The novel uses the variant, ‘Five, six, picking up sticks’.
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One, Two,
Buckle My Shoe

(pallalhuislz

To Dorothy North

who likes detective stories and cream,
in the hope it may make up to her for
the absence of the latter!

One, two, buckle my shoe,

Three, four, shut the door,

Five, six, picking up sticks,

Seven, eight, lay them straight,

Nine, ten, a good fat hen,

Eleven, twelve, men must delve,
Thirteen, fourteen, maids are courting,
Fifteen, sixteen, maids in the kitchen,
Seventeen, eighteen, maids in waiting,
Nineteen, twenty, my plate’s empty...
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I



Mr Morley was not in the best of tempers at breakfast. He complained of the bacon, wondered why the
coffee had to have the appearance of liquid mud, and remarked that breakfast cereals were each one
worse than the last.

Mr Morley was a small man with a decided jaw and a pugnacious chin. His sister, who kept house for
him, was a large woman rather like a female grenadier. She eyed her brother thoughtfully and asked
whether the bath water had been cold again.

Rather grudgingly, Mr Morley said it had not.

He glanced at the paper and remarked that the Government seemed to be passing from a state of
incompetence to one of positive imbecility!

Miss Morley said in a deep bass voice that it was Disgraceful!

As a mere woman she had always found whatever Government happened to be in power distinctly
useful. She urged her brother on to explainwhy the Government’s present policy was inconclusive, idiotic,
imbecile and frankly suicidal!

When Mr Morley had expressed himself fully on these points, he had a second cup of the despised
coffee and unburdened himself of his true grievance.

‘These girls,” he said, ‘are all the same! Unreliable, self-centred—not to be depended on in any way.’

Miss Morley said interrogatively:

‘Gladys?’

‘I’ve just had the message. Her aunt’s had a stroke and she’s had to go down to Somerset.’

Miss Morley said:

‘Very trying, dear, but after all hardly the girl’sfault .’

Mr Morley shook his head gloomily.

‘How do I know the aunthas had a stroke? How do I know the whole thing hasn’t been arranged
between the girl and that very unsuitable young fellow she goes about with? That young man is a wrong

"un if I ever saw one! They’ve probably planned some outing together for today.’

‘Oh, no, dear, I don’t think Gladys would do a thing like that. You know, you’ve always found her very
conscientious.’

‘Yes, yes.’
‘An intelligent girl and really keen on her work, you said.’

“Yes, yes, Georgina, but that was before this undesirable young man came along. She’s been quite
different lately—quitedifferent—absent-minded—upset—nervy.’



The Grenadier produced a deep sigh. She said:
‘After all, Henry, girls do fall in love. It can’t be helped.’

Mr Morley snapped:

‘She oughtn’t to let it affect her efficiency as my secretary. And today, in particular, I’'m extremely busy!
Severalvery important patients. It ismost trying!’

‘I’'m sure it must be extremely vexing, Henry. How is the new boy shaping, by the way?’
Henry Morley said gloomily:

‘He’s the worst I’ve had yet! Can’t get a single name right and has the most uncouth manners. If he
doesn’t improve I shall sack him and try again. I don’t know what’s the good of our education
nowadays. It seems to turn out a collection of nit-wits who can’t understand a single thing you say to

them, let alone remember it.’

He glanced at his watch.

‘I must be getting along. A full morning, and that Sainsbury Seale woman to fit in somewhere as she is in
pain. I suggested that she should see Reilly, but she wouldn’t hear of it.”

‘Of course not,” said Georgina loyally.

‘Reilly’s very able—very able indeed. First-class diplomas. Thoroughly up-to-date in his work.’
‘His hand shakes,’ said Miss Morley. ‘In my opinion hedrinks .’
Her brother laughed, his good temper restored. He said:

‘I’ll be up for a sandwich at half-past one as usual.’

I

At the Savoy Hotel Mr Amberiotis was picking his teeth with a toothpick and grinning to himself.

Everything was going very nicely.

He had had his usual luck. Fancy those few kind words of his to that idiotic hen of a woman being so
richly repaid. Oh! well—cast your bread upon the waters. He had always been a kind-hearted man.And
generous! In the future he would be able to be even more generous. Benevolent visions floated before his
eyes. Little Dimitri. .. And the good Constantopopolus struggling with his little restaurant. .. What pleasant

surprises for them. ..

The toothpick probed unguardedly and Mr Amberiotis winced. Rosy visions of the future faded and
gave way to apprehensions of the immediate future. He explored tenderly with his tongue. He took out
his notebook. Twelve o’clock. 58, Queen Charlotte Street.

He tried to recapture his former exultant mood. But in vain. The horizon had shrunk to six bare words:



58, Queen Charlotte Street. Twelve o’clock.’

111

At the Glengowrie Court Hotel, South Kensington, breakfast was over. In the lounge, Miss Sainsbury
Seale was sitting talking to Mrs Bolitho. They occupied adjacent tables in the dining-room and had made
friends the day after Miss Sainsbury Seale’s arrival a week ago.

Miss Sainsbury Seale said:

“You know, dear, it reallyhas stopped aching! Not a twinge! I think perhaps I'll ring up—"’

Mrs Bolitho interrupted her.

‘Now don’t be foolish, my dear. You go to the dentist andget it over .’

Mrs Bolitho was a tall, commanding female with a deep voice. Miss Sainsbury Seale was a woman of
forty odd with indecisively bleached hair rolled up in untidy curls. Her clothes were shapeless and rather
artistic, and her pince-nez were always dropping off. She was a great talker.

She said now wistfully:

‘But really, you know, it doesn’t acheat all .

‘Nonsense, you told me you hardly slept a wink last night.’

‘No, I didn’t—no, indeed—but perhaps,now , the nerve has actuallydied .’

‘All the more reason to go to the dentist,” said Mrs Bolitho firmly. ‘We all like to put it off, but that’s just
cowardice. Better make up one’s mind andget it over !’

Something hovered on Miss Sainsbury Seale’s lips. Was it the rebellious murmur of: “Yes, but it’s not
your tooth!’

All she actually said, however, was:

‘I expect you’re right. And Mr Morley is such a careful man and really never hurts oneat all .’

1A%

The meeting of the Board of Directors was over. It had passed off smoothly. The report was good.
There should have been no discordant note. Yet to the sensitive Mr Samuel Rotherstein there had been
something , some nuance in the chairman’s manner.

There had been, once or twice, a shortness, an acerbity, in his tone—quite uncalled for by the
proceedings.

Some secret worry, perhaps? But somehow Rotherstein could not connect a secret worry with Alistair
Blunt. He was such an unemotional man. He was so very normal. So essentially British.



There was, of course, always liver...Mr Rotherstein’s liver gave him a bit of trouble from time to time.
But he’d never known Alistair complain of his liver. Alistair’s health was as sound as his brain and his
grasp of finance. It was not annoying heartiness—just quiet well-being.

And yet—there wassomething —once or twice the chairman’s hand had wandered to his face. He had
sat supporting his chin. Not his normal attitude. And once or twice he had seemed actually—yes,distrait .

They came out of the board room and passed down the stairs.
Rotherstein said:

‘Can’t give you a lift, I suppose?’

Alistair Blunt smiled and shook his head.

‘My car’s waiting.” He glanced at his watch. ‘I’m not going back to the city.” He paused. ‘As a matter
of fact I’ve got an appointment with the dentist.’

The mystery was solved.

\%

Hercule Poirot descended from his taxi, paid the man and rang the bell of 58, Queen Charlotte Street.

After a little delay it was opened by a boy in page-boy’s uniform with a freckled face, red hair, and an
earnest manner.

Hercule Poirot said:
‘Mr Morley?’

There was in his heart a ridiculous hope that Mr Morley might have been called away, might be
indisposed, might not be seeing patients today...All in vain. The page-boy drew back, Hercule Poirot
stepped inside, and the door closed behind him with the quiet remorselessness of unalterable doom.

The boy said: ‘Name, please?’

Poirot gave it to him, a door on the right of the hall was thrown open and he stepped into the
waiting-room.

It was a room furnished in quiet good taste and, to Hercule Poirot, indescribably gloomy. On the
polished (reproduction) Sheraton table were carefully arranged papers and periodicals. The
(reproduction) Hepplewhite sideboard held two Sheffield plated candlesticks and anépergne . The
mantelpiece held a bronze clock and two bronze vases. The windows were shrouded by curtains of blue
velvet. The chairs were upholstered in a Jacobean design of red birds and flowers.

In one of them sat a military-looking gentleman with a fierce moustache and a yellow complexion. He
looked at Poirot with an air of one considering some noxious insect. It was not so much his gun he
looked as though he wished he had with him, as his Flit spray. Poirot, eyeing him with distaste, said to



himself, ‘In verity, there are some Englishmen who are altogether so unpleasing and ridiculous that they
should have been put out of their misery at birth.’

The military gentleman, after a prolonged glare, snatched upThe Times , turned his chair so as to avoid
seeing Poirot, and settled down to read it.

Poirot picked upPunch .
He went through it meticulously, but failed to find any of the jokes funny.
The page-boy came in and said, ‘Colonel Arrow-Bumby?’—and the military gentleman was led away.

Poirot was speculating on the probabilities of there really being such a name, when the door opened to
admit a young man of about thirty.

As the young man stood by the table, restlessly flicking over the covers of magazines, Poirot looked at
him sideways. An unpleasant and dangerous looking young man, he thought, and not impossibly a
murderer. At any rate he looked far more like a murderer than any of the murderers Hercule Poirot had
arrested in the course of his career.

The page-boy opened the door and said to mid-air:

‘Mr Peerer.’

Rightly construing this as a summons to himself, Poirot rose. The boy led him to the back of the hall and
round the corner to a small lift in which he took him up to the second floor. Here he led him along a
passage, opened a door which led into a little anteroom, tapped at a second door; and without waiting
for a reply opened it and stood back for Poirot to enter.

Poirot entered to a sound of running water and came round the back of the door to discover Mr Morley
washing his hands with professional gusto at a basin on the wall.

V1

There are certain humiliating moments in the lives of the greatest of men. It has been said that no man is a
hero to his valet. To that may be added that few men are heroes to themselves at the moment of visiting
their dentist.

Hercule Poirot was morbidly conscious of this fact.

He was a man who was accustomed to have a good opinion of himself. He was Hercule Poirot, superior
in most ways to other men. But in this moment he was unable to feel superior in any way whatever. His

morale was down to zero. He was just that ordinary, craven figure, a man afraid of the dentist’s chair.

Mr Morley had finished his professional ablutions. He was speaking now in his encouraging professional
manner.

‘Hardly as warm as it should be, is it, for the time of year?’

Gently he led the way to the appointed spot—to The Chair! Deftly he played with its head rest, running



it up and down.

Hercule Poirot took a deep breath, stepped up, sat down and relaxed his head to Mr Morley’s
professional fiddlings.

‘There,” said Mr Morley with hideous cheerfulness. ‘That quite comfortable? Sure?’
In sepulchral tones Poirot said that it was quite comfortable.

Mr Morley swung his little table nearer, picked up his little mirror, seized an instrument and prepared to
get on with the job.

Hercule Poirot grasped the arms of the chair, shut his eyes and opened his mouth.
‘Any special trouble?” Mr Morley inquired.

Slightly indistinctly, owing to the difficulty of forming consonants while keeping the mouth open, Hercule
Poirot was understood to say that there was no special trouble. This was, indeed, the twice yearly
overhaul that his sense of order and neatness demanded. It was, of course, possible that there might be
nothing to do...Mr Morley might, perhaps, overlook that second tooth from the back from which those
twinges had come. ..Hemight —but it was unlikely—for Mr Morley was a very good dentist.

Mr Morley passed slowly from tooth to tooth, tapping and probing, murmuring little comments as he did
SO.

“That filling is wearing down a little—nothing serious, though. Gums are in pretty good condition, I'm
glad to see.” A pause at a suspect, a twist of the probe—no, on again, false alarm. He passed to the
lower side. One, two—on to three?—No—The dog,” Hercule Poirot thought in confused idiom, ‘has
seen the rabbit!’

‘A little trouble here. Not been giving you any pain? Hm, I’'m surprised.” The probe went on.

Finally Mr Morley drew back, satisfied.

‘Nothing very serious. Just a couple of fillings—and a trace of decay on that upper molar. We can get it
all done, I think, this morning.’

He turned on a switch and there was a hum. Mr Morley unhooked the drill and fitted a needle to it with
loving care.

‘Guide me,’ he said briefly, and started the dread work.

It was not necessary for Poirot to avail himself of this permission, to raise a hand, to wince, or even to
yell. At exactly the right moment, Mr Morley stopped the drill, gave the brief command ‘Rinse,” applied a
little dressing, selected a new needle and continued. The ordeal of the drill was terror rather than pain.

Presently, while Mr Morley was preparing the filling, conversation was resumed.

‘Have to do this myself this morning,” he explained. ‘Miss Nevill has been called away. You remember
Miss Nevill?’



Poirot untruthfully assented.

‘Called away to the country by the illness of a relative. Sort of thing thatdoes happen on a busy day. I'm
behind-hand already this morning. The patient before you was late. Very vexing when that happens. It
throws the whole morning out. Then I have to fit in an extra patient because she is in pain. I always allow
a quarter of an hour in the morning in case that happens. Still, it adds to the rush.’

Mr Morley peered into his little mortar as he ground. Then he resumed his discourse.

‘I’11 tell you something that I’ve always noticed, M. Poirot. The big people—the important
people—they’re always on time—never keep you waiting. Royalty, for instance. Most punctilious. And
these big City men are the same. Now this morning I’ve got a most important man coming—Alistair
Blunt!”

Mr Morley spoke the name in a voice of triumph.

Poirot, prohibited from speech by several rolls of cotton wool and a glass tube that gurgled under his
tongue, made an indeterminate noise.

Alistair Blunt! Those were the names that thrilled nowadays. Not Dukes, not Earls, not Prime Ministers.
No, plain Mr Alistair Blunt. A man whose face was almost unknown to the general public—a man who
only figured in an occasional quiet paragraph. Not a spectacular person.

Just a quiet nondescript Englishman who was the head of the greatest banking firm in England. A man of
vast wealth. A man who said Yes and No to Governments. A man who lived a quiet, unobtrusive life and
never appeared on a public platform or made speeches. Yet a man in whose hands lay supreme power.

Mr Morley’s voice still held a reverent tone as he stood over Poirot ramming the filling home.

‘Always comes to his appointments absolutely on time. Often sends his car away and walks back to his
office. Nice, quiet, unassuming fellow. Fond of golf and keen on his garden. You’d never dream he could

buy up half Europe! Just like you and me.’

A momentary resentment rose in Poirot at this ofthand coupling of names. Mr Morley was a good
dentist, yes, but therewere other good dentists in London. There was onlyone Hercule Poirot.

‘Rinse, please,” said Mr Morley.

‘It’s the answer, you know, to their Hitlers and Mussolinis and all the rest of them,” went on Mr Morley,
as he proceeded to tooth number two. ‘We don’t make a fuss over here. Look how democratic our
King and Queen are. Of course, a Frenchman like you, accustomed to the Republican idea—’

‘I ah nah a Frahah—I ah—ah a Benyon.’

‘Tchut—tchut—’ said Mr Morley sadly. ‘We must have the cavity completely dry.” He puffed hot air
relentlessly on it.

Then he went on:

‘I didn’t realize you were a Belgian. Very interesting. Very fine man, King Leopold, so I’'ve always
heard. I’'m a great believer in the tradition of Royalty myself. The training is good, you know. Look at the



remarkable way they remember names and faces. All the result of training—though of course some
people have a natural aptitude for that sort of thing. I, myself, for instance. I don’t remember names, but
it’s remarkable the way I never forget a face. One of my patients the other day, for instance—I’ve seen
that patient before. The name meant nothing to me—but I said to myself at once, “Now where have |
met you before?” I’ve not remembered yet—but it will come back to me—I’m sure of it. Just another
rinse, please.’

The rinse accomplished, Mr Morley peered critically into his patient’s mouth.

‘Well, I think that seems all right. Just close—very gently...Quite comfortable? You don’t feel the filling
at all? Open again, please. No, that seems quite all right.’

Hercule Poirot descended, a free man.

‘Well, goodbye, M. Poirot. Not detected any criminals in my house, I hope?’

Poirot said with a smile:

‘Before I came up, every one looked to me like a criminal! Now, perhaps, it will be different!’

‘Ah, yes, a great deal of difference between before and after! All the same, we dentists aren’t such
devils now as we used to be! Shall I ring for the lift for you?’

‘No, no, I will walk down.’

‘As you like—the lift is just by the stairs.’

Poirot went out. He heard the taps start to run as he closed the door behind him.

He walked down the two flights of stairs. As he came to the last bend, he saw the Anglo-Indian Colonel
being shown out. Not at all a bad-looking man, Poirot reflected mellowly. Probably a fine shot who had

killed many a tiger. A useful man—a regular outpost of Empire.

He went into the waiting-room to fetch his hat and stick which he had left there. The restless young man
was still there, somewhat to Poirot’s surprise. Another patient, a man, was reading theField .

Poirot studied the young man in his newborn spirit of kindliness. He still looked very fierce—and as
though he wanted to do a murder—but not really a murderer, thought Poirot kindly. Doubtless, presently,
this young man would come tripping down the stairs, his ordeal over, happy and smiling and wishing no ill
to anyone.

The page-boy entered and said firmly and distinctly:

‘Mr Blunt.’

The man at the table laid down theField and got up. A man of middle height, of middle age, neither fat
nor thin. Well dressed, quiet.

He went out after the boy.

One of the richest and most powerful men in England—but he still had to go to the dentist just like



anybody else, and no doubt felt just the same as anybody else about it!
These reflections passing through his mind, Hercule Poirot picked up his hat and stick and went to the
door. He glanced back as he did so, and the startled thought went through his mind that that young man

must have very bad toothache indeed.

In the hall Poirot paused before the mirror there to adjust his moustaches, slightly disarranged as the
result of Mr Morley’s ministrations.

He had just completed their arrangement to his satisfaction when the lift came down again and the
page-boy emerged from the back of the hall whistling discordantly. He broke off abruptly at the sight of

Poirot and came to open the front door for him.

A taxi had just drawn up before the house and a foot was protruding from it. Poirot surveyed the foot
with gallant interest.

A neat ankle, quite a good quality stocking. Not a bad foot. But he didn’t like the shoe. A brand new
patent leather shoe with a large gleaming buckle. He shook his head.

Not chic—very provincial!
The lady got out of the taxi, but in doing so she caught her other foot in the door and the buckle was
wrenched off. It fell tinkling on to the pavement. Gallantly, Poirot sprang forward and picked it up,

restoring it with a bow.

Alas! Nearer fifty than forty. Pince-nez. Untidy yellow-grey hair—unbecoming clothes—those
depressing art greens! She thanked him, dropping her pince-nez, then her handbag.

Poirot, polite if no longer gallant, picked them up for her.

She went up the steps of 58, Queen Charlotte Street, and Poirot interrupted the taxi-driver’s disgusted
contemplation of a meagre tip.

‘You are free,hein ?’

The taxi-driver said gloomily: ‘Oh, ’'mfree .’
‘So am I,” said Hercule Poirot. ‘Free of care!’
He saw the taxi-man’s air of deep suspicion.

‘No, my friend, I am not drunk. It is that [ have been to the dentist and I need not go again for six
months. It is a beautiful thought.’

Three, Four,
Shut the Door

I

It was a quarter to three when the telephone rang.



Hercule Poirot was sitting in an easy-chair happily digesting an excellent lunch.
He did not move when the bell rang but waited for the faithful George to come and take the call.
‘Eh bien?’ he said, as George, with a ‘Just a minute, sir,” lowered the receiver.
‘It’s Chief Inspector Japp, sir.’

‘Aha?’

Poirot lifted the receiver to his ear.

‘Eh bien, mon vieux,” he said. ‘How goes it?’

“That you, Poirot?’

‘Naturally.’

‘I hear you went to the dentist this morning? Is that so?’

Poirot murmured:

‘Scotland Yard knows everything!’

‘Man of the name of Morley. 58, Queen Charlotte Street?’

“Yes.” Poirot’s voice had changed. “Why?’

‘It was a genuine visit, was it?  mean you didn’t go to put the wind up him or anything of that sort?”
‘Certainly not. I had three teeth filled if you want to know.’

‘What did he seem like to you—manner much as usual?’

‘I should say so, yes. Why?’

Japp’s voice was rigidly unemotional.

‘Because not very much later he shot himself.’

‘What?’

Japp said sharply:

‘That surprises you?’

‘Frankly, it does.’

Japp said:



‘I’m not too happy about it myself...I’d like to have a talk with you. I suppose you wouldn’t like to
come round?’

‘Where are you?’
‘Queen Charlotte Street.’
Poirot said:

‘I will join you immediately.’

II

It was a police constable who opened the door of 58. He said respectfully:
‘M. Poirot?’

‘It’s [, myself.

“The Chief Inspector is upstairs. Second floor—you know it?’

Hercule Poirot said:

‘I was there this morning.’

There were three men in the room. Japp looked up as Poirot entered.

He said:

‘Glad to see you, Poirot. We’re just going to move him. Like to see him first?’
A man with a camera who had been kneeling near the body got up.

Poirot came forward. The body was lying near the fireplace.

In death Mr Morley looked very much as he had looked in life. There was a little blackened hole just
below his right temple. A small pistol lay on the floor near his outflung right hand.

Poirot shook his head gently.

Japp said:

‘All right, you can move him now.’

They took Mr Morley away. Japp and Poirot were left alone.
Japp said:

‘We’re through all the routine. Finger-prints, etc.’



Poirot sat down. He said:
‘Tell me.
Japp pursed his lips. He said:

‘Hecould have shot himself. He probablydid shoot himself. There are only his finger-prints on the
gun—but ['m not quite satisfied.’

‘What are your objections?’

‘Well, to begin with, there doesn’t seem to be any reasonwhy he should shoot himself. ..He was in good
health, he was making money, he hadn’t any worries that anyone knew of. He wasn’t mixed up with a
woman—at least,” Japp corrected himself cautiously, ‘as far as we know he wasn’t. He hasn’t been
moody or depressed or unlike himself. That’s partly why I was anxious to hear whatyou said. You saw
him this morning, and I wondered if you’d noticed anything.’

Poirot shook his head.

“Nothing at all. He was—what shall I say—normality itself.’

‘Then that makes it odd, doesn’t it? Anyway, you wouldn’t think a man would shoot himself in the
middle of business hours, so to speak. Why not wait till this evening? That would be the natural thing to
do.’

Poirot agreed.

‘When did the tragedy occur?’

‘Can’t say exactly. Nobody seems to have heard the shot. But I don’t think they would. There are two
doors between here and the passage and they have baize fitted round the edges—to deaden the noise
from the victims of the dental chair, I imagine.’

‘Very probably. Patients under gas sometimes make a lot of noise.’

‘Quite. And outside, in the street, there’s plenty of traffic, so you wouldn’t be likely to hear it out there.’

‘When was it discovered?’

‘Round about one-thirty—by the page-boy, Alfred Biggs. Not a very bright specimen, by all accounts.
It seems that Morley’s twelve-thirty patient kicked up a bit of a row at being kept waiting. About one-ten
the boy came up and knocked. There was no answer and apparently he didn’t dare come in. He’d got in
a few rows already from Morley and he was nervous of doing the wrong thing. He went down again and
the patient walked out in a huff at one-fifteen. I don’t blame her. She’d been kept waiting three-quarters
of an hour and she wanted her lunch.’

‘Who was she?’

Japp grinned.

‘According to the boy she was Miss Shirty—but from the appointment book her name was Kirby.’



‘What system was there for showing up patients?”’

“When Morley was ready for his next patient he pressed that buzzer over there and the boy then showed
the patient up.’

‘And Morley pressed the buzzer last?’

‘At five minutes past twelve, and the boy showed up the patient who was waiting. Mr Amberiotis,
Savoy Hotel, according to the appointment book.’

A faint smile came to Poirot’s lips. He murmured:

‘I wonder what our page-boy made ofthat name!’

‘A pretty hash, I should say. We’ll ask him presently if we feel like a laugh.’
Poirot said:

‘And at what time did this Mr Amberiotis leave?’

“The boy didn’t show him out, so he doesn’t know...A good many patients just go down the stairs
without ringing for the lift and let themselves out.’

Poirot nodded.

Japp went on:

‘But I rang up the Savoy Hotel. Mr Amberiotis was quite precise. He said he looked at his watch as he
closed the front door and it was then twenty-five minutes past twelve.’

‘He could tell you nothing of importance?’
‘No, all he could say was that the dentist had seemed perfectly normal and calm in his manner.’

‘Eh bien,” said Poirot. ‘“Then that seems quite clear. Between five-and-twenty past twelve and half-past
one something happened—and presumably nearer the former time.’

‘Quite. Because otherwise—’
‘Otherwise he would have pressed the buzzer for the next patient.’

‘Exactly. The medical evidence agrees with that for what it’s worth. The divisional surgeon examined the
body—at twenty past two. He wouldn’t commit himself—they never do nowadays—too many individual
idiosyncrasies, they say. But Morley couldn’t have been shotlater than one o’clock, he says—probably
considerably earlie—but he wouldn’t be definite.’

Poirot said thoughtfully:

“Then at twenty-five minutes past twelve our dentist is a normal dentist, cheerful, urbane, competent.
And after that? Despair—misery—what you will—and he shoots himsel{?’



‘It’s funny,” said Japp. “You’ve got to admit, it’s funny.’

‘Funny,’ said Poirot, ‘is not the word.’

‘I know it isn’t really—but it’s the sort of thing one says. It’s odd, then, if you like that better.’

‘Was it his own pistol?’

‘No, it wasn’t. He hadn’t got a pistol. Never had had one. According to his sister there wasn’t such a
thing in the house. There isn’t in most houses. Of course hemight havebought it if he’d made up his mind
to do away with himself. If so, we’ll soon know about it.’

Poirot asked:

‘Is there anything else that worries you?’

Japp rubbed his nose.

“Well, there was the way he was lying. I wouldn’t say a mancouldn’t fall like that—but it wasn’t quite

right somehow! And there was just a trace or two on the carpet—as though something had been dragged
along it.’

‘That, then, is decidedly suggestive.’
“Yes, unless it was that dratted boy. I’ve a feeling thathe may have tried to move Morley when he found
him. He denies it, of course, but then he was scared. He’s that kind of young ass. The kind that’s always

putting their foot in it and getting cursed, and so they come to lie about things almost automatically.’

Poirot looked thoughtfully round the room.

At the wash-basin on the wall behind the door, at the tall filing cabinet on the other side of the door. At
the dental chair and surrounding apparatus near the window, then along to the fireplace and back to
where the body lay; there was a second door in the wall near the fireplace.

Japp had followed his glance. ‘Just a small office through there.” He flung open the door.

It was as he had said, a small room, with a desk, a table with a spirit lamp and tea apparatus and some
chairs. There was no other door.

“This is where his secretary worked,” explained Japp. ‘Miss Nevill. It seems she’s away today.’
His eyes met Poirot’s. The latter said:

‘He told me, I remember. That again—might be a point against suicide?’

“You mean she wasgot out of the way?’

Japp paused. He said:

‘If itwasn’t suicide, he was murdered. But why? That solution seems almost as unlikely as the other. He



seems to have been a quiet, inoffensive sort of chap. Who would want to murder him?’

Poirot said:

‘Whocould have murdered him?’

Japp said:

‘The answer to that is—almost anybody! His sister could have come down from their flat above and
shot him, one of the servants could have come in and shot him. His partner, Reilly, could have shot him.
The boy Alfred could have shot him. One of the patients could have shot him.” He paused and said, ‘And
Amberiotis could have shot him—easiest of the lot.’

Poirot nodded.

‘But in that case—we have to find out why.’

‘Exactly. You’ve come round again to the original problem. Why? Amberiotis is staying at the Savoy.
Why does a rich Greek want to come and shoot an inoffensive dentist?’

‘That’s really going to be our stumbling block.Motive! ’

Poirot shrugged his shoulders. He said:

‘It would seem that death selected, most inartistically, the wrong man. The Mysterious Greek, the Rich
Banker, the Famous Detective—how natural that one ofthem should be shot! For mysterious foreigners
may be mixed up in espionage and rich bankers have connections who will benefit by their deaths and
famous detectives may be dangerous to criminals.’

‘Whereas poor old Morley wasn’t dangerous to anybody,’ observed Japp gloomily.

‘I wonder.’

Japp whirled round on him.

‘What’s up your sleeve now?’

‘Nothing. A chance remark.’

He repeated to Japp those few casual words of Mr Morley’s about recognizing faces, and his mention
of a patient.

Japp looked doubtful.

‘It’s possible, I suppose. But it’s a bit far-fetched. It might have been someone who wanted their identity
kept dark. You didn’t notice any of the other patients this morning?’

Poirot murmured:

‘I noticed in the waiting-room a young man who looked exactly like a murderer!’



Japp said, startled: “What’s that?’

Poirot smiled:

‘Mon cher, it was upon my arrival here! I was nervous, fanciful—enfin, in amood . Everything seemed
sinister to me, the waiting-room, the patients, the very carpet on the stairs! Actually, I think the young

man had very bad toothache. That was all!’
‘I know what it can be,” said Japp. ‘However, we’ll check up on your murderer all the same. We’ll

check up oneverybody , whether it’s suicide or not. I think the first thing is to have another talk with Miss
Morley. I’'ve only had a word or two. It was a shock to her, of course, but she’s the kind that doesn’t

break down. We’ll go and see her now.’

I

Tall and grim, Georgina Morley listened to what the two men had said and answered their questions.
She said with emphasis:

‘It’s incredible to me—quiteincredible—that my brother should have committed suicide!”
Poirot said:
“You realize the alternative, Mademoiselle?’

“You mean—murder.” She paused. Then she said slowly: ‘It is true—that alternative seems nearly as
impossible as the other.’

‘But notquite as impossible?’

‘No—because—oh, in the first case, you see, I am speaking ofsomething I know —that is: my brother’s
state of mind. Iknow he had nothing on his mind—Iknow that there was no reason—no reasonat all why

he should take his own life!”’
“You saw him this morning—before he started work?’
‘At breakfast—yes.’
‘And he was quite as usual—not upset in any way?’
‘He was upset—but not in the way you mean. He was just annoyed!’
‘Why was that?’
‘He had a busy morning in front of him, and his secretary and assistant had been called away.’
‘That is Miss Nevill?’
‘Yes.’

‘What used she to do for him?’



‘She did all his correspondence, of course, and kept the appointment book, and filed all the charts. She
also saw to the sterilizing of the instruments and ground up his fillings and handed them to him when he
was working.’

‘Had she been with him long?”

‘Three years. She is a very reliable girl and we are—were both very fond of her.’

Poirot said:

‘She was called away owing to the illness of a relative, so your brother told me.’

“Yes, she got a telegram to say her aunt had had a stroke. She went off to Somerset by an early train.’

‘And that was what annoyed your brother so much?’

“Ye-es.” There was a faint hesitation in Miss Morley’s answer. She went on rather hurriedly. ‘Y ou—you
mustn’t think my brother unfeeling. It was only that he thought—just for a moment—’

‘Yes, Miss Morley?’

‘Well, that she might have played truant on purpose. Oh! Please don’t misunderstand me—I’m quite
certain that Gladys wouldnever do such a thing. I told Henry so. But the fact of the matter is, that she has
got herself engaged to rather an unsuitable young man—Henry was very vexed about it—and it occurred
to him that this young manmight have persuaded her to take a day off.’

‘Was that likely?’

‘No, I’'m sure it wasn’t. Gladys is a very conscientious girl.’

‘But it is the sort of thing the young man might have suggested?’

Miss Morley sniffed.

‘Quite likely, I should say.’

‘What does he do, this young fellow—what is his name, by the way?’

‘Carter, Frank Carter. He is—or was—an insurance clerk, I believe. He lost his job some weeks ago
and doesn’t seem able to get another. Henry said—and I dare say he was right—that he is a complete
rotter. Gladys had actually lent him some of her savings and Henry was very annoyed about it.’

Japp said sharply:

‘Did your brother try to persuade her to break her engagement?’

“Yes, he did, I know.’

“Then this Frank Carter would, quite possibly, have a grudge against your brother.’



The Grenadier said robustly:

‘Nonsense—that is if you are suggesting that Frank Carter shot Henry. Henry advised the girl against
young Carter, certainly; but she didn’t take his advice—she is foolishly devoted to Frank.’

‘Is there anyone else you can think of who had a grudge against your brother?’

Miss Morley shook her head.

‘Did he get on well with his partner, Mr Reilly?’

Miss Morley replied acidly:

‘As well as you can ever hope to get on with an Irishman!’

‘What do you mean by that, Miss Morley?’

‘Well, Irishmen have hot tempers and they thoroughly enjoy a row of any kind. Mr Reilly liked arguing
about politics.’

‘That was all?’

“That was all. Mr Reilly is unsatisfactory in many ways, but he was very skilled in his profession—or so
my brother said.’

Japp persisted:

‘How is he unsatisfactory?’

Miss Morley hesitated, then said acidly:

‘He drinks too much—but please don’t let that go any further.’

‘Was there any trouble between him and your brother on that subject?’

‘Henry gave him one or two hints. In dentistry,” continued Miss Morley didactically, ‘a steady hand is
needed, and an alcoholic breath doesnot inspire confidence.’

Japp bowed his head in agreement. Then he said:
‘Can you tell us anything of your brother’s financial position?’

‘Henry was making a good income and he had a certain amount put by. We each had a small private
income of our own left to us by our father.’

Japp murmured with a slight cough:
“You don’t know, I suppose, if your brother left a will?’

‘He did—and I can tell you its contents. He left a hundred pounds to Gladys Nevill, otherwise
everything comes to me.’



‘I see. Now—’

There was a fierce thump on the door. Alfred’s face then appeared round it. His goggling eyes took in
each detail of the two visitors as he ejaculated:

‘It’s Miss Nevill. She’s back—and in a rare taking. Shall she come in, she wants to know?’

Japp nodded and Miss Morley said:

“Tell her to come here, Alfred.’

‘0.K.,” said Alfred, and disappeared. Miss Morley said with a sigh and in obvious capital letters:

‘That Boy is a Sad Trial.’

1A%

Gladys Nevill was a tall, fair, somewhat angmic girl of about twenty-eight. Though obviously very upset,
she at once showed that she was capable and intelligent.

Under the pretext of looking through Mr Morley’s papers, Japp got her away from Miss Morley down
to the little office next door to the surgery.

She repeated more than once:

‘I simplycannot believe it! It seems quite incredible that Mr Morley should do such a thing!’
She was emphatic that he had not seemed troubled or worried in any way.

Then Japp began:

“You were called away today, Miss Nevill—’

She interrupted him.

‘Yes, and the whole thing was a wicked practical joke! I do think it’s awful of people to do things like
that. I really do.’

‘What do you mean, Miss Nevill?’

‘Why, there wasn’t anything the matter with Aunt at all. She’d never been better. She couldn’t
understand it when I suddenly turned up. Of course I was ever so glad—but it did make me mad.
Sending a telegram like that and upsetting me and everything.’

‘Have you got that telegram, Miss Nevill?’

‘I threw it away, I think, at the station. It just said,Y our aunt had a stroke last night. Please come at once

2



“You are quite sure—well—’ Japp coughed delicately—°that it wasn’t your friend, Mr Carter, who sent
that telegram?’

‘Frank? Whatever for? Oh! I see, you mean—a put-up job between us? No, indeed,
Inspector—neither of us would do such a thing.’

Her indignation seemed genuine enough and Japp had a little trouble in soothing her down. But a
question as to the patients on this particular morning restored her to her competent self.

“They are all here in the book. I dare say you have seen it already. I know about most of them. Ten
o’clock, Mrs Soames—that was about her new plate. Ten-thirty, Lady Grant—she’s an elderly
lady—Ilives in Lowndes Square. Eleven o’clock, M. Hercule Poirot, he comes regularly—oh, of course
thisis him—sorry, M. Poirot, but I really amso upset! Eleven-thirty, Mr Alistair Blunt—that’s the banker,
you know—a short appointment, because Mr Morley had prepared the filling last time. Then Miss
Sainsbury Seale—she rang up specially—had toothache and so Mr Morley fitted her in. A terrible talker,
she is, never stops—the fussy kind, too. Then twelve o’clock, Mr Amberiotis—he was a new
patient—made an appointment from the Savoy Hotel. Mr Morley gets quite a lot of foreigners and
Americans. Then twelve-thirty, Miss Kirby. She comes up from Worthing.’

Poirot asked:

‘There was here when I arrived a tall military gentleman. Who would he be?’

‘One of Mr Reilly’s patients, I expect. I'll just get his list for you, shall 1?°

‘Thank you, Miss Nevill.’

She was absent only a few minutes. She returned with a similar book to that of Mr Morley.

She read out:

“Ten o’clock, Betty Heath (that’s a little girl of nine). Eleven o’clock, Colonel Abercrombie.’

‘Abercrombie!” murmured Poirot. ‘C’etait ¢a!’

‘Eleven-thirty, Mr Howard Raikes. Twelve o’clock, Mr Barnes. That was all the patients this morning.
Mr Reilly isn’t so booked up as Mr Morley, of course.’

‘Can you tell us anything about any of these patients of Mr Reilly’s?’

‘Colonel Abercrombie has been a patient for a long time, and all Mrs Heath’s children come to Mr
Reilly. I can’t tell you anything about Mr Raikes or Mr Barnes, though I fancy I have heard their names. |
take all the telephone calls, you see—’

Japp said:

‘We can ask Mr Reilly ourselves. I should like to see him as soon as possible.’

Miss Nevill went out. Japp said to Poirot:

‘All old patients of Mr Morley’sexcept Amberiotis . I'm going to have an interesting talk with Mr



Amberiotis presently. He’s the last person, as it stands, to see Morley alive, and we’ve got to make quite
sure that when he last saw him, Morleywas alive.’

Poirot said slowly, shaking his head:
“You have still to prove motive.’

‘I know. That’s what is going to be the teaser. But we may have something about Amberiotis at the
Yard.” He added sharply: ‘You’re very thoughtful, Poirot!’

‘I was wondering about something.’
‘What was it?’

Poirot said with a faint smile:

‘Why Chief Inspector Japp?’

‘Eh?’

‘I said, “Why Chief Inspector Japp?” An officer of your eminence—is he usually called in to a case of
suicide?’

‘As a matter of fact, | happened to be nearby at the time. At Lavenham’s—in Wigmore Street. Rather
an ingenious system of frauds they’ve had there. They telephoned me there to come on here.’

‘Butwhy did they telephone you?’

‘Oh, that—that’s simple enough. Alistair Blunt. As soon as the Divisional Inspector heardhe’d been here
this morning, he got on to the Yard. Mr Blunt is the kind of person we take care of in this country.’

“You mean that there are people who would like him—out of the way?’

“You bet there are. The Reds, to begin with—and our Blackshirted friends, too. It’s Blunt and his group
who are standing solid behind the present Government. Good sound Conservative finance. That’s why, if
there were the least chance that there was any funny stuff intended against him this morning, they wanted
a thorough investigation.’

Poirot nodded.

‘That is what I more or less guessed. And that is the feeling I have’—he waved his hands
expressively—-‘that there was, perhaps—ahitch of some kind. The proper victim was—should have
been—Alistair Blunt. Or is this only a beginning—the beginning of a campaign of some kind? I smell—I
smell—" he sniffed the air, ‘—big money in this business!’

Japp said:
“You’re assuming a lot, you know.’

‘I am suggesting thatce pauvre Morley was only a pawn in the game. Perhaps he knew
something—perhaps he told Blunt something—or they feared hewould tell Blunt something—’



He stopped as Gladys Nevill entered the room.

‘Mr Reilly is busy on an extraction case,” she said. ‘He will be free in about ten minutes if that will be all

right?’
Japp said that it would. In the meantime, he said, he would have another talk to the boy Alfred.

v

Alfred was divided between nervousness, enjoyment, and a morbid fear of being blamed for everything
that had occurred! He had only been a fortnight in Mr Morley’s employment, and during that fortnight he

had consistently and unvaryingly done everything wrong. Persistent blame had sapped his
self-confidence.

‘He was a bit rattier than usual, perhaps,” said Alfred in answer to a question, ‘nothing else as I can
remember. I’d never have thought he was going to do himself in.’

Poirot interposed.

“You must tell us,” he said, ‘everything that you can remember about this morning. You are a very
important witness, and your recollections may be of immense service to us.’

Alfred’s face was suffused by vivid crimson and his chest swelled. He had already given Japp a brief

account of the morning’s happenings. He proposed now to spread himself. A comforting sense of
importance oozed into him.

‘I can tell you orl right,” he said. ‘Just you ask me.’

“To begin with, did anything out of the way happen this morning?’

Alfred reflected a minute and then said rather sadly: ‘Can’t say as it did. It was orl just as usual.’
‘Did any strangers come to the house?’

‘No, sir.’

‘Not even among the patients?’

‘I didn’t know as you meant the patients. Nobody come what hadn’t got an appointment, if that’s what
you mean. They were all down in the book.’

Japp nodded. Poirot asked:
‘Could anybody have walked in from outside?”
‘No, they couldn’t. They’d have to have a key, see?’

‘But it was quite easy to leave the house?’



‘Oh, yes, just turn the handle and go out and pull the door to after you. As I was saying most of ’em do.
They often come down the stairs while I'm taking up the next party in the lift, see?’

‘I see. Now just tell us who came first this morning and so on. Describe them if you can’t remember
their names.’

Alfred reflected a minute. Then he said: ‘Lady with a little girl, that was for Mr Reilly and a Mrs Soap or
some such name for Mr Morley.’

Poirot said:
‘Quite right. Go on.’

‘Then another elderly lady—bit of a toff she was—come in a Daimler. As she went out a tall military
gent come in, and just after him,you came,” he nodded to Poirot.

‘Right.’

‘Then the American gent came—’
Japp said sharply:

‘American?’

“Yes, sir. Young fellow. He was American all right—you could tell by his voice. Come early, he did. His
appointment wasn’t till eleven-thirty—and what’s more he didn’t keep it—neither.’

Japp said sharply:

‘What’s that?’

‘Not him. Come in for him when Mr Reilly’s buzzer went at eleven-thirty—a bit later it was, as a matter
of fact, might have been twenty to twelve—and he wasn’t there. Must have funked it and gone away.’
He added with a knowledgeable air, “They do sometimes.’

Poirot said:

“Then he must have gone out soon after me?’

“That’s right, sir. You went out after I’d taken up a toff what come in a Rolls. Coo—it was a loverly car,
Mr Blunt—eleven-thirty. Then I come down and let you out, and a lady in. Miss Some Berry Seal, or
something like that—and then I—well, as a matter of fact I just nipped down to the kitchen to get my
elevenses, and when I was down there the buzzer went—Mr Reilly’s buzzer—so I come up and, as I
say, the American gentleman had hooked it. I went and told Mr Reilly and he swore a bit, as is his way.’

Poirot said:

‘Continue.’

‘Lemme see, what happened next? Oh, yes, Mr Morley’s buzzer went for that Miss Seal, and the toff
came down and went out as I took Miss Whatsername up in the lift. Then I come down again and two



gentlemen came—one a little man with a funny squeaky voice—I can’t remember his name. For Mr
Reilly, he was. And a fat foreign gentleman for Mr Morley.

‘Miss Seal wasn’t very long—not above a quarter of an hour. I let her out and then I took up the foreign
gentleman. I’d already taken the other gent into Mr Reilly right away as soon as he came.’

Japp said:

‘And you didn’t see Mr Amberiotis, the foreign gentleman, leave?’

‘No, sir, I can’t say as I did. He must have let himself out. I didn’t see either of those two gentlemen go.’
‘Where were you from twelve o’clock onwards?’

‘I always sit in the lift, sir, waiting until the front-door bell or one of the buzzers goes.’

Poirot said:

‘And you were perhaps reading?’

Alfred blushed again.

‘There ain’t no harm in that, sir. It’s not as though I could be doing anything else.’

‘Quite so. What were you reading?’

‘Death at Eleven-Forty-Five, sir. It’s an American detective story. It’s a corker, sir, it really is! All about
gunmen.’

Poirot smiled faintly. He said:

‘Would you hear the front door close from where you were?’

“You mean anyone going out? I don’t think I should, sir. What I mean is, I shouldn’tnotice it! You see,
the lift is right at the back of the hall and a little round the corner. The bell rings just behind it, and the
buzzers too. You can’t missthem .’

Poirot nodded and Japp asked:

‘What happened next?’

Alfred frowned in a supreme effort of memory.

‘Only the last lady, Miss Shirty. [ waited for Mr Morley’s buzzer to go, but nothing happened and at one
o’clock the lady who was waiting, she got rather ratty.’

‘It did not occur to you to go up before and see if Mr Morley was ready?’
Alfred shook his head very positively.

‘Not me, sir. I wouldn’t have dreamed of it. For all I knew the last gentleman was still up there. I’d got



to wait for the buzzer. Of course if I'd knowed as Mr Morley had done himself in—"’

Alfred shook his head with morbid relish.

Poirot asked:

‘Did the buzzer usually go before the patient came down, or the other way about?’

‘Depends. Usually the patient would come down the stairs and then the buzzer would go. If they rang for
the lift, that buzzer would go perhaps as I was bringing them down. But it wasn’t fixed in any way.
Sometimes Mr Morley would be a few minutes before he rang for the next patient. If he was in a hurry,
he’d ring as soon as they were out of the room.’

‘I see—" Poirot paused and then went on:

‘Were you surprised at Mr Morley’s suicide, Alfred?’

‘Knocked all of a heap, I was. He hadn’t no call to go doing himself in as far asl can see—oh!” Alfred’s
eyes grew large and round. ‘Oo—er—he wasn’tmurdered , was he?’

Poirot cut in before Japp could speak.
‘Supposing he were, would it surprise you less?’

‘Well, I don’t know, sir, I’'m sure. I can’t see who’d want to murder Mr Morley. He was—well, he was
a veryordinary gentleman, sir. Was hereally murdered, sir?”’

Poirot said gravely:

‘We have to take every possibility into account. That is why I told you you would be a very important
witness and that you must try and recollect everything that happened this morning.’

He stressed the words and Alfred frowned with a prodigious effort of memory.

‘I can’t think of anything else, sir. I can’t indeed.’

Alfred’s tone was rueful.

‘Very good, Alfred. And you are quite sure no one except patients came to the house this morning?’

‘Nostranger did, sir. That Miss Nevill’s young man came round—and in a rare taking not to find her
here.’

Japp said sharply:
‘When was that?’
‘Some time after twelve it was. When I told him Miss Nevill was away for the day, he seemed very put

out and he said he’d wait and see Mr Morley. I told him Mr Morley was busy right up to lunch time, but
he said: Never mind, he’d wait.’



Poirot asked:
‘And did he wait?’
A startled look came into Alfred’s eyes. He said:

‘Cor—I never thought of that! He went into the waiting-room,but he wasn’t there later . He must have
got tired of waiting, and thought he’d come back another time.’
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When Alfred had gone out of the room, Japp said sharply:
‘D’you think it wise to suggest murder to that lad?’

Poirot shrugged his shoulders.

‘I think so—yes. Anything suggestive that hemay have seen or heard will come back to him under the
stimulus, and he will be keenly alert to everything that goes on here.’

‘All the same, we don’t want it to get about too soon.’

‘Mon cher, it will not. Alfred reads detective stories—Alfred is enamoured of crime. Whatever Alfred
lets slip will be put down to Alfred’s morbid criminal imagination.’

‘Well, perhaps you are right, Poirot. Now we’ve got to hear what Reilly has to say.’

Mr Reilly’s surgery and office were on the first floor. They were as spacious as the ones above but had
less light in them, and were not quite so richly appointed.

Mr Morley’s partner was a tall, dark young man, with a plume of hair that fell untidily over his forehead.
He had an attractive voice and a very shrewd eye.

‘We’re hoping, Mr Reilly,” said Japp, after introducing himself, ‘that you can throw some light on this
matter.’

“You’re wrong then, because I can’t,” replied the other. ‘I’d say this—that Henry Morley was the last
person to go taking his own life.I might have done it—buthe wouldn’t.’

‘Why might you have done it?” asked Poirot.

‘Because I’ve oceans of worries,’ replied the other. “Money troubles, for one! I’ve never yet been able
to suit my expenditure to my income. But Morley was a careful man. You’ll find no debts, nor money
troubles, I’m sure of that.’

‘Love affairs?” suggested Japp.
‘Is it Morley you mean? He had no joy of living at all! Right under his sister’s thumb he was, poor man.’

Japp went on to ask Reilly details about the patients he had seen that morning.



‘Oh, I fancy they’re all square and above-board. Little Betty Heath, she’s a nice child—I’ve had the
whole family one after another. Colonel Abercrombie’s an old patient, too.’

‘What about Mr Howard Raikes?’ asked Japp.
Reilly grinned broadly.

‘The one who walked out on me? He’s never been to me before. I know nothing about him. He rang up
and particularly asked for an appointment this morning.’

‘Where did he ring up from?”

‘Holborn Palace Hotel. He’s an American, I fancy.’

‘So Alfred said.’

‘Alfred should know,’ said Mr Reilly. ‘He’s a film fan, our Alfred.’

‘And your other patient?’

‘Barnes? A funny precise little man. Retired Civil Servant. Lives out Ealing way.’
Japp paused a minute and then said:

‘What can you tell us about Miss Nevill?’

Mr Reilly raised his eyebrows.

‘The bee-yewtiful blonde secretary? Nothing doing, old boy! Her relations with old Morley were
perfectly pewer—I’m sure of it.’

‘I never suggested they weren’t,” said Japp, reddening slightly.

‘My fault,” said Reilly. ‘Excuse my filthy mind, won’t you? I thought it might be an attempt on your part
tocherchez la femme .

‘Excuse me for speaking your language,” he added parenthetically to Poirot. ‘Beautiful accent, haven’t I?
It comes of being educated by nuns.’

Japp disapproved of this flippancy. He asked:

‘Do you know anything about the young man she is engaged to? His name is Carter, I understand. Frank
Carter.’

‘Morley didn’t think much of him,” said Reilly. ‘He tried to get la Nevill to turn him down.’
‘That might have annoyed Carter?’

‘Probably annoyed him frightfully,” agreed Mr Reilly cheerfully.



He paused and then added:

‘Excuse me, thisis a suicide you are investigating, not a murder?”’
Japp said sharply:

‘If it were a murder, would you have anything to suggest?’

‘Not I! I’d like it to be Georgina! One of those grim females with temperance on the brain. But I'm
afraid Georgina is full of moral rectitude. Of course I could easily have nipped upstairs and shot the old
boy myself, but I didn’t. In fact, I can’t imagineanyone wanting to kill Morley. But then I can’t conceive

of his killing himself.’
He added—in a different voice:

‘As a matter of fact, ’'m very sorry about it...You mustn’t judge by my manner. That’s just
nervousness, you know. I was fond of old Morley and I shall miss him.’

VIl

Japp put down the telephone receiver. His face, as he turned to Poirot, was rather grim.

He said:
‘Mr Amberiotis isn’t feeling very well—would rather not see any one this afternoon.

‘He’s going to see me—andhe’s not going to give me the slip either! I’ve got a man at the Savoy ready
to trail him if he tries to make a get-away.’

Poirot said thoughtfully:

“You think Amberiotis shot Morley?’

‘I don’t know.But he was the last person to see Morley alive . And he was a new patient. According to
his story, he left Morley alive and well at twenty-five minutes past twelve. That may be true or it may not.
If Morleywas all right then we’ve got to reconstruct what happened next. There was still five minutes to
go before his next appointment . Did someone come in and see him during that five minutes? Carter, say?
Or Reilly? What happened? Depend upon it, by half-past twelve, or five-and-twenty to one at the latest,
Morley was dead —otherwise he’d either have sounded his buzzer or else sent down word to Miss
Kirby that he couldn’t see her. No, either he was killed, or else somebody told him something which
upset the whole tenor of his mind, and he took his own life.’

He paused.

‘I’m going to have a word with every patient he saw this morning. There’s just the possibility that hemay
have said something to one of them that will put us on the right track.’

He glanced at his watch.

‘Mr Alistair Blunt said he could give me a few minutes at four-fifteen. We’ll go to him first. His house is



on Chelsea Embankment. Then we might take the Sainsbury Seale woman on our way to Amberiotis. I’d
prefer to know all we can before tackling our Greek friend. After that, I’d like a word or two with the
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American who, according to you “looked like murder”.
Hercule Poirot shook his head.
‘Not murder—toothache.’

‘All the same, we’ll see this Mr Raikes. His conduct was queer to say the least of it. And we’ll check up
on Miss Nevill’s telegramand on her auntand on her young man. In fact, we’ll check up on everything and
everybody!’

VIII

Alistair Blunt had never loomed large in the public eye. Possibly because he was himself a very quiet and
retiring man. Possibly because for many years he had functioned as a Prince Consort rather than as a
King.

Rebecca Sanseverato,née Arnholt, came to London a disillusioned woman of forty-five. On either side
she came of the Royalty of wealth. Her mother was an heiress of the European family of Rothersteins.
Her father was the head of the great American banking house of Arnholt. Rebecca Arnholt, owing to the
calamitous deaths of two brothers and a cousin in an air accident, was sole heiress to immense wealth.
She married a European aristocrat with a famous name, Prince Felipe di Sanseverato. Three years later
she obtained a divorce and custody of the child of the marriage, having spent two years of wretchedness
with a well-bred scoundrel whose conduct was notorious. A few years later her child died.

Embittered by her sufferings, Rebecca Arnholt turned her undoubted brains to the business of
finance—the aptitude for it ran in her blood. She associated herself with her father in banking.

After his death she continued to be a powerful figure in the financial world with her immense holdings.
She came to London—and a junior partner of the London house was sent to Claridge’s to see her with
various documents. Six months later the world was electrified to hear that Rebecca Sanseverato was
marrying Alistair Blunt, a man nearly twenty years younger than herself.

There were the usual jeers—and smiles. Rebecca, her friends said, was really an incurable fool where
men were concerned! First Sanseverato—now this young man. Of course he was only marrying her for
her money. She was in for a second disaster! But to everyone’s surprise the marriage was a success. The
people who prophesied that Alistair Blunt would spend her money on other women were wrong. He
remained quietly devoted to his wife. Even after her death, ten years later, when as inheritor of her vast
wealth he might have been supposed to cut loose, he did not marry again. He lived the same quiet and
simple life. His genius for finance had been no less than his wife’s. His judgements and dealings were
sound—his integrity above question. He dominated the vast Arnholt and Rotherstein interests by his
sheer ability.

He went very little into society, had a house in Kent and one in Norfolk where he spent
week-ends—not with gay parties, but with a few quiet stodgy friends. He was fond of golf and played
moderately well. He was interested in his garden.

This was the man towards whom Chief Inspector Japp and Hercule Poirot were bouncing along in a
somewhat elderly taxi.



The Gothic House was a well-known feature on Chelsea Embankment. Inside it was luxurious with an
expensive simplicity. It was not very modern but it was eminently comfortable.

Alistair Blunt did not keep them waiting. He came to them almost at once.
‘Chief Inspector Japp?’
Japp came forward and introduced Hercule Poirot. Blunt looked at him with interest.

‘I know your name, of course, M. Poirot. And surely—somewhere—quite recently—’ he paused,
frowning.

Poirot said:
“This morning, Monsieur, in the waiting-room ofce pauvre M. Morley .’
Alistair Blunt’s brow cleared. He said:

‘Of course. I knew I had seen you somewhere.” He turned to Japp. “What can I do for you? [ am
extremely sorry to hear about poor Morley.’

“You were surprised, Mr Blunt?’

“Very surprised. Of course I knew very little about him, but I should have thought him a most unlikely
person to commit suicide.’

‘He seemed in good health and spirits then, this morning?’

‘I think so—yes.” Alistair Blunt paused, then said with an almost boyish smile: “To tell you the truth, I'm
a most awful coward about going to the dentist. And I simply hate that beastly drill thing they run into
you. That’s why I really didn’t notice anything much. Not till it was over, you know, and I got up to go.
But I must say Morley seemed perfectly natural then. Cheerful and busy.’

“You have been to him often?’

‘I think this was my third or fourth visit. I’'ve never had much trouble with my teeth until the last year.
Breaking up, I suppose.’

Hercule Poirot asked:
‘Who recommended Mr Morley to you originally?’
Blunt drew his brows together in an effort of concentration.

‘Let me see now—I had a twinge—somebody told me Morley of Queen Charlotte Street was the man
to go to—no, I can’t for the life of me remember who it was. Sorry.’

Poirot said:

‘If it should come back to you, perhaps you will let one of us know?’



Alistair Blunt looked at him curiously.

He said:

‘I will—certainly. Why? Does it matter?”’

‘I have an idea,’ said Poirot, ‘that it might matter very much.’

They were going down the steps of the house when a car drew up in front of it. It was a car of sporting
build—one of those cars from which it is necessary to wriggle from under the wheel in sections.

The young woman who did so appeared to consist chiefly of arms and legs. She had finally dislodged
herself as the men turned to walk down the street.

The girl stood on the pavement looking after them. Then, suddenly and vigorously, she ejaculated, ‘Hi!’

Not realizing that the call was addressed to them, neither man turned, and the girl repeated: ‘Hi! Hi! You
there!’

They stopped and looked round inquiringly. The girl walked towards them. The impression of arms and
legs remained. She was tall, thin, and her face had an intelligence and aliveness that redeemed its lack of
actual beauty. She was dark with a deeply tanned skin.

She was addressing Poirot:

‘I know whoyou are—you’re the detective man, Hercule Poirot!” Her voice was warm and deep, with a
trace of American accent.

Poirot said:

‘At your service, Mademoiselle.’
Her eyes went on to his companion.
Poirot said:

‘Chief Inspector Japp.’

Her eyes widened—almost it seemed with alarm. She said, and there was a slight breathlessness in her
voice:

‘What have you been doing here? Nothing—nothing has happened to Uncle Alistair, has it?’
Poirot said quickly:

‘Why should you think so, Mademoiselle?’

‘It hasn’t? Good.’

Japp took up Poirot’s question.



‘Why should you think anything had happened to Mr Blunt, Miss—’
He paused inquiringly.
The girl said mechanically:

‘Olivera. Jane Olivera.” Then she gave a slight and rather unconvincing laugh. ‘Sleuths on the doorstep
rather suggest bombs in the attic, don’t they?’

‘There’s nothing wrong with Mr Blunt, I'm thankful to say, Miss Olivera.’
She looked directly at Poirot.
‘Did he call you in about something?’

Japp said:

‘Wecalled onhim , Miss Olivera, to see if he could throw any light on a case of suicide that occurred this
morning.’

She said sharply:
‘Suicide? Whose? Where?’
‘A Mr Morley, a dentist, of 58, Queen Charlotte Street.’

‘Oh!” said Jane Olivera blankly. ‘Oh!—’ She started ahead of her, frowning. Then she said
unexpectedly:

‘Oh, but that’s absurd!” And turning on her heel she left them abruptly and without ceremony, running up
the steps of the Gothic House and letting herself in with a key.

‘Well!” said Japp, staring after her, ‘that’s an extraordinary thing to say.’
‘Interesting,” observed Poirot mildly.
Japp pulled himself together, glanced at his watch and hailed an approaching taxi.

‘We’ll have time to take the Sainsbury Seale on our way to the Savoy.’

IX

Miss Sainsbury Seale was in the dimly lit lounge of the Glengowrie Court Hotel having tea.

She was flustered by the appearance of a police officer in plain clothes—but her excitement was of a

pleasurable nature, he observed. Poirot noticed, with sorrow, that she had not yet sewn the buckle on
her shoe.

‘Really, officer,” fluted Miss Sainsbury Seale, glancing round, ‘I really don’t know where we could go to



be private. So difficult—just tea-time—but perhaps you would care for some tea—and—and your
friend—’

‘Not for me, Madam,’ said Japp. ‘This is M. Hercule Poirot.’

‘Really?’ said Miss Sainsbury Seale. ‘Then perhaps—you’re sure—you won’t either of you have tea?
No. Well, perhaps we might try the drawing-room, though that’s very often full—Oh, I see, there is a
corner over there—in the recess. The people are just leaving. Shall we go there—’

She led the way to the comparative seclusion of a sofa and two chairs in an alcove. Poirot and Japp
followed her, the former picking up a scarf and a handkerchief that Miss Sainsbury Seale had shed en
route.

He restored them to her.

‘Oh, thank you—so careless of me. Now please, Inspector—No, Chief Inspector, isn’t it?—doask me
anything you like. So distressing, the whole business. Poor man—I suppose he had something on his
mind? Such worrying times we live in!’

‘Did he seem to you worried, Miss Sainsbury Seale?’

‘Well— Miss Sainsbury Seale reflected, and finally said unwillingly:

‘I can’t really say, you know, that hedid ! But then perhaps I shouldn’t notice—not under the
circumstances . I’'m afraid I'm rather acoward , you know.” Miss Sainsbury Seale tittered a little and
patted her bird’s-nest-like curls.

‘Can you tell us who else was in the waiting-room while you were there?’

‘Now let me see—there was just one young man there when I went in. I think he was in pain because he
was muttering to himself and looking quite wild and turning over the leaves of a magazine just anyhow.
And then suddenly he jumped up and went out. Reallyacute toothache he must have had.’

“You don’t know whether he left the house when he went out of the room?”’

‘I don’t know at all. I imagined he just felt he couldn’t wait any longer andmust see the dentist. But it
couldn’t have been Mr Morley he was going to, because the boy came in and took me up to Mr Morley
only a few minutes later.’

‘Did you go into the waiting-room again on your way out?’

‘No. Because, you see, I’d already put on my hat and straightened my hair up in Mr Morley’s room.
Some people,” went on Miss Sainsbury Seale, warming to her subject, ‘take off their hatsdownstairs in
the waiting-room, but Inever do. A most distressing thing happened to a friend of mine who did that. It
was a new hat and she put it very carefully on a chair, and when she came down, would you believe it,a
child had sat on it and squashed it flat. Ruined! Absolutely ruined!’

‘A catastrophe,’ said Poirot politely.

‘I blame the mother entirely,” said Miss Sainsbury Seale judicially. ‘Mothers should keep an eye on their
children. The little dears do not mean any harm, but they have to bewatched .’



Japp said:

“Then this young man with toothache was the only other patient you noticed at 58, Queen Charlotte
Street.’

‘A gentleman came down the stairs and went out just as [ went up to Mr Morley—Oh! and I
remember—a verypeculiar looking foreigner cameout of the house just as I arrived.’

Japp coughed. Poirot said with dignity:
‘That was I, Madame.’

‘Oh dear!” Miss Sainsbury Seale peered at him. ‘So it was! Do forgive—so short-sighted—and very
dark here, isn’t it?” She tailed off into incoherencies. ‘And really, you know, I flatter myself that I have a
very good memory for faces. But the light hereis dim, isn’t it? Do forgive my most unfortunate mistake!’

They soothed the lady down, and Japp asked:

“You are quite sure Mr Morley didn’t say anything such as—for instance—that he was expecting a
painful interview this morming? Anything of that kind?’

‘No, indeed, I’'m sure he didn’t.’

‘He didn’t mention a patient by the name of Amberiotis?’

‘No, no. He really said nothing—except, I mean, the things that dentistshave to say.’

Through Poirot’s mind there ran quickly: ‘Rinse. Open a little wider, please. Now close gently.’

Japp had proceeded to his next step. It would possibly be necessary for Miss Sainsbury Seale to give
evidence at the inquest.

After a first scream of dismay, Miss Sainsbury Seale seemed to take kindly to the idea. A tentative
inquiry from Japp produced Miss Sainsbury Seale’s whole life history.

She had, it seemed, come from India to England six months ago. She had lived in various hotels and
boarding-houses and had finally come to the Glengowrie Court which she liked very much because of its
homely atmosphere; in India she had lived mostly in Calcutta where she had done Mission work and had
also taught elocution.

‘Pure, well-enunciated English—most important, Chief Inspector. You see,” Miss Sainsbury Seale
simpered and bridled, ‘as a girl I was on the stage. Oh! only in small parts, you know. The provinces!
But I had great ambitions. Repertory. Then I went on a world tour—Shakespeare, Bernard Shaw.” She
sighed. ‘The trouble with us poor women isheart —at the mercy of ourhearts . A rash impulsive marriage.
Alas! we parted almost immediately. I—I had been sadly deceived. I resumed my maiden name. A friend
kindly provided me with a little capital and I started my elocution school. I helped to found a very good
amateur dramatic society. I must show you some of our notices.’

Chief Inspector Japp knew the dangers ofthat | He escaped, Miss Sainsbury Seale’s last words being:
‘and if, by any chance, my nameshould be in the papers—as a witness at the inquest, I mean—youwill be



sure that it is spelt right. Mabelle Sainsbury Seale—Mabelle spelt M.A.B.E.L.L.E, and Seale S.E.A.L.E.
And, of course, if theydid care to mention that I appeared inAs You Like It at the Oxford Repertory
Theatre—’

‘Of course, of course.” Chief Inspector Japp fairly fled.

In the taxi, he sighed and wiped his forehead.

‘If it’s ever necessary, we ought to be able to check up onher all right,” he observed, ‘unless it wasall
lies—but that Idon’t believe!’

Poirot shook his head. ‘Liars,” he said, ‘are neither so circumstantial nor so inconsequential.’
Japp went on:

‘I was afraid she’d jib at the inquest—most middle-aged spinsters do—but her having been an actress
accounts for her being eager. Bit of limelight for her!”

Poirot said:
‘Do you really want her at the inquest?’

‘Probably not. It depends.” He paused and then said: ‘I’'m more than ever convinced, Poirot. This wasn’t
suicide .’

‘And the motive?’
‘Has us beat for the moment. Suppose Morley once seduced Amberiotis’ daughter?’

Poirot was silent. He tried to visualize Mr Morley in the role of seducer to a luscious-eyed Greek
maiden, but failed lamentably.

He reminded Japp that Mr Reilly had said his partner had had no joy of living.

Japp said vaguely: ‘Oh well, you never know what may happen on a cruise!” and he added with
satisfaction, ‘We shall know better where we stand when we’ve talked to this fellow.’

They paid off the taxi and entered the Savoy.

Japp asked for Mr Amberiotis.

The clerk looked at them rather oddly. He said:

‘Mr Amberiotis? I'm sorry, sir, I’'m afraid you can’t see him.’

‘Oh, yes, I can, my lad,” Japp said grimly. He drew the other a little aside and showed him his
credentials.

The clerk said:

“You don’t understand, sir.Mr Amberiotis died half an hour ago .



To Hercule Poirot it was as though a door had gently but firmly shut.

Five, Six,
Picking up Sticks

|

Twenty-four hours later Japp rang Poirot up. His tone was bitter.
‘Wash-out! The whole thing!’

‘What do you mean, my friend?’

‘Morley committed suicide all right. We’ve got the motive.’
‘What was it?’

‘I’ve just had the doctor’s report on Amberiotis’ death. I won’t give you the official jargon but in plain
English he died as a result of an overdose of adrenaline and novocaine. It acted on his heart,
understand, and he collapsed. When the wretched devil said he was feeling bad yesterday afternoon, he
was just speaking the truth. Well, there you are! Adrenaline and procaine is the stuff dentists inject into
your gum—Iocal anasthetic. Morley made an error, injected an overdose, and then after Amberiotis left,
he realized what he had done, couldn’t face the music and shot himself.’

‘With a pistol he was not known to possess?’ queried Poirot.

‘Hemay have possessed it all the same. Relations don’t know everything. You’d be surprised
sometimes, the things theydon’t know!’

‘That is true, yes.’

Japp said:

‘Well, there you are. It’s a perfectly logical explanation of the whole thing.’
Poirot said:

“You know, my friend, it does not quite satisfy me. It is true that patients have been known to react
unfavourably to these local anasthetics. Adrenaline idiosyncrasy is well known. In combination with
procaine toxic effects have followed quite small doses.But the doctor or dentist who employed the drug
does not usually carry his concern as far as killing himself!’

“Yes, but you’re talking of cases where the employment of the anaesthetic was normal. In that case no
particular blame attaches to the surgeon concerned. It is the idiosyncrasy of the patient that has caused
death. But in this case it’s pretty clear that there was a definite overdose. They haven’t got the exact
amount yet—these quantitive analyses seem to take a month of Sundays—but it was definitely more than
the normal dose. That means that Morley must have made a mistake.’

‘Even then,” said Poirot, ‘itwas a mistake. It would not be a criminal matter.’



‘No, but it wouldn’t do him any good in his profession. In fact, it would pretty well ruin him. Nobody’s
going to go to a dentist who’s likely to shoot lethal doses of poison into you just because he happens to
be a bit absent-minded.’

‘It was a curious thing to do, I admit.’

“These things happen—they happen to doctors—they happen to chemists...Careful and reliable for
years, and then—one moment’s inattention—and the mischief’s done and the poor devils are for it.
Morley was a sensitive man. In the case of a doctor, there’s usually a chemist or a dispenser to share the
blame—or to shoulder it altogether. In this case Morley was solely responsible.’

Poirot demurred.

‘Would he not have left some message behind him? Saying what he had done? And that he could not
face the consequences? Something of that kind? Just a word for his sister?’

‘No, as I see it, he suddenly realized what had happened—and just lost his nerve and took the quickest
way out.’

Poirot did not answer.
Japp said:

‘I know you, old boy. Once you’ve got your teeth into a case of murder, you like it tobe a case of
murder! [ admit I’m responsible for setting you on the track this time. Well, I made a mistake. I admit it
freely.’

Poirot said:
‘I still think, you know, that there might be another explanation.’

‘Plenty of other explanations, I dare say. I’ve thought of them—but they’re all too fantastic. Let’s say
that Amberiotis shot Morley, went home, was filled with remorse and committed suicide, using some stuff
he’d pinched from Morley’s surgery. If you thinkthat’s likely,I think it’s damnedun likely. We’ve got a
record of Amberiotis at the Yard. Quite interesting. Started as a little hotel-keeper in Greece, then he
mixed himself up in politics. He’s done espionage work in Germany and in France—and made very
pretty little sums of money. But he wasn’t getting rich quick enough that way, and he’s believed to have
done a spot or two of blackmail. Not a nice man, our Mr Amberiotis. He was out in India last year and is
believed to have bled one of the native princes rather freely. The difficult thing has been ever to prove
anything against him. Slippery as an eel! There is another possibility. He might have been blackmailing
Morley over something or other. Morley, having a golden opportunity, plugs an overdose of adrenaline
and novocaine into him, hoping that the verdict will be an unfortunate accident—adrenaline
idiosyncrasy—something of that sort. Then, after the man’s gone away Morley gets a fit of remorse and
does himself in. That’s possible, of course, but I can’t somehow see Morley as a deliberate murderer.
No, I’'m pretty sure it was what I first said—a genuine mistake, made on a morning when he was
overworked. We’ll have to leave it at that, Poirot. I’ve talked to the A.C. and he’s quite clear on it.’

‘I see,” said Poirot, with a sigh. ‘I see...’

Japp said kindly:



‘I know what you feel, old boy. But you can’t have a nice juicy murderevery time! So long. All I can say
by way of apology is the old phrase: “Sorry you have been troubled!””

He rang off.

I

Hercule Poirot sat at his handsome modern desk. He liked modern furniture. Its squareness and solidity
were more agreeable to him than the soft contours of antique models.

In front of him was a square sheet of paper with neat headings and comments. Against some of them
were query marks.

First came:

Amberiotis. Espionage. In England for that purpose? Was in India last year. During period of riots and
unrest. Could be a Communist agent.

There was a space, and then the next heading:

Frank Carter? Morley thought him unsatisfactory. Was discharged from his employment recently. Why?

After that came a name with merely a question mark:

Howard Raikes?

Next came a sentence in inverted commas.

‘But that’s absurd!’???

Hercule Poirot’s head was poised interrogatively. Outside the window a bird was carrying a twig to
build its nest. Hercule Poirot looked rather like a bird as he sat there with his egg-shaped head cocked to
one side.

He made another entry a little farther down:

Mr Barnes?

He paused and then wrote:

Morley’s office? Mark on carpet. Possibilities.

He considered that last entry for some time.

Then he got up, called for his hat and stick and went out.

I

Three-quarters of an hour later Hercule Poirot came out of the underground station at Ealing Broadway



and five minutes after that he had reached his destination—No. 88, Castlegardens Road.

It was a small semi-detached house, and the neatness of the front garden drew an admiring nod from
Hercule Poirot.

‘Admirably symmetrical,” he murmured to himself.

Mr Barnes was at home and Poirot was shown into a small, precise dining-room and here presently Mr
Barnes came to him.

Mr Barnes was a small man with twinkling eyes and a nearly bald head. He peeped over the top of his
glasses at his visitor while in his left hand he twirled the card that Poirot had given the maid.

He said in a small, prim, almost falsetto voice:

‘Well, well, M. Poirot? I am honoured, I am sure.’

“You must excuse my calling upon you in this informal manner,” said Poirot punctiliously.

‘Much the best way,” said Mr Barnes. ‘And the time is admirable, too. A quarter to seven—very sound
time at this period of the year for catching anyone at home.” He waved his hand. ‘Sit down, M. Poirot.
I’ve no doubt we’ve got a good deal to talk about. 58, Queen Charlotte Street, I suppose?’

Poirot said:

“Y ou suppose rightly—but why should you suppose anything of the kind?’

‘My dear sir,” said Mr Barnes, ‘I’ve been retired from the Home Office for sometime now—but [’ve
not gonequite rusty yet. If there’s any hush-hush business, it’s far better not to use the police. Draws
attention to it all!’

Poirot said:

‘I will ask yet another question. Why should you suppose this is a hush-hush business?”’

‘Isn’t it?” asked the other. ‘Well, if it isn’t, in my opinion it ought to be.” He leant forward and tapped
with his pince-nez on the arm of the chair. ‘In Secret Service work it’s never the little fry you want—it’s
the big bugs at the top—but to get them you’ve got to be careful not to alarm the little fry.’

‘It seems to me, Mr Barnes, that you know more than I do,” said Hercule Poirot.

‘Don’t know anything at all,” replied the other, ‘just put two and two together.’

‘One of those two being?’

‘Amberiotis,” said Mr Barnes promptly. “You forget I sat opposite him in the waiting-room for a minute
or two.He didn’t knowme . I was always an insignificant chap. Not a bad thing sometimes. But I knew

him all right—and I could guess what he was up to over here.’

‘Which was?’



Mr Barnes twinkled more than ever.

‘We’re very tiresome people in this country. We’re conservative, you know, conservative to the
backbone. We grumble a lot, but we don’t really want to smash our democratic government and try
new-fangled experiments. That’s what’s so heart-breaking to the wretched foreign agitator who’s
working full time and over! The whole trouble is—from their point of view—that we reallyare , as a
country, comparatively solvent. Hardly any other country in Europe is at the moment! To upset
England—really upset it—you’ve got to play hell with its finance—that’s what it comes to! And you can’t
play hell with its finance when you’ve got men like Alistair Blunt at the helm.’

Mr Barnes paused and then went on:

‘Blunt is the kind of man who in private life would always pay his bills and live within his
income—whether he’d got twopence a year or several million makes no difference. He is that type of
fellow. And he just simply thinks that there’s no reason why acountry shouldn’t be the same! No costly
experiments. No frenzied expenditure on possible Utopias. That’s why’—he paused—*that’s why
certain people have made up their minds that Blunt must go.’

‘Ah,’ said Poirot.
Mr Barnes nodded.

‘Yes,” he said. ‘I know what I’'m talking about. Quite nice people some of ’em. Long-haired,
earnest-eyed, and full of ideals of a better world. Others not so nice, rather nasty in fact. Furtive little rats
with beards and foreign accents. And another lot again of the Big Bully type. But they’ve all got the same
idea: Blunt Must Go!”

He tilted his chair gently back and forward again.

‘Sweep away the old order! The Tories, the Conservatives, the Diehards, the hard-headed suspicious
Business Men, that’s the idea. Perhaps these people are right—Idon’t know—>but I know one
thing—you’ve got to have something to put in place of the old order—something that will work—not just
something thatsounds all right. Well, we needn’t go into that. We are dealing with concrete facts, not
abstract theories. Take away the props and the building will come down. Blunt is one of the props of
Things as They Are.’

He leaned forward.

“They’re out after Blunt all right. That Iknow . And it’s my opinion that yesterday morningthey nearly got
him . I may be wrong—but it’s been tried before. The method, I mean.’

He paused and then quietly, circumspectly, he mentioned three names. An unusually able Chancellor of
the Exchequer, a progressive and far-sighted manufacturer, and a hopeful young politician who had
captured the public fancy. The first had died on the operating table, the second had succumbed to an
obscure disease which had been recognized too late, the third had been run down by a car and killed.

‘It’s very easy,” said Mr Barnes. ‘The anasthetist muffed the giving of the anasthetic—well, that does
happen. In the second case the symptoms were puzzling. The doctor was just a well-meaning G.P.,
couldn’t be expected to recognize them. In the third case, anxious mother was driving car in a hurry to
get to her sick child. Sob stuff—the jury acquitted her of blame!’



He paused:

‘All quite natural. And soon forgotten. But I’ll just tell youwhere those three people are now . The
anzsthetist is set up on his own with a first-class research laboratory—no expense spared. That G.P. has
retired from practice. He’s got a yacht, and a nice little place on the Broads. The mother is giving all her
children a first-class education, ponies to ride in the holidays, nice house in the country with a big garden
and paddocks.’

He nodded his head slowly.

‘In every profession and walk of life there issomeone who is vulnerable to temptation. The trouble in our
case is that Morleywasn’t I’

“You think it was like that?’ said Hercule Poirot.
Mr Barnes said:

‘I do. It’s not easy to get at one of these big men, you know. Theyre fairly well protected. The car stunt
is risky and doesn’t always succeed. But a man is defenceless enough in a dentist’s chair.’

He took off his pince-nez, polished them and put them on again. He said:
“That’s my theory!Morley wouldn’t do the job . He knew too much, though, so they had to put him out.’
‘They?’ asked Poirot.

‘When I saythey —I mean the organization that’s behind all this. Only one person actually did the job, of
course.’

“Which person?’

‘Well, I could make a guess,” said Mr Barnes, ‘but it’s only a guess and I might be wrong.’

Poirot said quietly: ‘Reilly?’

‘Of course! He’s the obvious person. I think that probably they never asked Morley to do the job
himself . What hewas to do, was to turn Blunt over to his partner at the last minute. Sudden illness,
something of that sort. Reilly would have done the actual business—and there would have been another
regrettable accident—death of a famous banker—unhappy young dentist in court in such a state of dither
and misery that he would have been let down light. He’d have given up dentistry afterwards—and settled
down somewhere on a nice income of several thousands a year.’

Mr Barnes looked across at Poirot.

‘Don’t think I’'m romancing,’ he said. ‘These things happen.’

‘Yes, yes, [ know they happen.’

Mr Barnes went on, tapping a book with a lurid jacket that lay on a table close at hand: ‘I read a lot of

these spy yarns. Fantastic, some of them. But curiously enoughthey’re not any more fantastic than the real
thing . Thereare beautiful adventuresses, and dark sinister men with foreign accents, and gangs and



international associations and super crooks! I’d blush to see some of the thingsI know set down in
print—nobody would believe them for a minute!’

Poirot said:
‘In your theory,where does Amberiotis come in ?’

‘I’m not quite sure. Ithink he was meant to take the rap. He’s played a double game more than once and
I dare say he was framed. That’s only an idea, mind.’

Hercule Poirot said quietly:

‘Granting that your ideas are correct—what will happen next?’

Mr Barnes rubbed his nose.

‘They’ll try to get him again,” he said. ‘Oh, yes. They’ll have another try. Time’s short. Blunt has got
people looking after him, I dare say. They’ll have to be extra careful. It won’t be a man hiding in a bush
with a pistol. Nothing so crude as that. You tell ’em to look out for the respectable people—the
relations, the old servants, the chemist’s assistant who makes up a medicine, the wine merchant who sells
him his port. Getting Alistair Blunt out of the way is worth a great many millions, and it’s wonderful what
people will do for—say a nice little income of four thousand a year!’

‘As much as that?’

‘Possibly more...’

Poirot was silent a moment, then he said:

‘I have had Reilly in mind from the first.’

‘Irish? LR.A.?’

‘Not that so much, but there was a mark, you see, on the carpet, as though the body had been dragged
along it. But if Morley had been shot by a patient he would be shot in the surgery and there would be no
need to move the body. That is why, from the first, I suspected that he had been shot, not in the surgery,
but in his office—next door. That would mean that it was not a patient who shot him, but some member
of his own household.’

‘Neat,” said Mr Barnes appreciatively.

Hercule Poirot got up and held out a hand.

‘Thank you,’ he said. “You have helped me a great deal.’

1A%

On his way home, Poirot called in at the Glengowrie Court Hotel.

As aresult of that visit he rang Japp up very early the following morning.



‘Bonjour, mon ami. The inquest is today, is it not?’
‘It is. Are you going to attend?’

‘I do not think so.’

‘It won’t really be worth your while, I expect.’

‘Are you calling Miss Sainsbury Seale as a witness?’

‘The lovely Mabelle—why can’t she just spell it plain Mabel. These women get my goat! No, I’'m not
calling her. There’s no need.’

“You have heard nothing from her?’
‘No, why should I?
Hercule Poirot said:

‘I wondered, that was all. Perhaps it may interest you to learn that Miss Sainsbury Seale walked out of
the Glengowrie Court Hotel just before dinner the night before last—and did not come back.’

‘What? She’s hooked it?’

“That is a possible explanation.’

‘But why should she? She’s quite all right, you know. Perfectly genuine and above-board. I cabled
Calcutta about her—that was before I knew the reason for Amberiotis’ death, otherwise I shouldn’t have
bothered—and I got the reply last night. Everything O.K. She’s been known there for years, and her
whole account of herself is true—except that she’s slurred over her marriage a bit. Married a Hindu
student and then found he’d got a few attachments already. So she resumed her maiden name and took
to good works. She’s hand and glove with the missionaries—teaches elocution, and helps in amateur
dramatic shows. In fact, what I call a terrible woman—but definitely above suspicion of being mixed up
in a murder. Andnow you say she’s walked out on us! I can’t understand it.” He paused a minute and
then went on doubtfully: ‘Perhaps she just got fed up with that hotel? I could have easily.’

Poirot said:

‘Her luggage is still there. She took nothing with her.’

Japp swore.

‘When did she go?’

‘About a quarter-to-seven.’

‘What about the hotel people?’

‘They’re very upset. Manageress looked quite distraught.’



‘Why didn’t they report to the police?’

‘Because,mon cher , supposing that a lady does happen to stay out for a night (however unlikely it may
seem from her appearance) she will be justifiably annoyed by finding on her return that the police have
been called in. Mrs Harrison, the manageress in question, called up various hospitals in case there had
been an accident. She was considering notifying the police when I called. My appearance seemed to her
like an answer to a prayer. I charged myself with everything, and explained that I would enlist the help of
a very discreet police officer.’

“The discreet police officer being yours truly, I suppose?’
“You suppose rightly.’
Japp groaned:

‘All right. I’ll meet you at the Glengowrie Court Hotel after the inquest.’

\%

Japp grumbled as they were waiting for the manageress.

‘What does the woman want to disappear for?’

‘It is curious, you admit?’

They had no time for more.

Mrs Harrison, proprietor of the Glengowrie Court, was with them.

Mrs Harrison was voluble and almost tearful. She was so worried about Miss Sainsbury Seale. What
could have happened to her? Rapidly she went over every possibility of disaster. Loss of memory,
sudden illness, haemorrhage, run down by an omnibus, robbery and assault—

She paused at last for breath, murmuring:
‘Such a nice type of woman—and she seemed so happy and comfortable here.’

She took them, at Japp’s request, up to the chaste bedroom occupied by the missing lady. Everything
was neat and orderly. Clothes hung in the wardrobe, nightclothes were folded ready on the bed, in a
corner were Miss Sainsbury Seale’s two modest suitcases. A row of shoes stood under the
dressing-table—some serviceable Oxfords, two pairs of rather meretricious glacé fancy shoes with court
heels and ornament with bows of leather, some plain black satin evening shoes, practically new, and a
pair of moccasins. Poirot noted that the evening shoes were a size smaller than the day ones—a fact that
might be put down to corns or to vanity. He wondered whether Miss Sainsbury Seale had found time to
sew the second buckle on her shoe before she went out. He hoped so. Slovenliness in dress always
annoyed him.

Japp was busy looking through some letters in a drawer of the dressing-table. Hercule Poirot gingerly
pulled open a drawer of the chest of drawers. It was full of underclothing. He shut it again modestly,
murmuring that Miss Sainsbury Seale seemed to believe in wearing wool next to the skin, and opened



another drawer which contained stockings.

Japp said:

‘Got anything, Poirot?’

Poirot said sadly, as he dangled a pair: ‘Ten inch, cheap shiny silk, price probably two-and-eleven.’
Japp said:

“You’re not valuing for probate, old boy. Two letters here from India, one or two receipts from
charitable organizations, no bills. Most estimable character, our Miss Sainsbury Seale.’

‘But very little taste in dress,” said Poirot sadly.

‘Probably thought dress wordly.” Japp was noting down an address from an old letter dated two months
back.

‘These people may know something about her,” he said. ‘Address up Hampstead way. Sound as though
they were fairly intimate.’

There was nothing more to be gleaned at the Glengowrie Court Hotel except the negative fact that Miss
Sainsbury Seale had not seemed excited or worried in any way when she went out, and it would appear
that she had definitely intended to return since on passing her friend Mrs Bolitho in the hall, she had called
out:

‘After dinner I will show you that Patience I was telling you about.’

Moreover, it was the custom at the Glengowrie Court to give notice in the dining-room if you intended to
be out for a meal. Miss Sainsbury Seale had not done so. Therefore it seemed clear that she had
intended returning for dinner which was served from seven-thirty to eight-thirty.

But she had not returned. She had walked out into the Cromwell Road and disappeared.
Japp and Poirot called at the address in West Hampstead which had headed the letter found.

It was a pleasant house and the Adams were pleasant people with a large family. They had lived in India
for many years and spoke warmly of Miss Sainsbury Seale. But they could not help.

They had not seen her lately, not for a month, not in fact since they came back from their Easter
holidays. She had been staying then at a hotel near Russell Square. Mrs Adams gave Poirot the address
of it and also the address of some other Anglo-Indian friends of Miss Sainsbury Seale’s who lived in
Streatham.

But the two men drew a blank in both places. Miss Sainsbury Seale had stayed at the hotel in question,
but they remembered very little about her and nothing that could be of any help. She was a nice quiet
lady and had lived abroad. The people in Streatham were no help either. They had not seen Miss
Sainsbury Seale since February.

There remained the possibility of an accident, but that possibility was dispelled too. No hospital had
admitted any casualty answering to the description given.



Miss Sainsbury Seale had disappeared into space.

V1

On the following morning, Poirot went to the Holborn Palace Hotel and asked for Mr Howard Raikes.

By this time it would hardly have surprised him to hear that Mr Howard Raikes, too, had stepped out
one evening and had never returned.

Mr Howard Raikes, however, was still at the Holborn Palace and was said to be breakfasting.

The apparition of Hercule Poirot at the breakfast table seemed to give Mr Howard Raikes doubtful
pleasure.

Though not looking so murderous as in Poirot’s disordered recollection of him, his scowl was still
formidable—he stared at his uninvited guest and said ungraciously:

‘What the hell?

“You permit?’

Hercule Poirot drew a chair from another table.

Mr Raikes said:

‘Don’t mind me! Sit down and make yourself at home!”’
Poirot smiling availed himself of the permission.

Mr Raikes said ungraciously:

‘Well, what do you want?’

‘Do you remember me at all, Mr Raikes?’

‘Never set eyes on you in my life.’

‘There you are wrong. You sat in the same room with me for at least five minutes not more than three
days ago.’

‘I can’t remember every one I meet at some God-damned party or other.’
‘It was not a party,” said Poirot. ‘It was a dentist’s waiting-room.’

Some swift emotion flashed into the young man’s eyes and died again at once. His manner changed. It
was no longer impatient and casual. It became suddenly wary. He looked across at Poirot and said:

‘Well!”



Poirot studied him carefully before replying. He felt, quite positively, that this was indeed a dangerous
young man. A lean hungry face, an aggressive jaw, the eyes of a fanatic. It was a face, though, that
women might find attractive. He was untidily, even shabbily dressed, and he ate with a careless
voraciousness that was, so the man watching him thought, significant.

Poirot summed him up to himself.

‘It is a wolf with ideas. ..’

Raikes said harshly:

“What the hell do you mean—coming here like this?’

‘My visit is disagreeable to you?’

‘I don’t even know who you are.’

‘I apologize.’

Dexterously Poirot whipped out his card case. He extracted a card and passed it across the table.

Again that emotion that he could not quite define showed upon Mr Raikes’ lean face. It was not fear—it
was more aggressive than fear. After it, quite unquestionably, came anger.

He tossed the card back.
‘So that’s who you are, is it? I’ve heard of you.’
‘Most people have,” said Hercule Poirot modestly.

“You’re a private dick, aren’t you? The expensive kind. The kind people hire when money is no
object—when it’s worth paying anything in order to save their miserable skins!’

‘If you do not drink your coffee,” said Hercule Poirot, ‘it will get cold.’
He spoke kindly and with authority.

Raikes stared at him.

‘Say, just what kind of an insect are you?’

“The coffee in this country is very bad anyway— said Poirot.

‘I’ll say it is,” agreed Mr Raikes with fervour.

‘But if you allow it to get cold it is practically undrinkable.’

The young man leant forward.

‘What are you getting at? What’s the big idea in coming round here?’



Poirot shrugged his shoulders.

‘I wanted to—see you.’

‘Oh yes?’ said Mr Raikes sceptically.
His eyes narrowed.

‘If it’s the money you’re after, you’ve come to the wrong man! The people I’'m in with can’t afford to
buy what they want. Better go back to the man who pays your salary.’

Poirot said, sighing:
‘Nobody has paid me anything—yet.’
‘“You’re telling me,” said Mr Raikes.

‘It is the truth,” said Hercule Poirot. ‘I am wasting a good deal of valuable time for no recompense
whatsoever. Simply, shall we say, to assuage my curiosity.’

‘And I suppose,” said Mr Raikes, ‘you were just assuaging your curiosity at that darned dentist’s the
other day.’

Poirot shook his head. He said:

“You seem to overlook the most ordinary reason for being in a dentist’s waiting-room—which is that
one is waiting to have one’s teeth attended to.’

‘So that’s what you were doing?” Mr Raikes’ tone expressed contemptuous unbelief. ‘Waiting to have
your teeth seen to?’

‘Certainly.’

“You’ll excuse me if [ say [ don’t believe it.”

‘May I ask then, Mr Raikes, whatyou were doing there?’

Mr Raikes grinned suddenly. He said:

‘Got you there! I was waiting to have my teeth seen to also.’

“You had perhaps the toothache?’

‘That’s right, big boy.’

‘But all the same, you went away without having your teeth attended to?’
‘What if I did? That’s my business.’

He paused—then he said, with a quick savagery of tone: ‘Oh, what the hell’s the use of all this slick
talking? You were there to look after your big shot. Well, he’s all right, isn’t he? Nothing happened to



your precious Mr Alistair Blunt. You’ve nothing on me.’

Poirot said:

‘Where did you go when you went so abruptly out of the waiting-room?’

‘Left the house, of course.’

‘Ah!’ Poirot looked up at the ceiling.

‘But nobody saw you leave, Mr Raikes.’

‘Does that matter?’

‘It might. Somebody died in that house not long afterwards, remember.’

Raikes said carelessly:

‘Oh, you mean the dentist fellow.’

Poirot’s tone was hard as he said:

“Yes, I mean the dentist fellow.’

Raikes stared. He said:

“You trying to pin that on me? Is that the game? Well, you can’t do it. I’ve just read the account of the
inquest yesterday. The poor devil shot himself because he’d made a mistake with a local anzsthetic and

one of his patients died.’

Poirot went on unmoved: ‘Can you prove that you left the house when you say you did? Is there anyone
who can say definitely where you were between twelve and one?’

The other’s eyes narrowed.
“So youare trying to pin it on me? I suppose Blunt put you up to this?’
Poirot sighed. He said:

“You will pardon me, but it seems an obsession with you—this persistent harping on Mr Alistair Blunt. I
am not employed by him, I never have been employed by him. I am concerned, not with his safety, but
with the death of a man who did good work in his chosen profession.’

Raikes shook his head.

‘Sorry,” he said, ‘I don’t believe you. You’re Blunt’s private dick all right.” His face darkened as he
leaned across the table. ‘But you can’t save him, you know. He’s got to go—he and everything he stands
for! There’s got to be a new deal—the old corrupt system of finance has got to go—this cursed net of
bankers all over the world like a spider’s web. They’ve got to be swept away. I’ve nothing against Blunt
personally—but he’s the type of man I hate. He’s mediocre—he’s smug. He’s the sort you can’t move
unless you use dynamite. He’s the sort of man who says, “You can’t disrupt the foundations of



civilization.” Can’t you, though? Let him wait and see! He’s an obstruction in the way of Progress and
he’s got to be removed. There’s no room in the world today for men like Blunt—men who hark back to
the past—men who want to live as their fathers lived or even as their grandfathers lived! You’ve got a lot
of them here in England—crusted old diehards—useless, worn-out symbols of a decayed era. And, my
God, they’ve got to go! There’s got to be a new world. Do you get me—a new world, see?”’

Poirot sighed and rose. He said:

‘I see, Mr Raikes, that you are an idealist.’

‘What if [ am?’

“Too much of an idealist to care about the death of a dentist.’

Mr Raikes said scornfully:

“What does the death of one miserable dentist matter?’

Hercule Poirot said:

‘It does not matter to you. It matters to me. That is the difference between us.’

VIl

Poirot arrived home to be informed by George that a lady was waiting to see him.
‘She is—ahem—a little nervous, sir,” said George.

Since the lady had given no name Poirot was at liberty to guess. He guessed wrong, for the young
woman who rose agitatedly from the sofa as he entered was the late Mr Morley’s secretary, Miss Gladys
Nevill.

‘Oh, dear, M. Poirot. I amso sorry to worry you like this—and really I don’t know how I had the
courage to come—I’m afraid you’ll think it very bold of me—and I’m sure I don’t want to take up your
time—I know what time means to a busy professional man—but really I have been so unhappy—only I
dare say you will think it all a waste of time—"

Profiting by a long experience of the English people, Poirot suggested a cup of tea. Miss Nevill’s
reaction was all that could be hoped for.

‘Well, really, M. Poirot, that’svery kind of you. Not that it’s so very long since breakfast, but one can
always do with a cup of tea, can’t one?’

Poirot, who could always do without one, assented mendaciously. George was instructed to this effect,
and in a miraculously short time Poirot and his visitor faced each other across a tea-tray.

‘I must apologize to you,” said Miss Nevill, regaining her aplomb under the influence of the beverage,
‘but as a matter of fact the inquest yesterday upset me a good deal.’

‘I’m sure it must have done,” said Poirot kindly.



“There was no question of my giving evidence, or anything likethat . But I felt somebodyought to go with
Miss Morley. Mr Reilly was there, of course—but I meant awoman . Besides, Miss Morley doesn’tlike
Mr Reilly. So I thought it was my duty to go.’

‘That was very kind of you,’ said Poirot encouragingly.

‘Oh, no, I just felt Ihad to. You see, I have worked for Mr Morley for quite a number of years
now—and the whole thing was a great shock to me—and of course the inquest made it worse—"’

‘I’m afraid it must have done.’

Miss Nevill leaned forward earnestly.

‘But it’s all wrong, M. Poirot. It really is all wrong.’
‘What is wrong, Mademoiselle?’

‘Well, it just couldn’t have happened—not the way they make out—giving a patient an overdose in
injecting the gum, I mean.’

“You think not.’

‘I’m sure about it. Occasionally patients do suffer ill effects, but that is because they are physiologically
unfit subjects—their heart action isn’t normal. But I’m sure that an overdose is a very rare thing. You see
practitioners get so into the habit of giving the regulation amount that it is absolutely mechanical—they’d
give the right dose automatically.’

Poirot nodded approvingly. He said:

“That is what I thought myself, yes.’

‘It’s so standardized, you see. It’s not like a chemist who is making up different amounts the whole time,
or multiplying dosage where an error might creep in through inattention. Or a doctor who writes a great
many different prescriptions. But a dentist isn’t like that at all.”

Poirot asked:

“You did not ask to be allowed to make these observations in the Coroner’s Court?’

Gladys Nevill shook her head. She twisted her fingers uncertainly.

“You see,” she broke out at last, ‘I was afraid of—of making things worse. Of coursel know that Mr
Morley wouldn’t do such a thing—but it might make people think that he had done it deliberately.’

Poirot nodded.
Gladys Nevill said:

“That’s why I came to you, M. Poirot. Because with you it—it wouldn’t beofficial in any way. But I do
thinksomebody ought to know how—howunconvincing the whole thing is!’



‘Nobody wants to know,” said Poirot.

She stared at him, puzzled.

Poirot said:

‘I should like to know a little more about that telegram you received, summoning you away that day.’

‘Honestly, I don’t know what to think about that, M. Poirot. It does seem so queer. You see, it must
have been sent by someone who knew all about me—and Aunt—where she lived and everything.’

‘Yes, it would seem as though it must have been sent by one of your intimate friends, or by someone
who lived in the house and knew all about you.’

‘None of my friends would do such a thing, M. Poirot.’
“You have no ideas yourself on the subject?’
The girl hesitated. She said slowly:

‘Just at first, when I realized that Mr Morley had shot himself, I wondered ithe could possibly have sent
it

“You mean, out of consideration for you, to get you out of the way?’

The girl nodded.

‘But that really seemed a fantastic idea, even if hehad got the idea of suicide in his mind that morning. It’s
really very odd. Frank—my friend, you know—was quite absurd at first about it. He accused me of
wanting to go off for the day with somebody else—as though I would do such a thing.’

‘Is there somebody else?’

‘No, of course there isn’t. But Frank has been so different lately—so moody and suspicious. Really, you
know, it was losing his job and not being able to get another. Just hanging about is so bad for a man. I've
been very worried about Frank.’

‘He was upset, was he not, to find you had gone away that day?’

“Yes, you see, he came round to tell me he had got a new job—a marvellous job—ten pounds a week.
And he couldn’t wait. He wanted me to know right away. And I think he wanted Mr Morley to know,
too, because he’d been very hurt at the way Mr Morley didn’t appreciate him, and he suspected Mr
Morley of trying to influence me against him.’

‘Which was true, was it not?’

‘Well, yes, it was, in away ! Of course, Frankhas lost a good many jobs and he hasn’t been, perhaps,
what most people would call verysteady . But it will be different now. I think one can do so much by
influence, don’t you, M. Poirot? If a man feels a woman expects a lot of him, he tries to live up to her
ideal of him.



Poirot sighed. But he did not argue. He had heard many hundreds of women produce that same
argument, with the same blithe belief in the redeeming power of a woman’s love. Once in a thousand
times, he supposed, cynically, itmight be true.

He merely said:

‘I should like to meet this friend of yours.’

‘I’d love to have you meet him, M. Poirot. But just at present Sunday is his only free day. He’s away in
the country all the week, you see.’

‘Ah, on the new job. What is the job, by the way?’

‘Well, I don’t exactly know, M. Poirot. Something in the secretarial line, I imagine. Or some government
department. [ know I have to send letters to Frank’s London address and they get forwarded.’

“That is a little odd, is it not?’

‘Well, I thought so—but Frank says it is often done nowadays.’
Poirot looked at her for a moment or two without speaking.
Then he said deliberately:

‘Tomorrow is Sunday, is it not? Perhaps you would both give me the pleasure of lunching with me—at
Logan’s Corner House? I should like to discuss this sad business with you both.’

‘Well—thank you, M. Poirot. [—yes, I'm sure we’d like to lunch with you very much.’

VIII

Frank Carter was a fair young man of medium height. His appearance was cheaply smart. He talked
readily and fluently. His eyes were set rather close together and they had a way of shifting uneasily from
side to side when he was embarrassed.

He was inclined to be suspicious and slightly hostile.

‘I"d no idea we were to have the pleasure of lunching withyou , M. Poirot. Gladys didn’t tell me anything
about it.’

He shot her a rather annoyed glance as he spoke.

‘It was only arranged yesterday,’ said Poirot, smiling. ‘Miss Nevill is very upset by the circumstances of
Mr Morley’s death and I wondered if we put our heads together—’

Frank Carter interrupted him rudely.

‘Morley’s death? I'm sick of Morley’s death! Why can’t you forget him, Gladys? There wasn’t anything
so wonderful about him thatl can see.’



‘Oh, Frank, I don’t think you ought to saythat . Why, he left me a hundred pounds. I got the letter about
it last night.’

‘That’s all right,” admitted Frank grudgingly. ‘But after all, why shouldn’t he? He worked you like a
nigger—and who pocketed all the fat fees? Why, he did!”’

‘Well, of course he did—he paid me a very good salary.’

‘Not according tomy ideas! You’re too humble altogether, Gladys, my girl, you let yourself be put upon,
you know.I sized Morley up all right. You know as well as I do that he tried his best to get you to give
me the chuck.’

‘He didn’t understand.’

‘He understood all right. The man’s dead now—otherwise I can tell you I’d have given him a piece of
my mind.’

“You actually came round to do so on the morning of his death, did you not?” Hercule Poirot inquired
gently.

Frank Carter said angrily:

‘Who’s been saying so?’

“You did come round, did you not?’

‘What if I did? I wanted to see Miss Nevill here.’

‘But they told you she was away.’

“Yes, and that made me pretty suspicious, I can tell you. I told that red-headed oaf I’d wait and see
Morley myself. This business of putting Gladys against me had gone on long enough. I meant to tell
Morley that, instead of being a poor unemployed rotter, I’d landed a good job and that it was about time
Gladys handed in her notice and thought about her trousseau.’

‘But you did not actually tell him so?’

‘No, I got tired of waiting in that dingy mausoleum. [ went away.’

‘What time did you leave?’

‘I can’t remember.’

‘What time did you arrive then?’

‘I don’t know. Soon after twelve, I should imagine.’

‘And you stayed half an hour—or longer—or less than half an hour?’

‘I don’t know, I tell you. I’'m not the sort of chap who’s always looking at a clock.’



‘Was there anyone in the waiting-room while you were there?”’

‘There was an oily fat bloke when I went in, but he wasn’t there long. After that [ was alone.’

‘Then you must have left before half-past twelve—for at that time a lady arrived.’

‘Dare say I did. The place got on my nerves as I tell you.’

Poirot eyed him thoughtfully.

The bluster was uneasy—it did not ring quite true. And yet that might be explained by mere nervousness.

Poirot’s manner was simple and friendly as he said:

‘Miss Nevill tells me that you have been very fortunate and have found a very good job indeed.’

“The pay’s good.’

‘Ten pounds a week, she tells me.’

‘That’s right. Not too dusty, is it? Shows I can pull it off when I set my mind to it.’

He swaggered a little.

“Yes, indeed. And the work is not too arduous?’

Frank Carter said shortly:

‘Not too bad.’

‘And interesting?’

‘Oh, yes, quite interesting. Talking of jobs, I’ve always been interested to know how you private
detectives go about things? I suppose there’s not much of the Sherlock Holmes touch really, mostly
divorce nowadays?’

‘I do not concern myself with divorce.’

‘Really? Then I don’t see how you live.’

‘I manage, my friend, [ manage.’

‘But you’re right at the top of the tree, aren’t you, M. Poirot?’ put in Gladys Nevill. ‘Mr Morley used to
say so. I mean you’re the sort of person Royalty calls in, or the Home Office or Duchesses.’

Poirot smiled upon her.

“You flatter me,’ he said.



IX
Poirot walked home through the deserted streets in a thoughtful frame of mind.
When he got in, he rang up Japp.

‘Forgive my troubling you, my friend, but did you ever do anything in the matter of tracing that telegram
that was sent to Gladys Nevill?’

‘Still harping on the subject? Yes, we did, as a matter of fact. There was a telegram and—rather
clever—the aunt lives at Richbourne in Somerset. The telegram was handed in at Richbarn—you know,
the London suburb.’

Hercule Poirot said appreciatively:

“That was clever—yes, that was clever. If the recipient happened to glance at where the telegram was
handed in, the word would look sufficiently like Richbourne to carry conviction.’

He paused.

‘Do you know what I think, Japp?’

‘Well?

“There are signs of brains in this business.’

‘Hercule Poirot wants it to be murder, so it’s got to be murder.’
‘How do you explain that telegram?’

‘Coincidence. Someone was hoaxing the girl.’

‘Why should they?’

‘Oh, my goodness, Poirot, why do people do things? Practical jokes, hoaxes. Misplaced sense of
humour, that’s all.’

‘And somebody felt like being funny just on the day that Morley was going to make a mistake over an
injection.’

‘There may have been a certain amount of cause and effect. Because Miss Nevill was away, Morley
was more rushed than usual and consequently was more likely to make a mistake.’

‘I am still not satisfied.’

‘I dare say—but don’t you see where your view is leading you? If anybody got la Nevill out of the way,
it was probably Morley himself. Making his killing of Amberiotis deliberate and not an accident.’

Poirot was silent. Japp said:



“You see?’
Poirot said:
‘Amberiotis might have been killed in some other way.’

‘Not he. Nobody came to see him at the Savoy. He lunched up in his room. And the doctors say the
stuff was definitely injected, not taken by mouth—it wasn’t in the stomach. So there you are. It’s a clear
case.’

“That is what we are meant to think.’
‘The A.C. is satisfied anyway.’
‘And he is satisfied with the disappearing lady?’

‘The Case of the Vanishing Seal? No, I can tell you, we’re still working on that. That woman’s got to be
somewhere. You just can’t walk out into the street and disappear.’

‘She seems to have done so.’

‘For the moment. But she must be somewhere, alive or dead, and I don’t think she is dead.’
‘Why not?’

‘Because we’d have found her body by now.’

‘Oh, my Japp, do bodies always come to light so soon?’

‘I suppose you’re hinting thatshe’s been murdered now and that we’ll find her in a quarry, cut up in little
pieces like Mrs Ruxton?’

‘After all,mon ami , youdo have missing persons who are not found.’

‘Very seldom, old boy. Lots of women disappear, yes, but we usually find ’em, all right. Nine times out
of ten it’s a case of good old sex. They’re somewhere with a man. But I don’t think it could be that with

our Mabelle, do you?’

‘One never knows,’ said Poirot cautiously. ‘But I do not think it likely. So you are sure of finding her?’

‘We’ll find her all right. We’re publishing a description of her to the Press and we’re roping in the
B.B.C’

‘Ah,’ said Poirot, ‘I fancy that may bring developments.’
‘Don’t worry, old boy. We’ll find your missing beauty for you—woollen underwear and all.’
He rang off.

George entered the room with his usual noiseless tread. He set down on a little table a steaming pot of
chocolate and some sugar biscuits.



‘Will there be anything else, sir?’

‘I am in great perplexity of mind, Georges.’

‘Indeed, sir? I am sorry to hear it.’

Hercule Poirot poured himself out some chocolate and stirred his cup thoughtfully.

George stood deferentially waiting, recognizing the signs. There were moments when Hercule Poirot
discussed his cases with his valet. He always said that he found George’s comments singularly helpful.

“You are aware, no doubt, Georges, of the death of my dentist?’

‘Mr Morley, sir? Yes, sir. Very distressing, sir. He shot himself, I understand.’
‘That is the general understanding. If he did not shoot himself, he was murdered.’
“Yes, sir.’

“The question is, if he was murdered, who murdered him?”’

‘Quite so, sir.’

‘There are only a certain number of people, Georges, whocould have murdered him. That is to say the
people who were actually in, orcould have been in , the house at the time.’

‘Quite so, sir.’

‘Those people are: a cook and housemaid, amiable domestics and highly unlikely to do anything of the
kind. A devoted sister, also highly unlikely, but who does inherit her brother’s money such as it
was—and one can never entirely neglect the financial aspect. An able and efficient partner—no motive
known. A somewhat bone-headed page-boy addicted to cheap crime stories. And lastly, a Greek
gentleman of somewhat doubtful antecedents.’

George coughed.

‘These foreigners, sir—’

‘Exactly. I agree perfectly. The Greek gentleman is decidedly indicated. But you see, Georges, the
Greek gentleman also died and apparently it was Mr Morley who killed him—whether by intention or as

the result of an unfortunate error we cannot be sure.’

‘It might be, sir, that they killed each other. I mean, sir, each gentleman had formed the idea of doing the
other gentleman in, though of course each gentleman was unaware of the other gentleman’s intention.’

Hercule Poirot purred approvingly.
‘Very ingenious, Georges. The dentist murders the unfortunate gentleman who sits in the chair, not

realizing that the said victim is at that moment meditating exactly at what moment to whip out his pistol. It
could, of course, be so but it seems to me, Georges, extremely unlikely. And we have not come to the



end of our list yet. There are still two other people who might possibly have been in the house at the given
moment. Every patient, before Mr Amberiotis, was actually seen to leave the house with the exception of
one—a young American gentleman. He left the waiting-room at about twenty minutes to twelve, but no
one actually saw him leave the house. We must therefore count him as a possibility. The other possibility
is a certain Mr Frank Carter (nota patient) who came to the house at a little after twelve with the intention
of seeing Mr Morley. Nobody sawhim leave, either. Those, my good Georges, are the facts; what do
you think of them?’

‘At what time was the murder committed, sir?’

‘If the murder was committed by Mr Amberiotis, it was committed at any time between twelve and
five-and-twenty past. If by somebody else, it was committedafter twenty-five minutes past twelve, as
otherwise Mr Amberiotis would have noticed the corpse.’

He looked encouragingly at George.

‘Now, my good Georges, what have you to say about the matter?”’

George pondered. He said:

‘It strikes me, sir—’

‘Yes, Georges?’

“You will have to find another dentist to attend to your teeth in future, sir.’

Hercule Poirot said:

“You surpass yourself, Georges. That aspect of the matter had not as yet occurred to me!”

Looking gratified, George left the room.

Hercule Poirot remained sipping his chocolate and going over the facts he had just outlined. He felt
satisfied that they were as he had stated them. Within that circle of persons was the hand that had actually
done the deed—no matter whose the inspiration had been.

Then his eyebrows shot up as he realized that the list was incomplete. He had left out one name.

And no one must be left out—not even the most unlikely person.

There had been one other person in the house at the time of the murder.

He wrote down:

‘MrBarnes .’

X

George announced:



‘A lady to speak to you on the telephone, sir.’

A week ago, Poirot had guessed wrongly the identity of a visitor. This time his guess was right.
He recognized her voice at once.

‘M. Hercule Poirot?’

‘Speaking.’

“This is Jane Olivera—MTr Alistair Blunt’s niece.’

“Yes, Miss Olivera.’

‘Could you come to the Gothic House, please? There is something I feel you ought to know.’
‘Certainly. What time would be convenient?’

‘At six-thirty, please.’

‘I will be there.’

For a moment the autocratic note wavered:

‘I—I hope I am not interrupting your work?’

‘Not at all. I was expecting you to call me.’

He put down the receiver quickly. He moved away from it smiling. He wondered what excuse Jane
Olivera had found for summoning him.

On arrival at the Gothic House he was shown straight into the big library overlooking the river. Alistair
Blunt was sitting at the writing-table playing absent-mindedly with a paper-knife. He had the slightly

harassed look of a man whose womenfolk have been too much for him.

Jane Olivera was standing by the mantelpiece. A plump middle-aged woman was speaking fretfully as
Poirot entered—*‘and I really thinkmy feelings should be considered in the matter, Alistair.’

“Yes, Julia, of course, of course.’

Alistair Blunt spoke soothingly as he rose to greet Poirot.

‘And if you’re going to talk horrors I shall leave the room,” added the good lady.

‘I should, mother,’ said Jane Olivera.

Mrs Olivera swept from the room without condescending to take any notice of Poirot.
Alistair Blunt said:

‘It’s very good of you to come, M. Poirot. You’ve met Miss Olivera, I think? It was she who sent for



you—’

Jane said abruptly:

‘It’s about this missing woman that the papers are full of. Miss Something Seale.’

‘Sainsbury Seale? Yes?’

Jane turned once more to Poirot.

‘It’s such a pompous name, that’s why I remember. Shall I tell him, or will you, Uncle Alistair?’

‘My dear, it’s your story.’

Jane turned once more to Poirot.

‘It mayn’t be important in the least—but I thought you ought to know.’

‘Yes?

‘It was the last time Uncle Alistair went to the dentist’s—I don’t mean the other day—I mean about
three months ago. I went with him to Queen Charlotte Street in the Rolls and it was to take me on to
some friends in Regent’s Park and come back for him. We stopped at 58, and Uncle got out, and just as
he did, a woman came out of 58—a middle-aged woman with fussy hair and rather arty clothes. She
made a bee-line for Uncle and said (Jane Olivera’s voice rose to an affected squeak): “Oh, Mr Blunt,
you don’t rememberme , 'msure !”” Well, of course, I could see by Uncle’s face that hedidn’t remember
her in the slightest—’

Alistair Blunt sighed.

‘I never do. People are always saying it—’

‘He put on his special face,” went on Jane. ‘I know it well. Kind of polite and make-believe. It wouldn’t
deceive a baby. He said in a most unconvincing voice: “Oh—er—of course.” The terrible woman went
on: “I was agreat friend of your wife’s, you know!””’

‘They usually say that, too,” said Alistair Blunt in a voice of even deeper gloom.

He smiled rather ruefully.

‘It always ends the same way! A subscription to something or other. I got off this time with five pounds
to a Zenana Mission or something. Cheap!”

‘Had she really known your wife?’
‘Well, her being interested in Zenana Missions made me think that, if so, it would have been in India. We
were there about ten yours ago. But, of course, she couldn’t have been a great friend or I’d have known

about it. Probably met her once at a reception.’

Jane Olivera said:



‘I don’t believe she’d ever met Aunt Rebecca at all. I think it was just an excuse to speak to you.’
Alistair Blunt said tolerantly:

‘Well, that’s quite possible.’

Jane said:

‘I mean, I think it’squeer the way she tried to scrape an acquaintance with you, Uncle.’
Alistair Blunt said with the same tolerance:

‘She did not try to follow it up in any way?’

Blunt shook his head.

‘I never thought of her again. I’d even forgotten her name till Jane spotted it in the paper.’
Jane said a little unconvincingly:

‘Well,I thought M. Poirot ought to be told!’

Poirot said politely:

‘Thank you, Mademoiselle.’

He added:

‘I must not keep you, Mr Blunt. You are a busy man.’

Jane said quickly:

‘I’ll come down with you.’

Under his moustaches, Hercule Poirot smiled to himself.

On the ground floor, Jane paused abruptly. She said:

‘Come in here.’

They went into a small room off the hall.

She turned to face him.

‘What did you mean on the telephone when you said that you had been expecting me to call you?’
Poirot smiled. He spread out his hands.

‘Just that, Mademoiselle. I was expecting a call from you—and the call came.’

“You mean that you knew I’d ring up about this Sainsbury Seale woman.’



Poirot shook his head.

‘That was only the pretext. You could have found something else if necessary.’

Jane said:
‘Why the hellshould I call you up?’

‘Why should you deliver this titbit of information about Miss Sainsbury Seale tome instead of giving it to
Scotland Yard? That would have been the natural thing to do.’

‘All right, Mr Know All, how much exactlydo you know?’

‘I know that you are interested in me since you heard that I paid a visit to the Holborn Palace Hotel the
other day.’

She went so white that it startled him. He had not believed that that deep tan could change to such a
greenish hue.

He went on, quietly and steadily:

“You got me to come here today because you wanted to pump me—that is the expression, is it
not?—yes, topump me on the subject of Mr Howard Raikes.’

Jane Olivera said:
‘Who’s he, anyway?’
It was not a very successful parry.

Poirot said:

“You do not need to pump me, Mademoiselle. I will tell you what I know—or rather what I guessed.
That first day that we came here, Inspector Japp and I, you were startled to see us—alarmed. You
thought something had happened to your uncle. Why?”’

‘Well, he’s the kind of man things might happen to. He had a bomb by post one day—after the
Herjoslovakian Loan. And he gets lots of threatening letters.’

Poirot went on:

‘Chief Inspector Japp told you that a certain dentist, Mr Morley, had been shot. You may recollect your
answer. You said: “But that’s absurd.”

Jane bit her lip. She said:
‘Did I? That was rather absurd of me, wasn’t it?’

‘It was a curious remark, Mademoiselle. It revealed that you knew of the existence of Mr Morley, that
you had rather expected something to happen—not to happen to him—but possibly to happen in his



house.’

“You do like telling yourself stories, don’t you?’

Poirot paid no attention.

“You had expected—or rather you had feared—that something might happen at Mr Morley’s house.
You had feared that that something would have happened to your uncle. But if so,you must know
something that we did not know . I reflected on the people who had been in Mr Morley’s house that day,
and I seized at once on the one person who might possibly have a connection with you—which was that
young American, Mr Howard Raikes.’

‘It’s just like a serial, isn’t it? What’s the next thrilling instalment?’

‘I went to see Mr Howard Raikes. He 1s a dangerous and attractive young man—’

Poirot paused expressively.

Jane said meditatively:

‘He is, isn’t he?” She smiled. ‘All right! You win! I was scared stift.’

She leaned forward.

‘I’'m going to tell you things, M. Poirot. You’re not the kind one can just string along. I’d rather tell you
than have you snooping around finding out. I love that man, Howard Raikes. I'm just crazy about him.
My mother brought me over here just to get me away from him. Partly that and partly because she hopes
Uncle Alistair might get fond enough of me to leave me his money when he dies.’

She went on:

‘Mother is his niece by marriage. Her mother was Rebecca Arnholt’s sister. He’s my great-uncle-in-law.
Only he hasn’t got any near relatives of his own, so mother doesn’t see why we shouldn’t be his
residuary legatees. She cadges off him pretty freely too.

“You see, 'm being frank with you, M. Poirot. That’s the kind of people we are. Actually we’ve got
plenty of money ourselves—an indecent amount according to Howard’s ideas—but we’re not in Uncle
Alistair’s class.’

She paused. She struck with one hand fiercely on the arm of her chair.

‘How can I make you understand? Everything I’ve been brought up to believe in, Howard abominates
and wants to do away with. And sometimes, you know, I feel like he does. I'm fond of Uncle Alistair,
but he gets on my nerves sometimes. He’s sostodgy —so British—so cautious and conservative. I feel
sometimes that he and his kindought to be swept away, that they are blocking progress—that without
them we’d get thingsdone !’

‘You are a convert to Mr Raikes’ ideas?’

‘I am—and I’m not. Howard is—is wilder than most of his crowd. There are people, you know,
who—who agree with Howard up to a point. They would be willing to—to try things—if Uncle Alistair



andhis crowd would agree. But they never will! They just sit back and shake their heads and say: “We
could never risk that.” And “It wouldn’t be sound economically.” And “We’ve got to consider our
responsibility.” And “Look at history.” But I think that onemustn’t look at history. That’s looking back.
One must lookforward all the time.’

Poirot said gently:

‘It is an attractive vision.’

Jane looked at him scornfully.

“You say that too!”

‘Perhaps because I am old.Their old men have dreams —only dreams, you see.’

He paused and then asked in a matter-of-fact voice:

‘Why did Mr Howard Raikes make that appointment in Queen Charlotte Street?’

‘Becausel wanted him to meet Uncle Alistair and I couldn’t see otherwise how to manage it. He’d been
so bitter about Uncle Alistair—so full of—well, hate really, that I felt if he could only see him—see what
a nice kindly unassuming person he was—that—that he would feel differently...I couldn’t arrange a
meeting here because of mother—she would have spoilt everything.’

Poirot said:

‘But after having made that arrangement, you were—afraid.’

Her eyes grew wide and dark. She said:

‘Yes. Because—because—sometimes Howard gets carried away. He—he—’

Hercule Poirot said:

‘He wants to take a short cut. To exterminate—’

Jane Olivera cried: ‘Don’t!’

Seven, Eight,
Lay them Straight

I

Time went on. It was over a month since Mr Morley’s death, and there was still no news of Miss
Sainsbury Seale.

Japp became increasingly wrathful on the subject.

‘Dash it all, Poirot, the woman’s got to besomewhere .’



‘Indubitably,mon cher .’

‘Either she’d dead or alive. If she’s dead, where’s her body? Say, for instance, she committed
suicide—’

‘Another suicide?’

‘Don’t let’s get back to that.You still say Morley was murdered—Isay it was suicide.’
“You haven’t traced the pistol?’

‘No, it’s a foreign make.’

‘That is suggestive, is it not?’

‘Not in the way you mean. Morley had been abroad. He went on cruises, he and his sister. Everybody
in the British Isles goes on cruises. He may have picked it up abroad. They like to feel life’s dangerous.’

He paused and said:

‘Don’t sidetrack me. I was saying thatif—only if, mind you—that blasted woman committed suicide, if
she’d drowned herself for instance, the body would have come ashore by now. If she was murdered, the
same thing.’

‘Not if a weight was attached to her body and it was put into the Thames.’

‘From a cellar in Limehouse, I suppose! You’re talking like a thriller by a lady novelist.’

‘I know—I know. I blush when I say these things!”

‘And she was done to death by an international gang of crooks, I suppose?’

Poirot sighed. He said:

‘I have been told lately that there really are such things.’

‘Who told you so?’

‘Mr Reginald Barnes of Castlegarden Road, Ealing.’

“Well, he might know,’ said Japp dubiously. ‘He dealt with aliens when he was at the Home Office.’

‘And you do not agree?’

‘It isn’t my branch—oh yes, thereare such things—but they’re rather futile as a rule.’

There was a momentary silence as Poirot twirled his moustache.

Japp said:

‘We’ve got one or two additional bits of information. She came home from India on the same boat as



Amberiotis. But she was second class and he was first, so I don’t suppose there’s anything in that,

although one of the waiters at the Savoy thinks she lunched there with him about a week or so before he
died.’

‘So there may have been a connection between them?’

“There may be—but I can’t feel it’s likely. I can’t see a Missionary lad