallyauniform
and girls don't seemto realize that shorts are very
unbecom ng unl ess they are very sl ender.”

The superi nt endent sai dslowy, "And yout hi nk t hat
Ruby Keene-"

“I think that she'd have kept on the frock she was
weari ng, her best pink one. She'd only have changed it
I f she'd had sonething newer still."

Superi ntendent Harper said, "And what's your
expl anation, M ss Marple?"

M ss Marpl esaid, "I haven't got oneyet. But | can't
help feeling that it's inportant.”

| nsidethew recage, thetenni sl essonthat Raynond
Starr was gi vi ng had cone to an end. Astout m ddl e- aged
woman uttered a few appreci ati ve squeaks, picked up a
sky- bl ue car di gan and went of f t owardt he hot el . Raynond
called out a few gay words after her. Then he turned
towardt he benchwherethethreeonl ookersweresitting.
The bal | s dangled in a net in his hand, his racket was
under one arm The gay, | aughi ng expression on his face
was W ped off as though by a sponge froma slate. He
| ooked tired and worried. Com ng toward t hem he sai d,
"That's over." Then the smle broke out again, that
charm ng, boyish, expressive smle that went so
har noni ously with his sun-tanned face and dark, lithe
grace. Sir Henry found hinself wondering how old the
man was. Twenty-five, thirty, thirty-five? It was
| npossi bl etosay. Raynondsai d, shaki nghi sheadalittle,
"She'll never be able to play, you know. "



"All this nmust," said Mss Marple, "be very boring
for you."

Raynond said sinply, "It is sonetines. Especially
at the end of the summer. For a tine the thought of the
pay buoys one up, but even that fails to stinulate
| magination in the end.”

Superi nt endent Harper got up. He said abruptly,
“I''l'l call for youinhalf an hour's time, Mss Marpl e,
if that wll be all right?"

“"Perfectly, thank you. | shall be ready."

Har per went of f. Raynond stood | ooki ng after him
Then he said, "Mnd if | sit for a bit?"

"Do," saidSir Henry. "Have aci garette?" Heof fered
his case, wondering as he did so why he had a slight
feelingof prejudi ceagai nst RaynondStarr. Wasit sinply
because he was a prof essi onal tenni s coach and dancer?
If so, it wasn't the tennis, it was the dancing. The
English, Sir Henry deci ded, had a di strust for any nman
who danced too well. This fellow noved with too nuch
grace. Ranon -- Raynond -- whi ch was hi s nane? Abruptly,
he asked the question.

The ot her seened anused. "Ranon was ny ori gi nal
pr of essi onal nanme. Ranon and Josi e. Spani sh effect, you
know. Then there was rather a prejudi ce agai nst
foreigners, so | becane Raynond, very British."

M ss Marpl e said, "And i s your real nanme sonet hi ng
quite different?"

He sm |l ed at her. "Actually ny real nane i s Ranon.
| had an Argentine grandnother, you see." And that
accounts for that sw ng fromthe hi ps, thought Sir Henry
parenthetically. "But nyfirst naneis Thomas. Pai nful |y



prosaic." He turned to Sir Henry. "You cone from
Devonshire, don't you, sir? FromSt ane? My peopl e lived
down that way. At Al snonston.”

Sir Henry's face lit up. "Are you one of the
Al snonston Starrs? | didn't realize that."

"No, | don't suppose you woul d." There was a sl i ght
bitternessinhisvoice. Sir Henry said, "Bad luck . . .
er all that." "The pl ace being soldup after it had been
inthefam lyfor threehundredyears?Yes, it wasrat her!
Still, our kind have to go, | suppose! W' ve outlived
our useful ness. My el der brother went to New York. He's
I n publishing doing well. The rest of us are scattered
up and down the earth. |'ll say it's hard to get a job
nowadays when you' ve nothing to say for yoursel f except
t hat you' ve had a public-school education. Soneti nes,
I f you're lucky, you get taken on as a reception clerk
at a hotel. The tie and the manner are an asset there.
The only job I could get was showran in a plunbing
establishnment. Selling superb peach- and

| enon- col or edpor cel ai nbat hs. Enor nous show oons,
but as | never knew the price of the dammed thi ngs or
how soon we could deliver them | got fired."

"Theonlythingsl| coulddoweredanceandpl aytennis.
| got taken on at a hotel onthe Riviera. Good pi cki ngs
there. | suppose | was doing well. Then | overheard an
ol d colonel, real old colonel, incredibly ancient,
Britishtothe backbone and al ways t al ki ng about Poona.
He went up to the manager and said at the top of his
voi ce: "Where's the gigolo? | want to get hold of the
gigolo. My w fe and daughter want to dance, yer know.
Were is the feller? What does he sting yer for? It's
the gigolo | want." Raynond said, "Silly to m nd. But
| did. | chuckedit. Cane here. Less pay, but pl easanter.
Mostly teaching tennis to rotund wonen who wi I | never,
never be able to play. That and dancing with the
wal | f1 ower daughters of rich clients! Ch, well, it's
life, | suppose. Excuse today's hard-luck story." He



| aughed. Hi s teeth fl ashed out white, his eyes crinkl ed
up at the corners. He | ooked suddenl y heal t hy and happy
and very nuch alive.

Sir Henry said, "I"'mglad to have a chat with you.
|'ve been wanting to talk with you."

"About Ruby Keene? | can't help you, you know. |
don't knowwho kil l ed her. |I knewvery little about her.
She didn't confide in ne."

Mss Marple said, "Did you |ike her?"

“Not particularly. | didn't dislikeher." Hi svoice
was carel ess, uninterested.

Sir Henry said, "So you've no suggestions?"

"I"'mafraid not. I'd have told Harper if | had. It
just seenstoneoneof thosethings! Petty, sordidlittle
crinme, no clues, no notive."

"Two peopl e had a notive,"
Henry | ooked at her sharply.

said Mss Marple. Sir

"Real | y?" Raynond | ooked surpri sed.

M ss Marple | ooked insistently at Sir Henry, and
he sai drat her unwi | I'i ngly, "Her deat hprobabl y benefits
Ms. Jefferson and M. Gaskell to the anmount of fifty
t housand pounds. ™

"What ?" Raynond | ooked really startl ed, nore than
startled, upset. "Oh, but that's absurd, absolutely
absurd. Ms. Jefferson -- neither of themcould have
had anything to do wthit. It would be incredible to
t hi nk of such a thing."

M ss Mar pl e coughed. She said gently, "I'mafraid,
you know, you're rather an idealist.”



"I ?" He | aughed. "Not ne! |' ma hard-boiledcynic."

"Money," said Mss Marple, "is a very powerful
notive."

" Per haps, " Raynond sai d. "But that either of those
two woul d strangle a girl in cold bl ood-" He shook his
head. Then he got up. "Here's Ms. Jefferson now. Cone
for her | esson. She's late." H s voi ce sounded anused.
"Ten mnutes |ate!"

Adel ai de Jefferson and Hugo McLean were wal ki ng
rapi dl ydownthepathtowardthem Wthasm i ngapol ogy
for her | ateness, Addie Jefferson went onto the court.
McLean sat down on the bench. After a polite inquiry
whet her M ss Marpl e mi nded a pipe, helit it and puffed
for sone mnutes in silence, watching critically the
two white figures about the tennis court. He said at
| ast, "Can't see what Addi e wants to have | essons for.
Have a gane, yes. No one enjoys it better than | do.
But why | essons?”

"Wants to inprove her gane," said Sir Henry.
"She's not a bad pl ayer, " sai d Hugo. " Good enough,
at all events. Dash it all, she isn't aimng to play
at Wnbl edon."” He was silent for a mnute or two. Then
he said, "Whois this Raynond f el | ow? Wher e do t hey cone
from these pros? Fellow | ooks |ike a Dago to ne."

"He' s one of the Devonshire Starrs, " saidSir Henry.
"What ? Not real ly?"

Sir Henry nodded. It was clear that this news was
unpl easi ng to Hugo McLean. He scow ed nore t han ever.
He said, "Don't know why Addi e sent for ne. She seens
not t ohaveturnedahair over t hi s busi ness. Never | ooked
better. Wiy send for ne?"



Sir Henry asked with sone curiosity, "Wen di d she
send for you?"

"Oh . . . er when all this happened.™

"How did you hear? Tel ephone or tel egranf”

"Tel egram "

"As a matter of curiosity, when was it sent off?"
"Well, | don't know exactly."

“"What tinme did you receive it?"

"I didn't exactly receiveit. It was tel ephoned on
to me, as a matter of fact."

"Why, where were you?"

"Fact is, |'dleft London the afternoon before. |
was staying at Danebury Head."

"What ? Quite near here?"

"Yes, rather funny, wasn't it? Got t he nessage when
| got i nfromaroundof golf and cane over here at once. "

M ss Marpl e gazed at himthoughtfully. He | ooked
hot and unconfortable. She said, "I've heardit's very
pl easant at Danebury Head and not very expensive."

"No, it's not expensive. | couldn't afford it if
it was. It's a nice little place."

"We nust driveover thereoneday, " saidM ss Mar pl e.

"Eh? What ? Ch or yes, | shoul d."” He got up. "Better
take sone exercise, get an appetite."” He wal ked away



stiffly.

“"Wonen," said Sir Henry, "treat their devoted
admrers very badly." Mss Marple sm | ed, but nade no
answer. "Does he stri ke you as rat her a dull dog?" asked
Sir Henry. "1'd be interested to know. "

"Alittlelimtedinhisideas, perhaps,"” saidM ss
Marple. "But with possibilities, | thinkoh, definitely
possibilities.”

Sir Henry, in his turn, got up. "It's tinme for ne
to go and do ny stuff. | see Ms. Bantry is on her way
to keep you conpany."

Ms. Bantry arrived breathl ess and sat down with
a gasp. She said, "I've been tal king to chanber nai ds.
But it isn't any good. | haven't found out athing nore!
Do you think that girl can really have been carrying
on wi th soneone wi t hout everybody i nthe hotel know ng
all about it?"

"That's a very interesting point, dear. |I should
say definitely not. Sonebody knows, depend uponit, if
it's true. But she nust have been very cl ever about it."

Ms. Bantry's attention had strayed to the tennis
court. She said approvingly, "Addie's tennis is com ng
onalot. Attracti ve young man, that tennis pro. Addie's
gquite nice-looking. She's still an attractive woman.
| shouldn't be at all surprisedif she married again."

"She'll be quite a rich woman, too, when M.
Jefferson dies," said Mss Mrple.

"Oh, don't al ways have such a nasty m nd, Jane. Wy
haven't you solved this nystery yet? W don't seemto
be getting on at all. | thought you' d know at once."
Ms. Bantry's tone held reproach.



"No, no, dear, | didn't knowat once, not for some

time.

Ms. Bantry turned startled and i ncredul ous eyes
on her. "You nean you know now who ki | | ed Ruby Keene?"

"Ch, yes," said Mss Marple. "I know that!"

"But, Jane, who is it? Tell nme at once."

M ss Marpl e shook her head very firmy and pursed
up her lips. "I'"'msorry Dolly, but that woul dn't do at
all."

“"Way woul dn't it do?"

"Because you're so i ndi screet. You woul d go round
telling everyone or if you didn't tell, you' d hint."

"No, indeed, | wouldn't. | wouldn't tell a soul ."

"Peopl e who use that phrase are al ways the last to
live up toit. It's no good, dear. There's a | ong way
to go yet. Agreat many things that are quite obscure.
Your enenber when| was soagai nst lettingMs. Partridge
collect for the Red Cross and | couldn't say why. The
reason was t hat her nose had twitched in just the sane
way that that maid of mne, Alice, twitched her nose
when | sent her out to pay the accounts. Al ways paid
thema shilling or so short and said it could goonto
next week, which, of course, was exactly what Ms.
Partridgedid, onlyonamnuchl arger scal e. Seventy-five
pounds it was she enbezzled."

"Never mind Ms. Partridge," said Ms. Bantry.

"But | hadto explaintoyou. Andif you care, give
you a hint. The trouble in this case is that everybody
has been nmuch too credul ous and believing. You sinply
cannot afford to believe everything that people tell



you. When t here' s anyt hi ng fi shy about, | never believe
anyone at all. You see, | know human nature so well."

Ms. Bantry was silent for a mnute or two. Then
shesaidinadifferent toneof voice, "I toldyou, didn't
I, that | didn't see why | shouldn't enjoy nyself over
this case? Areal nurder in ny own house! The sort of
thing that will never happen again.”

"I hope not," said Mss Marple.

"Well, sodo I, really. Once is enough. But it's
nmy nmurder, Jane. | want to enjoy nyself over it."

M ss Marpl e shot a gl ance at her. Ms. Bantry sai d
belligerently, "Don't you believe that?"

M ss Marpl e said sweetly, "OF course, Dolly, if you
tell me so."

"Yes, but you never believe what people tell you,
do you? You' ve just saidso. Wll, you'requiteright.”
Ms. Bantry's voi ce took on a sudden, bitter note. She
said, "I'mnot altogether a fool. You may think, Jane,
that | don't knowwhat they're saying all over St. Mary
Mead, al |l over the county! They're saying, one and al |,
that there's no snoke without fire; that if the girl
was found in Arthur's library, then Arthur nust know
sonet hing about it. They're saying that the girl was
Arthur's mstress; that she was his illegitimte
daught er; that she was bl ackmai | i ng hi m they' re sayi ng
anything that cones into their heads. And it wll go
onlikethat! Arthur won't realizeit at first; hewon't
knowwhat's wong. He's such a dear ol d stupidthat he'd
never bel i eve peopl e woul d think things |ikethat about
him He'll be col d-shoul dered -- and | ooked at askance
what ever that neans! -- andit will dawn on himlittle
by little, and suddenly he'll be horrified and cut to
thesoul, andhe'l | fastenupli keaclamandjust endure,
day after day. It' s becauseof all that's goi ngto happen



to himthat |'ve cone here to ferret out every single
t hi ngabout it that | can! Thi s nurder' s got to be sol ved!
If it isn't, then Arthur's wholelifew Il be wecked,
and | won't have t hat happen. | won't! I won't! I won't!"
She paused for a m nute and said, "I won't have t he dear
ol dboy gothroughhell for sonethinghedidn't do. That's
the only reason | cane to Danenouth and | eft hi mal one
at hone -- to find out the truth.”

"I know, dear,"” said Mss Marple. "That's why |I'm
here too."

[mssingtext] quiteclearlythemai npointsof this
busi ness. The dead girl was on the point of becom ng
M. Jefferson' sadopt eddaught er. Two peopl ehadanoti ve
I n seeingthat this shoul dnot happen. Those t wo peopl e
are M. Gaskell and Ms. Jefferson.™

The val et's eyes di spl ayed a nonentary gl eam He
said, "May | ask if they are under suspicion, sir?"

"They are in no danger of arrest, if that is what
you nmean. But the police are bound to be suspi ci ous of
themandw | | continuetobesountil thematter iscleared

up. n
"An unpl easant position for them sir."

"Very unpl easant. Nowto get at the truth, one nust
haveal | thefactsof thecase. Al ot depends, nust depend,
ont hereactions, thewordsandgestures, of M. Jefferson
and his famly. Howdid they feel, what did they show,
what things were said? | am asking you, Edwards, for
I nsideinformation, thekindof insideinformationthat
onlyyouarelikelytohave. Youknowyour mast er' s noods.
Fromobservation of themyou probably knowwhat caused
them | amaski ngthis, not as apolicemanbut asafriend
of M. Jefferson's. That istosay, if anythingyoutell
meis not, innmy opinion, relevant to the case, | shall



not pass it on to the police." He paused.

Edwar ds said quietly, "I understand you, sir. You
want ne to speak quite frankly; to say things that, in
the ordinary course of events, | should not say, and

that, excuse ne sir, you wouldn't dream of |istening
to."

Sir Henry said, "You'reaveryintelligent fellow,
Edwards. That's exactly what | do nean.”

Edwar ds was si |l ent for am nute or two, t hen he began
to speak. "OF course | know M. Jefferson fairly well
by now. |'ve been with himquite a nunber of years. And
| see himinhis'off nonents, not only inhis'on ones.
Sonetinmes, sir, |'ve questionedin ny owm m nd whet her
It'sgoodfor anyonetofight fateintheway M. Jefferson
has fought. It'stakenaterribletoll of him sir. If,
sonetinmes, he could have given way, been an unhappy,
| onely, broken old man well, it m ght have been better
for himin the end. But he's too proud for that. He'll
go down fighting, that's his notto. But that sort of
thing leads, Sir Henry, to a lot of nervous reaction.
He | ooks a good-tenpered gentleman. |'ve seen himin
vi ol ent rages when he coul d hardly speak for passion.
And the one thing that roused him sir, was deceit."

"Are you saying that for any particul ar reason,
Edwar ds?"

"Yes, sir. | am You asked ne, sir, to speak quite
frankly."

"That is the idea."

"Wel'l, then, Sir Henry, i nnmy opi ni ont he young wonan
that M. Jefferson was so taken up with wasn't worth
It. She was, to put it bluntly, acommon little piece.
And she didn't care tuppence for M. Jefferson. Al that
pl ay of affection and gratitude was so nuch poppycock.



| don't say there was any harmin her, but she wasn't,
by a | ong way, what M. Jefferson thought her. It was
funny, that, sir, for M. Jeffersonwas ashrewdgent| eman,;
he wasn't often deceived over people. But there, a
gentleman isn't hinself in his judgnent when it cones
t o ayoung wonman bei ngi nquesti on. Young Ms. Jefferson,
you see, whomhe' d al ways depended uponal ot f or synpat hy,
had changed a good deal this summer. He noticed it and
he felt it badly. He was fond of her, you see. M. Mark
he never |iked nuch.”

Sir Henry interjected, "And yet he had hi mwith him
constant | y?"

"Yes, but that was for M ss Rosamund' s sake. Ms.
Gaskel I, t hat was. She was t he appl e of hi s eye. He ador ed
her. M. Mark was M ss Rosanund's husband. He al ways
t hought of hi mli kethat." " Supposi ngM . Mark hadmarri ed
soneone el se?" "M . Jefferson, sir, would have been
furious.” Sir Henry raised his eyebrows. "As nuch as
t hat ?" "He woul dn't have shown it, but that's what it
woul d have been."” "And if Ms. Jefferson had married
agai n?" "M . Jeffersonwoul dn't havelikedthat either,
sir." "Please go on, Edwards."

"I was saying, sir, that M. Jeffersonfell for this
youngwonan. |'veoftenseenit happenwi ththegentl enen
| ve been wi th. Cones over themli ke a ki nd of di sease.
They want to protect thegirl, andshiel dher, and shower
benefits upon her, and nine tinmes out of ten the gir
Is very well able to | ook after herself and has a good
eye to the main chance."” "So you thi nk Ruby Keene was
aschener?" "Well, Sir Henry, shewas qui t ei nexperi enced,
bei ng so young, but she had t he maki ngs of a very fine
schener i ndeed when she' d once got well i nto her sw ng,
so to speak. In another five years she'd have been an
expert at the gane."

Sir Henry said, "I'mglad to have your opini on of
her. It's val uable. Now, do you recall any incidents



I nwhichthismatter was di scussed bet ween M. Jefferson
and the nmenbers of his fam|ly?" "There was very little
di scussion, sir. M. Jefferson announced what he had
in mnd and stifled any protests. That is, he shut up
M. Mark, who was a bit out spoken. Ms. Jeffersondidn't
say much -- she's a quiet lady -- only urged hi mnot
to do anything in a great hurry."”

Si r Henry nodded. " Anyt hi ngel se?What wasthegirl's
attitude?"

Wth marked di staste the valet said, "I should
describe it, Sir Henry, as jubilant."

"Ah, jubil ant, yousay? Youhadnoreasontobelieve,
Edwar ds, that" -- he sought about for a phrase suitable
to Edwards -- "that . . . er her affections were engaged
el sewher e?"

"M . Jefferson was not proposing marriage, sir. He
was going to adopt her."

"Cut out the' el sewhere' andl et t hequesti onstand."

The val et saidslow y, "Therewas onei nci dent, sir.
| happened to be a witness of it."

"That is gratifying. Tell ne.

"There is probably nothinginit, sir. It was just
t hat one day, t he youngwonan chanci ngt o open her handbag,
a smal |l snapshot fell out. M. Jefferson pounced on it
and said, "Hullo, kitten, who's this, eh?"

"It was a snapshot, sir, of ayoung nman, a dark young
man with rather untidy hair, and his tie very badly
arranged. M ss Keene pretended that she didn't know
anyt hing about it. She said, 'I've noidea, Jeffie. No
idea at all. | don't know how it could have got into
ny bag. | didn't put it there.""



"Now, M. Jefferson, sir, wasn't quite afool. That
story wasn't good enough. He | ooked angry, his brows
cane down heavy, and his voice was gruff when he said,
‘now t hen, kitten, nowthen. You knowwho it is right
enough." She changed her tactics quick, sir. Looked
frightened. She said, '|I dorecogni ze hi mnow. He cones
here sonetines and |' ve danced with him | don't know
his nanme. The silly idiot nust have stuffed his photo
into nmy bag one day. These boys are too silly for
anyt hing!' She tossed her head and gi ggl ed and passed
it off. But it wasn't alikelystory, wasit? And | don't
think M. Jeffersonquite believedit. He |l ooked at her
once or twice after that in a sharp way, and soneti nes,
i f she'd been out, he asked her where she'd been.”

Sir Henry said, "Have you ever seen the original
of the photo about the hotel ?"

"Not to ny knowl edge, sir. O course | amnot nuch
downstairs in the public apartnents.”

Sir Henry nodded. He asked a few nore questi ons,
but Edwards could tell himnothing nore.

I n the police station at Danenout h Superi nt endent
Har per was i nterview ng Jessie Davis, Florence Snall,
Beatri ce Henni ker, Mary Price and Li |l i an Ri dgeway. They
weregirl smuchof anage, differingslightlyinnmentality.
They ranged from"county" to fanners' and shopkeepers'’
daughters. Oneand all, theytoldthe sane story. Panel a
Reeves had been just the sane as usual; she had said
nothing to any of them except that she was going to
Wool worth's and woul d go hone by a | ater bus.

| nthe corner of Superintendent Harper's office sat
an elderly lady. The girls hardly noticed her. If they
di d t hey may have wonder ed who she was. She was certainly
no police matron. Possi bly they assuned t hat she, |ike
them was a wtness to be questi oned. The |l ast girl was



shown out . Superi nt endent Har per wi ped hi s f orehead and
turned around to |l ook at Mss Marple. H s gl ance was
I nqui ri ng, but not hopeful. M ss Marpl e, however, spoke
crisply, "I'd like to speak to Florence Snall."

The superintendent's eyebrows rose, but he nodded
and touched a bell. A constabl e appeared. Harper said,
"Fl orence Small."

The girl reappeared, ushered in by the constabl e.
She was t he daughter of awell-to-dofarner, atall girl
wth fair hair, a rather foolish nouth and fri ghtened
browneyes. Shewastw stingher hands and| ookedner vous.
Superi nt endent Har per | ooked at M ss Mar pl e, who nodded.
The superi ntendent got up. He said, "This lady will ask
you sone questi ons. " He went out, cl osi ngthedoor behind
hi m

Fl orence | ooked uneasily at M ss Marple. Her eyes
| ooked rather |i ke those of one of her father's cal ves.

Mss Marple said, "Sit down, Florence."

Fl orence Snmal |l sat down obedi ently. Unrecogni zed
by hersel f, she felt suddenly nore at hone, | ess uneasy.
The unfam |iar and terrorizing at nosphere of a police
station was replaced by sonething nore famliar, the
accust oned tone of command of sonebody whose busi ness
It was to give orders.

M ss Marpl e sai d, "You understand, Florence, that
it'sof theutnost i nportancethat everythi ng about poor
Panel a' s doi ngs ont he day of her deat h shoul d be known?"

Fl orence nmurnmured that she quite understood.

“"And |''msure you want to do your best to hel p?"
Fl orence' s eyes were wary as she sai d of course she di d.
"To keep back any pi ece of i nformationis avery serious
of fense," said M ss Marple.



The girl's fingers tw sted nervously in her |ap.
She swal | owed once or twice. "I can nake al | owances, "
went on M ss Marple, "for thefact that youarenaturally
al armed at bei ng brought into contact with the police.
You are afrai d, t oo, that youmay be bl aned f or not havi ng
spoken sooner. Possi bly youare afrai dthat you may al so
be bl amed f or not st oppi ng Panel aat thetine. But you' ve
got to be abrave girl and make a cl ean breast of thi ngs.
If you refuse to tell what you know now, it will be a
very serious matter, indeed very serious, practically
perjury, and for that, as you know, you can be sent to
prison." "I-1 don't-"

M ss Marpl e said sharply, "Nowdon't prevaricate,
Fl orence! Tell ne all about it at once! Panel a wasn't
goingtoWolwrth's, was she?" Fl orencelickedher i ps
Wi th adry tongue and gazed i npl oringly at M ss Mar pl e,
| i ke a beast about to be sl aughtered. "Sonething to do
with the filnms, wasn't it?" asked M ss Marple.

A l ook of intense relief mngled with awe passed
over Florence's face. Her inhibitions |eft her. She
gasped, "Ch, yes!”

"I thought so," said Mss Marple. "Now | want you
totell ne all the details, please."

Wor ds poured fromFl orenceinagush. "Oh, |I've been
ever soworried. | prom sed Pam you see, |'d never say
awordtoasoul. Andthen, when she was found, all burned
upinthat car oh, it was horribleand | thought | should
die, | feltit wasall ny fault. | ought to have st opped
her. Only |I never thought, not for a mnute, that it
wasn't all right. And then | was asked if she'd been
qui te as usual that day and | said"'Yes' beforel'd had
timetothi nk. Andnot havi ngsai danythingthen, | didn't
see how | could say anything later. And after all, |
didn't know anything, not really, only what Pamtold
me." "What did Pamtell you?" "It was as we wer e wal ki ng



upthelanetothe busonthewaytotherally. She asked
me if | could keep a secret, and | said yes, and she
made ne swear not totell. She was going i nto Danenouth
forafilmtest after therally! She'dnet afil mproducer
just back fromHoll ywood, he was. He wanted a certain
type, and he tol d Pamshe was just what he was | ooki ng
for. He warned her, though, not to build on it. You
couldn't tell, he said, not until you saw how a person
phot ogr aphed. It m ght be no good at all. It was a ki nd
of Bergner part, he said. You had to have soneone quite
young for it. Aschoolgirl, it was, who changes pl aces
with arevue artist and has a wonderful career. Pam s
actedinplays at school and she's awful | y good. He sai d
he coul d see she coul d act, but she'd have to have sone
I ntensivetraining. It wuldn't beal |l beer andskittles,
he tol d her; it would be hard work -- did she think she
could stick it?"

Fl orence Smal | st opped for breath. Mss Marplefelt
rather sick as she listened to the glib rehash of
count | ess novel sandscreenstories. Panel a Reeves, |ike
nost ot her girl s, woul d have been war ned agai nst t al ki ng
to strangers, but the glanmour of the filnms woul d have
obliterated all that.

"He was absol utely businesslike about it all,"
continued Florence. "Said if the test was successf ul
she' d have a contract, and he sai d t hat as she was young
and i nexperi enced she ought tolet alawer |ook at it
bef ore she signed it. But she wasn't to pass on that,
he' d said that. He asked her if she'd have trouble with
her parents, and Pam sai d she probably woul d, and he
said, "Well, of coursethat's always adifficulty with
anyone as young as you are, but |I think if it was put
tothemthat this was a wonderful chance that woul dn't
happen onceinamlliontines, they'd seereason.' But
anyway, hesaid, it wasn't any good goingintothat until
they knew the result of the test. She nustn't be
di sappointedif it failed. He told her about Hol | ywood
and about Vi vi en Lei gh, howshe' d suddenly t aken London



by storm and howt hese sensational |eapsintofanedid
happen. He hinself had conme back fromAnerica to work
with the Lenville Studios and put sone pep into the
English filmconpanies."

M ss Marpl e nodded.

Fl orence went on, "So it was all arranged. Pamwas
to go into Danenouth after the rally and neet him at
hi s hotel and he' d t ake her alongtothe studios. They'd
got a small testing studio in Danenouth, he told her.
She'd have her test and she could catch the bus hone
afterward. She coul d say she' d been shoppi ng, and he'd
| et her knowthe result of the test in a fewdays, and
if it was favorable M. Harnsteiter, the boss, would
cone along and talk to her parents.”

"Well, of course, it sounded too wonderful! | was
greenw t henvy! Pamgot t hroughtheral | yw t hout turni ng
a hair -- we always call her aregul ar poker face. Then,
when she said that she was going into Danenouth to
Whol worth's, she just wi nked at ne."

"I saw her start off down the footpath." Fl orence
began to cry. "I ought to have stopped her! | ought to
have stopped her! | ought to have known a thing |ike
that couldn't be true! | ought to have told soneone.
Oh, dear, | wsh | was dead!"

"There, there." Mss Marple patted her on the
shoul der. "It's quiteall right. Noonew | blane you,
Fl orence. You've done the right thingintelling ne."

She devot ed sone m nutes to cheering the child up.

Fivemnutes | ater shewastellingthegirl's story
t o Superi ntendent Harper. The | atter | ooked very grim
"The cl ever devil!" he said. "I'll cook his goose for
him This puts rather a different aspect on things."



"Yes, 1t does."

Har per | ooked at her si deways. "It doesn't surprise
you?"

"| expectedsonet hi ngof t hekind, " M ss Mar pl esai d.

Superi nt endent Har per sai dcuri ously, "Wat put you
ontothis particular girl? They all | ooked scared to
death and there wasn't a pin to choose between them
as far as | could see.™

M ss Marple said gently, "You haven't had as nuch
experiencewthagirlstellinglies as | have. Fl orence
| ooked at you very straight, i f yourenenber, and st ood
veryrigidandjust fidgetedw thher feet | i ket heot hers.
But you didn't watch her as she went out of the door.
| knew at once then that she'd got sonething to hide.
They nearly al ways rel ax too soon. My little maid Janet
al ways did. She'd explain quite convincingly that the
m ce had eaten the end of a cake and gi ve hersel f away
by smrking as she left the room"™

"I"mvery grateful to you," said Harper. He added
t houghtfully, "Lenville Studios, eh?"

M ss Mar pl e sai d not hi ng. Sherosetoher feet. "I'm
afraid,"” she said, "I nust hurry away. So gl ad to have
been able to help you."

"Are you going back to the hotel ?"

"Yes, to pack up. | nust go back to St. Mary Mead
as soon as possi ble. There's alot for neto do there."

M ss Marpl e passed out through the French wi ndows
of her drawi ng room tri pped down her neat garden path,
t hrough a garden gate, in through the vicarage garden
gate, across the vicarage garden and up to the
dr awi ng-roomwi ndow, whereshet appedgent| yont he pane.



The vicar was busy in his study conposi ng his Sunday
sernon, but thevicar's wife, who was young and pretty,
was adm ring the progress of her offspring across the
hearth rug. "Can | cone in, Giselda?"

"Oh, do M ss Marple. Just | ook at David! He gets
so angry because he canonly craw in reverse. He wants
to get to sonething, and the nore he tries the nore he
goes backward into the coal box."

"He's | ooking very bonny, Giselda."

"He's not bad, is he?" said the young nother,
endeavoringtoassune anindifferent manner. "OF course
| don't bother with hi mnuch. Al the books say a child
shoul d be | eft alone as nuch as possible.”

"Very wi se, dear,"” said Mss Marple. "Ahem!| cane
toaskif there was anyt hi ng speci al you are col |l ecting
for at the nonent?"

The vicar's wife turned sonewhat astoni shed eyes
upon her. "Oh, heaps of things," she said cheerfully.
"There al ways are." She ti cked themoff on her fingers.
"There's the Nave Restoration Fund, and St. G| es’
M ssi on, and our Sal e of Wrk next Wednesday, and the
Unmarried Mdthers, and a Boy Scouts Quting, and the
Needl ewor k Gui | d, and t he Bi shop' s Appeal for Deep- Sea
Fi shernmen. "

"Any of themw || do," said M ss Marple. "I thought
| mght make a little round with a book, you know if
you woul d authorize ne to do so."

"Areyouuptosonet hi ng?l believeyouare. O course
| authorize you. Make it the Sale of Work; it woul d be
| ovely to get sone real noney instead of those awful
sachets and com c pen w pers and depressing children
frocks and dusters all doneuptolooklikedolls. . . .
| suppose,” continued Gi sel da, acconpanyi ng her guest



to the wi ndow, "that you wouldn't like to tell ne what
it's all about?"

“Later, ny dear," said Mss Marple, hurrying off.

Wth asighthe young nother returnedtothe hearth
rug and, by way of carryi ng out her principles of stern
negl ect, butted her sonthree tines in the stomach, so
t hat he caught hol d of her hair andpulledit withgl eeful
yells. They then roll ed over and over in a grand rough
and tunbl e until the door opened and t he vi carage mai d
announced to the nost influential parishioner, who
didn't like children, "Mssus is in here."

Wher euponGi sel dasat upandtriedtol ookdignified
and nore what a vicar's wfe should be.

M ss Marple, clasping a snmall black book with
penciledentriesinit, wal kedbrisklyalongthevillage
street until shecanetothecrossroads. Here sheturned
totheleft and wal ked past the Bl ue Boar until she cane
toChatsworth, alias"M. Booker's newhouse." Shet urned
inat the gate, wal ked up to the front door and knocked
on it briskly. The door was opened by the bl ond young
woman naned Di nah Lee. She was | ess carefully nade up
t han usual and, infact, |ookedslightly dirty. She was
wearing gray slacks and an eneral d junper.

"Good norning," said Mss Marple briskly and
cheerfully. "May | just coneinfor am nute?" She pressed
forwar d as she spoke, sothat D nah Lee, who was sonewhat
t aken aback at thecall, had notinmeto make up her m nd.
"Thank you so nuch," said M ss Marpl e, beam ng am ably
at her andsittingdownrather gi ngerlyonaperiodbanboo
chair. "Quite warmfor the tine of year, is it not?"
went on Mss Marple, still exuding geniality.

"Yes, rather. Oh, quite,” said Mss Lee. At aloss
how to deal with the situation, she opened a box and
offered it to her guest. "Er . . . have a cigarette?"



"Thank you so nuch, but | don't snoke. | just call ed,
you know, to see if | could enlist your help for our
Sal e of Work next week."

"Sal e of Work?" sai d Di nah Lee, as one who repeats
a phrase in a foreign | anguage.

"At the vicarage," said Mss Mrple. "Next
Wednesday. "

"Oh!" Mss Lee's nmouth fell open. "I'mafraid I
couldn't-"

“Not even a small subscription, half a crown
per haps?" M ss Marple exhibited her little book.

"Cher . . . wll, yes. | dare say | coul d manage
that." The girl | ooked relieved and turned to hunt in
her handbag.

M ss Mar pl e' ssharpeyeswerel ooki ngroundt heroom
She said, "I see you've no hearth rug in front of the
fire." Dinah Lee turned round and stared at her. She
could not but be aware of the very keen scrutiny the
ol d | ady was gi ving her, but it aroused in her no ot her
enotion than slight annoyance. M ss Marpl e recogni zed
that. Shesaid, "It'srather dangerous, you know. Spar ks
fly out and mark the carpet."

Funny ol d t abby, t hought D nah, but she said quite
am ably, if sonmewhat vaguely, "There used to be one.
| don't know where it's got to."

"l suppose,”
wool Iy ki nd?"

said Mss Marple, "it was the fluffy

"Sheep, " said Dinah. "That's what it | ooked |ike."
She was amused now. An eccentric old bean, this. She
held out a half crown. "Here you are," she said.



"Oh, thank you, ny dear." M ss Marple took it and
openedthelittlebook. "Er . . . what naneshall | wite
down?"

Di nah' s eyes grew suddenl y hard and cont enpt uous.
Nosy ol dcat, shethought. That' sall shecanefor, prying
around f or scandal . She saidclearly andw th nmalicious
pl easure, "M ss Di nah Lee."

M ss Mar pl e | ooked at her steadily. Shesaid, "This
is M. Basil Blake's cottage, isn't it?"

"Yes, and |' mM ss Di nah Lee!" Her voi ce rang out
chal | engi ngl y, her headwent back, her bl ueeyesfl ashed.

Very steadily M ss Marpl e | ooked at her. She said,
"WIIl youallowneto give you sone advi ce, even t hough
you may consider it inpertinent?"

"I shall consider it inpertinent. You had better
say not hing."

“"Nevertheless," said Mss Marple, "I amgoing to
speak. | want to advise you, very strongly, not to
conti nue using your maiden nane in the village."

Di nah stared at her. She said, "Wat, what do you
mean?"

M ss Marple said earnestly, "In avery short tine
you may need al | t he synpat hy and good wi | | you can fi nd.
It will beinportant toyour husband, too, that he shall
be t hought wel | of. Thereisaprejudiceinold-fashi oned
country districts agai nst people living together who
are not married. It has anused you both, | dare say,
topretendthat that i swhat youaredoing. It kept peopl e
away, so that you weren't bothered with what | expect
you woul d call 'old frunps.' Neverthel ess, old frunps
have their uses."



Di nah demanded, "Howdi d you knowwe are marri ed?"

Mss Marple smled a deprecating smle. "Ch, ny
dear," she said.

Di nah persisted, "No, but how did you know? You
didn't, you didn't go to Somerset House?"

A nonmentary flicker showed in Mss Marpl e's eyes.
"Soner set House? Ch, no. But it was quite easy to guess.
Everyt hi ng, you know, getsroundinavillage. The. . .
er . . . the kind of quarrels you have typical of early
days of marriage. Quite -- quite unlike an illicit
rel ati onship. It has been said, you know, and | think
quitetruly, that youcanonlyreallyget under anybody's
skinif you are married to them Wen there is no --
no | egal bond, peopl e are nuch nore careful; they have
to keep assuring thensel ves how happy and hal cyon
everythingis. They have, yousee, tojustifythensel ves.
They dare not quarrel! Married people, | have noti ced,
quite enjoy their battles and the . . . er . . .
appropriate reconciliations." She paused, tw nkling
beni gnly.

For an interval Dinah stared at M ss Marple. Then
shesai di ncredul ously, "Basil ? Murder? Areyouj oki ng?"

"No, indeed. Haven't you seen the papers?"

Di nah caught her breath. "You neanthat girl at the
Maj estic Hotel. Doyou neant hey suspect Basil of killing
her ?"

n YeS_ n

"But it's nonsense!”

There was the whir of a car outside, the bang of
a gate. Basil Blake flung open the door and cane in,



carrying sone bottles. He said, "Got the gin and the
vernmouth. Did you-" He stopped and turned i ncredul ous
eyes on the prim erect visitor.

Di nah burst out breathl essly, "lIs she mad? She says
you' re going to be arrested for the nurder of that girl
Ruby Keene.™

"Ch, God!" said Basil Blake. The bottl es dropped
fromhis arns onto the sofa. He reeled to a chair and
dropped down in it and buried his face in his hands.
He repeated, "Oh, ny God! Oh, ny God!"

Di nah darted over to hi m She caught hi s shoul ders.
"Basil, look at ne! It isn't true! | knowit isn't true!
| don't believe it for a nonent!”

Hi s hand went up and gripped hers. "Bl ess you,
darling."

"But why should they think- You didn't even know
her, did you?"

"Oh, yes, he knew her," said Mss Marple.

Basil|l said fiercely, "Be quiet, you ol d hag!
Li sten, Dinah, darling. | hardly knew her at all. Just
ran across her once or twice at the Majestic. That's
all, I swear that's all!"

Di nah said, bew |l dered, "I don't understand. Wy
shoul d anyone suspect you, then?"

Basi | groaned. He put his hands over his eyes and
rocked to and fro.

M ss Marple said, "What did you dowith the hearth
rug?"

H's reply came nmechanically. "I put it in the



dustbin.”

M ss Marpl e cl ucked her tongue vexedly. "That was
stupid, very stupid. People don't put good hearth rugs
I n dustbins. It had spangles in it fromher dress, |
suppose?”

"Yes, | couldn't get themout."
Di nah cried, "Wat are you tal king about ?"

Basil said sullenly, "Ask her. She seens to know
all about it."

“I'"1l tell youwhat | think happened, if youlike,"
said Mss Marple. "You can correct ne, M. Blake, if
| gowong. | thinkthat after havi nghadavi ol ent quarr el
Wi thyour wife at a party and after havi ng had, per haps,
rather too much er . . . to drink, you drove down here.
| don't know what tine you arrived."

Basi | Bl akesai dsul | enly, "About twoi nt henorni ng.
| meant togouptotown first; then, when | got to the
suburbs, | changed ny m nd. | thought D nah m ght cone
down here after ne. So | drove down here. The pl ace was
all dark. | opened the door and turned on the |ight
and | saw -- and | saw" He gul ped and stopped.

M ss Marple went on, "You sawa girl lying on the
hearth rug. Agirl inawhite evening dress, strangl ed.
| don't know whether you recogni zed her then-"

Basi | Bl ake shook his head violently. "I coul dn't
| ook at her after the first glance; her face was all
bl ue, swollen; she'd been dead sone tine and she was
there in ny living room" He shuddered.

M ss Marple said gently, "You weren't, of course,
quite yourself. You were in a fuddl ed state and your
nerves are not good. You were, | think, panic-stricken.



You didn't know what to do."

"1 t hought, Di nah m ght turnupany m nute. Andshe' d
find me therewth a dead body, agirl's dead body, and
she'dthinkl'dkilledher. Thenl got ani dea. It seened,
| don't know why, a good idea at the tine. | thought:
“I''"I'l put her inold Bantry's |library. Dammed ponpous
ol d stick, always | ooking down his nose; sneering at
ne as artistic and effem nate. Serve the ponpous old

bruteright,' | thought. 'He'll | ook a fool when a dead
| ovely is found on his hearth rug.'" He added with a
pat heti c eagerness to explain,"l was a bit drunk, you

know, at thetine. It really seened positively anusing
to ne. Od Bantry with a dead bl onde. ™

"Yes, yes," said Mss Marple. "Little Tonmy Bond
had very nmuch the sane idea. Rather a sensitive boy,
withaninferiority conplex, he saidteacher was al ways
pi cking on him He put afroginthe clock andit junped
out at her. Youwere just the sane,” went on M ss Marpl e,
"only, of course, bodies are nore serious natters than
frogs."

Basi | groaned again. "By the norning |I'd sobered
up. | realized what 1'd done. | was scared stiff. And
then the police cane here. Anot her dammed ponpous ass
of a chief constable. | was scared of him and the only
way | could hide it was by being abom nably rude. In
the mddle of it all, D nah drove up."

Di nah | ooked out of the wi ndow. She said, "There's
a car driving up now. There are nen init."

"The police, | think," said Mss Marple.

Basi | Bl ake got up. Suddenly he becane quite calm
and resolute. He even smled. He said, "So |l'min for
it, aml? Al right, D nah, sweet, keep your head. Cet
ontoold Sins, he'sthefamly | awer, and go to not her
and tell her about our marriage. She won't bite. And



don't worry. | didn't doit. So it's bound to be all
right, see, sweetheart?"

There was a tap on the cottage door. Basil call ed,
"Cone in."

| nspector Sl ack entered w th anot her man. He sai d,
"M . Basil Bl ake?"

"Yes."

"I have awarrant here for your arrest onthe charge
of murdering Ruby Keene on the night of Septenber
twentieth last. | warn you that anything you say may
be used at your trial. Youw || pl ease acconpany ne now.
Full facilitiesw || begivenyoufor communicatingwth
your solicitor."

Basi| nodded. He | ooked at Di nah, but di d not t ouch
her. He said, "So |ong, D nah."

Cool custoner, thought I|Inspector Sl ack. He
acknow edged the presence of Mss Marple with a half
bowand a " Good nor ni ng, " and t hought to hinsel f, smart
ol d pussy; she'sontoit. Goodjobwe' vegot that hearth
rug. That and finding out fromthe car-park man at the
studio that he left that party at el even instead of
m dni ght. Don' t t hi nkt hosefri endsof hi snmeant tocommi t
perjury. They were bottled, and Bl ake told "emfirmy
the next day it was twelve o' clock when he | eft, and
they believed him Well, his goose is cooked good and
proper. Mental, | expect. Broadnoor, not hangi ng. First
t he Reeves ki d, probably strangl ed her, drove her out
to the quarry, wal ked back i nto Danenouth, picked up
hi s own car i nsone sidelane, drovetothis party, then
back t o Danenout h, br ought Ruby Keene out here, strangl ed
her, put her inoldBantry's library, then probably got
the wi nd up about the car in the quarry, drove there,
set it onfire and got back here. Mad sex and bl ood | ust,
| uckythisgirl'sescaped. What t heycal | recurri ngmani a,



| expect.

Al one with M ss Marpl e, D nah Bl ake turned to her.
She said, "I don't know who you are, but you' ve got to
understand this: Basil didn't do it."

M ss Marple said, "I knowhe didn't. | knowwho di d
doit. But it's not going to be easy to prove. |I've an
| dea t hat sonet hi ng you sai d just nowmay hel p. It gave
ne an i dea t he connection |'d beentryingto find. Now,
what was it?"

“I'"'mhome, Arthur!" declared Ms. Bantry,
announcing the fact |ike a royal proclamtion as she
flung open the study door.

Col onel Bantry i nmmedi ately junped up, kissed his
wi fe and declared heartily, "Well, well, that's
spl endi d!"

The col onel ' s wor ds wer e uni npeachabl e, t he manner
very wel | done, but anaffecti onatew feof as nany years'
standing as Ms. Bantry was not deceived. She said
| mredi ately, "lIs anything the matter?"

“No, of coursenot Dol | y. What shoul dbethematter?"

"Ch, | don't know, " sai dMs. Bantryvaguel y. " Thi ngs
are so queer, aren't they?"

She threw off her coat as she spoke, and Col onel
Bantry picked it up carefully and laid it across the
back of the sofa. All exactly as usual, yet not as usual .
Her husband, Ms. Bantry t hought, seenedt o have shrunk.
He | ookedt hi nner, st oopednore, t her ewer e pouches under
hi s eyes, and those eyes were not ready to neet hers.
He went on to say, still wth that affectation of
cheerful ness. "Well, how did you enjoy your tine at
Danenout h?"



"Oh, it was great fun. You ought to have cone,
Art hur."

“Coul dn't get away, ny dear. Lot of thingstoattend
to here."

"Still, I thinkthechange woul d have done you good.
And you |like the Jeffersons.”

"Yes, yes, poor fellow Nice chap. Al very sad."”
"What have you been doing wth yourself sincel've been
away ?"

" Ch, not hing nuch; been over the farns, you know.
Agr eed t hat Anderson shall have a newroof. Can't patch
it up any longer." "How did the Radfordshire Council
neeting go?" "I well, asamatter of fact, | didn't go."
"Didn't go? But you were taking the chair-" "Wll, as
a mtter of fact, Dolly, seens there was sone m st ake
about that. Asked nme if I1'd mnd if Thonpson took it
I nstead. "

"I see," said Ms. Bantry. She peeled off a gl ove
and threwit deliberately into the wastepaper basket.
Her husband went to retrieve it and she stopped him
sayi ngsharply, "Leaveit. | hategl oves." Col onel Bantry
gl anced at her uneasily. Ms. Bantry saidsternly, "D d
you gotodinner withthe Duffs on Thursday?" "Ch, that?
It was put off. Their cook was ill." "Stupid people,"
saidMs. Bantry. Shewent on, "DidyougototheNayl ors’
yest er day?"

"I rang up and said | didn't feel upto it; hoped
they' d excuse ne. They quite understood." "They did,
didthey?" said Ms. Bantry grimy. She sat down by t he
desk and absent m ndedly pi cked up a pass of gardeni ng
scissors. Wththemshe cut off the fingers, one by one,
of her second gl ove.

"What are you doi ng Dol ly?"



"Feeling destructive," said Ms. Bantry. She got
up. "Were shall we sit after dinner, Arthur? In the
| i brary?"

"Well . . . er | don't think so eh? Very nice in
here or the drawi ng room"

"I think," said Ms. Bantry, "that we'll sit inthe
library.”

Her st eady eyes net his. Col onel Bantry drewhi nsel f
up to his full height. Asparkle canme into his eye. He
said, "You'reright, nydear. W'll sitinthelibrary!"

Ms. Bantry put down the tel ephone receiver with
a sigh of annoyance. She had rung up tw ce, and each
ti me the answer had been t he sane. M ss Mar pl e was out.
O anaturally inpatient nature, Ms. Bantry was never
one to acquiesce in defeat. She rang up, in rapid
succession, the vicarage, Ms. Price Ridley, Mss
Hartnell, Mss Wetherby and, as a last resort, the
fi shnonger, who by reason of his advantageous
geogr aphi cal positionusually knewwhere everybody was
in the village. The fishnonger was sorry, but he had
not seen Mss Marple at all inthevillagethat norning.
She had not been on her usual round. "Where cant he wonan
be?" demanded M's. Bantry inpatiently, aloud.

There was a deferential cough behind her. The
di screet Lorrinmer nurnured, "You were requiring Mss
Mar pl e, madan®? | have j ust observed her approachi ngthe
house. "

Ms. Bantry rushed tothe front door, flungit open
and greeted M ss Marpl e breathl essly. "I've beentrying
t o get you ever ywher e. Wer e have you been?" She gl anced
over her shoulder. Lorrinmer had discreetly vani shed.
"Everything's too awful! People are beginning to
col d-shoul der Arthur. He | ooks years ol der. W nust do



sonet hi ng, Jane. You nust do sonething!"

M ss Marple said, "You needn't worry Dolly," in a
rat her peculiar voice.

Col onel Bantry appeared fromthe study door. "Ah,
M ss Marpl e. Good norning. G ad you' ve cone. My wife's
been ringing you up like a lunatic."

"I thought I'dbetter bringyouthenews," saidM ss
Mar pl easshefol lowedMs. Bantryintothestudy. " News?"

"Basi | Bl ake has just been arrested for the nurder
of Ruby Keene." "Basil Bl ake?" cried the col onel "But
hedidn't doit," saidM ss Marpl e. Col onel Bantry t ook
no notice of this statenent. It was doubtful if he even
heard it. "Do you nean to say he strangled that gir
and t hen brought her al ong and put her inny |ibrary?"

"He put her inyour library," saidM ss Marpl e, "but
he didn't kill her."

"Nonsense. If he put her inny library, of course
he killed her! The two things go together!"

“"Not necessarily. He found her dead in his own
cottage.”

"Alikely story,"” saidthe col onel derisively. "If
you find a body why, youring up the police, naturally,
i f you're an honest man."

"Ah, " said M ss Marpl e, "but we haven't all got such
I ron nerves as you have Col onel Bantry. You belong to
t he ol d school . Thi s younger generationis different."

"Got no stamna," said the colonel, repeating a
wel | -worn opinion of his.

"Some of them " sai d M ss Mar pl e, "have beent hrough



a bad tine. I've heard a good deal about Basil. He did
ARP wor k, you know, when he was only ei ghteen. He went
I nt o a burni ng house and brought out four children, one
after another. He went back for a dog, although they
told himit wasn't safe. The building fell in on him
They got hi mout, but his chest was badly crushed and
he had to lie in plaster for a long tine after that.
That's when he got interested in designing."

"Ch!" The col onel coughed and bl ewhi s nose. "1 . . .
er never knew that."

"He doesn't talk about it," said Mss Marple.

"Er . . . quiteright. Proper spirit. Miust be nore
i n the young chap than | thought. Shows you ought to
be careful in junping to conclusions."” Col onel Bantry
| ooked ashanmed. "But all the sane,” his indignation
revived "what did he nmean, trying to fasten a nurder
on ne?"

"I don't thinkhesawit likethat," saidM ss Marpl e.
"He thought of it nore as a as a j oke. You see, he was
rat her under the influence of alcohol at the tine."

“"Bottl ed, was he?" said Colonel Bantry, wth an
Engl i shman' s synpat hy for al coholic excess. "Ch, wel |,
can't judge a fell ow by what he does when he's drunk.
When | was at Canbridge, | renenber | put a certain
utensil . . . well . . . well, never mnd. Deuce of a
rowt her ewas about i t." Hechuckl ed, t henchecked hi nsel f
sternly. He | ooked at Mss Marple with eyes that were
shrewd and apprai si ng. He said, "Youdon't think hedid
t he murder, eh?"

"I"'msure he didn't."
"And you think you know who di d?"

M ss Marpl e nodded.



Ms. Bantry, like all ecstatic G eek chorus, said,
"I'sn't she wonderful ?* to an unhearing world.

"Well, who was it?"

M ss Marple said, "I was going to ask you to hel p
nme. | think if we went up to Sonerset House we should
have a very good idea."

Sir Henry's face was very grave. He said, "I don't
like it."

"I amaware," said Mss Marple, "that it isn't what
you call orthodox. But it is so inportant, isn't it,
to be quite sure to 'make assurance doubly sure,' as
Shakespeare has it? | think, if M. Jefferson would
agree-"

"What about Harper? Is he to be in on this?"

"I't m ght be awkward for hi mto knowtoo nmuch. But
t here m ght beahint fromyou. Towatch certain persons,
have themtrailed, you know. "

Sir Henry said slowy, "Yes, that would neet the
case."

Superi nt endent Harper | ooked piercingly at Sir
Henry Cithering. "Let's get this quite clear, sir.
You're giving ne a hint?"

Sir Henry said, "I'"' minform ngyou of what ny fri end
has just infornmed ne. He didn't tell ne in confidence
that he purposes to visit a solicitor in Danenouth
tonorrow for the purpose of making a neww !l ."

The superi ntendent' s bushy eyebr ows dr ew downwar d
over hi s st eady eyes. He sai d, "Does M. Conway Jef f er son
propose to informhis son-in-law and daughter-in-I| aw



of that fact?"
"He intends to tell themabout it this evening."

"I see." The superintendent tapped his desk with
apenhol der. Herepeatedagain, "I see. " Thent hepi erci ng
eyes bored once nore into the eyes of the other man.
Har per said, "So you're not satisfied with the case
agai nst Basi| Bl ake?"

"Are your [m ssing text]

The superi ntendent's nustaches qui vered. He said,
"I's M ss Marpl e?" The two nen | ooked at each ot her. Then
Har per said, "You can leave it to ne. |I'll have nen
detail ed. Therew || be no funny busi ness, | can prom se
you that."

Sir Henry said, "There is one nore thing. You'd
better seethis."” Heunfol ded aslipof paper and pushed
It across the table.

This time the superintendent's cal mdeserted him
He whistled. "Sothat'sit, isit? That putsanentirely
di fferent conplexion on the matter. How did you cone
to dig up this?"

"Wonen, " said Sir Henry, "areeternallyinterested
in marriages. "

"Especially," said the superintendent, "elderly
si ngl e wonen!"

Conway Jefferson | ooked up as his friend entered.
His grimface relaxed into a smle. He said, "Wll, |
told '"em They took it very well."

"What did you say?"

[mssing text] to endow a hostel for young girls



wor ki ng as pr of essi onal dancersin London. Dammed silly
way to | eave your noney. Surprised they swallowed it
asthoughl'ddoathinglikethat." Headdedneditati vely,
"You know, | made a fool of nyself over that girl. Mist
be turningintoasilly old man. | can see it now. She
was a pretty kid, but nost of what | sawin her | put
therenysel f. | pretended she was anot her Rosanund. Sane
col oring, you know. But not the sane heart or m nd. Hand
nme that paper; rather an interesting bridge problem™

Sir Henry went downstairs. He asked a questi on of
the porter.

"M . Gaskell, sir? He's just gone off in his car.
HadtogotolLondon." "Ch, | see. s Ms. Jeffersonabout ?"
"Ms. Jefferson, sir, hasjust goneuptobed."” Sir Henry
| ooked i nto the | ounge and t hrough to the ballroom In
t he | ounge Hugo McLean was doi ng a crossword puzzl e and
frowni ng a good deal over it. In the ballroom Josie
wassm lingvaliantlyintothefaceof astout, perspiring
man as her ninble feet avoi ded his destructive tread.
The st out man was cl early enjoying his dance. Raynond,
graceful and weary, was danci ng w th an anem c-1 ooki ng
girl with adenoids, dull brown hair and an expensive
and exceedi ngly unbecom ng dress. Sir Henry sai d under
his breath, "And so to bed," and went upstairs.

It was three o' cl ock. The wi nd had fal | en, the noon
was shi ning over the quiet sea. In Conway Jefferson's
roomt here was no sound except hi s own heavy breat hi ng
as helay hal f proppeduponpillows. There was no breeze
to stir the curtains at the wi ndow, but they stirred.
For a nonent they parted and a figure was sil houetted
agai nst the noonlight. Then they fell back i nto pl ace.
Everyt hi ng was qui et agai n, but there was soneone el se
I nsi detheroom Nearer andnearer tothebedtheintruder
stol e. The deep breathing on the pillowdid not rel ax.
There was no sound, or hardly any sound. A finger and
t hunb were ready to pick up afold of skin; inthe other
hand t he hypoderm ¢ was ready. And t hen, suddenly, out



of the shadows a hand cane and cl osed over t he hand t hat
hel d the needle; the other armheld the figure in an
I ron grasp. An unenotional voice the voice of the | aw,
said, "No, you don't! | want that needle!" The |i ght
swi tchedon, andfromhi s pill ows Conway Jef f ersonl ooked
grimy at the nurderer of Ruby Keene.

Sir Henry dithering said, "Speaking as Wat son, |
want to know your nethods. Mss Marple."

Superi ntendent Harper said, "I'dliketo knowwhat
put you on to it first."

Col onel Melchett said, "You' ve done it again, by
Jove, Mss Marple. | want to hear all about it fromthe
begi nni ng. "

M ss Marple snoothed the pure silk of her best
eveni ng gown. She flushed and sm | ed and | ooked very
sel f-consci ous. She said, "I'mafraid you'll think ny
‘methods,' as Sir Henry calls them are terribly
amat eurish. The truth is, you see, that nost people,
and | don't exclude policenen, are far tootrustingfor
this wicked worl d. They believe what is told them |
never do. I'mafraid | always |i ke to prove athing for
nysel f."

"That isthescientificattitude," said Sir Henry.

"In this case,"” continued Mss Marple, "certain
t hi ngs were taken for granted fromthe first, instead
of just confining oneself to the facts. The facts, as
| noted them were that the victi mwas quite young and
that she bit her nails and that her teeth stuck out a
little as young girls' so often doif not corrected in
timte wwth a plate, and children are very naughty about
their plates and take themout when their el ders aren't
| ooki ng. "

"But that is wandering fromthe point. Were was



| ? Oh, yes, |ooking down at the dead girl and feeling
sorry, because it is always sad to see a young life cut
short, and t hi nki ng t hat whoever had done it was a very
w cked person. O courseit was all very confusing, her
bei ng foundin Col onel Bantry's library, altogether too
| i keabooktobetrue. Infact, it nadethew ongpattern.
It wasn't, you see, neant, which confused us alot. The
real i dea had been to pl ant t he body on poor young Basi |
Bl ake, a much nore likely person, and his action in
putting it in the colonel's library del ayed things
consi derably and nust have been a source of great
annoyance to the real nurderer. Originally, you see,
M. Bl ake woul d have beenthe first object of suspicion.
They' d have made i nqui ri es at Danenout h, found he knew
thegirl, thenfound he hadtied hinsel f upw th anot her
girl, andthey' d have assunedt hat Ruby canet o bl ackmai |
hi mor sonethinglike that, and that he'd strangl ed her
inafit of rage. Just an ordi nary, sordid, what | call
ni ght-club type of crine!”

"But that, of course, all went wong, and i nt erest
becane focused nuch too soon on the Jefferson famly
to the great annoyance of a certain person.”

“"As | 'vetoldyou, |I've got avery suspicious m nd.
My nephew Raynond tells nme in fun, of course, that |
have a m nd |i ke a sink. He says that nost Victorians

have. All | can say is that the Victorians knew a good
deal about human nature. As | say, having this rather
i nsanitary -- or surely sanitary? -- mnd, | | ooked at

once at t he noney angl eof it. Two peopl estoodtobenefit
by this girl's death you couldn't get away fromt hat.
Fifty thousand pounds i s al ot of noney; especi al | y when
youareinfinancial difficulties, as boththese people
were. O course they both seened very nice, agreeable
people; they didn't seemlikely people, but one never
can tell, can one?"

"Ms. Jefferson, for instance. Everyone | i ked her.
But it didseemclear that she had becone very restl ess



t hat summer and that she was tired of thelife she | ed,
conpl etely dependent on her father-in-law. She knew,
because t he doctor had told her, that he couldn't |ive
| ong, so that was all right, to put it callously, or
It woul d have been all right if Ruby Keene hadn't cone
al ong. Ms. Jefferson was passionately devoted to her
son, and sone wonen have a curious idea that crines
commtted for the sake of their offspring are al nost
norallyjustified. | have cone acrossthat attitude once
or twice inthe village. "Well, "twas all for Daisy,
you see, mss," they say, and seemto think that that
makes doubtful conduct quite all right. Very | ax

t hi nki ng. "

"M . Mark Gaskel |, of course, was anuchnorelikely
starter, if | may use such a sporting expression. He
was a ganbl er and had not, | fancied, a very hi gh noral
code. But for certainreasons | was of the opinionthat
a worman was concerned in this crine.”

"As | say, with ny eye on notive, the noney angl e
seened very suggestive. It was annoyi ng, therefore, to
findthat boththese people hadalibisfor thetine when
Ruby Keene, according to the nedi cal evidence, had net
her death. But soon afterward t here cane t he di scovery
of the burnt-out car wwth Panel a Reeves' body in it,
and then the whol e thing | eaped to the eye. The al i bi s,
of course, were worthless."”

"I now had two hal ves of the case, and both quite
convincing, but they did not fit. There nust be a
connection, but I couldnot findit. The one person whom
| knewto be concernedinthecrinme hadn't got a notive.
It was stupid of ne," said Mss Marple neditatively.
"If it hadn't beenfor D nah Leel shoul dn't have t hought
of it thenost obviousthingintheworl d. Soner set House!
Marriage! It wasn't a question of only M. Gaskell or
Ms. Jefferson; there was the further possibility of
marriage. If either of those two was married, or even
was | i kelytomarry, thentheother partytothemarri age



contract was i nvol ved t oo. Raynond, for i nstance, m ght
t hi nk he had a pretty good chance of marrying a rich
w fe. He had been very assi duous to Ms. Jefferson, and
It was his charm | think, that awoke her fromher | ong
w dowhood. She had been quite content just 'being a
daughter to M. Jefferson.' Like Ruth and Naom only
Naom , i f yourenenber, took al ot of troubleto arrange
a suitable marriage for Ruth.”

" Besi des Raynond, there was M. MLean. She |i ked
hi mvery nmuch, and it seened hi ghly possible that she
would marry himin the end. He wasn't well off and he
was not far from Danenouth on the night in question.
So, it seened, didn't it," said M ss Marpl e, "as t hough
anyone m ght have done it? But, of course, really, in
my own m nd, | knew. You coul dn't get away, coul d you,
fromthose bitten nails?"

"Nai |l s?" said Sir Henry. "But she tore her nail and
cut the others.” "Nonsense," said Mss Marple. "Bitten
nail s and cl ose-cut nails are quite different! Nobody
coul d m st ake t hemwho knew anyt hi ng about girls' nails
-- very ugly, bittennails, as | always tell the girls
I nny class. Those nails, yousee, were afact. Andt hey
coul d only nean one t hi ng. The body i n Col onel Bantry's
library wasn't Ruby Keene at all."

"And t hat brings you strai ght tothe one person who
must be concerned. Josie! Josie identified the body.
She knewshe nmust have knownthat it wasn't Ruby Keene's
body. Shesai dit was. Shewas puzzl ed, conpl et el ypuzzl ed,
at finding that body where it was. She practically
betrayed that fact. Why? Because she knew none better
where it ought to have been found! In Basil Bl ake's
cottage. Who directed our attention to Basil? Josie,
by sayi ng t o Raynond t hat Ruby m ght have beenwith t he
filmman. And before that, by slipping a snapshot of
hi mi nt o Ruby' s handbag. Josi e! Josie, who was shrewd,
practical, hard as nails and all out for noney."



"Since the body wasn't the body of Ruby Keene, it
must be t he body of soneone el se. O whon? O the ot her
girl who was al so m ssing. Panela Reeves! Ruby was
ei ght een, Panel asi xt een. They wer e bot h heal t hy, rat her
| mmat ure, but nuscul ar girls. But why, | asked nysel f,
all this hocus-pocus? There coul d be only one reason:
to give certain persons an alibi. W had alibis for
t he supposed ti me of Ruby Keene's deat h? Mark Gaskel |,
Ms. Jefferson and Josie.”

"It wasreallyquiteinteresting, youknow, tracing
out the course of events, seeing exactly howthe plan
had wor ked out. Conplicated and yet sinple. First of
all, thesel ectionof t hepoor child, Panel a; t heappr oach
to her fromthe filmangle. A screen test; of course
t he poor child couldn't resist it. Not when it was put
up to her as pl ausi bly as Mark Gaskel | put it. She cones
to the hotel, he is waiting for her, he takes her in
by the side door and introduces her to Josie, one of
t hei r make- up experts! That poor child, it makesnmequite
sicktothink of it! Sittingin Josie's bathroomwhile
Josi e bl eaches her hair and makes up her face and
var ni shes her fingernailsandtoenails. Duringall this
the drug was given. Inanice-creamsoda, very |likely.
She goes off into a coma. | inmagi ne that they put her
I nto one of the enpty roons opposite. They were only
cl eaned once a week, renenber.”

"After dinner Mark Gaskell went out in his car to
the sea front, he said. That is when he took Panel a's
bodytothecottage, arrangedit, dressedi noneof Ruby's
ol ddresses, onthehearthrug. Shewasstill unconsci ous,
but not dead, when he strangled her with the belt of
the frock. Not nice, no, but |I hope and pray she knew
not hi ng about it. Really, | feel quite pleasedtothink

of himhanging. . . . That nust have been just after
ten o' cl ock. Then back at top speed and i nto t he | ounge
wher e Ruby Keene, still alive, was danci ng her exhi bition

dancew t h Raynond. | shoul di magi net hat Josi e had gi ven
Ruby i nstructions beforehand. Ruby was accustoned to



doi ng what Josie told her. She was to change, go into
Josie's roomand wait. She, too, was drugged; probably
I nthe after-di nner cof fee. She was yawni ng, renenber,
when she tal ked to young Bartlett."

"Josiecaneuplater wwth Raynondto 'l ook for her,’
but nobody but Josi ewent i ntoJosi e' sroom She probably
finishedthe girl off thenwth aninjection, perhaps,
or a bl owon t he back of the head. She went down, danced
wi th Raynond, debated with the Jeffersons where Ruby
could be and finally went up to bed. Inthe early hours
of the norni ngshedressedthegirl inPanela's clothes,
carried the body down the side stairs and out. She was
a strong, nuscul ar young wonman. Fetched George
Bartlett's car, drove two mles to the quarry, poured
petrol over the car and set it alight. Then she wal ked
back to the hotel, probably timng her arrival there
for ei ght or nine o' cl ock. Upearlyinher anxi ety about
Ruby! "

"An intricate plot," said Colonel Mlchett.

“"Not noreintricatethanthesteps of adance, " said

M ss Marpl e.
"l suppose not."

" She was very t horough, " sai d M ss Mar pl e. "She even
foresaw the di screpancy of the nails. That's why she
managed t o break one of Ruby's nails on her shawl . It
made an excuse for pretendi ng that Ruby had cli pped her
nails cl ose.”

Har per said, "Yes, she thought of everything. And
the only real proof you had was a schoolgirl's bitten
nails."

"More than that,"” said Mss Marple. "People w il
tal k too nuch. Mark Gaskell tal ked too nuch. He was
speaki ng of Ruby and he said, her teeth ran down her



throat, but the dead girl in Colonel Bantry's library
had teeth that stuck out."

Conway Jefferson said rather grimy, "And was t he
| ast dramatic finale your idea, Mss Marple?"

"Well, it was, as a matter of fact. It's so nice
to be sure, isn't it?"

"Sure is the word," said Conway Jefferson grimy.
"You see," said Mss Marple, "once those two knew
t hat you were going to make a newwi ||, they'd have to
do sonet hi ng. They'd al ready comm tted two nurders on
account of the noney. So they mght as well commt a
third. Mark, of course, nust be absolutely clear, so
he went of f t o London and est abl i shed an al i bi by di ni ng
at a restaurant with friends and going on to a night
club. Josiewas todothe work. They still wanted Ruby's
death to be put down to Basil's account, so M.

Jef f erson' sdeat hnust bet hought duetohi sheart failing.
There was digitalis, so the superintendent tells ne,
I nthe syringe. Any doctor woul d t hi nk death fromheart
trouble quite natural in the circunstances. Josie had
| oosened one of the stone balls on the bal cony and she
was goingtolet it crashdownafterward. H s deat hwoul d
be put down to the shock of the noise.”

Mel chett said, "Ingenious devil."

Sir Henry said, "So the third death you spoke of
was to be Conway Jefferson?”

M ss Mar pl e shook her head. "Ch, no, | neant Basi |
Bl ake. They'd have got him hanged if they coul d."

"Or shut up in Broadnoor," said Sir Henry.

Through the doorway fl oated Adel ai de Jefferson.
Hugo McLean foll owed her. The latter said, "I seemto



have m ssed nost of this! Haven't got the hang of it
yet. What was Josie to Mark Gaskel | ?"

Mss Marple said, "H s wife. They were married a
year ago. They were keepingit dark until M. Jefferson
di ed. "

Conway Jefferson grunted. He said, "Al ways knew
Rosanund had married a rotter. Tried not to admt it
tonysel f. She was fond of hi m Fond of a nurderer! Wl |,
he'll hang, as well as the woman. |I'mglad he went to
pi eces and gave the show away."

M ss Marple said, "She was al ways the strong
character. It was her plan throughout. The irony of it
I sthat shegot thegirl downherehersel f, never dream ng
that she woul d take M. Jefferson's fancy and rumall
her own prospects.”

Jefferson said, "Poor lass. Poor little Ruby."

Adel ai de | ai d her hand on hi s shoul der and pressed
It gently. Shel ookedal nost beauti ful toni ght. Shesaid,
wthalittle catchin her breath, "I want to tell you
sonet hing, Jeff. At once. |I'mgoing to marry Hugo."

Conway Jef ferson | ooked up at her for a nonent. He
said gruffly, "About tine you married again.
Congratul ati onstoyoubot h. Byt heway, Addi e, |' mmaki ng
a newwll tonorrow "

She nodded. "Ch, yes. | know. "

Jefferson said, "No, you don't. I'msettling ten
t housand pounds on you. Everything el se goes to Peter
when | die. How does that suit you, ny girl?"

"Ch, Jeff!" Her voice broke. "You' re wonderful!"

"He's a nice lad. 1'd like to see a good deal of



himin in the tine |'ve got left."
“Oh, you shall!"”

"CGot a great feeling for crinme, Peter has," said
Conway Jefferson neditatively. "Not only has he got t he
fingernail of the nmurdered girl, one of the nurdered
girls, anyway, but he was |ucky enough to have a bit
of Josie's shawl caught inwth the nail. So he's got
a souvenir of the nurderess too! That makes hi mvery

happy! "

Hugo and Adel ai de passed by the ballroom Raynond
canme up to them Adel ai de said rather quickly, "I nust
tell you ny news. W're going to be married."”

The sm |l e on Raynond's face was perfect a brave,
pensivesmle. "Il hope, " hesai d, i gnori ngHugoandgazi ng
into her eyes, "that you will be very, very happy."

They passed on and Raynond st ood | ooki ng aft er her.
"Anicewonman," hesaidtohinself. "Avery nice wonman.
And she woul d have had noney too. The tinme | took to
mug up that bit about the Devonshire Starrs. Ch, well,
ny | uck' s out. Dance, dance, littlefriend, and Raynond
returned to the ballroom



