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Chapter 1

Old Lanscombe, the butler at Enderby Hall, shook his head. 
Soon they w ould be com ing back from  his M aster’s funeral. M r 
R ichard  A bernethie had been a good employer. H e had died 
very suddenly, aged sixty-eight. A lthough he was ill, the family 
doctor thought that he w ould live for another tw o years. Ah, but 
the M aster had never recovered from  his son’s death, six m onths 
before. M ortim er A bernethie’s death was a huge shock because 
he was such a strong and healthy young man.

M r R ichard  was tw enty-four w hen his father, Cornelius, 
died, and he had gone straight into the family business. H e ran 
it successfully while keeping a very happy hom e in this huge 
Victorian house. H e was like a father to his younger brothers 
and sisters. N ow  Leo, Laura, Geraldine, and G ordon were dead, 
only T im othy and C ora were left. It had been twenty-five years 
since Lanscombe had seen Cora, and he hadn’t recognized her 
when she arrived before the funeral. She had grow n so fat — and 
was dressed in  a loose black dress w ith  too m any black necklaces! 
Well, Miss Cora had always been a bit — well, strange.

She had rem em bered him all right. W h y , it’s Lanscombe!’ she 
had said, and seemed so pleased to see him . Ah, they had all been 
fond o f h im  in the old days.

N ow  cars were arriving, bringing the family home, and 
Lanscombe showed them  all into the green sitting room.

A few m inutes later, standing in  front o f the fireplace, M r 
Entwhistle, the family lawyer, looked round. H e did not know  
all the people there very well — some he had only met before 
the funeral and he needed to sort them  out in his m ind before 
he read the w ill. W hen he saw old Lanscombe handing round 
drinks, M r Entw histle thought, ‘Poor old m an -  he’s nearly
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Agatha Christie

ninety, and h a lf  blind. W ell, h e ’ll have that nice little  inheritance 
from  R ichard .’

Leo A berneth ie’s w idow . H elen, he knew  well. She was a 
very charm ing w om an o f  fifty-one. It was strange that she had 
never m arried  again after Leo’s death, he thought.

M r Entw histle m oved his a ttention  on to  G eorge Crossfield, 
Laura A berneth ie’s son. Laura had left very little m oney w hen 
she died five years ago. G eorge was a law yer and a handsom e 
young m an -  bu t there was a dishonest feel about him .

N o w  w hich o f  the tw o young  w om en was w hich? A h yes, 
that was R osam und , G erald ine’s daughter, look ing  at the w ax 
flowers on the green m arble table. She was a beautifu l girl, 
bu t silly. She was an actress, no t a very good one, and she had 
m arried  an actor, M ichael Shane, fair-haired  and handsom e. 
A n d  he know s he is, th ou gh t M r Entw histle.

Susan, the late G ordon A berneth ie’s daughter, w ould  be m uch 
better on  the stage than  R osam und , M r E ntw histle  th ough t -  
she had far m ore personality. She also had dark hair and eyes 
that w ere alm ost golden in  colour. Beside her was G regory 
Banks, the m an she had ju st m arried . H e was a pharm acist’s 
assistant! In M r E ntw histle’s w orld, girls did n o t m arry  m en w ho 
w orked in  a shop. T he young  m an, w ho had a pale face, seemed 
uncom fortable.

H is eyes w ent on to  M rs M aude A bernethie. A big, sensible 
w om an, she had always been a good w ife to  T im othy, w ho 
had been an invalid for m any years. M r E ntw histle  suspected 
that T im othy  only im agined that he was ill, that he was a 
hypochondriac, in  fact.

T hen  M r E ntw histle looked next at C ora Lansquenet. H er 
m other had died giving b irth  to her. Poor little  Cora! She was 
an aw kw ard girl, always saying the w rong  th ing. She m et Pierre
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Lansquenet, who was half French, at art school. At the time, 
Cora’s brother, R ichard Abernethie, suspected that Lansquenet 
was looking for a rich wife, but Cora, who was not rich, ran 
away and married him  anyway. They spent most of their married 
life in seaside towns that other painters seemed to live in, as well.

Lansquenet was a very bad painter, but R ichard had generously 
given his young sister an income. Lansquenet had died twelve 
years ago, and now here was his widow, back in the home of 
her childhood, exclaiming with pleasure whenever she recalled 
some childish memory.



Chapter 2
‘As you know ,’ said M r E ntw histle, ‘I am  the executor o f  R ichard  
A berneth ie’s w ill . . .’

7  d idn’t know ,’ in te rru p ted  C ora Lansquenet. ‘D id  he leave 
m e any th ing?’

Ignoring her, E ntw histle continued, ‘O riginally , R ichard  
A berneth ie’s w ill left alm ost every th ing  to  his son M ortim er. 
A fter M o rtim er’s death, R ichard  decided to  get to know  his 
nephew  and nieces better before he m ade a new  w ill.’

‘D id he leave me any th ing?’ repeated Cora.
M r E ntw histle again ignored her, ‘A part from  a legacy to 

Lanscombe, every th ing  R ich ard  ow ned is going to be divided 
in to  six equal parts. Four o f  these w ill go to: R ic h a rd ’s bro ther 
Tim othy; his nephew  G eorge Crossfield; and his nieces Susan 
Banks and R osam und  Shane. T he o ther tw o parts are going to 
be invested and the incom e from  them  w ill be paid to  M rs H elen 
A bernethie, the w idow  o f  his b ro ther Leo; and to  his sister, M rs 
C ora Lansquenet. A fter their death the m oney is to  be divided 
betw een the o ther four beneficiaries or their children .’

‘T h a t’s very n ice!’ said C ora Lansquenet. ‘H o w  m uch?’
‘A bout th ree to  four thousand pounds a year.’
‘G ood!’ said Cora. ‘I shall go and visit Italy.’
H elen A berneth ie said softly, ‘H o w  generous o f  R ichard .’
‘H e was very fond o f  you,’ said M r Entw histle.
H elen said regretfully, ‘I wish I had realised how  ill he was.’ 
‘N obody expected R ichard  to die as soon as he did. Even the 

doctor was surprised,’ said M r Entw histle.
‘“Suddenly, at his residence” it said in  the newspaper,’ said Cora.

‘I wondered then . . . Still, it’s been kept quiet very nicely, hasn’t 
it? I th ink  you’re all right. I m ean -  it should be kept in  the family.’
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T he faces that had tu rn ed  tow ards her looked amazed.
M r Entw histle said, ‘Really, C ora, I’m  afraid I don’t 

understand w hat you m ean.’
C ora Lansquenet looked round  in  surprise. ‘B u t he was 

m urdered, wasn’t he?’ she said.
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Chapter 3
As he re tu rned  south to  L ondon by train , M r Entw histle thought 
about w hat C ora had said, and how  everyone had reacted. 

M aude had exclaim ed, ‘Really, C o ra!’
Som ebody else had said, ‘W h at do you m ean?’
A nd at once C ora had said, ‘O h, I d idn’t m ean -  oh, bu t I 

did th in k  from  w hat he said -  and his death was so sudden! O h, 
please forget that I said any th ing  at all — I know  I’m  always saying 
the w rong  th ing .’

A nd then  there had been a discussion about R ichard  
A berneth ie’s personal belongings. T he house and its contents, 
M r Entw histle said, w ould  be sold.

C ora’s un fo rtuna te  com m ent had been forgotten. A fter all, 
C ora had always been, i f  no t subnorm al, em barrassingly naive. 
She had always said unw elcom e truths.

M r E ntw histle’s thoughts stopped there. Yes, it was because 
C ora’s com m ents w ere true, that they w ere so embarrassing!

W h en  M r E ntw histle had looked at C ora earlier, she had no t 
looked like the girl he had know n. B ut C ora’s m annerism s were 
still there -  such as the way she tilted her head to  one side as she 
spoke. H e rem em bered tw o phrases now.

‘But I did th in k  from  w hat he said . . .’ and ‘H is death was so 
sudden.’

Yes, R ich a rd ’s death had been sudden. R ic h a rd ’s doctor had 
said only m onths ago that i f  R ichard  looked after him self, he 
m ight live tw o or th ree years. Perhaps longer.

W ell, doctors could never be sure about h o w  each patient 
w ould  react to  a disease. A nd R ichard  A berneth ie had no great 
w ish to  live after his son M o rtim er’s death because there was no 
child or grandchild o f  his to  inherit his fo rtune and his business.

6
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D uring  the last six months, R ichard , w ho had obviously been 
searching for an heir, had invited to stay w ith  him , at different 
times, his nephew George, his niece Susan and her husband, and 
his niece R osam und and her husband. R ichard  had also briefly 
visited his hypochondriac brother, Timothy.

T he w ill that R ichard  had eventually m ade told M r Entwhistle 
how  disappointed he was w ith all o f  them.

M r Entw histle remem bered w hat C ora had said earlier that 
day, ‘I did th ink  from  what he said . . .’

H e asked himself, W hat did R ichard  say? And when did he 
say it? D id R ichard  visit C ora Lansquenet or was it som ething 
he w rote in  a letter to her w hich made her ask that shocking 
question:

‘But he was m urdered, wasn’t he?’

★ ★ ★

Further along the train, Gregory Banks said to his wife, 
Susan, ‘T hat aunt o f  yours must be completely m ad!’

‘A unt Cora? O h, yes.’
George Crossfield said sharply. ‘She really shouldn’t say things 

like that. It m ight put ideas into people’s heads.’
R osam und’s husband, Michael, said, ‘I th ink  George is right. 

It’s so easy to  start people talking.’
‘Well, w ould it matter? It m ight be fun,’ said Rosam und. 
‘Fun?’ Four voices spoke at once.
‘Having a m urder in  the family,’ said Rosam und. ‘And i f  he 

was m urdered, w ho do you th ink  did it? His death has been very 
convenient for all o f  us. M ichael and I are completely broke. 
M ichael was offered a really good part in a play if  he could afford 
to wait for it, bu t he couldn’t. N ow  w e’ll have enough m oney for 
our own play if  we w ant to.’
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N obody was listening. T hey  w ere th in k in g  about their ow n 
futures.

‘N o w  I can pu t m y clients’ m oney back in  their accounts 
before they notice it’s m issing,’ though t George.

G regory thought, ‘N o w  I can escape from  this prison I ’m  in .’
Susan’s hard, young eyes softened as she looked at her husband. 

She suspected that G reg loved her less than  she loved h im  — but 
that only strengthened her feelings. G reg was hers; she w ould do 
any th ing  for h im . A nything.

★ ★ ★

M aude A bernethie, w ho was staying the n igh t at Enderby, 
w ondered i f  she should offer to  stay longer to help H elen w ith  the 
clearing o f  the house. B ut she really had to  get back to T im othy 
to look after him . H e had expected that m ost o f  R ic h a rd ’s 
fortune w ould  com e to him  and he w ould  be annoyed -  and that 
was so bad for his health.

She sighed, then  smiled. T hings w ere go ing to  be m uch 
easier now, financially. T hey  could spend m oney on  plants for 
the garden, for instance.

★ ★ ★

H elen A berneth ie sat by the fire in  the sitting room  at 
E nderby H all. H o w  w orried  she had been lately about money. 
N ow , thanks to R ichard , all that was over.

H elen looked at the bouquet o f  w ax flowers that stood on  the 
green m arble table. C ora had been sitting beside it w hen they 
had been w aiting  to  go to the funeral. She had been so pleased 
at being back in  her old hom e. O h, bu t the way C ora had asked, 
‘B ut he was m urdered, wasn’t he?’

T he faces all round, shocked, staring at her!



After the Funeral

A nd suddenly, seeing the p icture o f  everyone clearly in  her 
m ind, H elen frow ned . There was som eth ing w ron g  w ith  that 
picture. Was it an expression on  som eone’s face? Was that it? 
Som eth ing that should no t have been  there ?

N o, she d idn’t know  w hat it was -  bu t there had been 
som ething, som ew here, that was wrong.

★ ★ ★

M eanw hile, in  the cafe at Sw indon R ailw ay Station, a 
lady in  black was w aiting  for the connecting  train  to  Lytchett 
St M ary, w here she lived. She was eating  cakes and look ing  
forw ard to  the future.

A ll those faces -  w hen she had said that about m urder! W ell, 
it had been  the righ t th in g  to say.

She sm iled like a happy child. She was really going to  enjoy 
herself at last.



Chapter 4
At a qu arter to  six the  n ex t even ing M r E n tw h is tle ’s te lephone 
rang. T he caller in fo rm ed  h im  th a t M rs C o ra  L ansquenet had 
been  m urdered  in  h er co ttage in  the v illage o f  L ytchett St 
M ary.

★ ★ ★

T he next day a police Inspector nam ed M o rto n  cam e to see 
h im  and said, ‘It’s n o t a very easy case. M r E ntw histle. Let’s 
im agine som eone was w atching C ora L ansquenet’s house and 
saw her com panion. Miss G ilchrist, com e out o f  the house at 
about tw o o ’clock. T his som eone then  deliberately takes the 
hatchet that was ly ing by the w oodshed, smashes the kitchen 
window , gets in to  the house, goes upstairs, and attacks M rs 
Lansquenet. She was h it six or eight tim es — it was a very violent 
crim e. T hen  he opens a few cupboards, picks up a few pieces o f  
cheap jew ellery, and makes his escape.’

‘She was in  bed?’
‘Yes. She re tu rned  late from  the N o rth  the n igh t before and 

w oke w ith  a terrible headache. She took some painkillers bu t felt 
no better by lunchtim e. She decided to take tw o sleeping pills 
and sent Miss G ilchrist in to  tow n to change som e library books. 
W h en  this m an broke in  he could have taken w hat he w anted 
ju st by threaten ing her. W h y  did he need to kill her? It looks like 
she was sleeping peacefully w hen she was attacked.’

‘W e do hear o f  pointless m urders,’ M r E ntw histle  said.
O h  yes, th a t’s w hy w e’re looking for any suspicious stranger 

w ho was seen in  the neighbourhood: the local people all have 
alibis. O f  course, her cottage is up a little road outside the village. 
A nyone could get there w ith ou t being seen. T here  has been no
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rain  for some days, so there aren’t any car tracks to  go by -  in  
case anyone cam e by car.

‘There are strange th ings about the case, M r Entw histle. 
These, for instance.’ Inspector M o rto n  pushed across his desk 
a collection o f  cheap jew ellery. ‘T hose are the th ings that w ere 
taken. T hey  w ere found ju st outside the house, h idden in  a bush.

‘O f  course the com panion, Miss G ilchrist, m ay have killed 
Miss Lansquenet, b u t I doubt it. Everyone says they w ere very 
friendly.’ H e paused before continuing , ‘A ccording to you, 
nobody gains from  M rs Lansquenet’s death.’

‘I d idn’t say that,’ replied M r E ntw histle. ‘M rs Lansquenet’s 
incom e was an allowance m ade to  her by her brother, her house 
is rented , and the fu rn itu re  and jew ellery  w ould  no t be w o rth  
m uch to  w hoever she’s left it to. H ow ever, her legacy from  her 
bro ther w ill be divided am ongst the five o ther beneficiaries o f  
R ichard  A berne th ie’s w ill, so all o f  them  w ill benefit from  her 
death.’

T he Inspector looked disappointed. ‘W ell, there doesn’t 
seem to be a strong m otive there for anyone to  kill her -  and 
especially no t w ith  a hatchet. Y ou’ll be going to  see Miss 
G ilchrist, I suppose? She’s told us, I th in k , everything that she 
can, bu t you never know . Som etim es, in  conversation, people 
rem em ber things. She’s a sensible w om an -  and she’s really been 
most helpful.’

Strange, th ou gh t M r Entw histle, that C ora had been th in k in g  
about m urder the very  day before she herself was m urdered.

‘H e was m urdered, w asn’t he?’
It was too  ridiculous to  m ention  to  Inspector M orton. But 

w hat i f  Miss G ilchrist could tell h im  w hat R ichard  had said to 
Cora? I m ust see Miss G ilchrist im m ediately, said M r E ntw histle 
to  himself.

II
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★ ★ ★

Miss G ilchrist was a th in  w om an w ith  short, grey hair. 
‘I ’m  so pleased you have com e, M r E ntw histle ,’ she said. ‘I ’ve 
never, ever had any involvem ent w ith  a murder. You read about 
them , o f  course, bu t I don’t even really like doing that.’

Follow ing her in to  the sitting room , M r E ntw histle looked 
around him . T here was a strong smell o f  oil pain t and the 
cottage walls w ere covered w ith  m ostly very dark and d irty  oil 
paintings. B u t there w ere w atercolour paintings as well, and 
smaller pictures w ere in  a pile on the w ind ow  seat.

‘M rs Lansquenet used to buy paintings at sales,’ Miss Gilchrist 
explained. ‘She never paid m ore than a po un d  for any o f  them , 
and there was a w onderful chance, she always said, o f  finding 
som ething valuable.’

E ntw histle doubted i f  any o f  these w ere w o rth  even the 
pound  she had paid for them!

O f  course, said Miss G ilchrist, no tic ing  his expression, ‘I 
don t know  m uch myself, though m y father was a pain ter — no t a 
very successful one. B u t I used to do w atercolours m yself as a girl 
and it was nice for M rs Lansquenet to have som eone she could 
talk to  about pain ting  and w ho w ould understand.’

‘You w ere fond o f  her?’
O h  y e s ’ said Miss Gilchrist. ‘In some ways, M rs Lansquenet 

was ju st like a child. She said anyth ing that cam e in to  her head -  
bu t it surprised m e som etim es how  accurate she could be about 
things o ther than  art.’

‘You w ere w ith  M rs Lansquenet for some years?’
T hree  and a half. I d id m ost o f  the cooking — I enjoy cooking — 

and some light housew ork. N one o f  the rough housew ork, o f  
course. M rs Panter cam e in  for that. I could n o t possibly have

12
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been a servant. I used to have a little  tearoom : T he W illow  Tree -  
it was a lovely place. A ll the cups and plates w ere blue and the 
cakes w ere really good. I was doing w ell and then  the w ar cam e 
and food supplies w ere cut and I had to  close the tearoom  and 
had no m oney to pay the rent. A nd so I had to  look round  for 
som ething to  do, but, I had never been  tra ined  for anything. 
I w ent to  w ork  for one lady as her com panion, bu t she was so 
rude — and then  I cam e to  M rs Lansquenet and w e w ere friends 
from  the start.’ Miss G ilchrist added sadly, ‘H o w  I loved m y dear, 
dear little tearoom . Such nice people used to  com e to  it!

‘B ut I m ust no t talk about myself. T he police have been very 
kind. Inspector M o rto n  even arranged for m e to  spend the nigh t 
w ith  som eone in  the village, bu t I felt it was m y duty to stay 
here w ith  all M rs Lansquenet’s nice th ings in  the house. T he 
Inspector to ld  m e there w ould be a policem an on duty in  the 
k itchen all n igh t -  because o f  the broken w indow  -  it was fixed 
this m o rn in g  -  thou gh  to  be honest, I did pu ll the dressing table 
across the door . . .’

M r E ntw histle  said quickly, ‘I know  the m ain  facts, bu t i f  it 
w ould no t upset you too  m uch to  give m e your ow n story o f  
w hat happened . . .? ’

‘O f  course.’
‘M rs Lansquenet got back from  the funeral the nigh t before 

last,’ M r E ntw histle  said. ‘D id  she talk about the funeral at all? ’ 
‘Just a little. I gave her a cup o f  ho t m ilk  and she told m e that 

the church had been full and that she was sorry she hadn’t seen 
her o ther b ro ther -  T im othy. W ell, then  she said she w ould  go 
to bed .’

‘She said n o th in g  else that you can rem em ber specially?’
‘She asked m e i f  I w ould  like to  go to Italy. Italy! O f  course I 

said it w ould  be w onderful -  and she said, “W e’ll go!” She told

13
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m e that her b ro ther had left her a very good incom e. Poor dear. 
W ell, I’m  glad she had the pleasure o f  p lanning .’ Miss Gilchrist 
sighed, ‘I don’t suppose I shall ever go to  Italy now  . . .’

‘A nd the nex t m orning? ’ M r Entw histle asked.
‘T he nex t m o rn in g  M rs Lansquenet w asn’t at all well. She’d 

had alm ost no  sleep at all, she told m e, because o f  bad dreams. 
She had her breakfast in  bed, and at lunchtim e she told m e that 
she still had n’t been able to  sleep. “I keep th in k in g  o f  things and 
w ondering,” she said. A nd then  she said that she w ould  take some 
sleeping tablets and try  and get a good sleep in  the afternoon. She 
w anted m e to go in to  to w n  and change her library books. So I 
left ju st after tw o and that -  and that -  was the last tim e . . .’ Miss 
G ilchrist began to  cry. ‘She m ust have been asleep, you know, 
and the Inspector says that she d idn’t feel any th ing  . . . A nd do 
tell her relations that apart from  having such a bad night, she was 
really very happy and look ing  forw ard to  the fu tu re .’

‘She did no t speak at all about her b ro ther’s death? T he  — er 
— cause o f it? ’

‘N o. H e had been ill for some tim e,’ said Miss Gilchrist, 
‘though  I was surprised to hear it. H e looked so very full o f  life.’ 

M r Entw histle said quickly, ‘You saw him ? W h en ? ’
‘A bout th ree weeks ago. It was a surprise. M rs Lansquenet 

had n’t expected h im . It upset her. She said som eth ing like “Poor 
R ichard . H e sounds senile. All these silly ideas that som eone is 
poisoning him . O ld  people get like that.” A nd o f  course, that 
is only too true. W h en  m y aunt got old, she th ou gh t the servants 
w ere try ing  to  poison herl ’

M r E ntw histle was very w orried . R ichard  A berneth ie had 
not been senile. H e asked w hether Miss G ilchrist knew  if  C ora 
Lansquenet had left a w ill. She replied that M rs L ansquenet’s w ill 
was at the bank.
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W ith  that he left. H e insisted on  Miss G ilchrist accepting 
some m oney for her expenses and to ld her he w ould  contact her 
again. In  the m eantim e he w ould  be grateful i f  she w ould  stay on 
at the cottage w hile  she looked for a new  job.

M r E ntw histle then  left to  talk  to  the bank  m anager and to 
have a fu rther conversation w ith  Inspector M orton .



Chapter 5
T hat evening, the phone rang and M r Entw histle heard M aude 
A berneth ie’s voice. ‘T h an k  goodness you’re there! This news 
about C ora has upset T im othy  dreadfully -  was it really m urder? ’ 

‘Yes,’ said M r Entw histle.
It seems incredible,’ said M aude. ‘A nd I am  very w orried  

about T im othy. I t’s so bad for him , all this. H e insists that you 
com e up here to  Yorkshire and see him . H e wants to  know  if  
C ora left a w ill.’

‘T here is a w ill. She left instructions for T im othy  to be her 
executor bu t I w ill arrange everything. She left her ow n paintings 
and a piece o f  jew ellery  to  her com panion, Miss G ilchrist, and 
everything else to  her niece, Susan.’

‘To Susan? B ut w hy Susan?’
‘Perhaps because she though t Susan had m ade a m arriage that 

the fam ily disapproved of. W hen  all the bills are paid and the 
furn iture  is sold, I doubt Susan w ill get m ore than  five hundred  
pounds. T he inquest w ill be next Thursday. I w ill need T im o thy ’s 
signature on certain  docum ents as he is the executor, so I th in k  it 
m ight be a good th in g  i f  I did com e and see you.’

‘T hat is w onderful! Tom orrow ? A nd you’ll stay the night? 
T he best tra in  is the 11.20 from  St Pancras.’

‘I w ill have to take an afternoon train , I ’m  afraid. I have o ther 
business in  the m orn ing .’

M r E ntw histle’s ‘o ther business’ was visiting George, 
R osam und and Susan.

★ ★ ★

M r Entw histle said, ‘I tried  to phone you the day after the 
funeral, bu t you w eren’t in  the office.’
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‘T hey  never told m e,’ said G eorge Crossfield. ‘I th ou gh t I 
should have a day o ff after the good new s!’

‘T he  good new s?’
G eorge’s face w en t red.
‘O h , I d idn’t m ean U ncle R ic h a rd ’s death. B ut kn ow ing  

you’ve inherited  m oney certain ly m akes you feel lucky, so I w ent 
to the horse-races at H urst Park. A nd I placed bets on tw o horses 
that w on. I only m ade fifty pounds, bu t it all helps pay the bills.’ 

‘O h  yes,’ said M r Entw histle. ‘A nd there w ill now  be 
additional m oney com ing to you as a result o f  your A unt C ora’s 
death.’

‘P oor old girl,’ G eorge said. ‘It does seem bad luck, doesn’t it? 
I expect the police w ill question all the strange characters in  the 
ne ighbourhood  and m ake them  prove w here they w ere w hen 
the m urder happened.’

‘N o t so easy if  a little tim e has passed,’ said M r Entwhistle. ‘I was 
in  a bookshop at h alf past three on that day. But w ould I rem em ber 
that i f  I was questioned in ten days’ time? W ould you rem em ber 
which day you w ent to the races in  — say — a m on th’s tim e?’

‘O h , I w ould  rem em ber because it was the day after the 
funeral.’

‘T rue -  true. A nd then you bet on tw o w in n in g  horses. You 
w ouldn’t forget that! W h ich  w ere they, by the w ay?’

‘G aym arck and Frogg II. Yes, I w o n’t forget them  in a hurry .’ 
M r E ntw histle  gave a small laugh and left.

★ ★ ★

‘It’s lovely to  see you,’ said R osam und , ‘bu t it’s very early in  
the m orn in g .’

‘It’s eleven o ’clock!’ said M r Entw histle.
M ichael Shane appeared, yaw ning.
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T he law yer did n o t approve o f  the young Shanes’ way o f 
living. H e disliked the bottles and glasses that lay about the 
sitting room  and the untidiness o f  it all.

B ut R osam und  and M ichael w ere certain ly a very handsom e 
couple and they seem ed very fond o f  each other.

M r Entw histle said, ‘I have ju st com e back from  Lytchett St 
M ary.’

‘T hen  it was A un t C ora w ho was m urdered?’ R osam und said. 
‘W e saw it in  the newspaper. A nd I said it m ust be. Two m urders, 
one after another! ’

‘D o n ’t be silly, R osam und ,’ said M ichael. ‘Your Uncle 
R ichard  wasn’t m urdered.’

‘W ell, C ora th ou gh t he was.’
M r Entw histle in terrup ted . ‘You did com e back to  London 

after the funeral, d idn’t you? I ask because I phoned  you the 
follow ing day -  several tim es in  fact, and cou ldn’t get an answer.’ 

‘O h  dear. W e w ere here un til about twelve, and then  M ichael 
w ent to  lunch w ith  som eone. I had a lovely afternoon shopping — 
and then  w e had d inn er at a Spanish restaurant. W e got back 
here about ten  o ’clock that night, I suppose.’

M ichael was look ing  thoughtfu lly  at M r E ntw histle. ‘W hat 
did you w ant to ask us, Sir?’

‘O h! Just some things about R ichard  A berneth ie’s estate.’ 
R osam und asked, ‘D o  we get the m oney now, or no t for a 

long tim e?’
‘I ’m  afraid,’ said M r Entw histle, ‘that the law  is full o f  delays.’ 
‘B ut we can get some m oney in  advance, can’t w e?’ R osam und 

looked w orried. ‘It’s very im portant. Because o f  the play.’
M ichael said pleasantly, ‘O h, there’s no real hurry. I t’s ju st a 

question o f  deciding w hether to finance the play or no t.’
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‘It w ill be very easy to  advance you some m oney,’ said M r 
Entw histle.

‘T h en  th a t’s all righ t.’ R osam und gave a sigh o f  relief. ‘D id  
A unt C ora leave any m oney? ’

‘A little. She left it to your cousin Susan.’
‘W h y  Susan? Is it m uch?’
‘A few hund red  pounds and some fu rn itu re .’
‘N ice fu rn itu re? ’
‘N o ,’ said M r Entw histle.
R osam und lost interest. ‘It’s all very strange, isn’t it? ’ she 

said. ‘T here was C ora, after the funeral, suddenly saying, 
“H e was m urdered! ” and then, the very nex t day, she is m urdered? 
I m ean, it is strange, isn’t it?’

M r E ntw histle  said quietly, ‘Yes, it is very  strange.’
★ ★ ★

M r E ntw histle  studied Susan Banks as she talked. In m any 
ways she rem inded  h im  o f  her uncle, R ichard  A bernethie. She 
had the same energy he had. A nd yet R ichard  A bernethie had 
left her no m ore than  the others. T he  reason m ust be because he 
d idn’t like her husband.

M r E ntw histle  looked at G regory Banks, a th in , pale young 
m an w ith  reddish hair. H e was quite pleasant, and yet there 
was som eth ing about h im  that m ade M r E ntw histle uneasy. 
W h at had attracted  Susan to him ? It was obvious that her w orld 
revolved around  her husband.

‘Have they any idea at all w ho the m urderer m ight be?’ Susan 
asked.

‘T hey  w o u ldn ’t tell m e if  they did -  and the m urder took 
place only the day before yesterday,’ said M r Entw histle.
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‘It’s definitely go t to  be a certain  k ind  o f  person,’ Susan was 
thoughtfu l. ‘Som eone violent, perhaps insane -  I m ean, to use 
a hatchet like that. B u t th in k in g  o f  possible m otives — did C ora 
leave her com panion anything? ’

‘A small piece o f  jew ellery  o f  no great value and some 
w atercolours o f  fishing villages o f  sentim ental value only.’

‘W ell, no m otive there -  unless one is insane.’
M r E ntw histle gave a little  laugh. ‘As far as I can see, the only 

person w ho had a m otive is you, m y dear Susan.’
‘W h a t’s that? ’ A n  ugly light showed in  G reg’s eyes. ‘H o w  is 

Sue involved? W h at do you m ean -  saying th ings like that? ’
‘Just m y little jo k e ,’ said M r Entw histle apologetically. ‘Cora 

left her estate to  you, Susan. B ut nobody can suggest than  an 
estate o f  a few hundred  pounds at the m ost is a m otive for m urder, 
for a young lady w ho has ju st inherited  several hundred  thousand 
pounds from  her uncle.’

‘She left her estate to  m e?’ Susan sounded surprised. ‘H ow  
extraordinary. She d idn’t even know  m e!’

‘I th in k  she had heard rum ours that there had been a little 
difficulty -  er -  over your m arriage. T here  had been  a certain 
am ount o f  trouble over her ow n m arriage -  and I th in k  she felt 
you w ere alike.’

‘She m arried  an artist, d idn’t she? Was he a good artist?’
M r E ntw histle shook his head.
A re  there any o f  his paintings in  the cottage?’
‘Yes.’
‘T hen  I shall ju dg e  for myself,’ said Susan. ‘Is there anybody 

at the cottage now ?’
‘I have arranged for Miss G ilchrist to  stay there ,’ M r 

E ntw histle  said. ‘Y our aunt m ade yo u r U ncle T im o thy  her
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executor, so I w ill tell h im  o f  your decision to  go dow n to  the 
cottage. A nd w hat are your plans for the  fu tu re? ’

‘I’ve got m y eye on  a bu ild ing  in  C ardigan Street w here I 
w ant to  open a beauty salon. I suppose you can advance m e some 
money? I m ay have to pay a deposit.’

‘I can arrange that,’ said M r E ntw histle. ‘I telephoned you the 
day after the funeral several tim es -  bu t could get no answer. I 
thought perhaps you m igh t like an advance. I w ondered w hether 
you m ight have gone out o f  tow n.’

‘O h  no,’ said Susan quickly. ‘W e w ere in  all day.’
G reg said gently, ‘You know  Susan, I th in k  ou r telephone 

wasn’t w ork ing  that day. I cou ldn’t get th ro ug h  to som eone I 
telephoned in  the afternoon. I m eant to  report it, bu t it was all 
righ t the nex t m orn in g .’

‘Telephones,’ said M r Entw histle, ‘can be very unreliable 
som etim es.’

Susan said suddenly, ‘H ow  did A unt C ora know  about our 
m arriage?’

‘R ich ard  m ay have to ld her. She changed her w ill about th ree 
weeks ago -  ju st about the tim e he had been to see her.’

Susan looked surprised. ‘D id  U ncle R ich ard  go to  see her? I’d 
no idea! So that was w hen  . . .’

‘W h en  w hat? ’
‘N o th in g ,’ said Susan.
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Chapter 6
‘It’s very good o f  you to  com e,’ said M aude A bernethie, as she 
led M r E ntw histle to  a very old car. ‘I ’m  sorry about this old 
th ing. In fact, it broke dow n w hen I was com ing  back after the 
funeral. I had to  w alk  a couple o f  miles to  the nearest garage and 
stay at a small ho tel w hile  they fixed it and that upset Tim othy. 
I try  to  keep th ings from  h im  as m uch as possible -  bu t some 
things I can’t do any th ing  about -  C ora’s m urder, for instance. I 
had to  ask D r B arton to  give h im  som ething to  calm  h im  dow n. 
It seems so strange for som eone to  break in  and m urder her in 
the m iddle o f  the afternoon. I f  you broke in to  a house, surely 
you’d do it at n igh t -  and there m ust have been tim es du ring  the 
day w hen bo th  C ora and her com panion w ere ou t and the house 
was empty. It doesn’t m ake sense to  com m it a m urder unless it’s 
absolutely necessary.’

Does m urder ever m ake sense? It depended, M r E ntw histle 
thought, on the m in d  o f  the m urderer.

T hey arrived at a very large house w hich badly needed 
painting.

‘W e have no servants,’ said M aude slightly angrily  as she led 
the way in. ‘Just a couple o f  w om en w ho com e in  every m orning. 
I f  I have to go ou t in  the afternoon, T im othy  is com pletely alone.’ 

M aude led the way in to  the sitting room  w here she had 
already put tea th ings by the fireplace, and seating M r Entw histle 
there, disappeared. She re tu rned  in  a few m inutes’ w ith  a teapot 
and hom em ade cake.

L ooking at M aude in  the light o f  the fire, M r E ntw histle 
suddenly felt sad. M aude A bernethie had n o t had any children 
bu t she was a w om an built for m otherhood. H er hypochondriac 
husband had becom e her child, to be guarded and w atched over.
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Poor M aude, though t M r Entw histle.
★ ★ ★

‘It is good o f  you to  com e, E ntw histle.’ T im othy  raised h im self 
up in  his chair as he held out a hand. ‘I m ustn’t do too  m uch ,’ 
he said. ‘T he  docto r’s forbidden it. Y ou’ll have to do everything 
for m e, E ntw histle. I  can’t go to the inquest or be bo thered  by 
business o f  any k ind  connected w ith  C ora’s estate. W h at happens 
to C ora’s share o f  R ich a rd ’s m oney? It comes to me, I suppose?’ 

Saying som ething about preparing dinner, M aude left the 
room .

‘T he sum  left invested for C ora,’ said M r Entw histle, ‘goes 
equally to  you and George, R osam und and Susan.’

‘B ut I’m  her only surviving brother! I cou ldn’t believe it 
w hen M aude cam e hom e and told m e about R ich a rd ’s w ill. I 
though t she’d m ade a mistake. She is the best w om an in  the 
w orld, M aude -  bu t w om en don’t understand money. I don’t 
believe she even realises that if  R ichard  hadn’t died w hen  he did, 
we m ight have had to  leave our hom e here. T ha t is a fact!’

‘Surely i f  you had asked R ichard  . . .’
T im othy  gave a short laugh. ‘I did say once to  R ichard  that 

this place was getting  a bit expensive to  ru n  and he said that 
we w ould  be m uch  better o ff in  a sm aller place altogether. It 
w ould  be easier for M aude, he said! O h  no, I w ouldn’t have 
asked R ich a rd  for help. B ut I can tell you, Entw histle, that the 
w orry  affected m y health  badly. T hen  R ich ard  died and I felt so 
relieved about the  future. B ut w hat h u rt m e was how  R ichard  
left his m oney. I assumed that he w ould  leave everything to me. 
H e cam e here -  no t long after M o rtim er’s death -  because he 
w anted to  talk  about the family. W e discussed young G eorge 
-  and R o sam u nd  and Susan and their husbands. B o th  o f  those
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girls have m ade bad m arriages, i f  you ask me. W ell, I thought 
R ichard  was asking for m y advice because I w ould  be head o f  the 
family after he died, and so I though t the control o f  the m oney 
w ould  be m ine.’

In  his excitem ent T im othy  had kicked aside the blanket that 
covered his legs and sat up straight in  his chair. H e looked, M r 
Entw histle thought, a perfectly healthy m an.

‘W ill you have a drink , E ntw histle?’
‘N o t quite so soon. M aude has ju st given m e an excellent tea.’ 
T im othy  looked at h im . ‘She’s a capable w om an. M aude. She 

even fixes that old car o f  ours — she’s a good m echanic in  her 
way, you know .’

‘Yes, I hear the car broke dow n com ing  back from  the 
funeral. T im othy, I don’t know  how  m uch M aude told you 
about the funeral and the relatives. C ora said that R ichard  had 
been m urdered. Perhaps M aude told you.’

T im othy  laughed. ‘T h a t’s ju st the sort o f  th in g  C ora w ould 
say!’

M aude cam e in to  the room  and said firm ly, ‘I th in k , T im othy 
dear, that M r E ntw histle has been w ith  you long enough. You 
really must rest. I f  you have arranged every th ing  . . .’

‘O h , w e’ve arranged things. I’ll leave it all to  you, Entw histle. 
Y ou’ll see to C ora’s funeral -  w on’t you? W e shan’t be able to 
com e, bu t send an expensive w reath  from  us.’

M r Entw histle left for London by the breakfast train  the 
follow ing m orning.

W h en  he got hom e, he telephoned a friend o f  his.
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‘I can’t tell you how  pleased I am that you were able to see me so 
soon,’ M r Entwhistle said as Hercule Poirot led him  to a chair by 
the fire. O n  one side o f the room  a table was laid for two.

Poirot said, ‘You are welcome, mon ami. I returned from  the 
country this m orning. And you have som ething you wish to 
discuss w ith  m e?’

‘Yes. It’s a long story, I’m  afraid.’
‘T hen  we w ill not have it until after we have eaten. Georges?’ 
Poirot’s manservant, Georges, came in  im mediately w ith  

some pate de foie gras and hot toast.
‘We w ill have our pate by the fire,’ said Poirot. ‘Afterwards 

we w ill move to the table . . .’
It was an hour and a half later that M r Entwhistle sighed 

happily. ‘You certainly know  how  to eat well, Poirot.’
‘At m y age, the m ain pleasure, almost the only pleasure that 

still remains, is the pleasure o f  the table,’ the Belgian detective 
said.

A very good port was now by M r Entw histle’s side. Poirot 
had a sweet liqueur.

‘I don’t know ,’ said M r Entwhistle, ‘w hether I’m m aking a 
fool o f  myself. But I ’m  going to put the facts before you, and 
then I’d like to know  w hat you th ink .’

H e paused for a m om ent or two, then he started speaking 
again. H e told the story clearly, w hich was appreciated by the 
little m an w ith  the egg-shaped head w ho sat listening to him .

W hen Entw histle had finished there was a pause. T hen 
Hercule Poirot said at last, ‘It seems very clear. You have in  your 
m ind the suspicion that your friend, R ichard  Abernethie may 
have been murdered? A suspicion that you made on the basis o f
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one th in g  only  — the words spoken by Cora Lansquenet at Richard 
Abernethie’s funeral. T he  fact that she herself was m urdered the 
day afterw ards m ay be a coincidence. It is true  that R ichard  
A bernethie died suddenly, bu t he was being seen by a doctor 
w ho had no suspicions. Was R ichard  bu ried  o r crem ated? ’ 

‘C rem ated — at his ow n request.’
‘So w e com e back to  the essential point: what Cora Lansquenet 

said. A nd the real p o in t is — that you believe she was speaking 
the tru th .’

‘Yes, I do,’ replied M r E ntw histle
‘W hy? Is it because already you had an uneasiness about the 

way R ich a rd ’s death happened?’
T he law yer shook his head. ‘N o, no, it isn’t that.’
‘T hen  it is because o f  her — o f  C ora herself. You knew  her 

w ell?’
‘I had no t seen her for — oh — over th ir ty  years.’
‘W ould you have kn ow n  her i f  you had m et her in  the street?’ 
M r Entw histle th ou gh t hard. ‘I m ight have passed her by in  

the street w ith ou t recognising her. B ut the m om ent I spoke to 
her face to face I w ould  have recognised her. She w ore her hair 
in  the same way, and had a trick o f  look ing  up at you th rough  
her fringe, and she had a way o f  pu tting  her head on  one side and 
then suddenly saying som ething shocking. She had character, you 
see and character is always highly individual.’

‘She was, in  fact, the same C ora you had kn ow n  years ago. 
A nd she still said shocking th ings!’ said Poiro t. ‘T he  shocking 
things she had said in  the past — w ere they usually correct?’

‘T hat was always the aw kw ard th in g  about C ora. She spoke 
the tru th  w hen it w ould  have been better no t to .’

A n d  C ora was quite sure R ichard  had been  m urdered. So she 
must have had some reason fo r  the belief. N o w  tell m e — w hen she said
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w hat she did, everyone protested im m ediately -  that is right? 
A nd she then  becam e confused and said som ething like “B ut I 
though t — from  w hat he told m e . .

T he  law yer nodded. ‘I w ish I could rem em ber m ore clearly. 
B ut I’m  fairly sure she used the w ords “he told m e” or “he 
said . .

A n d  then  everyone spoke o f  som eth ing else. You can 
rem em ber, look ing  back, no special expression on anyone’s 
face?’ P oiro t con tinued  his questioning.

‘N o .’
‘A nd the very nex t day, Cora is killed — and you ask yourself, 

“Was she k illed because w hat she had said was tru e?” M e, I 
th ink , mon cher. exactly as you th ou gh t -  that there is a case for 
investigation. You have spoken o f  these m atters to  the police?’

‘N o. I represent the family, Poirot. A nd i f  R ichard  A bernethie 
was m urdered, there seems only one way it could have been done.’

‘By po ison?’
‘Exactly. A n d  the body has been cremated. T here is now  no 

evidence available. B ut I, myself, must be sure about it. T hat is 
why, Poiro t, I have com e to you.’

‘W h o  was in  the house at the tim e o f  his death?’
‘Lanscom be -  an old bu tler w ho has been w ith  h im  for years, 

a cook and a housem aid. I f  he was m urdered, one o f  them  m ust 
be the killer.’

‘A h no! T his C ora, she know s R ichard  A bernethie was 
killed, yet she agrees to  keeping it quiet. T herefore it must be one 
o f  the fam ily w ho is responsible. B ut w e shall never be able to 
prove any th ing  in  the case o f  R ichard  A bernethie. H owever, the 
m urder o f  C ora  Lansquenet is different. O nce we know  “w h o” 
then  it should be possible to  get the evidence w e need. You have 
already done som ething? ’ Poiro t asked.
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‘I hoped that by a few casual questions I could clear certain 
m em bers o f  the fam ily from  suspicion, perhaps all o f  them . In 
w hich case, C ora w ould  have been w ron g  and her ow n death 
m ust have been done by a crim inal w ho broke in. A fter all, it is 
simple. W h at w ere the m em bers o f  the A berneth ie fam ily doing 
on the afternoon that C ora Lansquenet was killed? ’

‘E h  bien.’ said Poiro t, ‘w hat were they doing? ’
‘G eorge Crossfield was at H urst Park horse-races. R osam und 

Shane was shopping in  London. H er husband was at lunch 
discussing a play. Susan and G regory Banks w ere at hom e all 
day. T im othy  A berneth ie was at his hom e in  Yorkshire, and his 
w ife was driv ing  herself hom e from  Enderby.’

H ercule P oiro t nodded. ‘Yes, that is w hat they say. A nd is it 
all tru e? ’

‘I don’t know , Poirot. G eorge may have been  at H urst Park 
races, bu t I do no t th in k  he was. H e said that he had bet on a 
couple o f  w inners. I asked h im  the nam es and bo th  horses he 
nam ed had, I found, been expected to  w in  — bu t only one had.’ 

‘Interesting. H ad this G eorge any urgen t need for m oney at 
the tim e o f  his uncle’s death?’

‘I have no evidence, bu t I suspect that he has been gam bling 
w ith  his clients’ m oney.’ H e sighed. A s for R osam und , she is 
lovely, bu t no t very intelligent. H er husband, M ichael Shane, is 
a m an w ith  am bition . B ut I have no reason to  suspect h im  o f  a 
v iolent crim e. H ow ever, un til I know  that he really was doing 
w hat he says he was doing, I cannot take h im  o ff m y list o f  
suspects.’

‘You have no doubts about R osam und, the w ife?’
‘N o  — no — she is a delicate-looking creature.’
‘A nd beautifu l!’ said Poiro t w ith a smile. ‘A nd the other 

n iece?’
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‘Susan? She is a girl o f  huge ability, I th ink . She and her 
husband w ere at hom e together that day. I said that I had tried  
to telephone them  on the afternoon in  question — I hadn’t, o f  
course. G reg said very quickly that the telephone had no t been 
w ork ing  all day.’

‘So again there is no evidence . . . W h a t is the husband like?’ 
‘H e does no t have a pleasing personality, though  I cannot say 

exactly why. Susan has the m ental strength  and intelligence o f  
R ichard  A bernethie. B ut I feel that she lacks the kindness and 
w arm th  o f  m y old friend.’

‘W om en are never k ind ,’ rem arked Poirot. ‘T ho ug h  they can 
som etim es be gentle. D oes she love her husband? ’

‘She loves h im  alm ost too m uch, I w ould  say.’
‘M e, I am  no t so sentim ental about beautifu l young ladies! 

N ow  tell m e about your visit to  the older m em bers o f  the 
A bernethie family.’

M r E ntw histle  described his visit to  T im othy  and M aude and 
Poirot nodded.

‘So M rs M aude A berneth ie is a good  car m echanic. A nd 
M r T im othy  A berneth ie is no t the sick m an he likes to th in k  
himself. H e also resented his b ro ther’s success. W h at about the 
sixth beneficiary? ’

‘Helen? I do no t suspect her for a m om ent. Anyway, she was 
at Enderby. W ith  th ree servants in  the house.’

‘E h  bien, m y friend,’ said Poirot. ‘W h a t do you w ant m e to 
do?’

‘I w an t to  know  the tru th , Poirot. I know  you don’t take 
cases any m ore, bu t I ask you to take this one. A nd I w ill be 
responsible for your fees. C om e now, m oney is always useful.’ 

Poiro t sm iled. ‘N o t i f  it all goes in  the taxes! B ut I w ill adm it, 
your problem  interests me! Because it is n o t easy . . . But I th in k
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it w ill be best i f  you yourself talk to  the doctor w ho was looking 
after M r R ichard  A bernethie. H e w ill speak m ore freely to  you 
than  to me. Ask h im  about M r A berneth ie’s illness. Find out 
w hat m edicines M r A berneth ie was tak ing  at the tim e o f  his 
death and even before. Find out i f  he ever said any th ing  to his 
doctor about being poisoned. By the way, this Miss G ilchrist 
is sure that he used the term  poisoned in  talk ing  to his sister?’

M r E ntw histle th ou gh t for a m om ent. ‘It was the w ord she 
used -  bu t she is the sort o f  witness w ho m igh t change the actual 
words used, th in k in g  that com plete accuracy isn’t im portant. I 
can talk to  her again.’

‘Yes. O r  I w ill do so.’ Poiro t now  said in  a different voice, 
‘Has it occurred  to  you that your Miss G ilchrist m ay be in  some 
danger herself? C ora spoke her suspicions on  the day o f  the 
funeral. T he question in  the m urderer’s m ind  w ill be, did Cora 
tell them  to anybody w hen  she first heard o f  R ich a rd ’s death? 
A nd the m ost likely person for her to have spoken to about them  
w ould be Miss Gilchrist. I th in k , mon cher, that she should no t be 
alone in  that co ttage!’



Chapter 8
D r Larraby, w hen questioned by M r E ntw histle about the 
possibility o f  R ichard  A bernethie being  poisoned, denied it at 
once. ‘E ntw histle, who is m aking this suggestion?’

‘A bernethie never even suggested that one o f  his relations 
w anted h im  out o f  the w ay?’ M r E ntw histle  asked.

‘N o !’
M r E ntw histle  to ld  h im  o f  C ora’s com m ent at the funeral and 

D r Larraby smiled.
‘M y dear fellow, the explanation for that is simple. T he  w om an 

is at a certain  tim e o f  life — searching for excitem ent, unbalanced, 
unreliable. She m ight say anything. T hey  do, you know! ’

‘You m ay be righ t,’ M r Entw histle said, standing up. 
‘U nfortunately  w e can’t ask her as she’s been  m urdered herself.’ 

‘W h a t? ’
‘You’ve probably read about it in  the paper. M rs Lansquenet 

at Lytchett St M ary  in  Berkshire.’
‘I had no  idea she was a relation o f  R ich ard  A berneth ie’s!’ D r 

Larraby was look ing  w orried  now.
★ ★ ★

Back at Enderby, M r E ntw histle asked the old butler w hat his 
plans were.

‘M rs H elen A bernethie has asked m e to  stay on until the house 
is sold, Sir.’ H e sighed. ‘I appreciate M r R ich ard ’s generosity to  me 
in  his w ill, and though m y m arried niece has asked m e to go and 
live w ith  them , well, it w on’t be the same as living at Enderby.’

‘I know ,’ said M r Entw histle. ‘It’s a hard  new  w orld for us old 
m en. I w ish I had  seen m ore o f  m y old friend before he died. 
H ow  did he seem those last few m on ths?’

31



Agatha Christie

‘W ell, he w asn’t him self, Sir, no t since M r M o rtim er’s death.’ 
‘N o. A nd he was a sick m an -  sick m en have strange ideas 

som etim es. I im agine M r A bernethie did, too. D id  he speak o f  
enemies som etim es, o f  som ebody w ishing to  h u rt h im  — perhaps? 
H e m ight even have th ou gh t his food was being poisoned?’

O ld Lanscom be looked surprised. ‘I don’t rem em ber anyth ing 
o f  that k ind , Sir.’

‘H e invited  som e o f  his fam ily to  stay w ith  h im , d idn’t he, 
before he died? H is nephew  and his tw o nieces and their husbands? 
Was he satisfied w ith  those visits? O r  was he disappointed? 

Lanscom be’s eyes becam e cold. ‘I really could no t say, Sir.’
‘I th in k  you could,’ said M r E ntw histle gently. ‘I liked your 

M aster very m uch and so did you. T h a t’s w hy I ’m  asking you 
for your op in ion  as a man, no t as a butler. D id  you feel that 
som ething was — w rong? ’

‘O nly  since the funeral, Sir. A nd I cou ldn’t say exactly w hat 
it is.’

‘You know  the contents o f  the w ill? ’
‘Yes, Sir. M rs H elen thought I w ould  like to  know . It seemed 

to  m e a very fair w ill.’
‘Yes, bu t it is not, I th ink , the w ill that M r A bernethie 

originally in tended  to  m ake after his son died.’
‘T he M aster, Sir, was very disappointed after M r G eorge had 

been here . . . Miss Susan he liked at once, bu t he d idn’t like her 
husband at all.’

‘A nd the o ther couple?’
‘I th in k  the M aster enjoyed having them  here — but he never 

approved o f  acting as a job. H e said to m e one day, “It’s a silly k ind 
o f  life. It seems to  m e that actors and actresses live in  a world o f  
m ake-believe. I’m  not sure it helps their judgm en t o f  w hat is right 
and what is w rong.” O f  course he wasn’t speaking directly.’

32



After the Funeral

‘N o, no, I understand. N o w  after these visits, M r A bernethie 
h im self w ent away -  first to  his brother, and afterw ards to M rs 
Lansquenet. C an  you rem em ber any th ing  he said about those 
visits on  his return? ’

‘T he M aster used to talk quietly to  h im self som etim es — 
th in k in g  aloud — w hen I was in  the room . H e said som ething 
about no t understanding w hat had happened to  the m oney 
their father had left T im othy. A nd then  he said som ething like, 
“W om en can be fools in  n ine ty -n in e  different ways bu t no t in  
the h u nd red th .” A nd “You can only say w hat you really th in k  
to som eone o f  your ow n generation . T hey  don’t th in k  you’re 
im ag in ing  th ings as the younger ones do.” A nd later he said “It’s 
no t very pleasant to  have to  set traps for people, bu t I don’t see 
w hat else I can do.’”

R ic h a rd  A b ern eth ie  had spoken o f  se tting  a trap. For 
w hom ?

★ ★ ★

M r E ntw histle  decided he should take H elen in to  his 
confidence. ‘I am  going to  ask you i f  you could stay here un til 
the house is sold,’ he said, ‘bu t there is ano ther reason w hy I 
w ould be grateful i f  you w ould  stay on. T here is a friend o f  m ine, 
a m an called H ercule Poiro t —’

H elen said sharply, ‘H ercule Poirot? ’
‘You k n ow  o f  h im ?’
‘Yes.’ H er face was w hite. ‘You th in k  -  that C ora was right? 

T hat R ich a rd  was — murdered?’
M r E ntw histle  to ld  her everything. W h en  he had finished she 

said, ‘M aude and I, that n igh t after the funeral -  it was in  bo th  
ou r m inds, I’m  sure. A nd then -  C ora was killed -  and I told 
m yself it was ju s t coincidence — bu t oh! I f  I could only be sure.



Agatha Christie

I’ve been uneasy . . . N o t ju st about w hat C ora said that day -  
som ething else. S om eth ing that I felt at the tim e to be w rong.’ 

‘W rong? In  w hat way? ’
‘T h a t’s ju s t it. I do n ’t know .’
‘You m ean it was som eth ing about one o f  the people in  the 

room ?’
‘Yes -  yes -  som eth ing o f  that kind. B u t I can’t rem em ber 

w hat it was. T he  m ore I th in k  . . .’
‘D o n’t th ink . T h a t is the w rong  way to  try  to  rem em ber 

som ething. Let it go. Sooner or later it w ill com e in to  your 
m ind. A nd w hen  it does -  let m e know  -  at once.’

‘I w ill.’



Chapter 9
T he fron t-do or bell rang and for som e reason Miss G ilchrist felt 
nervous. She w en t unw illingly  to the door, te lling  herself no t to 
be so silly.

A young w om an dressed in  black and carry ing  a small suitcase 
was standing on  the step outside. She noticed  the nervous look 
on  Miss G ilchrist’s face and said quickly, ‘Miss Gilchrist? I am  
M rs Lansquenet’s niece — Susan Banks.’

‘O h  dear, yes, o f  course. D o  com e in, M rs Banks. I d idn’t 
know  you w ere com ing dow n for the inquest. I w ould  have had 
som ething ready — coffee or tea.’

Susan Banks said quickly, ‘I don’t w an t anything. I’m  so sorry 
i f  I frightened you.’

‘W ell, I ’m  n o t usually nervous, bu t -  perhaps it’s ju st the 
inquest — I have been  nervous all this m orning . H a lf  an hour ago 
the bell rang and I was alm ost too  afraid to open the door — w hich 
was really very stupid as it is so un likely  that a m urderer w ould 
com e back -  and it was only a n u n , collecting for an orphanage. 
D id  you com e here by train? ’

‘N o, I cam e by car. I though t the road was too  narrow  to park 
outside so I drove the car on a little way past the cottage and 
found an old quarry  and parked there.’

Susan Banks looked round  the sitting room  w ith  interest. 
‘P oor A unt C ora. She left w hat she had to  m e, you know .’

‘Yes, I know . I expect you’ll need the furn iture. Y ou’re new ly 
m arried , I understand.’

‘I don’t w an t any o f  it,’ Susan said. ‘I w ill sell it. Unless — 
is there any o f  it you w ould  like? I ’d be very happy . . .’ She 
stopped, a little  embarrassed. B ut Miss G ilchrist gave a big smile. 
‘N o w  th a t’s very k in d  o f  you, M rs Banks -  bu t I pu t m y ow n
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things in  store in  case -  some day -  I w ould  need them . I had 
a small tearoom  at one tim e, you know  -  then  the w ar came 
. . . But I d idn’t sell everything, because I did hope to have 
m y ow n little hom e again one day, so I pu t the best things in 
store w ith  m y father’s pictures. B ut I would like very m uch, i f  
you really w o u ldn ’t m ind , to  have that little pain ted  tea table. 
Such a p retty  th in g  and w e always had tea on  it.’

Susan, look ing  at w hat she th ou gh t was an ugly green 
table painted w ith  large purp le flowers, said that she w ould  be 
delighted for Miss G ilchrist to  have it.

‘T h an k  you very m uch, M rs Banks. I im agine you w ould  like 
to  look th ro ug h  her things? A fter the inquest, perhaps?’ Miss 
G ilchrist asked.

‘I thought I’d stay here a couple o f  days and clear everything up.’ 
‘Sleep here, you m ean?’
‘Yes. Is there any difficulty?’
‘O h  no, I ’ll pu t fresh sheets on m y bed, and I can sleep dow n 

here on the couch.’
‘B ut there’s A unt C ora’s room , isn’t there? I can sleep in  that.’ 
‘You -  you w o u ldn ’t m ind? ’
‘You m ean because she was m urdered there? O h  no. I ’m  very 

practical, Miss G ilchrist. I t’s been -  I m ean -  it’s been cleaned?’ 
‘O h  yes, M rs Banks. All the blankets w ere sent away to  the 

laundry  and the w hole room  was cleaned thoroughly.’
She led the way upstairs. T he room  w here C ora Lansquenet 

had died was clean and fresh and had no sinister atm osphere. 
O ver the fireplace an oil pain ting  showed a young  w om an about 
to enter her bath.

Susan gave a slight shudder as she looked at it and Miss 
G ilchrist said, ‘T hat was painted by M rs L ansquenet’s husband. 
There are a lo t m ore o f  his pictures in  the d in ing  room .’
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‘H o w  terrible! W here  are A unt C ora’s ow n  pictures?’
‘In m y room . W ould  you like to  see th em ?’
Miss G ilchrist proudly showed her the paintings.
Susan com m ented that it looked like A unt C ora was very 

fond o f  villages by the sea and that perhaps her paintings, w hich 
w ere very detailed and very brightly  coloured, m ight have been 
painted from  picture postcards.

B ut Miss G ilchrist was in d ignan t. M rs Lansquenet always 
painted from  nature!

‘M rs Lansquenet was a real artist,’ said Miss G ilchrist sharply. 
She looked at her w atch and Susan said quickly, ‘Yes, we ought 
to leave for the inquest. Is it far? Shall I get the car?’

It was only five m inutes’ w alk, Miss G ilchrist said, so they left 
together on foot. M r Entw histle, w ho had travelled by train , m et 
them  at the Village Hall.

A t the inquest, the dead w om an was identified. It was said 
that death was un likely  to have occurred  later than four-th irty . 
Miss G ilchrist testified to  finding the body. A police constable 
and Inspector M o rto n  gave their evidence and the ju ry  was quick 
to  reach the verd ic t: Murder by some person or persons unknown.

A fterw ards, w hen  they  cam e ou t again in to  the sun light, 
h a lf  a dozen new spaper cam eras clicked. M r E ntw histle  to ok  
th em  in to  the  K in g ’s A rm s  pub for lunch  in  a private room . H e 
said to  Susan, ‘I had  no  idea you w ere com ing  dow n today, 
Susan. W e cou ld  have com e together. D id  yo u r husband com e 
w ith  y o u ?’

‘G reg had som e im portan t th ings to  do. W e’ve got great plans 
for the fu tu re  -  w e are going to  open a beauty salon, w hich I w ill 
run , and a laboratory w here G reg can m ake face creams.’

M r E n tw histle’s m ind  w ent to  o ther things. W h en  Susan 
had spoken to  h im  tw ice w ith ou t his answ ering, he apologized.
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‘Forgive m e, m y dear, I was th in k in g  about yo u r U ncle Tim othy. 
I am  a little w orried .’

‘I w ouldn’t w orry. U ncle T im othy  is n o t ill at all -  he’s ju st a 
hypochondriac.’

‘It is no t his health  that is w o rry ing  me. I t’s M aude’s. 
Apparently she has fallen downstairs and broken her ankle. She’s 
got to stay in  bed  and your uncle is terribly w orried .’

‘Because h e ’ll have to look after her instead o f  the o ther way 
around? It w ill do h im  a lot o f  good ,’ said Susan.

‘Yes -  yes, bu t w ill your po o r aunt get any look ing  after?’ 
T hey cam e ou t o f  the K in g ’s A rm s, ra ther w arily bu t the 

newspaper reporters and photographers had gone.
M r Entw histle took  them  back to the cottage then  re tu rned  

to the K ing’s A rm s  w here he had booked a room . T he funeral was 
to  be on the follow ing day.

‘M y car’s still in  the quarry,’ said Susan w hen she and Miss 
Gilchrist had gone inside. ‘I’ll go and get it and drive it along to 
the village later.’

Miss G ilchrist said anxiously, ‘You w ill do that in  daylight, 
w on’t you?’

Susan laughed. ‘You don’t th in k  the m urderer is still nearby, 
do you?’

‘N o  — no, I suppose no t.’ Miss G ilchrist looked embarrassed. 
B ut it’s exactly w hat she does th ink , th ou gh t Susan.
Miss G ilchrist w en t towards the kitchen. ‘I ’m  sure you’d like 

tea, M rs B anks!’
Susan w ent in to  the sitting room . She had only been there 

a few m inutes w hen the doorbell rang. Susan w en t to  the front 
door and opened it. A n  elderly gentlem an said, sm iling, ‘M y 
nam e is A lexander G uthrie . I was a very old friend o f  Cora 
Lansquenet’s. M ay I ask w ho you are?’
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‘I am  Susan A bernethie — well, Banks now  since I m arried. 
C ora was m y aunt. Please com e in .’

‘T h an k  you.’ M r G uthrie followed Susan in to  the sitting room . 
‘T his is a sad occasion,’ said M r G uthrie . ‘Yes, a very sad 

occasion. I felt the least I could do was to  attend the inquest — 
and o f  course the funeral. I usually visited C ora once a year, and 
recently she had been buying pictures at local sales, and w anted 
m e to look at som e o f  them . I am  an art critic, you know. O f  
course m ost o f  the paintings C ora bo ug h t w ere terrible; last year 
she w an ted  m e to  com e and look at a R em brand t she had bought. 
A R em brandt! It w asn’t even a good copy o f  one!’

‘Like that one over there, I expect,’ said Susan, po in ting  to 
the w all beh in d  him .

M r G uthrie  got up and w ent over to  study the picture. ‘Poor 
dear Cora. D irt,’ he said, ‘is a w onderful th ing , M rs Banks! It 
gives a sort o f  rom ance to  the m ost terrible paintings.’

‘T here  are some m ore pictures in  the d in ing  room ,’ said 
Susan, ‘bu t I th in k  they are all her husband’s w ork .’

M r G u th rie  held up a hand. ‘D o  no t m ake m e look at those 
again. I always tried  n o t to  h u rt C ora’s feelings. A loving w ife -  a 
very loving w ife. W ell, dear M rs Banks, I m ust no t take up m ore 
o f  your tim e.’

‘O h , do stay and have some tea. I th in k  it’s nearly ready.’ 
‘T hat is very  k in d  o f  you.’ M r G u th rie  sat dow n again.
‘I ’ll ju s t go and see.’
In the kitchen, Miss G ilchrist was lifting  a tray from  the oven. 
‘T h ere ’s a M r G uth rie  here,’ Susan said. ‘I’ve asked h im  to 

stay for tea.’
‘M r G uthrie? O h , yes, he was a great friend o f  dear M rs 

L ansquenet’s. H o w  lucky; I’ve m ade scones and there’s some 
hom em ade straw berry jam .’
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Susan to ok  in  the tray and Miss G ilchrist, follow ing w ith  
teapot and kettle, greeted  M r G uthrie.

‘H o t scones, how  lovely,’ said M r G uthrie .
Miss G ilchrist was delighted. T he scones w ere excellent. T he 

m em ory o f  the W illow  Tree tearoom  seem ed to  be in  the room  
w ith  them . Miss G ilchrist was clearly doing w hat she had been 
b o rn  to  do.

‘I do feel rather guilty,’ said M r G uthrie , ‘enjoying m y tea 
here, w here po o r C ora  was so horrib ly  m urdered.’

Miss G ilchrist shook her head. ‘N o , no. M rs Lansquenet 
w ould  have w an ted  you to  have a good tea.’

‘Perhaps you are right. T he fact is that i t’s difficult for me 
to accept that som eone I knew  -  actually knew  -  has been 
m urdered! A nd certain ly no t by some casual th ie f  w ho broke 
in  and attacked her. I can im agine, you know , reasons w hy Cora 
m ight have been  m urdered - ’

Susan said quickly, ‘C an  you? W h at reasons?’
‘W ell, i f  she knew  a secret, she w ould  always w ant to  talk 

about it. Even i f  she prom ised no t to, she w ould  still do it. She 
couldn’t stop herself. So a little poison in  a cup o f  tea -  that w ould 
no t have surprised me. A nd I w ould have th ou gh t she had very 
little  to take that w ould  be w o rth  it for a burglar. Ah! W ell, 
there’s a lo t o f  crim e about since the war. T im es have changed.’ 

T han k in g  them  for the tea, he said goodbye. Miss Gilchrist 
took  h im  to the door and cam e back in to  the room  w ith  a small 
parcel in  her hand. ‘T he  postm an m ust have been  w hile w e w ere 
at the inquest. H e m ust have pushed this th ro ug h  the letterbox 
and it fell in  the corner beh ind  the door.’

H appily Miss G ilchrist tore o ff the paper. Inside was a small 
w hite  box tied  w ith  silver ribbon. ‘It’s w edd ing  cake!’ She pulled 
o ff the ribbon. Inside was a slice o f  rich fruitcake w ith  w hite
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ic ing . ‘H o w  nice! N o w  w ho —’ She read the  card attached. ‘John  
and Mary. N o w  w ho can that be? H o w  silly to  pu t no surnam e. It 
m ight be m y old friend D o ro th y ’s daughter -  b u t I haven’t heard 
o f  an engagem ent or a m arriage. T h en  th ere’s the Enfield girl — 
no, her nam e was M argaret. N o  address or anything. O h  well, I 
suppose I’ll rem em ber soon . . .’



Chapter 10
Susan drove her car to  the K ing’s A rm s’ car park w here she 
left it by a chauffeur-driven D aim ler w hich  was preparing to 
go out. Inside it was an elderly foreign gentlem an w ith  a large 
moustache.

A fter supper, Susan questioned Miss G ilchrist about her 
uncle’s visit to  Cora.

‘D id  they get on well together?’
‘O h, yes. She did say that he had got very old — I th in k  she 

said senile . . .’
‘B ut you d idn’t th in k  he was senile?’
‘W ell, no t to  look at. B ut I d idn’t talk  to  h im  m uch, I left them  

alone together.’
Was Miss G ilchrist the k ind  o f  w om an w ho listened at doors? 

She was honest, Susan felt sure, b u t . . .
‘You d idn’t hear any o f  their conversation?’ Susan asked. 

‘Som etimes, in  these small cottages, you can’t avoid overhearing, 
and now  that they are dead, it’s really im p ortan t to  the fam ily to 
know  w hat was said at that m eeting .’

Miss G ilchrist nodded. ‘I th in k  they w ere talk ing  about 
M r A berneth ie’s health  -  and certain -  well, ideas, he had. H e 
blam ed his ill-health  on  other people. A  com m on th ing, I believe, 
in  the old. M y a u n t . . .’

‘Yes,’ Susan in terrup ted , ‘m y uncle’s servants w ere upset by 
his th in k in g  . . .  It was the servants he suspected, I suppose? O f  
poisoning h im , I m ean?’

‘I don’t know . I -  really don’t know .’ B u t she looked away 
from  Susan, so perhaps Miss G ilchrist knew  m ore than  she was 
w illing  to  adm it.
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Susan decided no t to  say any m ore on  the subject un til later 
and asked instead, ‘W h a t are your ow n plans for the fu tu re?’ 

‘W ell, I told M r E ntw histle I w ould  be happy to  stay on  un til 
everything here was cleared up and I w an ted  to ask you how  
long that was likely to  be, because, o f  course, I m ust start look ing  
about for ano ther jo b  as a com panion.’

Susan th ou gh t for a m om ent. ‘T h ere’s really no t very m uch to 
be done here, bu t I w anted to tell you -  th a t I hope you’ll accept 
th ree m onths’ salary.’

‘T h a t’s very generous o f  you, M rs Banks. I do appreciate it. 
A nd you w ould  say that I had been w ith  a relation o f  yours and 
that I had -  proved satisfactory?’

‘O h , o f  course.’
‘I don’t k now  w hether I ough t to ask it.’ Miss G ilchrist’s hands 

began to  shake and she tried  to steady her voice. ‘B ut w ould  it 
be possible no t to  -  to  m ention  w hat happened here -  o r even 
the nam e?’

Susan stared. ‘I don’t understand.’
‘Because it’s murder. A  m urder th a t’s been in  the papers and 

that everybody has read about. People m ight th in k , “Two w om en 
living together, and one o f  them  is k illed — perhaps the companion 
did it.” I t’s been  w o rry ing  me terribly, M rs Banks, th in k in g  that 
perhaps I’ll never get ano ther jo b  — no t o f  this kind. A nd w hat 
else is there th a t I can do?’

Susan suddenly realized the desperation o f  this w om an w ho 
was dependent on  o ther peoples’ good  op in ion  to  get a job. It was 
true that Miss G ilchrist did no t benefit from  C ora Lansquenet’s 
death -  bu t w ho  w ould  know  that?

Susan spoke w ith  her usual confidence. ‘D o n’t w orry,’ she 
said, as Miss G ilchrist got up to  take their coffee cups in to  the
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kitchen, ‘I ’m  sure I can find you a jo b  am ongst m y friends. There 
w on’t be any difficulty.’

A nd ju st m om ents later an idea came to her. O f  course, Susan 
said to herself. T ha t w ould  be perfect! A nd she w ent to the 
telephone . . .

Soon afterw ards Susan w en t in to  the kitchen. ‘I ’ve ju st been 
talk ing to m y U ncle T im othy. W ould  you like to  go to Yorkshire 
and look after m y aunt? She fell and broke her ankle, as you 
know. You could cook and look after A unt M aude.’

Miss G ilchrist alm ost dropped the coffee po t in  her excitem ent. 
‘O h , thank  you, th ank  you -  that really is kind. I am  really good 
at looking after sick people, and I’m  sure I can m anage your 
uncle and cook h im  nice little meals. I t’s really very k ind  o f  you, 
M rs Banks, and I do appreciate it.’



Chapter 11
Susan lay in  bed, her m ind  racing. She had said she did  no t m ind  
sleeping in  this bed  w here A unt C ora . . .

N o, no she m ust no t th ink  about that. T h in k  ahead — her future 
and Greg’s. T he building in  Cardigan Street — it was just w hat they 
wanted. They could have the beauty salon on the ground floor and 
live in  the lovely flat upstairs. A nd there was a room  out at the back 
for a laboratory for Greg. A nd Greg w ould get calm and well again. 
There w ould be no m ore o f  those huge angers; o f  those times w hen 
he looked at her w ithout seeming to know  w ho she was. O nce or 
tw ice she’d been really frightened. A nd it w ould have happened 
again i f  Uncle R ichard  hadn’t died just w hen he did.

U ncle R ich a rd  had no th ing  to  live for, so his death was a 
good th ing , really. I f  only she could sleep. She always felt so safe 
in  tow n — surrounded  by people — never alone. W hereas here . . . 
W h y  did she feel that there was som eone in  this room , som eone 
close beside her?

Surely that was a g roan? Som eone in  pain  — som eone dying! I 
m ustn’t im agine things, I m ustn’t, I m ustn’t, Susan w hispered to 
herself. T here it was again . . . som eone groaning in  great pain. 
This was real! T he groans came from  the room  nex t door.

Susan ju m p ed  out o f  bed and w en t in to  Miss G ilchrist’s room . 
She was sitting up in  bed, her face tw isted  w ith  pain. She tried 
to get ou t o f  bed  bu t was very sick and then  collapsed back on 
the pillows.

‘Please — ring  the doctor. I — I m ust have eaten som ething . . .’
★ ★ ★

As soon as the doctor exam ined Miss G ilchrist, he sent for an 
am bulance.
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‘She’s really bad th en ?’ asked Susan.
‘Yes. I’ve given her m orph ia to  ease the pain. B ut it lo o k s . . .’ 

H e paused. ‘W h at has she eaten?’
‘W e had m acaroni and cheese for d inner and a m ilk  pudd ing 

and then  coffee afterw ards.’
‘D id  you have the same th ings?’
‘Yes.’
‘A nd she’s eaten n o th in g  else? N o  tinn ed  fish? O r  sausages?’ 
‘N o .’
T he am bulance cam e and took Miss Gilchrist away. T he doctor 

w ent w ith  her. W h en  he had left, Susan w ent upstairs to bed. This 
tim e she fell asleep as soon as her head touched the pillow.

★ ★ ★

A large num ber o f  people cam e to  C ora Lansquenet’s funeral. 
M ost o f  the villagers w ere there and w reaths had  been sent by 
the o ther m em bers o f  the family. M r E ntw histle  asked w here 
Miss G ilchrist was, and Susan explained. M r Entw histle was 
surprised. ‘W asn’t that strange?’

‘O h , she’s be tte r this m orning. T hey called from  the hospital. 
People do get these stom ach upsets.’

M r E ntw histle said no m ore. H e was re tu rn in g  to London 
im m ediately after the funeral.

Susan w ent back to the cottage and m ade herself an om elette. 
T hen  she w ent up to  C ora’s room  and started to sort th ro ug h  the 
dead w om an’s things.

She was in terru p ted  by the arrival o f  the doctor, w ho was 
look ing  w orried.

‘M rs Banks, w ill you tell m e again exactly w hat Miss G ilchrist 
had to  eat and d rin k  yesterday. E verything. T here  m ust have 
been som ething she had and you d idn’t? ’
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‘I don’t th in k  so . . . scones, jam , tea — and then  supper. N o , I 
can’t rem em ber anything. Was it food po ison ing?’

‘It was arsenic.’ he said.
‘Arsenic? You m ean som ebody gave her arsenic?’
‘T h a t’s w hat it looks like.’
‘C ould  the arsenic have got in to  her food or d rin k  by accident? ’ 
‘It seems very unlikely, a lthough such th ings have been 

know n. B ut i f  you and she ate the same th ings . . .’
Susan gave a sudden exclam ation. ‘W hy, o f  course, the 

w edding  cake! I d idn’t have any o f  that, th ou gh  she offered me 
some.’ Susan explained about the cake that had arrived.

‘Strange. A nd you say she wasn’t sure w ho  sent it? Is there any 
o f  it left? O r  is the box it cam e in  still here som ew here?’

‘I don’t know .’
T hey  found the w hite  box in  the k itchen w ith  a few very 

small pieces o f  cake still in  it.
‘I’ll take th is,’ the doctor said. ‘D o  you have any idea w here 

the w rapping paper it cam e in  m ight b e?’ T hey  looked but they 
did no t find it.

‘You w o n’t be leaving here just yet, M rs B anks?’ H is voice 
was friendly, bu t it m ade Susan feel a little uncom fortable. ‘N o, 
I w ill be here for a few  days.’

‘G ood. You understand the police w ill probably w ant to ask 
some questions. You don’t know  o f  anyone w ho — well, m ight 
have w an ted  to  h u rt Miss Gilchrist? ’

Susan shook her head. ‘I don’t really know  m uch about her. 
She was w ith  m y aun t for some years — th a t’s all I know .’

‘R ig h t. W ell, I m ust go now.’
T he cottage felt h o t and uncom fortable and w hen he had 

gone Susan left the  fron t door w ide open and she w ent slowly 
upstairs to  con tinue going th ro ug h  A unt C ora’s belongings.
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T h ere  was a bo x  fu ll o f  old photographs and draw ing  
books. Susan p u t th em  to  one side, so rted  all th e  papers she 
had found, and  began  to  go th ro u g h  them . A bou t a qu arter 
way th ro u g h  she cam e to  a letter. She read it tw ice  and  was 
still s taring  at it, w h en  a voice b eh in d  h e r m ade h e r give a cry 
o f  fear.

A n d  w hat have you got hold o f  there, Susan? H ello , w hat’s 
the m atter?’

‘George? H o w  you frightened m e!’
H er cousin sm iled at her. ‘So it seems.’
‘H ow  did you get here?’
‘W ell, the fron t door was open, so I w alked in. T here was 

nobody about on  the g round  floor, so I cam e up here. I f  you 
m ean how  did I get to  this part o f  the w orld, I decided this 
m orn in g  to com e to  the funeral, bu t the car broke dow n, then 
seem ed to  start w ork ing  again. I was too  late for the funeral by 
then, bu t I th ou gh t I m igh t as w ell con tinue the jo u rn ey  because 
I rang your flat and G reg told m e you’d com e to  sort th ings out.
I thought I m igh t help you.’

Susan said, ‘C an you take days o ff w henever you like?’
‘A funeral has always been an acceptable excuse for tak ing  a 

day off. Anyway, I w o n’t be going to  the office in  fu ture -  no t 
now  that I’m  rich. I w ill have be tte r th ings to  do.’ H e paused and 
sm iled, ‘Same as Greg.’

Susan had never seen m uch o f  this cousin o f  hers and had 
always found h im  rather difficult to understand. ‘W h y  did you 
really com e dow n here, G eorge?’

‘I came to  do a little detective w ork to  try  and find out 
w hether A unt C ora really did know  that som eone had killed 
U ncle R ichard . N ow , w h at’s in  that le tter that you w ere reading 
so carefully w hen  I cam e in? ’
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‘It’s a letter that U ncle R ichard  w ro te  to  C ora  after he’d been 
here to  see her.’

H o w  very black G eorge’s eyes w ere; and black eyes h id  the 
thoughts that lay beh ind  them .

George said slowly, ‘A nyth ing  in teresting in  it?’
‘N o, no t exactly . . .’
‘C an I see?’
She hesitated for a m om ent, then  pu t the letter in to  his hand. 
H e read some o f  it aloud. ‘Pleased to have seen you again after 

all these years . . . looking very w e ll . . . had a good journey home and 
arrived back not too tired . . .’ H is voice changed suddenly, ‘Please 
don’t say anything to anyone about what I  told you. It may be a mistake. 
Your loving brother, Richard.’

H e looked up at Susan. ‘W h at does that m ean? ’
‘It m igh t m ean any th ing  . . . ’
‘O h  yes, bu t it does suggest som ething. Does anyone know  

w hat he to ld  C ora?’
‘Miss G ilchrist m ight know ,’ said Susan. ‘I th in k  she listened at 

the door to  them . B ut she’s in  hospital; she’s got arsenic poisoning.’ 
‘You don’t m ean it? ’ G eorge exclaim ed.
‘I do. Som eone sent her some poisoned w edding  cake.’ 
G eorge w histled. ‘It looks,’ he said, ‘as though  U ncle R ichard  

was no t m istaken w hen  he talked about being  poisoned him self.’
★ ★ ★

T he follow ing m orn in g  Inspector M o rto n  called at the 
cottage. ‘Arsenic was found in  the small pieces o f  w edding cake 
that D r P ro cto r to ok  from  here. Miss G ilchrist keeps saying that 
nobody w ould  do such a thing. B u t som ebody did. You don’t 
k now  any th ing  that m igh t help us, M rs B anks?’

Susan shook her head.
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‘W ell, young  A ndrew s, the driver o f  the post van, doesn’t 
rem em ber delivering the parcel w ith  the w edding  cake in  it. H e 
can’t be sure, though , so there’s a doubt about it.’

‘But -  w h a t’s the alternative?’
‘T he alternative, M rs Banks, is that an old piece o f  brow n 

paper was used to  w rap the parcel that already had Miss G ilchrist’s 
nam e and address on  it and a used postage stamp. T ha t package 
was then  pushed th ro ug h  the letter box or p u t inside the door 
by hand to  m ake her th in k  that it had com e by post. It’s a clever 
idea to choose w edding  cake. Lonely m iddle-aged w om en are 
sentim ental about w edding cake because they are so pleased to 
have been rem em bered by the young couple.’

‘Was there enough poison in  it to -  kill? ’
‘T hat depends on  w hether Miss G ilchrist ate all o f  it. She 

th inks that she d idn’t, so I ’d like to go upstairs i f  you don’t m ind, 
M rs Banks.’

‘O f  course.’ She followed h im  up to  Miss G ilchrist’s room  and 
said, ‘I’m  afraid it’s in  a terrible state. I d idn’t have tim e to clean 
up before the funeral and then  after D r P ro cto r cam e I thought 
perhaps I ought to  leave it as it was.’

‘T hat was very in telligent o f  you, M rs Banks.’ H e w ent to  the 
bed and lifted the pillow. ‘T here you are,’ he said, sm iling.

A piece o f  w edding cake lay on the sheet.
‘H ow  extraordinary,’ said Susan.
‘O h  no, it’s not. Perhaps your generation doesn’t do it. B ut it’s 

an old custom . T hey  say that i f  you p u t a piece o f  w edding  cake 
under your pillow, you’ll dream  o f  y our fu tu re  husband. Miss 
G ilchrist d idn’t w ant to  tell us about it, I suspect, because she felt 
silly doing such a th in g  at her age. B ut I th ou gh t th a t’s w hat it 
m ight be.’ H is face becam e serious. ‘A nd i f  it had n’t been for an 
old m aid’s foolishness, Miss G ilchrist m igh t n o t be alive today.’



Chapter 12
Two elderly m en sat together in  a room  w here every th ing  was 
square. A lm ost the only exception was H ercule Poirot: whose 
stom ach was pleasantly rounded, his head looked like an egg in  
shape, and his m oustache curved upwards flam boyantly

H e was look ing  thoughtfu lly  at M r Goby, w ho was small and 
th in . M r G oby was famous for collecting inform ation. Very few 
people knew  about h im  and very few em ployed his services — 
bu t those few w ere usually extrem ely rich. T hey  had to  be, 
for M r G oby was very expensive. H is speciality was getting  
in fo rm ation — quickly. A t a w ord  from  M r Goby, hundreds o f  
m en and w om en, old and young, w ho w orked for him , w ent 
out to  question, investigate, and get results. M r G oby had now  
alm ost retired  from  business. B ut he occasionally w orked for a 
few old clients. H ercule Poiro t was one o f  these.

M r G oby was no t looking at H ercule Poiro t because M r 
Goby never looked directly at anybody. R ig h t now  he seem ed 
to  be ta lk in g  to  the fireplace. ‘I’ve got w hat in form ation I could 
for you. N owadays you can w alk in  alm ost anyw here w ith  a 
no tebook and pencil and ask people all about their lives and 
they w o n’t doubt for a m inute that you are w ork ing for the 
G overnm ent — and that the G overnm ent really wants to  know! 
Yes, G overnm ent snooping is a gift to  investigators and long m ay 
it continue!

‘N ow ,’ said M r Goby, and took  ou t a little no tebook and 
tu rn ed  over the pages. ‘H ere w e are. M r G eorge Crossfield. 
H e ’s been in  debt for a w hile now. H e’s been using m oney from  
his clients’ trust funds. For th ree m onths h e ’s been w orried  and 
bad-tem pered  in  the office. B ut since his uncle’s death th a t’s all 
changed!
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‘W h at he said about being at H urst Park races is almost 
certain ly  un true . N o ne o f  the people he usually places his bets 
w ith  saw him . N o bo dy  saw h im  in  Lytchett St M ary  either, 
bu t that doesn’t m ean he wasn’t there. T here  are o ther ways to 
approach the cottage than  th rough  the village. H e acted in  plays 
at university, by the way. So i f  he w en t to  the cottage that day, he 
could have used m ake up to  change the way he looks. I’ll keep 
h im  in  m y book, shall I?’

‘You m ay keep h im  in ,’ said H ercule Poirot.
M r G oby tu rn ed  another page. ‘M r M ichael Shane. H e likes 

m oney and is very attractive to  w om en. H e ’s been having an 
affair w ith  Sorrel D ainton, the actress, and his w ife R osam und 
doesn’t know  about it. She doesn’t know  m uch about anything, 
it seems. She’s no t a good actress, and is crazy about her husband.

‘O n  the day M r Shane says he was m eeting  a M r R osenheim  
and a M r O scar Lewis for lunch to discuss a play, he sent them  a 
telegram  to say he cou ldn’t come. W h a t he did do was to  go to 
the Em eraldo C ar people and hire a car at about twelve o’clock. 
H e re tu rned  it at about six in  the evening. T he  car had been 
driven ju st about the righ t num ber o f  m iles, bu t it was no t seen 
in  Lytchett St M ary  that day. H owever, there are lots o f  places he 
could have left it h idden a m ile or so away; th ere’s even an old 
quarry  a few hundred  yards dow n the road from  the cottage. D o 
we keep M r Shane in? ’

‘M ost certainly.’
‘N ow  Mrs Shane.’ M r G oby to ld  his left sleeve about 

R osam und Shane. ‘She says she was shopping. A nd she had 
heard she had inherited  m oney the day before. She has accounts 
in  a num ber o f  shops bu t she hasn’t paid her bills, so it’s possible 
that she w ent in  here and there, try ing  on  clothes, look ing  at 
jew ellery, checking prices — and no t buying  anything! I asked
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one o f  m y young ladies, w h o’s know ledgeable about the theatre 
and the people in  it, to  follow her and stop by her table in  a 
restaurant, She exclaim ed the way they  do, “D arling, I haven’t 
seen you since W ay D ow n Under. You w ere wonderful in  th a t!” 
In  a m inu te  they w ere talk ing  theatrical s tu ff and m y girl then  
said, “I believe I saw you at so and so, on  so and so,” giving the 
day. M ost ladies are tricked by that and say, “O h  no, I was . . .” 
w hatever it m ay be. B u t M rs Shane ju s t looked blank and said, 
“O h , maybe. I cou ldn’t possibly rem em ber.” W h a t can you do 
w ith  a lady like that? ’ M r G oby shook his head sadly.

‘N o th in g ,’ said H ercule Poiro t w ith  some feeling. ‘I shall 
never forget the k illing  o f  Lord E dgw are. I was nearly defeated — 
yes, I, H ercule P oiro t -  by the extrem ely simple cleverness o f  
an em pty brain . Very sim ple-m inded people often have the 
unexpected  in telligence to  com m it a simple crim e and then 
leave it alone. Let us hope that ou r m urderer is in telligent and 
thoroughly  pleased w ith  h im self and unable to resist show ing 
off. B ut con tinue.’

O n ce  m ore M r G oby looked at his little  book. ‘M r and 
M rs B anks said th ey  w ere at hom e all day. W ell, Susan Banks 
w asn’t. She w en t ro u n d  to  the  garage, go t ou t her car, and 
drove o ff  in  it at about one o ’clock. W e do n o t k n ow  w here 
she w en t and  she cam e back at about five. I have no  idea how  
m any m iles she d id  th a t day because she drives every day and, 
u n lik e  M ichael S hane’s h ired  car, no  one keeps a no te  o f  the 
m ileage.

‘As for M r G regory Banks, w e don’t know  what he did. H e 
d idn’t go to  w o rk  and it seems he had already asked for a couple 
o f  days o ff because o f  the funeral. Since then  he’s left his jo b  -  
w here they  do n o t like M r Banks. H e used to  becom e very angry 
at even small th ings that upset h im . U n til about four m onths
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ago — ju st before he m et his w ife and jo in ed  this particular 
chem ist’s shop -  he was in  a nursing hom e as a patient. H e had 
m ade some m istake w ith  a m edicine he m ade for a custom er 
at the pharm acy he w orked at then. T he  w om an recovered, 
and there was no p rosecu tion . T he shop d idn’t sack h im , bu t 
he resigned and told the doctor he was filled w ith  gu ilt — that 
he had done it deliberately. H e said that the w om an had been 
rude to  h im  w hen she cam e in to  the shop, and so he had added 
an alm ost lethal dose o f  some drug  or o ther to her m edicine. 
“ She had to be punished for speaking to m e like th a t!” was w hat 
he said. T he doctors don’t believe it was deliberate at all, he was 
ju st careless, bu t they say that he w anted to  m ake it im portan t 
and serious. Anyway, this nursing hom e cured h im  and sent h im  
hom e, and he m et Susan A bernethie. H e got the jo b  h e ’s ju st left 
and another pharm acist at the same shop said he had a very bad 
tem per.’

‘M on ami,’ said H ercule Poirot. ‘It really amazes m e how  
you get your inform ation! M edical and high ly confidential m ost 
o f  it!’

M r G oby said, look ing  at the door, that there w ere ways . . . 
‘N o w  we com e to M r and M rs T im othy  A bernethie. T hey 
are very short o f  m oney. M r A bernethie enjoys being ill and 
the emphasis is on  the enjoym ent. H e has everyone fetching 
and carry ing th ings for h im  because he says h e ’s too  ill to do 
any th ing  for him self, bu t he eats large meals, and seems strong 
physically. T h ere ’s no one in  the house after the daily cleaning 
w om an leaves, and she says he was in  a very bad tem per on the 
m orn ing  o f  the day after the funeral. H e  was alone in  the house 
and nobody saw h im  from  9.30 that m o rn in g  un til the follow ing 
m orning .’

‘A nd M rs M aude A berneth ie?’
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‘E veryone says she is a very nice lady. She left E nderby by 
car and arrived on  foot at a sm all garage in  a village on  the 
way. She explained that her car had  b rok en  dow n a couple o f  
m iles away.

‘A m echanic drove her out to  it and said they w ould  have to 
get it in  to  the garage and it w ould  be a long job . T he  lady w ent 
to a small hotel, arranged to  stay the n igh t, and asked for some 
sandwiches to  take w ith  her as she said she w ould  like to  go out 
w alking and see som ething o f the countryside. She d idn’t com e 
back to the ho tel till late that evening.’

‘A nd the tim es?’
‘She got the sandwiches at eleven. I f  she had w alked to the 

m ain road, a m ile  away, she could have got a lift in to  a tow n  
called W allcaster and caught an express tra in  w hich stops near 
Lytchett St M ary. It could ju st have been done i f  the m urder had 
happened fairly late in  the afternoon.’

‘W h at exactly was w rong  w ith  the car?’
‘D o you w ant the exact details, M onsieur Poiro t?’
‘N o, no! I have no m echanical know ledge.’
‘It was a difficult th in g  to find. A nd also to  fix. A nd it could have 

been done deliberately by som eone w ho  was fam iliar w ith  the 
insides o f  a car.’

‘W onderful! ’ said Poirot. ‘C an  w e clear nobody from  suspicion? 
A nd M rs H elen  A berneth ie?’

‘She’s a very nice lady, too, and M r R ich ard  A bernethie was 
very fond o f  her. She cam e there to  stay about tw o weeks before 
he died.’

‘Was that after he had been to  Lytchett St M ary to see his 
sister?’

‘N o , ju s t before. M rs H elen’s incom e is less, since the war, 
than  it used to  be. She has a house in  C yprus and spends part o f
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the year there. She also has a young nephew  whose school fees 
she is paying.’

Poiro t shut his eyes. ‘A nd it was impossible for her to have left 
Enderby that day w ith ou t the servants know ing? Say that is so, 
I beg you!’

M r G oby looked dow n at P o iro t’s shoes. ‘I ’m  afraid I can’t say 
that, M onsieur Poirot. M rs A bernethie w en t to  L ondon to get 
some extra clothes because she had agreed w ith  M r E ntw histle 
to stay on and see to  th ings.’



Chapter 13
Inspector M o rto n  cam e straight to  the po in t. ‘I had to com e to 
L ondon,’ he said. ‘A nd I found yo u r address, M onsieur Poirot. 
I was in terested to  see you at the inquest on  T hursday and I 
cam e to  ask i f  you could help us at all. Something m ust have 
brough t you dow n there, M onsieur Poiro t, and there have been 
developm ents.’ A nd he to ld  h im  about the poisoned w edding 
cake.

Poiro t to ok  a deep, slow breath. ‘I w arned  M r Entw histle 
to look after Miss G ilchrist. A n  attack on her was always a 
possibility. B ut I m ust adm it that I did not expect poison.’

‘B ut w hy  d id you th in k  she m igh t be attacked?’
Poiro t said, ‘It begins, all this, at a funeral. O r  rather, to  be 

exact, after the funeral.’ A nd he to ld the story as M r E ntw histle 
had told it to  him . T hen  Poiro t continued, ‘T his attem pt to 
silence Miss G ilchrist, it is a mistake. For now  there are two events 
w hich you need to investigate further.’

‘Yes. W ell, i f  the postm an did deliver the w edding cake, 
it seems odd  that the parcel wasn’t no ticed  un til after this M r 
G uthrie  came. W e’re checking up on  h im , o f  course. H e  could 
have placed that parcel w here Miss G ilchrist found it. N ow , M r 
G eorge Crossfield was in  the area nex t day. W h at do you know  
about h im , M onsieur Poirot? ’

‘N o t as m uch as I w ould  like to .’
‘It’s like that, is it? T here are quite a lo t o f  people w ho are 

in terested in  the late M r A berneth ie’s w ill, I understand. I hope 
it doesn’t m ean investigating all o f  th em !’

‘I have a little  in form ation w hich you m ay no t have. 
N aturally  I  have no authority  to ask these people questions. In 
fact, it w ould  n o t be wise for m e to  do so.’
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‘I w ill go slowly myself,’ said M orton . ‘I don’t w ant to  w arn  
anyone un til it suits m e to .’

Poiro t sm iled. ‘A  very wise way o f  w ork ing. For myself, I go 
to  Enderby H all. It is people that I am  in terested in. I w ill pretend 
to  buy, I believe, a big coun try  house for foreign refugees. I w ill 
represent U .N .A .R .C .O .’

A n d  w h at’s U .N .A .R .C .O .? ’ asked M orton , puzzled.
‘T he U n ited  N ations A id for R efugee C en tre  O rganization . 

It sounds appropriate, do you no t th ink? A nd E nderby H all 
m ight be ju st right. I w ill, o f  course tell M rs H elen A bernethie 
the tru th  and ask for her help.’

Inspector M o rto n  smiled.



Chapter 14
Two days later, H ercule P oiro t said to  the Enderby H all 
housem aid, ‘T h an k  you. You have been  m ost k ind .’

Jane t left the room . These foreigners, she thought! T he  
questions they asked. It was all very  well for M rs H elen 
A bernethie to  say that M onsieur Pontarlier was a doctor w ho 
w anted to  buy the house and was also in terested in  unsuspected 
heart conditions such as the one M r A berneth ie  m ust have had. 
B ut w hat business was it o f  his to  nose around asking questions 
about the m edicines the M aster had taken, and w here they w ere 
kept! A nd asking i f  any o f  the m edicines he took  were still in  the 
house. O f  course they had all been th ro w n  away.

Poiro t w en t dow nstairs in  search o f  Lanscombe. It was quite 
clear to  h im  that anybody could have got in to  the house on the 
day before R ich ard  A bernethie died, and pu t poison in to  one o f  
his m edicines. O r  som eone could have pu t poison pills in to  the 
bo ttle  nex t to  his bed  w here his sleeping pills were. T his was 
m ore likely.

T he  fron t door was kept locked at all tim es, bu t there was 
a side door that led to the garden w hich  was no t locked un til 
the evening. A t about quarter-past one, w hen the gardeners had 
gone to  lunch  and w hen the household was in  the d in ing  room  
or kitchen, P oiro t had entered the grounds th rough  the m ain 
gate, w alked th ro ug h  the garden to  the side door, and gone up 
the stairs to  R ich ard  A berneth ie’s bed room  w ithou t m eeting  
anybody.

Yes, it could have been done. B u t the m urder — i f  it was 
m urder — o f  R ichard  A berneth ie could never be proved. It was 
C ora L ansquenet’s m urder for w hich  evidence was needed. W h at 
P oiro t now  w anted  was to study the people w ho had been at the
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funeral by w atch ing  and talk ing  to them , and then  m ake his ow n 
conclusions about them .

‘Yes, Sir?’ Lanscom be said politely.
‘M rs A berneth ie tells m e that you had hoped  to  live in  the 

cottage by the gates w hen  you re tired?’
‘T hat is so, Sir. N aturally  all that is changed now. W h en  . . .’ 
Poiro t in te rrup ted , ‘It m ight still be possible. T he cottage is 

n o t needed for the U .N .A .R .C .O  guests and the people w ho 
w ill look after them .’

‘W ell, thank  you, Sir. M ost o f  the guests w ould  be foreigners, 
w ouldn’t they?’

‘Yes. A m ongst those w ho cam e from  E urope to  this country  
before and du ring  the w ar are several w ho are old and unwell. 
T he organization I w ork for has raised m oney to  buy country  
hom es for them . T his place is, I th ink , very suitable.’

Lanscombe sighed. ‘IfE nderby  H all has to  be sold, I’m  pleased 
to  th in k  that it’s going to be the k ind  o f  place you’re talk ing 
about. W e’ve always w elcom ed the un fo rtuna te  in  this country, 
Sir; it has always been som ething to  be proud  of.’

‘T han k  you, Lanscom be,’ said Poiro t gently. ‘Y our M aster’s 
death m ust have been a great shock to  you.’

‘It was, Sir. N o  one could have had a be tte r M aster.’
‘I have been talk ing  w ith  m y friend and — er — colleague, 

D r Larraby. W e w ere w ondering  i f  your M aster could have had 
an unpleasant in terv iew  on  the day before he died? You do no t 
rem em ber i f  any visitors came to the house that day?’

‘Some nuns called, collecting m oney for sick child ren  — and a 
young m an cam e to  the back door to sell some brushes. N obody 
else.’

Poiro t w ent to  see M arjorie, the cook, and had no difficulty 
in  finding ou t exactly w hat had been served at d inn er the n igh t
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before R ichard  A bernethie had died, bu t he learned n o th ing  o f 
value from  her.

H e w ent now  to get his overcoat and a couple o f  scarves, and 
w ent ou t in to  the garden and jo in ed  H elen A bernethie, w ho was 
cu tting  some flowers.

‘Have you found ou t any th ing  new ?’ she asked.
‘N o th ing . B ut I did no t expect to do so. N o w  tell me, 

M adam e, o f  those at M r R ichard  A berneth ie’s funeral, w ho 
knew  C ora best?’

‘Lanscom be. H e rem em bers her from  w hen  she was a child. 
T he housem aid, Janet, came after C ora had m arried  and gone 
away.’

‘A nd after Lanscom be?’
H elen said thoughtfully , ‘I suppose — I  d id.’
‘T hen  why, on  the day o f the funeral, do you th in k  she asked 

that question about R ichard  A berneth ie being  m urdered? ’
H elen sm iled. ‘It was very typical o f  Cora! B ut I never knew  

w hether she was ju s t innocently  asking such questions — or 
w hether she w an ted  to  shock people.’

P oiro t changed the subject. ‘M rs M aude A bernethie stayed 
the n igh t after the funeral. D id  she talk  to  you at all about w hat 
C ora had said? D id  she take it seriously? ’

‘O h  no.’
‘A nd you, M adam e, did you take it seriously?’
H elen A berneth ie said thoughtfully , ‘Yes, M onsieur Poirot,

I th in k  I did.’
‘Because o f  your feeling that som ething was w rong? ’ 
‘Perhaps.’
H e con tinued , ‘T here had been  a separation, lasting m any 

years, betw een  M rs Lansquenet and her family, and then, 
suddenly, R ich a rd  A berneth ie w en t to  see her. W h y?’
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‘I really don’t know . H e told m e that he was going to see his 
b ro ther T im othy, b u t he never m entioned C ora at all.’

As they w en t in  by the side door, P oiro t said, ‘You are sure 
that du ring  your visit, R ichard  said n o th ing  to you about any 
m em ber o f  the fam ily w hich  m ight be relevant? ’

H elen said, ‘You are speaking like a policem an.’
‘I was a policem an — once. A nd you w ant the tru th , M r 

Entw histle tells m e?’
H elen said w ith  a sigh, ‘R ichard  was disappointed in  the 

younger generation. B u t there was n o th in g  — nothing — that could 
possibly suggest a m otive for m urder.’

‘A h ,’ said Poirot.
In the sitting room  H elen began to  arrange the flowers in  a 

bowl.
‘You arrange these beautifully, M adam e. I th in k  that anything 

you do, you w ould  m anage to do w ith  perfection.’
‘T h an k  you, M onsieur. I th in k  this w ould  look good on  that 

green m arble table.’
There was a bouquet o f  w ax flowers un der a glass shade on  

the table. As she lifted it off, Poiro t said, ‘D id  anyone tell M r 
A bernethie that his niece Susan’s husband had alm ost poisoned a 
custom er w hen m aking  up a m edicine? A h !’

T he shade had slipped from  H elen’s fingers. It dropped on the 
floor and broke.

‘H o w  careless o f  me. H owever, I can get a new  glass shade. 
I’ll pu t the flowers and the broken shade in  the  cupboard beh ind  
the stairs.’

It was no t un til Poiro t had helped her to  carry  the pieces to 
the cupboard that he said, ‘It was m y fault. I should no t have 
shocked you.’

‘W h at was it that you asked me? I have forgotten .’
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‘O h , there is no need to repeat m y question. Indeed — I have 
forgotten  w hat it was.’

H elen pu t her hand on his arm . ‘M onsieur Poirot, is there 
anyone w ho doesn’t have secrets that they w ould  prefer stayed 
secret? M ust these th ings be revealed w hen  they have n o th in g  to 
do w ith  — w ith  . . .’

‘W ith  the death o f  C ora Lansquenet? Yes. Because one 
has to  exam ine everything, and everyone has something to hide. I 
say to  you, no th ing  can be ignored. I am  no t the police and 
w hat I learn does no t interest me. B ut I have to  know. I need, 
M adam e, to  m eet everyone w ho was here on the day o f  the 
funeral. A nd it w ould  be m uch easier i f  I could m eet them  here, 
and so I have a plan. T he house, M r Entw histle w ill tell the 
family, is to  be bough t by U .N .A .R .C .O ., and I w ill be here 
as that organ ization’s representative. I w ill call m yself M onsieur 
Pontarlier and M r Entw histle w ill invite the fam ily to com e here 
and choose those things they w ould  like before everything is 
sold. T he  young  people w ill com e easily. B u t the problem  is that 
M r T im othy  A berneth ie never leaves his hom e.’

H elen sm iled. ‘I believe you m ay be lucky there, M onsieur 
Poirot. I spoke to  M aude yesterday. T hey  have w orkm en in , 
pain ting  the house and T im othy  says the smell o f  the pain t is 
m aking  h im  ill. I th in k  that they w ould  be pleased to com e here 
for a w eek or tw o. M aude is still no t able to  m ove around very 
w ell because she broke her ankle.’

‘I had n o t heard. H ow  un fo rtuna te .’
‘Luckily they have got C ora’s com panion, Miss Gilchrist, 

w ith  them . She has tu rn ed  out to  be a huge help.’
‘D id  they ask for Miss G ilchrist to go to them ? W h o suggested

it?’
‘Susan fixed it up. Susan Banks.’
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‘A ha,’ said Poiro t. ‘Susan likes to  m ake arrangem ents. D id  
you hear that Miss G ilchrist was poisoned and nearly d ied?’ 

‘N o !’ H elen looked shocked. ‘Oh! G et them  all here! Find 
out the tru th! T here  m ustn’t be any m ore m urders.’



Chapter 15
At M aude and T im othy  A berneth ie’s house, Miss G ilchrist had 
hu rried  out to  the hall to  answ er the  telephone, w hich  was 
beh ind  the staircase.

‘I t’s M rs H elen  A berneth ie  speak ing,’ she called up to 
M aude.

‘Tell h er I ’m  ju st com ing.’ M aude cam e dow n the stairs slowly 
because o f  her broken ankle.

Miss G ilchrist said quietly, ‘I’m  so sorry you’ve had to  com e 
dow n, M rs A bernethie. I’ll ju st go up and get M r A berneth ie’s 
coffee tray.’

T im othy  looked at Miss G ilchrist angrily. As she picked up 
the tray he asked, ‘W h o ’s that on the telephone?’

‘M rs H elen A berneth ie.’
‘O h? I suppose they’ll talk for an hour! P u ll that cu rta in  aside, 

w ill you? A nd  — W here  are you going? ’
‘It’s the fron t doorbell, M r A berneth ie.’
‘I d idn’t hear any th ing ,’ T im othy  said as Miss G ilchrist quickly 

left the room . M om ents later she cam e up to  M aude A bernethie, 
w ho was still on  the telephone, to  say, ‘I’m  so sorry to  in terrup t. 
It’s a nun. C ollecting .’

M aude A berneth ie said in to  the telephone, ‘Just a m om ent, 
H elen,’ and to  Miss G ilchrist, ‘I only give m oney to  ou r local 
church.’

Miss G ilchrist hu rried  away again.
M aude finished her conversation and cam e in to  the front hall. 

Miss G ilchrist was standing com pletely still by the sitting room  
door. She ju m p ed  w hen M aude spoke to her.

‘T h ere ’s n o th in g  the m atter, is there, Miss Gilchrist? ’
‘O h  no, M rs A bernethie, I was th in k in g  about som ething . . .’
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M aude A berneth ie clim bed the stairs painfully  to  her 
husband’s room .

‘T hat was H elen. Enderby H all is definitely sold. H elen 
suggests that w e m igh t like to  go there for a visit before it 
goes. She was very upset about the way the smell o f  the paint is 
affecting your health . T he  servants are there still, so you could 
be looked after com fortably.’

T im othy, w ho had been looking angry, now  nodded his head 
approvingly. ‘I t’s though tfu l o f  H elen,’ he said. ‘B ut m oving 
m ight be too m uch for m e.’

‘Perhaps you’d prefer a hotel, dear,’ said M aude. ‘A good hotel 
is very expensive, bu t w here your health  is . . .’

T im othy in terrup ted . ‘M aude, w e are not millionaires. W h y  go 
to  a hotel w hen  H elen has very k indly  suggested that w e could 
go to  Enderby? N o t that it’s really for her to  suggest! A nd I 
w ould  like to  see the old place again before I die. Yes, it is an 
excellent plan. T he  painters can finish w hile  w e are away and 
that Gillespie w om an can stay here and look after the house.’ 

‘She’s called G ilchrist,’ said M aude.
T im othy  w aved a hand and said that it d idn’t m atter w hat her 

nam e was.
★ ★ ★

‘I can’t do it,’ said Miss Gilchrist. She was shaking. ‘I simply 
can’t stay here all alone. I ’ve never been a nervous w om an — but 
now  I’d be terrified to  be all alone here.’

‘O f  course,’ said M aude. ‘It’s stupid o f  m e — after w hat 
happened at Lytchett St M ary.’

‘I suppose that it’s . . . i t ’s no t logical, I know . B ut even 
that nun  com ing to  the door startled me. O h  dear, I am in  a. bad 
way . . .’
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Chapter 16
H ercule P oiro t d rank  his a fter-d inner coffee slowly and betw een  
half-closed eyes looked at the o ther people in  the room . H e had 
w anted them  there — all together, and he had got them . M r 
E ntw histle had described all these people w ell bu t P oiro t had 
w an ted  to see for him self, then he w ould  have a very good idea — 
not o f  how  and when — but o f  who w ould  be prepared to  kill.

B u t it was no t going to  be easy. H e could see alm ost all o f  
these people as a possible — though  n o t a likely — m urderer.

G eorge Crossfield m ight k ill -  as a hun ted  anim al m igh t kill 
to  defend itself.

Susan Banks could do it calm ly — efficiently — to fu rther a 
plan.

G regory Banks could, because he had som ething in  h im  
w hich w an ted  punishm ent.

M ichael Shane was possible because he was am bitious and had 
a m urderer’s vanity .

R osam und  Shane could, because she saw everything in  the 
m ost simple way.

T im o thy  A berneth ie could do it because he really w anted the 
pow er his b ro ther’s m oney w ould  give him .

M aude A berneth ie m ight be able because T im othy had 
becom e her child and w here her child was concerned, she w ould 
be ruth less.

E ven Miss G ilchrist, he thought, m ight have though t about 
m urdering  som eone i f  it could have given her back the W illow  
Tree tearoom !

A nd  H elen  A berneth ie?  She was too  c iv ilized  — too  lack ing 
in  violence. A n d  she had loved R ic h a rd  A berneth ie  as a 
b ro ther.
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Poirot sighed. T here  w ould  have to  be m ore conversation. 
M uch m ore conversation. For in  conversation, either th rough  
a lie or th ro ug h  tru th , people always gave themselves away.

H e had been  in troduced  by H elen to  the group as M onsieur 
Pontarlier, a doctor, the representative o f  U .N .A .R .C .O . H e had 
w atched and listened — openly and beh ind  doors! H e had talked 
w ith  all o f  them , had spent a long half-hour listening to T im othy  
talk ing about his health  and the terrible effects o f  paint on it. 
Paint? Poiro t frow ned. Som ebody else had said som eth ing about 
paint — M r Entw histle?

T here had also been a discussion o f  a different k ind  o f  
painting. P ierre Lansquenet as a painter; o f  C ora Lansquenet’s 
paintings, praised by Miss G ilchrist, laughed at by Susan.

‘Just like p ic tu re  postcards,’ she had said. ‘She pain ted  them  
from  postcards, too .’

Miss G ilchrist had been upset and had said that dear M rs 
Lansquenet always pain ted  from  nature.

‘B ut she d idn’t,’ said Susan to Poiro t w hen  Miss G ilchrist had 
gone out o f  the room .

‘A nd how  do you know ?’
Poirot w atched the confident way Susan replied.
She w ill always be sure, this one, he thought. A nd perhaps 

som etim es, she w ill be too  sure . . .
Susan con tinued , ‘O n e p ic tu re  is o f  a village called 

Polflexan, show ing the ligh thouse and the  p ier. B u t the pier 
was destroyed in  the war, and since A u n t C o ra’s sketch was 
on ly  done tw o years ago, it can’t really be from  natu re , can it? 
B ut the postcards they  sell there still show  the pier as it used to  
be. T here was one in  her bedroom . I t’s funny, isn’t it, the way 
people get found o u t? ’

‘Yes, it is, as you say, funny.’
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‘I suppose you’ll have to cut E nderby up and have lots o f  
horrib le small room s.’

‘In  the bedroom s, yes. But m ost o f  the g round  floor room s we 
shall n o t touch. D oes it sadden you, M adam e, that this old fam ily 
m ansion o f  yours should go this way — to strangers?’

‘O f  course no t.’ Susan looked amused. ‘I ’ve always th ou gh t 
the house was ugly on the outside -  and alm ost unacceptably 
luxurious inside.’

‘B u t I understand that you yourself are p lann ing  such a place? 
E verything luxurious and the best that m oney can buy.’

Susan laughed. ‘It’s ju st a place o f  business. W om en th in k  a 
great deal about their appearance — and th a t’s w here I com e in .’ 

‘Tell m e.’
A nd she to ld h im  about her plans for a beauty salon. H e 

appreciated her business sense, her boldness o f  p lanning and her 
atten tion  to  detail. Perhaps a little  ruthless . . . W atching her, he 
had said, ‘Yes, you w ill succeed. H o w  fortunate that you have 
the m oney. To have had these creative ideas and to  have had no 
m oney . . . ’

‘I w ould  have raised the m oney som ehow  — got som eone to 
invest in  m e!’

‘Ah! O f  course. Even i f  he had no t died, your uncle w ould  
have invested in  you.’

‘O h  no, he w ouldn’t. U ncle R ich ard  m ade m e very angry. 
T he old shouldn’t stand in  the way o f  the young. I — oh, I beg 
your pardon.’

H ercule Poiro t laughed easily and stroked his m oustache. ‘I 
am  old, yes. B u t I do no t stand in  the way o f  young people. A nd 
here is your husband com e to jo in  ou r little discussion . . . W e 
talk, M r Banks, o f  oppo rtun ity  — o p po rtun ity  that m ust be taken 
w ith  bo th  hands. Let us hear your view s.’
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B ut G regory Banks said nothing!
P o iro t had  ta lked  w ith  M aude A b ern e th ie , w ho  said how  

fo rtun a te  it had  been  th a t T im o th y  was able to  com e to  
Enderby, and h o w  k in d  it had  been  o f  H elen  to  inv ite  Miss 
G ilchrist also.

‘For she is most useful,’ M aude said. ‘It was really fortunate 
that she was too  scared to  stay alone in  our house, though  I adm it 
I was annoyed at the tim e.’

‘Too scared?’
Poiro t listened w hilst M aude explained.
‘She was frightened, you say? A nd yet could no t exactly say 

why? H ad any th ing  particular happened that day? ’ he asked.
‘O h, I don’t th in k  so. It seems to  have started w hen she left 

Lytchett St M ary, or so she said. She d idn’t seem  to  m ind  being 
alone w hen she was there.’

A nd the result, Poiro t thought, had been  a piece o f  poisoned 
w edding cake. N o t very surprising that Miss G ilchrist was 
frightened after t h a t . . . B ut som ething in  T im o thy  A berneth ie’s 
house had m ade Miss G ilchrist afraid. W hat?

Finding h im self alone w ith  Miss G ilchrist for a few m inutes 
before dinner, Poiro t had raised the subject. ‘It w ould  be 
impossible for m e to m ention the m atter o f  m urder to  m em bers 
o f  the family. B u t I am  fascinated. It was such a violent crim e -  
to attack a sensitive artist in  a lonely cottage. Terrible for her 
family. B ut terrible, also, for you. Since M rs M aude A bernethie 
says that you w ere there at the tim e?’

‘Yes, I was. A nd i f  you’ll excuse m e, M onsieur Pontarlier, I 
don’t w ant to  talk  about it.’

‘I understand completely.’
Poiro t w aited. A nd, as he had though t, Miss G ilchrist 

im m ediately began to talk about it.



After the Funeral

‘You w ere wise, I th ink , no t to  stay in  that cottage alone,’ 
he said w hen she had finished. ‘I understand that you w ere even 
afraid to  be alone in  the house o f  M r T im othy  A berneth ie w hilst 
they cam e here?’

‘I’m  asham ed about that. It was ju st a k ind  o f  panic I had — I 
really don’t know  why.’

‘B ut you had ju st recovered from  a terrible attem pt to  poison 
you — and you are still frightened, are you no t? ’

‘O h , no t since I cam e here. T here  are so m any people and 
such a nice fam ily atm osphere. O h , no, everything seems all 
righ t here.’

‘It seems to  m e that there m ust have been som ething that 
happened at Stansfield Grange, T im othy  and M aude’s house, that 
m ade you so afraid. I th in k  some small happening m ight have 
m ade your subconscious fears reach a h igh  point. N o w  w hat, do 
you th in k , was this happening?’

Miss G ilchrist though t for a m om ent, and then  said, 
unexpectedly, ‘I th in k , you know , M onsieur Pontarlier, it was 
the nun.’

Before P oiro t could question this, Susan and her husband 
cam e in , closely followed by H elen.

‘A n u n ,’ th ou gh t Poiro t . . . ‘N o w  w here have I heard 
som ething about a nun? ’

H e decided to  lead the conversation on to nuns during  the 
evening.



Chapter 1 7
T he fam ily’s general op in ion  was that H elen should have 
avoided having M onsieur Pontarlier at E nderby H all during  this 
particular w eekend, b u t fortunately  this strange little  foreigner 
did no t seem to  kn ow  m uch English.

A fter tw en ty -fou r hours o f  w alk ing  roun d  and exam ining 
the contents o f  the house, the heirs o f  R ich ard  A berneth ie were 
ready to  say w hat they w anted.

‘I don’t suppose I have long to live,’ said T im othy  in  a w eak 
voice. A n d  because I loved it as a child, I w ould  like to have the 
Spode china d inner service.’

‘You’re too  late, U ncle,’ G eorge said. ‘I asked H elen for the 
Spode this m orn in g .’

T im othy  becam e purple in  the face. ‘N o w  look here, I’m  
R ich a rd ’s only surviving brother. T hat service is mine.’

‘N o  Uncle, the Spode’s m ine. First com e, first served.’ 
‘N onsense! ’ T im othy  placed a hand to  his heart, and groaned, 

‘T his is very bad for me. I f  I could have — a little  brandy.’
Miss G ilchrist hu rried  to  get it. ‘H ere you are, M r A bernethie. 

Please — please don’t excite yourself. A re you sure you shouldn’t 
go up to bed?’

‘D o n’t be a fool.’ T im othy  drank the brandy. ‘I’m  no t leaving 
this room  un til this is settled.’

‘Really, G eorge,’ said M aude. ‘I f  T im othy  wants the Spode 
service, he w ill have it!’

‘It’s ugly anyway,’ said Susan.
‘Shut up, Susan,’ said Tim othy.
In a voice that was a little higher than his ordinary tones, Gregory 

said, ‘D on’t speak like that to m y w ife!’ H e half rose from  his seat. 
Susan said quickly, ‘It’s all right, Greg. I don’t m in d .’
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‘B ut I  do.’
H elen said, ‘George, I th in k  it w ould  be nice to  let your uncle 

have the Spode.’
A nd George, w ith  a slight bow  to  H elen said, ‘A nyth ing  you 

w ant m e to  do, A unt H elen, I w ill!’
‘You d idn’t really w ant it, anyway, d id  yo u?’ said Helen.
H e laughed. ‘T he  trouble w ith  you, A unt H elen, is that you 

see th ings too  clearly! D o n’t w orry, U ncle T im othy, the Spode is 
yours. It was ju st m y idea o f fun .’

T im othy  leaned forw ard angrily. ‘You expected that R ichard  
w ould m ake you his heir, d idn’t you? B ut m y poor b ro ther knew  
w here the m oney w ould  go i f  you had contro l o f  it. You w ould  
have gam bled it away. A nd he suspected you o f  being a crook , 
d idn’t h e?’

G eorge said quietly, ‘Shouldn’t you be careful about w hat you 
are saying?’

‘I w asn’t w ell enough to com e here for the funeral,’ said 
T im othy, ‘bu t M aude to ld m e w hat C ora said. C ora always was 
a fool — bu t there may have been som eth ing in  it! A nd i f  so, I 
know  w ho I ’d su sp ec t. . .’

‘T im o thy !’ M aude stood up. ‘You m ust th in k  about your 
health. C om e up w ith  m e and go straight to  bed. T im othy  and I, 
H elen, w ill take the Spode in  m em ory  o f  R ichard . T here is no 
problem , I hope?’

N o bo dy  spoke, and she w ent ou t o f  the room  supporting 
T im othy  w ith  a hand  under his elbow.

M ichael Shane laughed. ‘You know , I ’m  enjoying all this! By 
the way, R o sam u nd  and I w ant that m arble table in  the green 
sitting room .’

‘O h , no ,’ cried Susan. 7  w ant that for m y new  beauty salon — 
and I w ill p u t a great bouquet o f  w ax flowers on  it.’
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‘But, darling,’ said R osam und , ‘u/e w ant it for the new  play. It 
w ill be absolutely right.’

‘I see w hat you m ean, R osam und ,’ said Susan. ‘B ut you could 
easily have a pain ted  table for the stage -  it w ould  look just the 
same. B ut for m y beauty salon I ’v e  got to have the real th ing. W e 
w ill talk about it tom orrow .’

‘This house is full o f  so m any beautiful th ings,’ Miss G ilchrist 
said. ‘T hat green table w ould  look w onderful in  your new  salon, 
I ’m  sure, M rs Banks. A nd w ax flowers do look so righ t on that 
table -  really artistic and pretty.’

Greg said, speaking again in  that h igh  nervous voice, 
‘Susan wants that table.’

There was a m om ent o f  unease.
H elen said quickly, ‘A nd w hat do you really w ant, G eorge?’ 
G eorge g rin ned  and the tension relaxed. ‘T im o thy’s played 

the poor sick m an for so long that he th inks only about w hat he 
wants and makes sure he gets it,’ said George.

‘I don’t believe there’s anyth ing at all the m atter w ith  h im ,’ 
Susan said. ‘D o you, R osam und?’

‘W h a t? ’
‘A nyth ing  the m atter w ith  U ncle T im othy .’
‘N o  -  no, I don’t th in k  so.’ R osam und  was lost in  her ow n 

thoughts. ‘I ’m  sorry. I was th in k in g  about w hat stage ligh ting 
w ould be righ t for the table.’

‘A single-m inded w om an,’ said George. ‘Y our w ife’s 
dangerous, M ichael. I hope you realize it.’

‘I realize it,’ said M ichael seriously.
Helen changed the subject deliberately, tu rn ing  to her foreign 

guest. ‘I’m  afraid this is all very boring for you, M onsieur Pontarlier.’ 
‘N o t at all, M adam e. I th in k  it is the greatest ho no ur that I 

am  allow ed in to  your family life —’ he bow ed. ‘I w ould  like to
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say that this house will be perfect for my elderly refugees. W hat 
peace! I hear that there was also the question o f a school com ing 
here, ru n  by “nuns”, I th ink  you say? You w ould have preferred 
that, perhaps?’

‘N o t at all,’ said George. ‘But w hat I do find strange is why 
they should all dress as if  they lived hundreds o f  years ago!’

‘And it makes them  look so alike, doesn’t it?’ said Miss 
Gilchrist. ‘I got so nervous w hen I was at M rs A bernethie’s and a 
nun came to the door. I thought she was the same nun w ho came 
to the door on the day o f the inquest on poor Mrs Lansquenet. I 
felt as though she had been following me round!’

‘They both  had the same type o f face?’ Hercule Poirot asked. 
‘I suppose that must be it. T he upper lip looked almost as 

though she had a moustache. O f  course it was very foolish o f  me. 
I knew  that afterwards.’

‘A n un’s costume w ould be a good disguise.’ said Susan 
thoughtfully, ‘even for a man. It hides the feet.’

‘T he tru th  is,’ said George, ‘you don’t often look properly at 
anyone. T h at’s why there are such very different descriptions o f 
w hat an accused person looks like from  different witnesses in 
court.’

‘A nother strange thing,’ said Susan, ‘is that you sometimes 
see yourself in  a m irro r unexpectedly and you say to yourself, 
“T h at’s somebody I know  well . . .” and then suddenly realize 
it’s you! ’

George said, ‘It w ould be m ore difficult still i f  you could 
really see yourself — and not a m irro r image.’

‘W hy?’ asked R osam und, looking puzzled.
‘Because nobody ever sees themselves — as they appear to other 

people. T hey always see themselves in a m irro r as a reversed 
im age.’
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‘B u t w hy does that look any different?’
‘Because people’s faces aren’t the same bo th  sides. T heir 

eyebrows are different, and their m ouths go up at one side, and 
their noses aren’t really straight.’

W ith  a sigh, H ercule Poiro t rose to  his feet and said a polite 
good nigh t to  H elen A bernethie. ‘A nd perhaps, M adam e, I had 
better say goodbye. M y tra in  leaves at n ine  o’clock tom orrow  
m orning. So I w ill th ank  you now  for all your kindness. You 
w ill re tu rn  now  to  your villa in  C yprus?’

‘Yes.’ A little smile appeared on H elen A berneth ie’s lips. 
Poiro t said, ‘You are pleased, yes? You have no regrets?’
‘At leaving England? O r  leaving here, do you m ean?’
‘I m eant — leaving here.’ said Poirot.
‘O h  -  no. It’s no good, is it, to hold on  to  the past? W e m ust 

all leave that beh ind .’
‘If  w e can,’ Poiro t said. ‘Som etim es the past w ill no t be left. It 

stays nex t to  us — it says, “I  am not fin ished  with you yet.’”
‘You m ean,’ said M ichael, ‘that your refugees w hen they come 

here w ill no t be able to  pu t their past com pletely beh ind  th em ?’ 
‘I did no t m ean m y refugees.’
‘H e m eant us, darling,’ said R osam und . ‘H e m eans Uncle 

R ichard  and A unt C ora and the hatchet and all that.’ She tu rn ed  
to  Poirot. ‘D id n ’t you?’

W h y  do you th in k  that, M adam e?’
‘Because you’re a detective. T h a t’s w hy y ou’re here. N A R C O  

or w hatever you call it, is ju st nonsense, isn’t it? ’



Chapter 18
There was a m om ent o f  great tension. P oiro t said, w ith  a little 
bow, ‘You have great insigh t. M adam e.’

‘N o ,’ said R osam und. ‘I saw you once in  a restaurant. A friend 
told m e w ho you w ere.’

‘B ut you have no t m entioned it -  un til now? ’
‘I th ou gh t it w ould  be m ore fun no t to ,’ said R osam und. 
M ichael said, ‘M y -  dear girl.’
Poiro t looked at him . M ichael was angry. A ngry  and 

som ething else -  w orried?
P oiro t’s eyes w ent slowly round all the faces. Susan’s, angry and 

watchful; G regory’s, closed; Miss G ilchrist’s, foolish, her m outh  
w ide open; G eorge’s, suspicious; H elen’s, upset and nervous.

H e w ished he could have seen their faces a second earlier, 
w hen  the words ‘a detective’ fell from  R o sam u nd’s lips. ‘Yes,’ 
he said. ‘I am  a detective. I was asked to investigate R ichard  
A berneth ie’s death. It w ould be good, w ould  it not, i f  you could 
be certain  that R ich ard  A berneth ie died a natural death?’

‘O f  course he died a natural death. W h o  says anyth ing else?’ 
Susan asked.

‘C ora Lansquenet said so. A nd C ora Lansquenet is dead 
herself,’ said Poirot.

‘She said it in  this room ,’ said Susan. ‘B ut I didn’t really 
th in k  . . .’

‘D id n ’t you, Susan?’ G eorge Crossfield said. ‘W h y  pretend 
any m ore? You w on’t fool M onsieur Pontarlier!’

‘W e all th ou gh t so really,’ said R osam und. ‘A nd his nam e is 
H ercules som ething.’

P oiro t bow ed. ‘H ercule Poiro t -  at y our service,’ he said, bu t 
his nam e seem ed to  m ean n o th in g  at all to  them .
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‘M ay I ask w h at conclusions you have com e to ? ’ asked 
George.

‘H e w o n’t tell you, darling,’ said R osam und . ‘O r  i f  he does 
tell you, w hat he says w o n’t be true .’

She was the on ly  person in  the room  w ho appeared to  be 
amused. H ercule P oiro t looked at her thoughtfully .

★ ★ ★
H ercule P oiro t did no t sleep w ell that night. H e was anxious, 

and he was no t really sure why he was anxious. In  his m ind  
he heard bits o f  conversation, saw various glances, strange 
m ovem ents . . . H elen dropping the w ax flowers w hen he had 
said — what was it he had said? H e cou ldn’t rem em ber . . .

H e slept then, and as he slept he dream ed o f  the green m arble 
table. O n  it w ere the glass-covered w ax flowers — only the w hole 
th in g  had been pain ted  over w ith  th ick , red oil paint. Pain t the 
colour o f  b lood and T im othy  was saying, ‘I’m  dying — dying . . . 
this is the end.’

T he end — a deathbed, w ith  candles roun d  it and a nun  
praying. I f  he could ju st see the nu n ’s face, he w ould  know.

H ercule P oiro t w oke up — and he did know!
Yes, it was the end.
T ho ug h  there was still a long way to  go.

★ ★ ★
Sitting in  fron t o f  her dressing table, H elen A bernethie stared 

at herself in  the m irror. W h at was it G eorge had said? A bout 
seeing yourself? T hat day after the funeral. H o w  had they all 
looked to Cora? H o w  had H elen herself looked?

H er righ t — no, her left eyebrow was arched a little h igher 
than  the right. T he shape o f  the m ou th  was the same on bo th
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sides. I f  she m et herself, she w ould  surely no t see m uch difference 
from  this m irro r im age. N o t like Cora.

C ora, on  the day o f  the funeral, her head tilted  sideways — 
asking her question — looking at H elen . . .

Suddenly H elen raised her hands to  her face. She said to 
herself, ‘I t  doesn’t make sense . . .

★ ★ ★
‘I’m  terribly  sorry to  get you ou t o f  bed like this,’ H elen 

said in to  the phone, ‘bu t you did tell m e once to ring  you up 
im m ediately  i f  I rem em bered w hat it was that m ade m e uneasy 
w hen C ora said that R ichard  had been m urdered.’

‘Ah! A nd you have rem em bered?’ M r Entw histle said, no 
longer surprised at being w oken at seven in  the m orning.

‘Yes, bu t it doesn’t m ake sense.’
‘Was it som ething you noticed about one o f  the people?’
‘Yes. It cam e to  m e w hen I was look ing  at m yself in  the 

m irror. O h  . . .’
H elen’s little h a lf  cry was followed by a sound that M r 

E ntw histle cou ldn’t place at all. H e said urgently, ‘H ello — 
hello — are you there? H elen, are you th ere?’



Chapter 19
It was no t u n til nearly an ho u r later that M r Entw histle found 
him self at last speaking to  H ercule Poirot. ‘T h an k  goodness!’ 
said M r E ntw histle. ‘I had the greatest difficulty  in  getting  
th rough  to  Enderby.’

‘T hat is no t surprising,’ said Poirot. ‘T he  receiver was o ff 
the telephone. M on ami, H elen A berneth ie was found by the 
housem aid about tw en ty  m inutes ago, ly ing by the telephone in 
the study. She was unconscious.’

‘D o you m ean she was h it on the head?’
‘I th in k  so.’
‘She was telephoning m e at the tim e. I was puzzled w hen our 

conversation ended so suddenly.’
‘W h at did she say?’
‘She said to  m e some tim e ago that w hen C ora Lansquenet 

suggested her b ro ther had been m urdered, she herself had a 
feeling that som eth ing was w rong. U nfo rtunate ly  she could no t 
rem em ber w hy she had that feeling.’

‘A nd suddenly, she did rem em ber and phoned  you to tell 
you?’

‘Yes. She said she had rem em bered — bu t that it “ d idn’t m ake 
sense”. I asked her i f  it was som ething about one o f  the people 
w ho was there that day, and she said, yes, she had rem em bered 
w hat it was w hen she was looking in  the m irro r  — and that was 
all. W e shall have to  w ait un til she recovers consciousness before 
w e know .’

Poiro t said seriously, ‘T hat may be never.’
‘B ut — th a t’s terrible, P oiro t!’
‘Yes. A nd it shows that w e have to deal w ith  som eone w ho 

is either com pletely ruthless or so frightened that it comes to  the
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same th ing. She is being taken to  a nursing hom e w here no one 
w ill be allow ed in  to  see her. B ut now, there is som ething that I 
w ant you to do. O ne m om ent.’ T here was a pause, then P o iro t’s 
voice spoke again. ‘I had to  m ake sure that nobody was listening. 
Now, you w ill go to  Forsdyke H ouse, a nursing hom e in  B ury  St 
Edm unds. F ind D r P enrith  and ask h im  about G regory Banks. 
Find out w hat k ind  o f  m ental illness he was being treated for. 
A nd now  — goodbye.’

Poiro t heard the sound o f  the receiver being replaced at the 
o ther end, then  he heard a very faint second click — and sm iled 
to him self. Som ebody here had been listening and had replaced 
the receiver on  the telephone in  the hall.

H e w en t ou t there. T here was no one about. H e w ent quietly 
to the cupboard beh ind  the stairs and looked inside. A t that 
m om ent Lanscom be came th ro ug h  the service door carry ing a 
tray. H e looked surprised to see Poirot. ‘Breakfast is ready in 
the d in ing  room , Sir,’ he said. T he old bu tler looked w hite  and 
nervous.

‘Courage,’ said Poirot. ‘All w ill soon be well. W ould it be too 
m uch trouble to  b rin g  m e a cup o f  coffee in  m y bedroom ? ’ 

‘C ertainly , Sir. I w ill send Janet up w ith  it, Sir.’
Lanscom be looked disapprovingly at H ercule P oiro t’s back as 

Poiro t clim bed the stairs. T he detective was w earing a brightly 
coloured silk dressing gown.

H ercule P oiro t was dressed by the tim e Janet brought h im  his 
coffee. As soon as she had left the room , Poiro t pu t on his coat 
and hat and w en t quickly dow n the back stairs and left the house 
by the side door. Soon he was speaking to  M r E ntw histle from  
the post office.

‘Pay no  atten tion  to  w hat I asked you to do. Som eone was 
listening. N ow , to  w hat I really w ant you to do . . . You m ust go
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to the house o f  M r T im othy  A bernethie. T here is no one there 
bu t a w om an by the nam e o f Jones. You w ill say to  M rs Jones 
that you have been asked by M r or M rs A bernethie to fetch a 
particular object and take it to L ondon.’

A n d  w hat is this object I’ve got to  get hold o f?’
Poiro t told him .
‘B ut really, Poiro t, I don’t see —’
‘It is no t necessary for you to see. I  am  doing the seeing. You 

w ill take it to  L ondon, to  an address in  E lm  Park Gardens.’
M r E ntw histle  sighed, ‘I f  we could only guess w hat H elen 

was going to tell m e.’
‘T here is no need to guess, I know. I  know  what Helen Abernethie 

saw when she looked in her mirror.’
★ ★ ★

Breakfast had been an uncom fortable meal. N either 
R osam und n o r T im othy  had appeared, bu t the others w ere there.

‘W h at I can’t understand,’ said Susan, ‘is w hat H elen was doing 
telephoning at that early hour, and w ho she was telephoning.’ 

‘She probably w oke up feeling ill,’ said M aude, ‘and came 
dow n to ring  up the doctor. T hen  fainted and fell.’

T he door opened and R osam und cam e in , frow ning. ‘I can’t 
find those w ax flowers,’ she said. ‘T he  ones that w ere standing 
on the m arble table on the day o f  U ncle R ic h a rd ’s funeral. 
Lanscombe, do you know  w here they are?’

‘M rs H elen had an accident w ith  them , m a’am. She was going 
to find a new  glass shade. They are in  the cupboard beh ind  the 
staircase, m a’am .’

‘C om e w ith  m e, M ichael darling. I t’s dark there, and I’m  not 
going in to  any dark corners by m yself after w hat happened to 
A unt H elen.’
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‘W h a t do you m ean, R o sam u nd ?’ M aude dem anded. ‘She 
fainted and fell.’

R osam und  laughed. ‘D o n ’t be silly! She was h it on the head. 
You’ll see, one by one we w ill be k illed  and the one th a t’s left 
w ill be the m urderer. B ut it’s no t going to be me — w h o’s killed, 
I m ean.’

‘A nd w hy should anyone w ant to  kill you, beautiful 
R o sam u nd ?’ asked George.

R o sam u nd  opened her eyes very w ide. ‘Because I know  too 
m uch, o f  course.’

‘W h at do you know ? ’ M aude A berneth ie  and G regory Banks 
spoke together.

R o sam u nd  gave her an innocen t smile. ‘W ouldn’t you all like 
to know ? C om e on, M ichael.’



Chapter 20
A t eleven o ’clock, H ercule Poiro t called a m eeting  in  the library. 
‘Please listen carefully to  w hat I have to say. I have been a friend 
for m any years o f  M r E ntw histle’s and he was very upset by some 
words spoken on  the day o f  R ichard  A berneth ie’s funeral by M rs 
Lansquenet and asked m e to  investigate.’

N o  one spoke.
Poiro t th rew  back his head. ‘E h  bien, you w ill all be delighted 

to  hear that as a result o f  m y investigations — it is m y belief that M r  
Abernethie died a natural death. T hat is good news, is it n o t? ’

T hey  stared at h im  and in  all bu t the eyes o f  one person there 
still seemed to be doubt and suspicion.

T he exception was T im othy  A bernethie. ‘O f  course R ichard  
wasn’t m urdered,’ he said angrily. ‘W ell, M r w hatever your 
nam e is, I’m  pleased you’ve had the sense to  com e to the right 
conclusion, though  i f  you ask me, Entw histle w ent far beyond 
his du ty  as R ic h a rd ’s law yer to get you to  com e nosing about 
here. I f  the fam ily’s satisfied . . .’

‘B ut the fam ily wasn’t satisfied, U ncle T im othy,’ said 
R osam und. ‘A nd w hat about A unt H elen this m orn in g?’

‘N onsense,’ said M aude. ‘H elen felt ill, cam e dow n and 
phoned the doctor, and then . . .’

‘But she d idn’t phone the doctor,’ said R osam und . ‘I asked 
h im  . . .’

Susan said sharply, ‘W h o  did she phone?’
‘I do n’t know ,’ said R o sam u nd . ‘B u t I ’m  sure I can find 

o u t’
★ ★ ★
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H ercule Poiro t was sitting in  the sum m erhouse. H e had told 
everyone that he was leaving on  the twelve o ’clock train. T here 
was still h a lf  an h o u r un til then. H a lf  an h o u r for som eone to 
com e to  h im . Perhaps m ore than  one person.

H e w aited — like a cat w aiting  for a m ouse to  com e out o f  
hiding.

It was Miss G ilchrist w ho cam e first. ‘O h , M r Pontarlier — I 
can’t rem em ber your o ther nam e,’ she said. ‘I had to  com e and 
speak to you, although I don’t like doing it. I did listen at the 
door that day M r R ichard  A bernethie cam e to see his sister and 
he said som eth ing like, “T here’s no po in t in  ta lk ing to Tim othy. 
H e simply w o n ’t listen. B u t I though t I ’d like to  tell you, Cora. 
A nd th ou gh  you’ve always liked to  behave as i f  you are simple, 
you’ve got a lo t o f  com m on sense. So w hat w ould  you do about 
it, i f  you w ere m e?”

‘I cou ldn’t hear exactly w hat M rs Lansquenet said, bu t I heard 
the w ord  police — and then  M r A berneth ie  said loudly, “I can’t 
do that. N o t w h en  it’s a question o f  m y oum niece.” A nd then  I 
had to ru n  in to  the  k itchen because som eth ing was burn ing , 
and w hen  I go t back M r A berneth ie  was saying, “Even i f  I 
die an un na tu ra l death, I don’t w an t the police called in. You 
understand that, don’t  you, m y dear girl? B u t now  that I know, I 
shall take all possible precautions.” A nd then  he said he’d m ade 
a m istake over her m arriage because she had been happy w ith  
her husband.’

Miss G ilchrist stopped.
Poiro t said, ‘I see — I see . . . T h an k  you, Miss Gilchrist, for 

com ing to  see m e.’
★ ★ ★
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Miss G ilchrist had no sooner gone before G regory Banks 
came.

‘At last!’ he said. ‘I though t that stupid w om an w ould never 
go. You’re w ron g  about everything. R ichard  A bernethie 
was killed. I  k illed h im .’

H ercule P oiro t show ed no surprise. ‘H o w ?’
G regory  B anks sm iled. ‘It w asn’t difficu lt for me. I w orked 

out how  I d id n ’t need  to  be anyw here near E nderby at the 
tim e.’

‘Clever,’ said Poirot. ‘W h y  did you kill him ? For the m oney 
that w ould com e to  your w ife?’

‘N o. N o , o f  course not. I d idn’t m arry  Susan for her m oney! 
A bernethie th ou gh t I  was no good! H e sneered at me! People 
can’t do that to  m e and no t be punished!’

‘A m ost successful m urder,’ said Poirot. ‘B u t w hy give yourself 
away — to m e?’

‘Because I had to  show you that you’re no t as clever as you 
th in k  you are -  and besides -  besides -  It was w rong , w icked . . . 
I m ust be punished . . .  I m ust go back there — to the place o f  
pu n ishm en t.! ’

Poiro t studied h im  for a m om ent or tw o. ‘H o w  badly do you 
w ant to get away from  your w ife?’

G regory’s face changed. W h y  cou ldn’t she let m e alone? 
She’s com ing now  — across the lawn. Tell her I’ve gone to the 
police station. To confess.’

★ ★ ★
Susan cam e in  breathlessly. ‘W h ere’s Greg? I saw h im .’
‘Yes. H e came to tell m e that it was he w ho poisoned R ichard  

A bernethie.’

86



After the Funeral

‘W h at absolute nonsensel H e wasn’t even near this place w hen 
U ncle R ichard  d ied!’

‘Perhaps not. W here was he w hen C ora Lansquenet d ied?’
‘In L ondon. W e bo th  w ere.’
H ercule P oiro t shook his head. ‘N o , no. You w en t to Lytchett 

St M ary. M y inquiries say that you w ere there on the afternoon 
C ora Lansquenet died. You parked your car in  the same quarry  
w here you left it the m orn in g  o f  the inquest. T he car was seen 
and the num ber was no ted .’

Susan stared at him . ‘All right. W h at C ora said at the funeral 
w orried me. I decided to  go and see her, and ask her w hat had put 
the idea in to  her head. I got there about three o’clock, knocked 
and rang, bu t there was no answer. I d idn’t go round to the back o f  
the cottage. If  I had, I m ight have seen the broken window. I w ent 
back to London w ithout any idea there was anything w rong.’

‘I know  som eth ing o f  your husband’s history,’ said Poirot. 
‘H e has a punishm ent com plex.’

‘You don’t understand, M onsieur Poirot. G reg has never had 
a chance in  life. T h a t’s w hy I w an ted  U ncle R ich a rd ’s m oney so 
badly. I knew  G reg needed to  feel he was someone. E verything 
w ill be different now. H e w ill have his ow n laboratory. N o  one 
w ill tell h im  w hat to do.’

‘Yes, yes — you w ill give h im  every th ing  — b u t you cannot 
give to  people w h at they  are n o t capable o f  receiving. A t the 
end o f  it all, he w ill still be som eth ing  th a t he does no t w an t 
to be.’

‘W h a t’s th a t? ’
‘Susan’s husband. W here  G regory Banks is concerned you have 

no sense o f  righ t or w rong. You w anted your uncle’s m oney -  for 
your husband. H ow  badly did you want it? ’
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Angrily, Susan tu rn ed  and ran aw ay
★ ★ ★

‘I thought,’ said M ichael Shane, ‘that I’d ju st com e and say 
goodbye.’

‘Y our w ife R o sam u nd ,’ said Poiro t, ‘is a very unusual 
w om an.’

M ichael raised his eyebrows. ‘She’s lovely, I agree. But she’s 
no t know n for her intelligence.’

‘She w ill never be clever,’ Poiro t agreed. ‘B u t she know s w hat 
she wants.’ H e sighed. ‘So few people do.’ P oiro t placed the tips 
o f  his fingers together. ‘T here have been  inquiries m ade, you 
know. N o t only by m e.’

‘You m ean — the police are interested? A nd they’ve been 
m aking inquiries about m e?’

Poiro t said quietly, ‘T hey  are in terested in  the m ovem ents o f  
M rs Lansquenet’s relations on the day that she was killed .’

‘T h a t’s extrem ely aw kward. I to ld R o sam u nd  that I was 
having lunch w ith  O scar Lewis on  th a t day. A ctually  I w ent 
to  see a w om an  called Sorrel D a in ton  -  and though  th a t’s 
satisfactory as far as the police are concerned, R osam und  w o n ’t 
be pleased.’

‘I see -  I see -  and this Miss D ainton, she w ill confirm  your 
alibi?’

‘She w o n’t like it — but she’ll do it.’
‘She w ould do it, perhaps, even i f  you w ere not having an 

affair w ith  her.’
‘W h at do you m ean?’
‘T he lady is in  love w ith  you. W h en  they  are in  love, w om en 

w ill swear to w hat is true  — and also to w hat is un true .’
‘D o you m ean to  say that you don’t believe m e?’
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‘It does no t m atter i f  I  believe you or not. It is no t me you 
have to  satisfy.’

‘W h o  th en ?’
Poiro t sm iled. ‘Inspector M o rto n  -  w ho has ju st com e out 

th ro ug h  the side door.’
M ichael Shane tu rn ed  round  quickly.



Chapter 21
‘I heard you w ere here, M onsieur Poiro t,’ said Inspector M orton  
w hen they w ere alone. ‘I cam e over w ith  Superintendent Parwell. 
D r Larraby phoned  h im  about M rs H elen A bernethie and h e ’s 
com e over to m ake inquiries. I w anted to  ask a few questions — 
and the people I w an ted  to ask seemed, very conveniently, to be 
all here. D id  you do th a t? ’

‘Yes, I did.’
‘A nd as a result someone hit M rs H elen A bernethie on the head.’ 
‘You m ust no t blam e m e for that. I f  she had com e to me . .  . 

B ut she did not. Instead she called her law yer in  London. N ow , I 
w ill ask you, m y friend, to  give m e a few m ore hours, then  I may 
be able to  hand you a piece o f  solid evidence.’

‘W e certain ly need it,’ said Inspector M orton . ‘T ho ug h  we 
have our found ou t that tw o nuns w ere ou t collecting m oney 
and w ent to  M rs Lansquenet’s cottage on the day before she was 
m urdered. N o  one answ ered w hen they knocked and rang — M rs 
Lansquenet was at the A bernethie funeral and G ilchrist had gone 
ou t for the day. T he  po in t is that they say they heard sighs and 
groans from  inside the cottage. So was there som eone there? 
A nd i f  so, w ho? A ll the A bernethie fam ily w ere at the funeral.’ 

‘These nuns, did they re tu rn  at a later date to try  again?’ 
‘Actually, they did — on the day o f  the inquest.’
‘T hat fits,’ said H ercule Poirot. ‘You w ill have noticed, 

Inspector, that the visit o f  the nuns was the same day that 
poisoned w edding  cake found its way in to  that cottage.’

‘T h a t’s a ridiculous idea!’
‘M y ideas are never ridiculous,’ said H ercule Poirot. ‘A nd 

now, mon cher, I m ust go in  search o f the late R ich a rd  A berneth ie’s 
niece.’
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‘N ow  be careful w hat you say to M rs Banks.’
‘I do not m ean M rs Banks. I m ean R ichard  A bernethie’s other 

niece.’

★ ★ ★

Poirot found R osam und sitting on a bench by a little pool.
‘I thought you’d gone,’ she said. ‘It’s past twelve o’clock.’
‘I have missed my train,’ said Poirot. ‘D o you know, M adame, 

I have been sitting in  the little sum m erhouse hoping that you 
would, perhaps, visit m e there?’

‘W hy should I? I had a lot to th in k  about. I don’t often do 
m uch th ink ing  — it seems a waste o f  time. But this is im portant. 
I th ink  one ought to plan one’s life just as one wants it to be.’ 

‘And that is w hat you are doing? ’
‘Well, y es . . .  I was try ing  to make a decision about som ething.’ 
‘A bout your husband? ’
‘In a way.’
Poirot waited a m om ent, then he said, ‘Inspector M orton 

has just arrived. H e has come to get statements from you all 
about w hat you were doing on the day Cora Lansquenet was 
m urdered.’

‘I see. Alibis,’ said R osam und cheerfully. ‘T hat w ill be hell 
for Michael. H e thinks I don’t know  he spent the day w ith  that 
w om an.’

‘H ow  did you know? ’
‘It was obvious from  the way he said he was going to lunch 

w ith  Oscar, and his face always does som ething strange w hen he 
tells lies.’

‘H ow  thankful I am I am not m arried to you, M adame! He is 
not, I fear, a very faithful husband? ’ Poirot suggested.

‘N o .’
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‘B ut you do n o t m ind? ’
‘W ell, it’s fun  hav ing a husband that all the o ther w om en 

w ant to steal from  you.’
Poirot was studying her. ‘A nd suppose som eone did succeed -  

in  stealing your husband away from  you?’
‘T hey  w on’t,’ said R osam und. ‘N o t now  that th ere’s Uncle 

R ich a rd ’s m oney. H e can finance his ow n shows. A nd he really 
is good. N o t like me. I love acting -  b u t I’m  terrible at it, though  
I do look nice. N o , I’m  no t w orried  about M ichael any m ore. 
Because it’s m y  m oney, you see.’

H er eyes m et P o iro t’s.
‘I th ink , M adam e, that you m ust allow  your cousin Susan to 

have the green m arble table.’
R o sam u nd’s eyes opened very w ide. ‘W h y  should I? I want it.’ 
‘I know. B ut you — you w ill keep your husband. A nd poor 

Susan, she w ill lose hers.’



Chapter 22

T he telegram  came about six o’clock that evening, and then 
Hercule Poirot gathered his audience and began speaking. ‘The 
puzzle is solved. Let me first, go over the various points w hich 
were brought to my attention by the excellent M r Entwhistle.

‘First, M r R ichard  A bernethie dies suddenly. Secondly, after 
his funeral, his sister Cora Lansquenet says, “H e was m urdered, 
wasn’t he?” T hirdly Mrs Lansquenet is killed. T hen  Miss 
Gilchrist becomes ill after eating a piece o f w edding cake, w hich 
was poisoned w ith  arsenic. T hat is the next step in the sequence.

‘I have found nothing to prove that M r A bernethie was 
poisoned. Equally, I have found noth ing  to prove that he was not. 
But Cora Lansquenet undoubtedly asked that shocking question. 
And undoubtedly Mrs Lansquenet was m urdered. Now, the post 
van driver strongly believes that he did not deliver that w edding 
cake. If  that is so, then the parcel was left by hand and though 
we cannot exclude a “person u nknow n” — we must consider 
those people w ho were able to put the parcel where it was found. 
Those were: Miss Gilchrist herself, o f  course; Susan Banks; M r 
Entwhistle and M r G uthrie, an art critic; and a nun or nuns who 
called to collect money.

‘Miss Gilchrist did not benefit by R ichard  A bernethie’s death 
and in  only a very small way by the death o f Mrs Lansquenet — 
and Miss Gilchrist was taken to hospital w ith  arsenic poisoning.

‘Susan Banks did benefit from  R ichard  A bernethie’s death, and 
in a small way from  M rs Lansquenet’s. She m ight have believed 
that Miss Gilchrist had overheard a conversation between Cora 
Lansquenet and R ichard  A bernethie w hich referred to her. 
Because o f  that she m ight have decided that Miss Gilchrist must 
be killed. She did, after all, refuse to eat the w edding cake.
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‘M r E ntw histle did not benefit by either o f  the deaths -  bu t 
he did have considerable control over M r A berneth ie’s affairs, 
and there could easily be some reason w hy R ichard  A bernethie 
should no t live too  long. B ut — you w ill say — i f  it is M r Entw histle 
w ho was w orried , w hy should he com e to  me?

A n d  that I w ill answ er — it is no t the first tim e that a m urderer 
has been too sure o f  himself.

‘W e now  com e to  M r G uthrie . I f  M r G u th rie  is really M r 
G uthrie , the art critic, then  that clears h im . T he same is true  for 
the nun, i f  she is really a nun. T he question is: are these people 
themselves, o r are they som ebody else?

A n d  there seems to  be a strange — pattern  — one m ight call 
it — o f  a nu n  all th ro ug h  this business. A nun  comes to  the door 
o f  M r T im othy  A berneth ie’s house and Miss G ilchrist believes it 
is the same nu n  she has seen at C ora’s house. Also a nun , or nuns, 
called here the day before M r A berneth ie died.

‘O ther features o f  the case caught m y attention: the visit o f  
an art critic, a smell o f  oil paint, a p icture postcard o f  Polflexan 
harbour, and finally a bouquet o f  w ax flowers.

‘It was th in k in g  about these things that led m e to  the tru th . 
R ichard  A berneth ie died suddenly — but there w ould  have been 
no reason to suspect m urder i f  it had no t been for the words said 
by his sister C ora at his funeral. You all believed them  because 
C ora Lansquenet had always been famous for speaking the tru th  
at difficult m om ents.

‘A nd now  I com e to  the question that I suddenly asked myself: 
H ow  well did you all know  Cora Lansquenet?  A nd N o t well at all is 
the answer! T here  w ere actually only th ree  people present that 
day w ho really knew  C ora. Lanscom be, the butler, w ho is old 
and alm ost blind; M rs M aude A berneth ie w ho  had on ly  seen 
her a few tim es roun d  about the date o f  her ow n w edding; and
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Mrs Helen A bernethie who had not seen her for over th irty  
years.

‘So I said to myself: “Supposing it was not Cora Lansquenet 
who came to the funeral that day?’”

‘Do you m ean that it wasn’t A unt Cora w ho was m urdered, 
but someone else?’ Susan demanded.

‘N o, no, it was Cora Lansquenet w ho was m urdered. But it 
was not Cora Lansquenet who came to the funeral. The w om an who 
came that day came for one purpose only — to create in  the 
minds o f  his relations the idea that R ichard  A bernethie had been 
m urdered!’

‘W hy? W hat was the point o f  it? ’ M aude asked.
‘To draw attention away from the murder o f Cora Lansquenet herself 

For if  Cora says that R ichard  has been m urdered, and the next 
day she herself is killed, then her death w ill be believed to be the 
result o f w hat she said. But if  Cora had simply been m urdered 
w ithout m aking her com m ent about R ichard ’s death, and if  the 
“robbery” did not convince the police, then suspicion w ould be 
likely to fall on the wom an who shared the house w ith her.’

Miss Gilchrist protested, ‘O h  really, you don’t suggest I’d 
com m it a m urder for a piece o f jew ellery and a few worthless 
w atercolours?’

‘N o ,’ said Poirot. ‘But one o f those watercolours represented 
Polflexan harbour which, as Mrs Banks realized, had been copied 
from a picture postcard w hich showed the old pier still in  position. 
Yet M rs Lansquenet painted always from  life. M r Entwhistle had 
m entioned there being a smell o f oil paint in  the cottage. You 
can paint, can’t you, Miss Gilchrist? A nd you had been painting 
over another picture. You know  a lot about painting. Supposing 
that one o f  the pictures that Cora bought at a sale was a really 
valuable one. Supposing that she did no t recognize it, but that
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you did. You knew  she was expecting a visit from  a w ell-know n 
art critic. T hen  her b ro ther died suddenly — and a plan comes 
in to  your head. It was easy to  pu t a sleeping drug  in  her m orn ing  
tea that w ould  keep her unconscious for the w hole o f  the day o f 
the funeral w hilst you played her part at Enderby. She talked a lot 
about her ch ildhood  days so it was easy for you to  “rem em ber” 
incidents and objects. You were w earing  C ora’s clothes, w ith  
padding to m ake you look larger, and a false fringe. A nd Cora 
had certain  m annerism s, all o f  w hich you had practised carefully 
before a m irror.

‘But you forgot that a mirror image is reversed. W h en  you saw in 
the glass the perfect reproduction  o f  C ora’s sideways m ovem ent 
o f  the head, you d idn’t realize that it was actually the wrong way 
round. You saw C ora tilting  her head to  the right — bu t your ow n 
head was tilted  to  the left to  produce that effect in the mirror.

‘T hat was w hat puzzled H elen A berneth ie at the m om ent 
w hen you asked your famous question. S om eth ing seem ed to 
her “w ro n g ”. I realized m yself the o ther n igh t w hen  R osam und 
Shane m ade an unexpected  com m ent about w hat happens on 
such an occasion. Everybody looks at the speaker. A fter the talk 
about m irro r im ages, I th in k  H elen A berneth ie experim ented 
before her m irror. She probably th ou gh t o f  C ora, rem em bered 
how  C ora used to  tilt her head to the right, did  so, and looked in  
the m irro r — w hen, o f  course, she realized ju s t w hat had been 
w rong  on  the day o f  the funeral. She was determ ined  to tell M r 
Entw histle o f  her discovery as soon as she w oke nex t m orning. 
B ut som eone w ho was used to getting  up early followed her 
downstairs and h it her on the head.

‘I m ay as well tell you now  that M rs A berneth ie  is no t 
seriously ill. She w ill soon be able to tell us her ow n story. T hat 
aside, at any m om ent you w ere prepared to  adm it that you had
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listened to a conversation betw een R ichard  and his sister. W hat 
he actually told her, no doubt, was the fact that he had not long 
to live, and that explains a phrase in  the letter he w rote to her 
after getting home. T he “nun” was another o f  your suggestions. 
T he nuns w ho called at the cottage on the day o f the inquest 
suggested to  you a m ention o f a nun w ho was “following you 
round”, and you used that w hen you were anxious to hear what 
M aude A bernethie was saying to her sister-in-law at Enderby. 
And also because you wished to go w ith  her there and find out 
for yourself just w hat suspicions there were. To poison yourself, 
badly but no t fatally, w ith  arsenic, is a very old trick - and made 
Inspector M orton  suspicious o f  you.’

‘But the picture?’ said R osam und. ‘W hat was it?’
Poirot slowly unfolded a telegram. ‘This m orning M r 

Entwhistle w ent to M r T im othy A bernethie’s house to look 
am ong the pictures in Miss Gilchrist’s room . He was to take 
the one o f Polflexan H arbour to London and go to M r G uthrie 
w hom  I had contacted by telegram. T he hastily painted sketch o f 
Polflexan was removed from the surface and the original picture 
was exposed.’

H e held up the telegram and read:
‘Definitely a Vermeer. Guthrie.’
Suddenly, Miss Gilchrist spoke. ‘I knew  it was a Vermeer. 

She d idn’t know! She was always talking about Enderby, and 
what they did there as children. You don’t know  how  boring 
it is, listening to somebody saying the same things, hour after 
hour and day after day. B oring -  boring -  boring. And noth ing  to 
look forward to. A nd then -  a Vermeer! A nother Vermeer sold 
recently for over five thousand pounds!’

‘You killed her for five thousand pounds?’ Susan’s voice was 
shocked.
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‘Five thousand pounds,’ said Poirot, ‘w ould  have paid for 
a tearoom . . .’

‘A t least,’ Miss G ilchrist said, ‘you understand. I was going to 
call it the Palm Tree. A nd have w ooden tables — and little chairs 
w ith  striped red  and w hite  cushions . . .’

For a few m om ents, the tearoom  that w ould  never be, seemed 
m ore real than  the sitting room  at Enderby.

It was Inspector M o rto n  w ho broke the silence by asking 
Miss G ilchrist to  go w ith  him .

‘O h, certainly,’ she said. ‘I don’t w ant to give any trouble. 
A fter all, i f  I can’t have the Palm Tree, n o th in g  really seems to 
m atter very m uch . . .’

She w ent out o f  the room  w ith  h im  and Susan said, her 
voice still shaken, ‘I ’ve never im agined a ladylike m urderer. It’s 
horrible . . .’



Chapter 23

‘But I don’t understand the connection betw een the wax flowers 
and the m arble table,’ said R osam und.

They were at Helen’s flat and R osam und and Poirot were 
having tea w ith  her.

‘T he table, no. But Miss Gilchrist said how  nice the wax 
flowers looked on the green marble table. And she could not 
have seen them  there. Because they had been broken and put 
away before she arrived. So she could only have seen them when she 
was there as Cora Lansquenet.’

‘T hat was stupid o f her, wasn’t it?’ said Rosam und.
Poirot shook a fmger at her. ‘It shows you, M adame, the 

dangers o f conversations. It is a strong belief o f m ine that i f  you 
can get a person to talk to you for long enough, on any subject 
ivhatever — sooner or later they w ill give themselves away. Miss 
Gilchrist did.’

‘I shall have to be careful,’ said R osam und thoughtfully. ‘D id 
you know? I’m  going to have a baby. And I’ve decided to leave 
the stage and just be a mother. M ichael is delighted. I d idn’t really 
th ink  he w ould be. So Susan’s got the marble table. I thought, as 
I was having a baby . . .’

She left the sentence unfinished.
‘I th ink  Susan is going to have a big success w ith  her beauty 

business,’ said Helen.
‘Yes, she was born  to succeed,’ said Poirot.
‘Greg’s gone away somewhere,’ said Rosam und. ‘H e’s having 

a rest cure, Susan says.’
Poirot tu rned  to Helen. ‘A nd you, M adame, are off to 

C yprus?’
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‘Yes, in  tw o w eeks.’
‘T hen  let m e w ish you a happy jo urney .’
She w en t w ith  h im  to  the  door, and  said, ‘M onsieu r 

P o iro t, the  in com e R ic h a rd  left m e m ean t m ore to  m e th an  
theirs d id  to  any o f  the  o thers. Y ou see — th ere  is a child  
in  C yprus . . . A fte r m y husband d ied , m y loneliness was 
unbelievable and  w h en  I was nu rsing  in  L on do n  at the end 
o f  the  w ar, I m et som eone . . . W e lived to g e th e r for a little  
w h ile , th en  he w en t back to  C anada — to  his w ife and his 
ch ild ren . H e never k n ew  about — o u r child . It seem ed like 
a m iracle to  m e — a m id d le -ag ed  w o m an  w ith  ev e ry th in g  
seem ingly  b eh in d  her. N ow , w ith  R ic h a rd ’s m oney, I can 
send m y “n ep h ew ” to  an even b e tte r  school, and give h im  
a start in  life. I never to ld  R ich a rd . H e was fond  o f  m e -  b u t 
he w o u ld  n o t have un derstoo d . I w an ted  you  to  k n o w  th is 
about m e.’

Poiro t bow ed over her hand.
★ ★ ★

H e got hom e to find som eone sitting in  the arm chair on the 
left o f  the fireplace.

‘Hello, P oiro t,’ said M r Entw histle. ‘I ’ve ju st com e back from  
the trial. T hey  brough t in  a verdict o f  guilty, o f  course. But 
Miss G ilchrist is happy, you know. She spends m ost o f  her tim e 
m aking plans to  ru n  a chain o f  tearoom s.’

‘Some people m ight th in k  that she was always a little m ad,’ 
said Poirot. ‘B u t me, I th in k  not.’

‘G oodness m e, no , Poiro t! She was as sane as you and I 
w h en  she p lann ed  C o ra’s m urder and carried  it ou t in  cold 
b lood .’



After the Funeral

Poiro t gave a little shiver. ‘I am  th in k in g ,’ he said, ‘o f  some 
words that Susan Banks said -  that she had never im agined 
a ladylike m urderer.’

‘W h y  no t? ’ said M r Entw histle. ‘It takes all sorts.’
T hey  w ere silent — and P oiro t th ou gh t o f  m urderers he had 

know n.
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C h a r a c t er  l ist

(Please see the Abernethie family tree on page vi for other family 
members)

Lanscombe: butler to Mr Richard Abernethie at Enderby Hall

Richard Abernethie: a wealthy businessman who has just died

M ortim er Abernethie: adult son of Richard who died six months before 
his father’s death

Timothy Abernethie: a younger brother of Richard; still alive

Cora Lansquenet: the youngest sister of Richard; no children. Her 
husband, now dead, was Pierre Lansquenet, a painter.

M r Entwhistle: the Abernethie family lawyer

Helen Abernethie: the widow of Leo, Richard Abernethie’s dead brother; 
no children

George Crossfield: the son of Laura Abernethie; a lawyer

Maude Abernethie: the wife of Timothy, Richard Abernethie’s brother

Rosamund Shane: the daughter of Geraldine, Richard Abernethie's 
dead sister; married to Michael Shane

Michael Shane: Rosamund’s husband, an actor

Susan Banks: the daughter of Gordon Abernethie, now dead

Gregory (Greg) Banks: Susan’s husband, a pharmacist’s assistant

Miss Gilchrist: the paid companion to Cora

Detective Inspector Morton: a police officer with responsibility for 
investigations in the area of Lytchett St Mary



C h arac te r list

Dr Barton: Timothy’s doctor

Hercule Poirot: a Belgian private detective, now retired, who has lived 
for many years in Britain

Georges: Poirot’s manservant

Dr Larraby: Richard Abernethie’s doctor before his death 

Alexander Guthrie: an art critic and old friend of Cora 

Dr Proctor: the village doctor in Lytchett St Mary 

Andrews: the driver of the post van 

Mr Goby: a private investigator for the very rich 

Sorrel Dainton: an actress friend of Michael Shane 

Mr Rosenheim: a theatrical colleague of the Shanes 

Oscar Lewis: also a colleague of the Shanes

Monsieur Pontarlier: a name used by Poirot when visiting Enderby Hall 

Superintendent Parwell: the senior policeman in the Enderby Hall area 

M arjorie: the cook at Enderby Hall 

Janet: the housemaid at Enderby Hall

Mrs Jones: a daily servant at Timothy and Maude Abernethie’s home
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C u lt u r a l  n o t e s

Wills and inheritance
A will is a legal document that describes how the money and property 
that someone leaves when they die is to be distributed to relatives and 
other people. It wasn't unusual for servants, like the old butler 
Lanscombe, to receive a sum of money to thank them for their loyal 
service. Wills were usually made in a solicitor’s office but not always. 
To be legal, the signing of the will had to be witnessed, i.e. seen, by 
two people (usually not relatives) who knew the person writing the 
will. In addition to the two witnesses there had to be an executor. 
The executor was the person chosen by the person making the will to 
make sure that their wishes were carried out properly Quite often the 
solicitor would be named as the executor, but it wasn’t unusual for a 
family member, like Timothy, Richard Abernethie’s brother, to be 
named.

Tearooms
Today's coffee shop or cafe, selling Italian or American coffee and 
pastries, had not, at the time of the story (early 1950s), come to Britain. 
Tearooms, however, were very common everywhere. People would go to 
them to drink good quality tea and eat homemade cakes, sandwiches 
and scones. They were highly respectable places and the customers were 
usually middle and upper class women who had been out shopping. 
Before the war, a lot of the food people ate in Britain was sent in from 
other countries by ship. When the war started, this was no longer 
possible because the boats that usually brought the food were attacked 
and destroyed and the food did not arrive.

The government had to make sure that there was enough food, not 
only for the people in Britain, but also for the soldiers fighting in the war. 
They did this by controlling how much food each person could buy every
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Cultural notes

week. This was called rationing and most items of food, for example, 
meat, butter, eggs, tea, biscuits, fruit, sugar and chocolate were rationed. 
Food rationing lasted until 1954.

Inquests
If a death has been caused by anything other than natural causes, for 
example, a heart attack or long illness (as with Richard Abernethie) an 
inquest must be held. This is a public inquiry with a jury of twelve ordinary 
people, and a coroner, who is in charge at the inquest. Everybody, 
including members of the public, listen to the evidence. The jury then 
give their verdict and say what the cause of death was, for example, 
natural death, accidental death, suicide or murder. In the case of murder, 
a police investigation then takes place.

Post mortems, autopsies
In the UK, when a person dies, a doctor has to certify the cause of 
death. If the doctor does not know exactly why the person died, and 
the death was sudden and rather suspicious, they have to do a post 
mortem, also called an autopsy. This is a medical examination done by 
a doctor called a pathologist, who removes the internal organs of the 
dead person and examines them to discover the cause of death. When 
Richard Abernethie died, it was decided that an autopsy was 
unnecessary because he had been ill. Later when there was some doubt 
about the cause of his death, an autopsy was impossible because his 
body had been cremated (see Glossary). With the murder of one of 
Richard’s relatives later in the story, an autopsy was again not done 
because the cause of death was obvious - the victim had been violently 
attacked.



Cultural notes

Monsieur Poirot
Poirot is from Belgium and his first language is French, not English. His 
language is quite formal, which makes it sound ‘foreign’ to a native 
speaker. Sometimes Poirot says things that are not completely correct. 
The word order he uses may be wrong or he may use a word wrongly, for 
example, he may say good  when he should have said well or the other 
way round. He often uses little French expressions like mort ami (my 
friend) or Eh bien (Oh well).

Wedding cake
At the time of the story, if you had been invited to a wedding but were 
unable to attend, it was usual for the couple getting married to send you 
a piece of their wedding cake in a small box.

Trust fund
A trust fund is an amount of money that belongs to someone but is 
managed by someone else, for example, if the person is too young or 
they are not considered responsible or knowledgeable enough to take 
care of it themselves. Quite often the money is invested and the person 
who owns it only receives the profits or interest, leaving the original 
amount safe. It is common for a solicitor to be the person who controls 
a trust fund. In the story, Richard’s nephew George, who is a solicitor, is 
suspected of using money from his clients’ trust funds to gamble with at 
the horse races.

Refugees
Refugees are people who have to leave their countries because of their 
political or religious beliefs. At the time this story was written, there were 
many refugees in Britain. Some were Jews who had left Eastern Europe 
during or before the Second World War, others had come as a result of 
the expansion of Communism in Eastern Europe after the war. Nobody 
would have thought it unusual for someone like Poirot to be representing 
an organization that helped refugees.



Cultural notes

Vermeer
Johan Vermeer was a Dutch painter who lived and worked in the 
seventeenth century (1632-1675) although his paintings did not 
become valuable until the nineteenth century. Thirty-four paintings have 
been identified as being his work although he is actually believed to have 
painted sixty-six. At the time of the story, it was quite possible that a 
previously unknown painting by Vermeer could be discovered. It would 
have been very valuable.



G l o s s a r y

Key
n = noun 
v = verb
phr v = phrasal verb 
adj - adjective 
adv = adverb 
excl = exclamation 
exp = expression

admit (v)
to agree that something bad or embarrassing is true 

affair (n)
a sexual relationship between two people who are married, but not to 
each other

alibi (n)
proof that you were somewhere else when a crime was committed, 
showing why you can’t be guilty of the crime

allowance (n)
money that is given regularly to someone 

ambition (n)
the desire to be successful, rich, or powerful 

arsenic (n)
a very powerful poison 

awkward (adj)
embarrassing and difficult to deal with - an awkward person feels 
uncomfortable or clumsy
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Glossary

beauty salon (n)
a place where you can go to have treatments for your skin, hair and nails

beneficiary (n)
someone who inherits money

broke (adj)
not having any money

bury (v)
when the body of a dead person is put into a grave and covered with 
earth

butler (n)
the most important male servant in a wealthy house 

case (n)
a crime or mystery that the police are investigating 

chauffeur-driven (adj)
driven by a professional driver, who often wears a uniform 

client (n)
someone for whom a professional person or organization provides a 
service or work

coincidence (n)
when two or more similar or related events occur at the same time by 
chance

companion (n)
when Agatha Christie was writing, a companion was usually someone 
who was paid to spend time with you

complex (n)
a mental or emotional problem, often caused by an unpleasant experience 
in the past



Glossary

confess (v)
to admit doing something that is wrong or that you are ashamed of 

confidential (adj)
spoken or written in secret and needing to stay secret 

confirm (v)
to show that what you believe is definitely true 

cremate (v)
when the body of a dead person is burned, usually as part of a funeral 
service

crook (n)
a dishonest person

custom (n)
something which is usual or traditional in a particular society or in 
particular circumstances

Daim ler (n)
an expensive car

defeat (v)
a task or a problem defeats you when it is so difficult that you cannot 
solve it

deliberately (adv)
doing something because you mean to do it and not by accident 

deny (v)
to say that something is not true 

dependent on (adj)
needing something or someone in order to succeed or be able to survive
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G lossary

deposit (n)
a sum of money which is part of a payment for something, or as security 
when you rent something

desperation (n)
the feeling that you are in such a bad situation that you will try anything 
to change it

disguise (n)
if you are in disguise or wearing a disguise, you have changed your 
appearance so that people will not recognize you

dreadfully (adv) 
extremely

eh bien (exp)
French for ‘Oh well’ (see Cultural notes: Monsieur Poirot) 

estate (n)
all the money and property someone leaves when they die 

evidence (n)
information from documents, objects, or witnesses, which is used in a 
court of law to try to prove something

executor (n)
a person who is responsible for making sure that a dead person’s 
instructions are carried out properly

expenses (n)
the money you spend while doing something in the course of your work, 
which will be paid back to you afterwards

faint (v)
to lose consciousness for a short time
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Glossary

fatally (adv) 
causing death

fee (n)
the money that someone receives for a job or service

fellow (n)
a man

first come, first served (exp)
used when there is not enough of something for everyone, to say that 
the person who asks for it first will get it

flamboyantly (adv)
doing something in a stylish way that is noticeable 

forbid (v)
to say that something must not be done 

fortune (n)
a very large amount of money 

fringe (n)
hair which is cut so that it hangs over your forehead 

frown (v)
to move your eyebrows together because you are annoyed, worried, or 
thinking

funeral (n)
the ceremony that is held when someone has died 

gamble (v)
to bet money on the result of a game, a race, or competition 

generation (n)
all the people in a group or country who are of a similar age
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G lossary

generosity (n)
the quality of wanting to give people your money or time

grin (v)
to smile widely

groan (n)
a long, low sound of pain or unhappiness 

hatchet (n)
a small axe - usually used to chop up wood

have your eye on something (exp)
to see something that you want and that you intend to get

heir (n)
someone who has the right to inherit a person’s money, property, or title 
when that person dies

hesitate (v)
to pause slightly, usually because you are uncertain, embarrassed, or 
worried about doing something

horse-race (n)
an event where horses run races and people gamble on which one is 
going to win

hypochondriac (n)
a person who always thinks they are ill, when in reality they are not 

icing (n)
a sweet substance made from powdered sugar that is used to cover and 
decorate cakes

in cold blood (adv)
doing something without showing pity or emotion
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Glossary

in debt (exp) 
owing someone money

income (n)
the money that a person or organization earns or receives 

indignant (adj)
being shocked and angry, because you think that something is not fair 

inherit (v)
to receive money or property from someone who has died 

inheritance (n)
money or property which you receive from someone who has died 

inquest (n)
a meeting where evidence is heard about someone’s death to find out 
why they died (see Cultural notes)

insane (adj)
being mentally ill and not being able to behave normally and reasonably 

insight (n)
the understanding of what a situation or person is really like 

Inspector (n)
an officer in the British police 

invalid (n)
a person who is ill or disabled and needs to be cared for by someone else 

invest (v)
to use money in a way that you hope will increase its value, for example 
by buying shares or property

it takes all sorts (exp)
an expression that means you think someone or their behaviour is strange
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G lossary

jury (n)
the group of people who have been chosen from the general public to 
listen to the facts about a crime and decide whether the person accused 
is guilty or not

late (adj)
used to talk about someone who is dead 

legacy (n)
money or property which someone leaves to you in their will when they 
die

lethal dose (n)
the amount of a drug that is enough to cause death 

make-believe (n)
something that you pretend is true or real 

mannerism (n)
something that a person does that is typical of them 

Master (n)
an old-fashioned word for the man that a servant works for 

mistaken (adj)
being wrong about something 

mon ami (exp)
French for ‘my friend' (see Cultural notes: Monsieur Poirot) 

mon cher (exp)
French for ‘my dear' (see Cultural notes: Monsieur Poirot) 

morphia (n)
an old-fashioned word for morphine, a very strong drug used for stopping 
pain



Glossary

motive (n)
the reason for doing something 

naive (adj)
lacking experience and expecting things to be easy, or people to be 
honest or kind when they are not

nonsense (n)
something that you think is untrue or silly 

nose around (phr v)
to look around somewhere because you want to try to find something 

nun (n)
a female member of a religious community

nursing home (n)
a small, private hospital

old maid (n)
used impolitely to describe a woman who has never married and is not 
young any more

orphanage (n)
a place where orphans (children without parents) are looked after 

pate de foie gras (n)
an expensive French food made from the liver of a fattened goose 

pier (n)
a large platform which sticks out into the sea and which people can walk 
along

place a bet (v)
to risk money on the result of a race or game in order to win more 
money
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G lossary

port (n)
a strong, sweet wine that is usually drunk after dinner 

praise (v)
to express approval for a person’s qualities and/or achievements 

precaution (n)
an action that is intended to prevent something dangerous or unpleasant 
from happening

prosecution (n)
when someone is taken to court for doing something illegal

protest (v)
to complain loudly

prove (v)
to show that something is definitely true 

pub (n)
a building where people can buy and drink alcoholic drinks 

put something in store (exp)
putting the things that you don't use in a place so that when you want 
them, you can get them

quarry (n)
an area that is dug out from a piece of land or mountainside in order to 
get stone or minerals from it

refugee (n)
a person who has been forced to leave their country because of their 
political or religious beliefs

resent (v)
to feel bitter and angry
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Glossary

residence (n)
a formal word for the place where you live 

resign (v)
to say formally that you are leaving your job

ridiculous (adj) 
foolish or silly

rumour (n)
a story or piece of information that may or may not be true 

ruthless (adj)
doing anything that is necessary to get what you want 

sack (v)
if your employers sack you from your job, they tell you that you can no 
longer work for them

scone (n)
a small, round cake usually eaten with butter and jam or honey 

senile (adj)
when old people become confused and are unable to look after 
themselves

sentimental (adj)
something that is sentimental makes you feel emotions such as love or 
sadness, especially for things in the past

set a trap (exp)
to trick someone so that they do or say something that catches them

shade (n)
a decorative cover

sharply (adv)
doing something in a disapproving, unfriendly or sudden way

Ii8



Glossary

show off (phr v)
to try to impress people by showing in a very obvious way what you can 
do or what you own

shudder(n)
the movement you make when you shake with fear or disgust

sinister (adj) 
evil or harmful

sneer (v)
to show that you disrespect someone by what you say or by the expression 
on your face

snoop (v)
to secretly look around somewhere to find out things 

Spode (n)
china - plates and cups - made by the company Spode are expensive 
and good quality

statement (n)
something that you say or write which gives information in a formal way 

subconscious (n)
the part of your mind that can influence you even though you are not 
aware of it

Superintendent (n)
a high-ranking police officer

suspect (n)
a person who the police think may be guilty of a crime 

suspect (v)
to believe that something dishonest or unpleasant has been done 

suspicious (adj)
something about a person which makes you think that they are involved 
in a crime or a dishonest activity
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Glossary

swear (v)
to state that you are telling the truth

take someone into your confidence (exp)
to tell someone your secrets or the truth about something

telegram (n)
a message that is sent by telegraph and then printed and delivered to 
someone’s home or office

testify (v)
to give a statement of what you saw someone do or what you know of 
a situation, after having promised to tell the truth

threaten (v)
to say you will harm or hurt someone, in order to get them to do what 
you want

tilt (v)
to move something so that it is on one side 

trust fund (n)
money that is kept for someone and is used to make more money by 
investing it

uneasy (adj)
feeling that something is wrong 

unwillingly (adv)
doing something without wanting to 

vanity (n)
the feeling that you are very good at something 

verdict (n)
a decision made in a court of law, given by the judge or jury at the end 
of a trial
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Glossary

Victorian (adj)
during the reign of Queen Victoria (1837-1901) 

warily (adv)
doing something cautiously because you believe there may be danger or 
problems

widow (n)
a woman whose husband has died 

will (n)
a document where you say what you want to happen to your money and 
property when you die (see Cultural notes)

witness (n)
a person who sees an accident or crime 

wreath (n)
a ring of flowers and leaves that is put on a grave as a sign of remembrance 
for a dead person

yard (n)
a unit of length equal to 36 inches or approximately 91.4 centimetres
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