And Then There Were None

AGATHA CHRISTIE

CHAPTER 1

IN THE CORNER of afirg-class smoking carriage, Mr. Justice Wargrave,
latdy retired from the bench, puffed at acigar and ran an interested eye
through the palitica newsin the Times.

Helaid the paper down and glanced out of the window. They were running now

through Somerset. He glanced at his watch-another two hoursto go. Hewent
over in hismind al that had appeared in the papers about Indian Idand.

There had beenitsorigind purchase by an American millionaire who was crazy
about yachting-and an account of the luxurious modern house he had built on

this littleidand off the Devon coast. The unfortunate fact thet the new

thirdwife of the American millionaire was abad sailor had led to the

subsequent putting  up of the house and idand for sdle. Various glowing

advertissments of it had appeared in the papers. Then camethefirst bald

satement that it had been bought-by a Mr. Owen. After that the rurnours

of the gossip writers had started. Indian Idand had reglly been bought by

Miss Gabridle Turl, the Hollywood film  star! She wanted to spend some

monthstherefreefrom dl publicity! Busy Beehad hinted delicately that



it wasto be an abode for Roydty?? Mr. Merryweather had had it whispered

to him that it had been bought for ahoneymoon-Y oung Lord L-- hed
surrendered to Cupid at last! Jonas knew for afact that it had been

purchased by the Admirdty with aview to carrying out some very hush hush
experiments

Definitely, Indian Idand was news

From his pocket Mr. Justice Wargrave drew out aletter. The handwriting was

practicdly illegible but words here and there stood out with unexpected
clarity. Dearest Lawrence. . . such yearssince | heard anything of you
... must come tolIndianldand. . .the most enchanting place. .. so
muchtotak over.. .old days...communion with Nature. . . bask
insunshine. . . 12.40 from Paddington . . . meet you at Oakbridge. . .
and his correspondent signed hersdlf with
aflourish hisever Congtance Culmington.

Mr. Justice Wargrave cast back in his mind to remember when exactly he had
last seen Lady Constance Culmington. It must be seven -no, eight years ago.
Shehad then been going to Italy to bask in the sun and be a one with
Nature and the contaditd. Later, he had heard, she had proceeded to Syria
where she proposed to bask in yet stronger sun and live a one with Nature
and the bedouin. Congtance Culmington, he reflected to himsdlf, was exactly
the sort of woman who would buy anidand and surround hersdlf with
mystery! Nodding hishead in gentle gpprova of hislogic, Mr. Justice

Wargrave alowed hishead to nod. He dept. . . .
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VeraClaythorne, in athird-class carriage with five other travelersin

it, leaned her head back and shut her eyes. How hot it wastravelling by
tran to-day! It would be niceto get to the seal Redlly agresat piece of

luck getting this job. When you wanted a holiday post it nearly dways
meant looking after a swarm of children-secretaria holiday posts were much
more difficult to get. Even the agency hadn't held out much hope.

And then the letter had come.

"I have received your name from the Skilled Women's Agency together with
their recommendetion. | understand they know you personaly. | shall be
gladto pay you the sdary you ask and shall expect you to take up your
dutieson August 8th. The trainisthe 12.40 from Paddington and you will

be met at Oakbridge station. | enclose five pound notesfor expenses.

Yourstruly,

Una Nancy Owen."

And at the top was the stamped address Indian Idand, Sticklehaven, Devon.

Indian Idand! Why, there had been nothing else in the paperslately! All

sortsof hints and interesting rumours. Though probably
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that was mostly untrue. But the house had certainly been built by a
millionaire and was said to be absolutely the last word in luxury.

VeraClaythorne, tired by arecent strenuous term at school, thought to
hersdf-"Being agames mistressin athird-class school isn't much of a
catch. school."

And then, with acold feding round her heart, she thought: "But I'm lucky
to haveeventhis. After al, people don't like a Coroner's Inquest, even
if the Coroner did acquit me of dl blame!"

He had even complimented her on her presence of mind and courage, she
remembered. For aninquest it couldn't have gone better. And Mrs. Hamilton
had been kindness itsdlf to her- Only Hugo(but she wouldn't think of Hugo!)

Suddenly, in spite of the heat in the carriage she shivered and wished she
wasn't goingtothesea. A picture rose clearly before her mind. Cyril's
head, bobbing up and down, swimming to therock. . . . Up and down-up and
down. ... And hersdf, svimming in easy practised strokes after him-
cleaving her way through the water but knowing, only too surely, that she
wouldn't beintime. ... The seaits degp warm blue-mornings spent lying
out on the sands-Hugo-Hugo who had said he loved her.

She must not think of Hugo. . . .

She opened her eyes and frowned across at the man opposite her. A tall man
with abrown face, light eyes set rather close together and an arrogant
amost crud  mouth.

She thought to hersdlf:



"I bet he's been to some interesting parts of the world and seen some

interesting things...."

.If only I could get ajob at some decent

Philip Lombard, summing up the girl oppositein amere flash of

his quick moving eyesthought to himsdf:

"Quite atractive-a bit schoolmistressy perhaps.

A cool customer, he should imagine-and one who could hold her

own-in love or war. Hed rather liketo takeheron. . . .

Hefrowned. No, cut out al that kind of stuff. Thiswas business. Hed got
to keep hismind onthejob.
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What exactly was up, he wondered? That little Jew had been damned
myserious. "Takeit or leaveit, Captain Lombard.”

He had said thoughtfully:

"A hundred guiness, eh?"

Hehad sad it in acasua way asthough a hundred guineas was nothing to
him. A hundred guineas when he wasliterally down to hislast square medl!
Hehad fancied, though, that thelittle Jew had not been deceived-that was
the damnable part about Jews, you couldn't decelve them about money-they

knewl



He had said in the same casud tone:

"And you can't give me any further information?"

Mr. Isaac Morris had shaken hislittle bald head very positively.

"No, Captain Lombard, the matter reststhere. It is understood by my client
that your reputation isthat of agood man in atight place. | an empowered
tohand you one hundred guineasin return for which you will travel to
Sticklehaven, Devon. The nearest gation is Oakbridge, you will be met
thereand motored to  Sticklehaven where amotor launch will convey you to

Indian Idand. Thereyou will hold yoursdf a the disposd of my client.”

Lombard had said abruptly:

"For how long?'

"Not longer than aweek at most."

Fingering his small moustache, Captain Lombard said:

"Y ou understand | can't undertake anything-illega ?'

He had darted avery sharp glance at the other as he had spoken. There had
been avery faint smile onthethick Semitic lips of Mr. Morrisashe
answered gravely:

"If anything illegdl is proposed, you will, of course, be at perfect
liberty to withdraw."

Damn the smooth little brute, he had smiled! It was as though he knew very
wdl that in Lombard's past actions legdity had not dways been asine qua
non. . Lombard'sown lipsparted inagrin.

By Jove, held sailed pretty near the wind once or twice! But held always
got away withit! Therewasn't much hedrew thelineat redly. . ..

No, there wasn't much held draw the fine at. He fancied that he was going

to enjoy himsdf at Indian Idand. . . .
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In anon-smoking carriage Miss Emily Brent sat very upright aswas her
custom. She was sixty-five and she did not gpprove of lounging. Her father,
aColond of theold school, had been particular about deportment.

The present generation was shamdesdy lax-in their carriage, and in every
other way.

Enveoped in an auraof righteousness and unyieding principles, Miss Brent
sat in her crowded third-class carriage and triumphed over its discomfort
andits heat. Every one made such afuss over things nowadays They wanted
injections before they had teeth pulled -they took drugsif they couldn't
deep-they wanted easy chairs and cushions and the girls allowed their
figuresto dop about anyhow and lay about haf naked on the beachesin
summer.

Miss Brent'slips set closely. She would like to make an example of certain

people.

She remembered last year's summer holiday. Thisyear, however, it would be
quite different. Indian Idand. . ..

Mentally she reread the letter which she had aready read so many times.



Dear Miss Brent,

| do hope you remember me? We were together at Bellhaven Guest Housein
Augugst some years ago, and we seemed to have so much in common.

| am starting a guest house of my own on an idand og the coast of Devon.
| think thereisredly an opening for aplace where thereisgood plain
cooking and a nice old-fashioned type of person. None of this nudity and
gramophones hdf the night. | shal bevery glad if you could see your way
to spending your summer  holiday on Indian Idand-quite free-as my guest.

Would early in August suit you? Perhaps the 81h.

Y ourssincerdly,

U.N. -

What was the name? The sgnature was rather difficult to read. Emily Brent

thought impatiently: " So many people write their Sgnatures quite

illegibly.”

~11

11
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She let her mind run back over the people at Bellhaven. She had been there

two summersrunning. There had been that nice middleaged woman-Mrs.-Mrs.-



now what was her name?-her father had been a Canon. And there had been a
Miss Olton-Ormen- No, surely it was Oliver! Yes-Oliver.

Indian Idand! There had been thingsin the paper about Indian Idand-
something about afilm star-or was it an American millionaire?

Of course often those places went very chegp-idands didn't suit everybody.
They thought the idea was romantic but when they cameto live there they
redlized the disadvantages and were only too glad to sdll.

Emily Brent thought to hersdf: "I shdl be getting afree holiday at any
rae” With her income so much reduced and so many dividends not being
paid, that was indeed something to take into consideration. If only she

could remember alittle more about Mrs.-or was it MissOliver?

General Macarthur looked out of the carriage window. Thetrain was just
coming into Exeter where he had to change. Damnable, these dow branch line
trand This place, Indian Idand, wasredly no distance a dl asthe
crow flies. He hadn't got it clear who thisfellow Owen was. A friend of
Spoof Leggard's, apparently-and of Johnny Dyer's.

-One or two of your old cronies are coming-would like to have atalk over
old times.

Wéll, hed enjoy achat about old times. HEd had afancy lately that
fdlows wererather fighting shy of him. All owing to that damned rumour!

By God, it was pretty hard-nearly thirty years ago now! Armitage had

taked, he supposed. Damned young pup! What did he know about it? Oh, well,



no good brooding about these things! One fancied things sometimes-fancied
afellow waslooking & you queerly. ThisIndian ISand now, hed be
interested to seeit. A lot of gossip flying about. Looked as though there

might be somethinginthe
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rumour that the Admiralty or the War Office or the Air Force had got hold
of it....

Y oung Elmer Robson, the American millionaire, had actualy built the place.

Spent thousands on it, so it was said. Every mortd luxury. . . .

Exeter! And an hour to wait! And he didn't want to wait. He wanted to get

on.

Dr. Armstrong was driving hisMorris across Salisbury Plain. Hewas very
tired. ... Successhad its penaties. There had been atime when he had
sa inhis consulting room in Harley Street, correctly apparelled,
surrounded with themost  up-to-date appliances and the most luxurious
furnishings and waited-waited through the empty daysfor hisventureto
succeed or fall. . . *

Wéll, it had succeeded! He'd been lucky! Lucky and skilful of course. He

wasa good man at hisjob-but that wasn't enough for success. Y ou had to



have luck as well. And held had it! An accurate diagnos's, a couple of
grateful women  patients-women with money and position-and word had got
about. "You ought totry Armstrong -quite ayoung man-but so clever- Pam
had been to al sorts of people for yearsand he put hisfinger on the

trouble a once!" The bal had started ralling.

And now Dr. Armstrong had definitdly arrived. His dayswere full. He had
litle leisure. And so, on this August morning, he was glad that he was
leaving London and going to be for some days on an idand off the Devon
coast. Not that it was exactly aholiday. Theletter he had received had
been rather vagueinitsterms, but there was nothing vague about the
accompanying cheque. A whacking fee. These Owens must berolling in money.
Somelittledifficulty, it seemed, ahusband who wasworried about his
wifée's health and wanted areport on it without her being darmed. She
wouldn't hear of seeing adoctor. Her nerves-

Nerves! The doctor's eyebrows went up. These women and their nerves! Well,
itwas good for business, after dl. Haf the women who consulted him had
nothing the matter with them but boredom, but they wouldn't thank you for
telling them so! And one could usudly find something.

198 MASTERPIECES OF MURDER

"A dightly uncommon condition of the-some long word-nothing &t dl
serious-but it just needs putting right. A smple treatment.”

Well, medicine was mostly faith-healing when it cametoit. And hehad a
good manner-he could ingpire hope and belief.

Lucky that hed managed to pull himsdf together in time after that



business ten-no, fifteen years ago. It had been anear thing, that! Hed
been goingto pieces. The shock had pulled him together. Hed cut out drink
atogether. By Jove, it had been anear thing though. . . .
With a devadtating ear-splitting blast on the hom an enormous Super Sports
Damain car rushed past him at eighty milesan hour. Dr. Armstrong nearly
went into the hedge. One of these young fools who tore round the country.

Hehated them. That had been anear shave, too. Damned young fool!

Tony Marston, roaring down into Mere, thought to himsdlf:

"The amount of cars crawling about the roadsis frightful. Always something
blocking your way. And they will drivein the middle of theroad! Pretty
hopeless driving in England, anyway. . . . Not like France where you really
couldletout. ..."

Should he stop here for adrink, or push on? Hegps of time! Only another
hundred milesand ahbit to go. Hed have agin and gingerbeer. Fizzing hot
day! Thisidand place ought to be rather good fun-if the westher lasted.
Who were these Owens, he wondered? Rich and stinking, probably. Badger was
rather good at nosing people like that out. Of course, he had to, poor old

chap, with nomoney of hisown. .

Hope they'd do one wdl in drinks. Never knew with these fellows who'd made
ther money and weren't born to it. Pity that story about Gabrielle Turl

having bought Indian Idand wasn't true. HEd like to have been in with

that film star crowd. Oh, well, he supposed there'd be afew girlsthere.



Coming out of the Hotdl, he stretched himsdlf, yawned, looked up at the
bluesky and climbed into the Damain.
Severd young women looked at him admiringly-his six feet of well-

proportioned body, hiscrisp hair, tanned face, and intensdaly blue eyes.
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Helet in the clutch with aroar and legpt up the narrow street. Old men
and errand boys jumped for safety. The latter looked after the car

admiringly. Anthony Marston proceeded on histriumphal progress.

Mr. Blorewasin the dow train from Plymouth. There was only one other
person in hiscarriage, an ederly seafaring gentleman with ableary eye.
At the present moment he had dropped off to deep.

Mr. Blore was writing carefully in alittle notebook.

"That'sthelot,” he muttered to himsdlf. "Emily Brent, Vera Claythorne,
Dr. Armsirong, Anthony Marston, old Justice Wargrave, Philip Lombard,
Generd Macarthur, C.M.G., D.S.O. Manservant and wife: Mr. and Mrs.
Rogers”" He closed the notebook and put it back in his pocket. He glanced
over a the comer and the dumbering man.

"Had one over the eight,” diagnosed Mr. Blore accurately.

He went over things carefully and conscientioudy in hismind.

"Job ought to be easy enough,” he ruminated. "Don't seehow | can dip up



onit. Hopel look al right."

He stood up and scrutinized himsdf anxioudy inthe glass. Theface
reflected therewas of adightly military cast with amoustache. There was
vay little expressioninit. The eyeswere grey and st rather close
together. "Might beaMgjor,” said Mr. Blore. "No, | forgot. There's that
oldmilitary gent. He'd spot me at once.

"South Africa," said Mr. Blore, "that's my line! None of these people have

anything to do with South Africa, and I've just been reading that travel
folder sol cantak about it dl right.”

Fortunately there were dl sorts and types of colonids. Asaman of means
from South Africa, Mr. Blorefelt that he could enter into any society
unchalenged. Indian Idand. He remembered Indian Idand asaboy.

Smelly sort of rock covered with gulls-stood about a mile from the coast.
It had got its name from its resemblance to a man's head-an American Indian
profile. Funny ideato go and build ahouse onit! Awful in bad weather!
But millionaires werefull of whims!
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The old man in the comer woke up and said:

"You can't never tdll a sea-never!”

Mr. Blore said soothingly, "That'sright. Y ou can't.”
The old man hiccuped twice and said plaintively:
"Therésasqual coming.”

Mr. Blore said:

"No, no, mate, it'salovely day."

Theold man sad angrily:



"Therésasquall ahead. | can smdl it."

"Maybeyoureright,” said Mr. Blore pacificaly.

Thetrain stopped at a tation and the old fellow rose ungteadily. "Thish
where| get out." He fumbled with the window. Mr. Blore helped him. Theold
man stood in the doorway. He raised a solemn hand and blinked his bleary
eyes.

"Watch and pray," he said. "Watch and pray. The day of judgment isat
hand." He collgpsed through the doorway onto the platform. From arecumbent
position he looked up a Mr. Blore and said with immense dignity:

"I'm talking to you, young man. The day of judgment isvery close at hand.”

Subsiding onto his seet Mr. Blore thought to himsdlf:

"He's nearer the day of judgment than | am!”

But there, asit happens, hewaswrong. . .

CHAPTER 2

OUTSIDE OAKBRIDGE STATION alittle group of people stood in momentary
uncertainty. Behind them stood porters with suitcases. One of these called
"Jm!" Thedriver of one of the taxis stepped forward.

"You'm for Indian Idand, maybe?' he asked in a soft Devon voice. Four
voices gave assent-and then immediatdly afterwards gave quick surreptitious
glancesat each other.

The driver said, addressing his remarksto Mr. Justice Wargrave asthe
senior member of the party:

"There aretwo taxis here, ar. One of them must wait till thedow
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train from Exeter getsin-amatter of five minutes-there's one gentleman
coming by that. Perhgps one of you wouldn't mind waiting? Y ou'd be more
comfortable that way."

Vera Claythome, her own secretarid postion clear in her mind, spoke at
once. "I'll wait," shesaid, "if youwill go on?' She looked at the other
three, her glance and voice had that dight suggestion of command mi

it that comes from having occupied a position of authority. She might have
been directing which tennis setsthe girlswereto play in.

Miss Brent said gtiffly, "Thank you," bent her head and entered one of the
taxis, thedoor of which the driver was holding open.

Mr. Justice Wargrave followed her.

Captain Lombard said:

"I'll wait with Miss-"

"Claythome," said Vera

"My nameisLombard, Philip Lombard.”

The porterswere piling luggage on the taxi. Ingde, Mr. Justice Wargrave
sad with duelegd caution:

"Beautiful weather we are having.”

MissBrent said:

"Yes, indeed."

A very digtinguished old gentleman, she thought to hersdlf. Quite unlike
the usua type of man in seasde guest houses. Evidently Mrs. or Miss

Oliver had good connections. . .



Mr. Justice Wargrave inquired:

"Do you know this part of the world well?*

"I have been to Cornwall and to Torquay, but thisismy firgt vigt to this
part of Devon."

Thejudge sad:

"| dso am unacquainted with this part of theworld.”

Thetaxi drove off.

Thedriver of the second taxi said:

"Liketo 9t ingdewhile yourewaiting?'

Verasad decisvely:

"Not at al."

Captain Lombard smiled.

Hesad:

"That sunny wall looks more attractive. Unless you'd rather go insde the
dgation?'

"No, indeed. It's so delightful to get out of that stuffy train.”

He answered:
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"Yes, traveling by trainisrather trying in thiswegther."

Verasad conventiondly:

"l do hope it lagts-the weether, | mean. Our English summers are so
treacherous.” With adight lack of origindity Lombard asked:

"Do you know this part of the world well?'

"No, I've never been here before." She added quickly, conscientiousy



determined to make her position clear at once, "l haven't even seen my
employer yet." "Y our employer?’

"Yes, I'm Mrs. Owen's secretary.”

"Oh, | see" Just imperceptibly his manner changed. It was dightly more

assured-easier intone. He said: "lsn't that rather unusua ?*

Veralaughed.

"Oh, no, | don't think so. Her own secretary was suddenly taken ill and she
wired to an agency for asubgtitute and they sent me."

"So that was it. And suppose you don't like the post when you've got
there?' Veralaughed again.

"Oh, it'sonly temporary-a holiday post. I've got a permanent job at a
girls school. Asamatter of fact I'm frightfully thrilled at the prospect

of seeing Indian Idand. There's been such alot about it in the papers.
Isitredly very fastnating?'

Lombard said:

"l don't know. | haven't seenit.”

"Oh, redly? The Owens arefrightfully keen onit, | suppose. What are they
like? Dotdl me"

Lombard thought: Awkward, this-am | supposed to have met them or not? He
sad quickly:

"Theresawasp crawling up your arm. No-keep quite fill." Hemade a
convindng pounce. "There. It'sgonel”

"Oh, thank you. There are alot of wasps about this summer.”

"Yes, | supposeit'sthe heat. Who are we waiting for, do you know?" "I
haven't theleast idea.”

The loud drawn out scream of an gpproaching train was heard. Lombard said:



"That will bethetrain now."
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It was atall soldierly old man who appeared a the eidt from the platform.
His grey hair was clipped close and he had anestly trimmed white
moustache. His porter, staggering dightly under the weight of the solid
lesther suitcase, indicated Veraand Lombard.

Veracame forward in acompetent manner. She sad:

"l am Mrs. Owen's secretary. Thereisacar herewaiting.” She added: "This
is Mr. Lombard."

The faded blue eyes, shrewd in spite of their age, sized up Lombard. For
amoment ajudgment showed in them-had there been any oneto read it.

"Good-looking fellow. Something just alittle wrong about him. . . .")
The three of them got into the waiting taxi. They drove through the deepy

sreets of little Oakbridge and continued about amile on the main Plymouth
road. Then they plunged into amaze of cross country lanes, steep, green
and narrow. Generd Macarthur said:

"Don't know this part of Devon at dl. My little placeisin East Devon-
juston the border-line of Dorset.”

Verasad:

"It redly islovely here. The hillsand the red earth and everything so

green and lusciouslooking.”



Philip Lombard sad criticdly:

"Itsabitshutin. . .. I like open country mysdf. Where you can see
what's coming...."

Generd Macarthur said to him:

"Y ou've seen abit of theworld, | fancy?'

Lombard shrugged his shoulders disparagingly.

"I've knocked about here and there, Sir."

He thought to himsdlf: "Hell ask menow if | was old enough to bein the
War. Theseold boysawaysdo.”

But Generd Macarthur did not mention the War.
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They came up over asteep hill and down a zig-zag, track to Sticklehaven-a
mere cluster of cottages with afishing boat or two drawn up on the beach.

[lluminated by the setting sun, they had their first glimpse of Indian
Idand jutting up out of the seato the south.

Verasad, surprised:

"It'salong way out."

She had pictured it differently, close to shore, crowned with abeautiful
white house. But there was no house visible, only the boldly silhouetted
rock withits faint resemblanceto agiant Indian's head. Therewas
something sSnigter about it. She shivered faintly.

Outsde alittle inn, the Seven Stars, three people were sitting. There was

the hunched dderly figure of the judge, the upright form of Miss Brent,



and athird man-abig bluff man who came forward and introduced himsdif.

"Thought we might aswell wait for you," he said. "Make onetrip of it.
Allowme tointroduce mysdlf. Name's Davis. Natal, South Africas, my natal
spot, ha, hal" Helaughed breezily.

Mr. Justice Wargrave looked at him with active maevolence. He seemed to
be wishing that he could order the court to be cleared. Miss Emily Brent
wasclearly not sureif sheliked Colonids.

"Any one carefor alittle nip before we embark?' asked Mr. Davis
hospitably. Nobody assenting to this proposition, Mr. Davis turned and held
up afinger. "Mustn't delay, then. Our good host and hostess will be
expecting us" hesaid. Hemight have noticed that a curious congraint
came over the other membersof the party. It was as though the mention of
their host and hostesshad acurioudy parayzing effect upon the guests.

In response to Davis beckoning finger, aman detached himself froma
nearby wall againgt which hewasleaning and came up to them. Hisralling
gait proclamed hirn aman of the sea. He had a wesather-beaten face and
dark eyeswith adightly evasive expression. He spokein his soft Devon

voice.
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"Will you be ready to be sarting for theidand, ladies and gentlemen? The

boat's waiting. There'stwo gentlemen coming by car, but Mr. Owen's orders



was not to wait for them asthey might arrive a any time."

The party got up. Their guide led them dong asmadl stonejetty. Alongside
it amotor boat waslying.

Emily Brent sad:

"That'savery smal boat."

The boat's owner said persuasively:

"She'safine boat, that, Maam. Y ou could go to Plymouth in her as easy
as winking.

Mr. Justice Wargrave said sharply:

"There are agood many of us."

"She'd take double the number, Sir."

Philip Lombard said in his pleasant easy voice:

"It'squitedl right. Glorious wegther-no swell."

Rather doubtfully, Miss Brent permitted herself to be helped into the boat.
The othersfollowed suit. There was as yet no fraternizing among the party.
It was asthough each member of it was puzzled by the other members.

They were just about to cast loose when their guide paused, boathook in
hand. Down the steep track into the village a car was coming. A car so
fantedticdly powerful, so superlatively beautiful thet it had dl the
nature of an apparition. At thewhed sat ayoung man, his hair blown back
by thewind. Intheblaze of the evening light he looked, not aman, but
ayoung God, aHero God out of some Northern Saga.

He touched the hom and agreat roar of sound echoed from the rocks of the
bay. It wasafantastic moment. Init, Anthony Marston seemed to be
somethingmore than mortal. Afterwards, more than one of those present

remembered that moment.



Fred Narracott sat by the engine thinking to himsalf that thiswas a queer
lot. Not at al hisideaof what Mr. Owen's guests were likely to be. Hed
expected something atogether more classy. Togged up
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women and gentlemen in yachting costume and al very rich and important
looking. Not &t al like Mr. ElImer Robson's parties. A faint grin cameto
Fred Narracott's lipsas he remembered the millionaire's guests. That had
been aparty if you like-and the drink they'd got through!
This Mr. Owen must be avery different sort of gentleman. Funny it was,
thought Fred, that hed never yet set eyes on Owen-,or his Missus either.
Never been down here yet, he hadn't. Everything ordered and paid for by
that Mr. Morris. Indructions always very clear and payment prompt, but it
was odd, al thesame. The papers said there was some mystery about Owen.
Mr. Narracott agreed with them.
Perhaps, after dl, it was Miss Gabridle Turl who had bought theidand.
But that theory departed from him as he surveyed his passengers. Not this
lot-none of them looked likely to have anything to do with afilm gar.

He summed them up dispassionately.

One old maid-the sour kind-he knew them well enough. Shewasa Tartar, he
could bet. Old military gentleman-read Army by the look of him. Nice

looking young lady-but the ordinary kind, not glamourous-no Hollywood touch



about her. That bluff cheery genthe wasn't ared gentleman. Retired
tradesman, that'swhat he is, thought Fred Narracott. The other gentleman,
the lean hungry looking gentleman with the quick eyes, he was a queer one,
hewas. Just possible he might  have something to do with the pictures.

No, there was only one satisfactory passenger in the boat. The last
gentleman, the one who had arrived in the car (and what acar! A car such
as had never been seen in Sticklehaven before. Must have cost hundreds and
hundreds, acar like that.). Hewastheright kind. Born to money, he was.

If the party had been dl like him . hed undergtandit. . . .
Queer business when you cameto think of it-the whole thing was queer-very

quesr. .

The boat churned itsway round the rock. Now at last the house
cameinto view. The south sde of the idand was quite different. It shelved
gently down to the sea. The house was there facing south-
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207 low and sguare and modem-looking
with rounded windowslettingin al
thelight. An exciting house-a house that lived up to expectation!
Fred Narracott shut off the engine, they nosed their way gently into a
litle naturd inlet between rocks.
Philip Lombard said sharply:

"Mugt bedifficult to land herein dirty wesather."



Fred Narracott said cheerfully:

"Can't land on Indian Idand when there's a southeasterly. Sometimes 'tis
cut off for aweek or more."

Vera Claythome thought:

"The catering must be very difficult. That'stheworst of anidand. All
the domestic problems are so worrying."

The boat grated against the rocks. Fred Narracott jumped out and he and
Lombard helped the othersto aight. Narracott made the boat fast to aring
intherock. Then heled the way up steps cut in the rock.

Generd Macarthur said:

"Ha, ddightful spot!”

But hefelt uneasy. Damned odd sort of place.

Asthe party ascended the steps, and came out on a terrace above, their
spirits revived. In the open doorway of the house a correct butler was
awaiting them, and something about his gravity reassured them. And then the
houseitsdf wasredly mog attractive, the view from the terrace
magnificent. . . .

The butler came forward bowing dightly. Hewas atdl lank man, grey-
haired and very respectable. He said:

"Will you comethisway, please?"

Inthewide hall drinks stood ready. Rows of bottles. Anthony Marston's
Spirits cheered up alittle. HEd just been thinking thiswas arum kind
of show. None of hislot! What could old Badger have been thinking about

tolethiminfor this? However the drinksweredl right. Plenty of ice,



too.
What wasit the butler chap was saying?
Mr. Owen-unfortunately delayed-unable to get heretill to-morrow.
Ingtructions-everything they wanted-if they would like to go to their
rooms?. .. Dinner would beat 8 o'clock. . . .
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Verahad followed Mrs. Rogers upstairs. The woman had thrown open adoor
at the end of apassage and Verahad waked into adelightful bedroom with
abigwindow that opened wide upon the sea and another looking east. She
uttered aquick exclarnation of pleasure.

Mrs. Rogers was saying:

"I hope you've got everything you want, Miss?"

Veralooked round. Her luggage had been brought up and had been unpacked.
Atone sdeof theroom adoor stood open into apale bluetiled bathroom.
She said quickly:

"Yes, everything, | think."

"Youll ring the bdl if you want anything, Miss?'

Mrs. Rogers had aflat monotonous voice. Veralooked at her curioudy. What
a white bloodless ghost of awoman! Very respectable looking, with her hair
dragged back from her face and her black dress. Queer light eyesthat

shifted thewhole time from placeto place.



Verathought:

" She looks frightened of her own shadow.”

Y es, that was it-frightened!

Shelooked like awoman who walked in mortd fear. . . .

A little shiver passed down Veras back. What on earth was the woman afraid
of ? She said pleasantly:

"I'm Mrs. Owen's new secretary. | expect you know that.”

Mrs. Rogerssaid:

"No, Miss, | don't know anything. Just alist of the ladies and gentlemen
and what roomsthey wereto have."

Verasad:

"Mrs. Owen didn't mention me?"

Mrs. Rogers eyelashesflickered.

"I haven't seen Mrs. Owen-not yet. We only came here two days ago.))

Extraordinary people, these Owens, thought Vera Aloud she said:

"What saff isthere here?'



"Just me and Rogers, Miss."the host and

Verafrowned. Eight peoplein the house-ten with

hostess-and only one married couple to do for them.

Mrs. Rogers said:

"I'm agood cook and Rogersis handy about the house. | didn't know, of
course, that there wasto be such alarge party.”

Verasad:

"But you can manege?"

"Oh, yes, Miss, | can manage. If there'sto be large parties often, perhaps
Mrs. Owen could get extrahdpin.”

Verasad, "l expect 0."

Mrs. Rogersturned to go. Her feet moved noiselesdy over thefloor. She
drifted from theroom like a shadow.

Verawent over to the window and sat down on the window seet. Shewas
fantly disturbed. Everything-somehow-was alittle queer. The absence of
the Owens, the pae ghostlike Mrs. Rogers. And the guests! Y es, the guests
were queer too. An oddly assorted party.

Verathought:

"I wish I'd seenthe Owens. . . . | wish | knew what they werelike." She
got up andwalked restlesdy about the room.

A perfect bedroom decorated throughout in the modem style. Off white rugs
onthe gleaming parquet floor-faintly tinted walls-along mirror surrounded
by lights. A mantelpiece bare of ornaments save for an enormous block of
white marble shaped like abear, apiece of modem sculpture in which was

inset aclock. Over it, in agleaming chromium frame, was abig square of

parchment-a poem.



She stood in front of the fireplace and read it. It wasthe old nursery

rhyme that she remembered from her childhood days.

Ten little Indian boys went out to dine; One choked hislittle salf and then

therewerenine.

Ninelittle Indian boys sat up very late; One overdept himsdf and then

there wereeght.

Eight little Indian boystraveling in Devon; One said hed stay there and

then there were seven.

Seven little Indian boys chopping up sticks, One chopped himsdlf in haves

and then therewere six.

Six little Indian boys playing with ahive; A bumblebee stung one and then
there werefive.
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Fivelittle Indian boys going in for law; One got in Chancery and then there

werefour.

Four little Indian boys going out to sea; A red herring swallowed one and

then there were three,



Threelittle Indian boyswalking in the Zoo; A big bear hugged one and then

there were two.

Two little Indian boys sitting in the sun; One got frizzled up and then

there was one.

Orelittle Indian boy left dl done; He went and hanged himsdlf and then

there were none.

Verasmiled. Of course! Thiswas Indian Idand!

She went and sat again by the window looking out to sea.

How big the seawas! From here there was no land to be seen anywhere-just
a vast expanse of blue water rippling in the evening sun.

Thesea. . . . So peaceful to-day-sometimesso crud . . . . The seathat
dragged you down to its depths. Drowned . . . . Found drowned. . . .

drowned.

Drowned at sea. . . . Drowned-drowned-
No, she wouldn't remembser. . . . Shewould not think of it! All that was

over. ...

Dr. Armstrong cameto Indian Idand just asthe sun was sinking into the
sea. On the way across he had chatted to the boatman-alocal man. Hewas

anxioustofind out alittle about these people who owned Indian Idand,



but the man Narracott seemed curioudy ill M*formed, or perhaps unwilling
to talk.
So Dr. Armstrong chatted instead of the wegther and of fishing.
He wastired after hislong motor drive. His eyeballs ached. Driving west
you weredriving againg the sun.
Y es, he was very tired. The seaand perfect peace-that was what he needed.
He would like, redly, to take along holiday. But he couldn't afford to
dothat. Hecould afford it financialy, of course, but he couldn't afford
to drop out. Y ou were soon forgotten nowadays. No, now that he had arrived,

he must keep his noseto the grindstone.
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He thought:

"All the same, thisevening, I'll imagineto mysdf that I'm not going
back-that 1've donewith London and Harley Street and all therest of it."
There was something magica about an idand-the mere word suggested
fantasy. You lost touch with the world-an idand was aworld of itsown.

A world, perhaps, from which you might never return.
He thought:
"I'm leaving my ordinary life behind me"
And, smiling to himsdlf, he began to make plans, fantastic plansfor the

future. He was still smiling when he walked up the rock cut steps.



Inachair on the terrace an old gentleman was sitting and the sight of him
'Was vagudy familiar to Dr. Armstrong. Where had he seen that frog-like
face, that tortoise-like neck, that hunched up attitudeyes, and those pae
shrewd little eyes? Of course-old Wargrave. HEd given evidence once before
him. Alwayslooked haf adeep, but was shrewd as could be when it cameto
apoint of law. Had great power with ajury-it was said he could make their
minds up for them any day of the week. He'd got one or two unlikely
convictions out of them. A hanging judge, some people said.

Funny placeto meet him.. . . here-out of the world.

Mr. Justice Wargrave thought to himsdif:

"Armstrong? Remember him in the witness box. Very correct and cautious. All

doctors are damned fools. Harley Street ones are the worst of thelot." And

his mind dwelt maevolently on arecent interview he had had with asuave

personage in thet very street.

Aloud he grunted:

"Drinksareinthehal."

Dr. Armstrong said:

"I must go and pay my respectsto my host and hostess.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave closed his eyes again, looking decidedly reptilian,
and sad:

"You can't do that."
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Dr. Armstrong was Startled.

"Why not?'

Thejudge sad:

"No host and hostess. Very curious state of affairs. Don't understand this

place”

Dr. Armstrong stared at him for aminute. When he thought the old gentleman
had actudly goneto deep, Wargrave said suddenly:

"D'you know Constance Culmington?”

"Er-no, I'm afraid | don't."

"It's of no consequence,” said the judge. "V ery vague woman-and practically

unreadable handwriting. | was just wondering if I'd come to the wrong
house™" Dr. Armstrong shook his head and went on up to the house.

Mr. Justice Wargrave reflected on the subject of Constance Culmington.
Undependable like al women.

His mind went on to the two women in the house, the tight-lipped old maid
andthe girl. Hedidn't carefor the girl, cold-blooded young hussy. No,
threewomen, if you counted the Rogers woman. Odd creature, she looked
scared to death. Respectable pair and knew their job.

Rogers coming out on the terrace that minute, the judge asked him: "Is
Lady Constance Culmington expected, do you know?"'

Rogers stared at him.

"No, Sir, not to my knowledge.”

The judge's eyebrows rose. But he only grunted.

He thought:

"Indian I1dand, en? Theresanigger in the woodpile."



Anthony Marston wasin hisbath. He luxuriated in the seaming water. His
limbs had felt cramped after hislong drive. Very few thoughts passed
through hishead. Anthony was a creature of sensation-and of action.
Hethought to himsdif:

"Mugt go through with it, | suppose,” and thereafter dismissed everything

from hismind.
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Warm steaming water-tired limbs-presently a shave-a cocktaildinner. And

after-?

10

Mr. Blorewastying histie. He wasn't very good at this sort of thing.

Did helook al right? He supposed so.

Nobody had been exactly cordia to him. al eyed each other-as though they



knew.

Well, itwasup to him.

Hedidn't mean to bungle hisjob.

He glanced up at the framed nursery rhyme over the mantelpiece.

Neat touch, having that there!

He thought:

Remember thisidand when | was akid. Never thought 1'd be doing this sort
of ajobinahouse here. Good thing, perhaps, that one can't foresee the

future

.. Funny theway they

11

Genera Macarthur was frowning to himsdif.

Damnit dl, thewhole thing was deuced odd! Not &t al what he'd been led
to expect. ...

For two pins hed make an excuse and get away. the whole business. . . .
But the motor boat had gone back to the mainland.

Hed haveto stay.

That fellow Lombard now, he was aqueer chap.

Not straight. Hed swear the man wasn't straight.



.. Throw up

Asthe gong sounded, Philip Lombard came out of his room and walked to the
head of the stairs. He moved like a panther, smoothly
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and noisdlessly. There was something of the panther about him atogether.
A beast of prey-pleasant to the eye. He was smiling to himself . A week-eh?

He was going to enjoy that week.
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In her bedroom, Emily Brent, dressed in black S|k ready for dinner, was

reading her Bible.

Her lips moved as she followed the words:

"The heathen are sunk down in the pit that they made: in the net which they

hid istheir own foot taken. The Lord is known by the judgment which he
executeth: thewicked is snared in the work of his own hands. The wicked
shdl beturnedinto hell."

Her tight lips closed. She shut the Bible.

Rising, she pinned a cairngorm brooch at her neck, and went down to dinner.

CHAPTER3



DINNER WAS drawing to aclose.

The food had been good, the wine perfect. Rogers waited well.

Every onewasin better spirits. They had begun to talk to each other with
more freedom and intimecy.

Mr. Justice Wargrave, mellowed by the excellent port, was being amusing in
a caudtic fashion, Dr. Armstrong and Tony Marston were listening to him.
MissBrent chatted to General Macarthur, they had discovered some mutual
friends. Vera Claythorne was asking Mr. Davisintdlligent questions about
South Africa. Mr. Daviswas quite fluent on the subject. Lombard listened
to the conversation. Once or twice he looked up quickly, and hiseyes
narrowed. Now and then hiseyes played round the table, sudying the
others.

Anthony Marston said suddenly:

"Quaint, these things, aren't they?"
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In the centre of the round table, on acircular glass stand, were some
litle chinafigures.

"Indians,” said Tony. "Indian Idand. | supposethat'stheidea.”

Veraleaned forward.

"l wonder. How many arethere? Ten?"'

"Yestenthereare"



Veracried:

"What fun! They'retheten little Indian boys of the nursery rhyme, |
suppose. In my bedroom the rhyme isframed and hung up over the
mantelpiece”” Lombard said:

"In my room, too."

"And mine"

"And mine"

Everybody joined the chorus. Verasaid:

"It'sanamusing ides, int it?

Mr. Justice Wargrave grunted:

"Remarkably childish,” and helped himsdlf to port.

Emily Brent looked at Vera Claythorne. Vera Claythorne looked at Miss
Brent. Thetwo women rose.

In the drawing-room, the French windows were open onto the terrace and the

sound of the sea murmuring againgt the rocks came up to them.

Emily Brent said: "Pleasant sound.”

Verasad sharply: "'l hateit."

Miss Brent's eyes looked at her in surprise. Veraflushed. She said, more

composedly:

"I don't think this place would be very agreeable in astorm.”

Emily Brent agreed.

"I've no doubt the house is shut up inwinter," she said. "You'd never get

servantsto stay herefor onething.”

Veramurmured:

"It must be difficult to get servants anyway."

Emily Brent said:



"Mrs. Oliver has been lucky to get these two. The woman's a good cook.”
Verathou(yht:

"Funny how elderly people aways get nameswrong.”

Shesad:

"Yes, | think Mrs. Owen has been very lucky indeed.”

Emily Brent had brought asmall piece of embroidery out of her
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bag. Now, as she was about to thread her needle, she paused. She said
sharply: "Owen? Did you say Owen?"

"Wes"

Emily Brent said sharply:

"I've never met any one cdled Oweninmy life”

Verastared.

"But surdy-"

Shedid not finish her sentence. The door opened and the men joined them.
Rogers followed them into the room with the coffeetray.

The judge came and sat down by Emily Brent. Armstrong came up to Vera. Tony

Marston strolled to the open window. Blore studied with na*fve surprisea

dtatuette in brass-wondering perhapsiif its bizarre angularitieswererealy

supposed to be the femae figure. Generd Macarthur stood with his back to
the mantelpiece. He pulled at hislittle white moustache. That had been a
damned good dinner! His spiritswererising. Lombard turned over the pages
of Punchthat lay with other papers on atable by thewall.

Rogers went round with the coffee tray. The coffee was goodredly black and



very hot.

Thewhole party had dined well. They were satisfied with themselves and
with life. The hands of the clock pointed to twenty minutes past nine.
Therewasa dlence-acomfortable replete sllence.

Into that silence came The Voice. Without warning, inhuman, penetrating .

.. "Ladiesand gentlemen! Silence, please |

Every one was startled. They looked round-at each other, at the walls. Who
was spesking?

The Voice went on-ahigh clear voice.

Y ou are charged with the following indictments:

Edward George Armstrong, that you did upon the 14th day of March, 1925,
causethe death of LouisaMary Clees.

Emily Caroline Brent, that upon the 5th November, 1931, you were
responsiblefor the desth of Beatrice Taylor.

William Henry Blore, that you brought about the degth of James Stephen
Landor on October 10th, 1928.

VeraElizabeth Claythorne, that on the 11th day of August, 1935, you killed
Cyril OgilvieHamilton.

Philip Lombard, that upon adate in February, 1932, you were
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guilty of the death of twenty-one men, members of an East African tribe.

John Gordon Macarthur, that on the 4th of January, 1917, you deliberately



sent your wiféslover, Arthur Richmond, to his degth.
Anthony James Marston, that upon the 14th day of November last, you were
guilty of the murder of John and Lucy Combes.
Thomas Rogers and Ethel Rogers, that on the 6th of May, 1929, you brought
about the death of Jennifer Bradly.
Lawrence John Wargrave, that upon the 10th day of June, 1930, you were
quilty of the murder of Edward Seton.

Prisoners at the bar, have you anything to say in your defence?

The Voice had stopped.

There was amoment's petrified sllence and then aresounding crash! Rogers
had dropped the coffee tray!

At the same moment, from somewhere outsi de the room there came a scream and
the sound of athud.

Lombard was thefirst to move. He legpt to the door and flung it open.
Outsde, lyinginahuddlied mass, was Mrs. Rogers.

Lombard called:

"Margon.”

Anthony sprang to help him. Between them, they lifted up the woman and
carried her into the drawing-room.

Dr. Armstrong came across quickly. He helped them to lift her onto the sofa
and bent over her. Hesaid quickly:

"It'snothing. She'sfainted, that'sall. Shélll beround inaminute.”



Lombard said to Rogers.

"Get some brandy.”

Rogers, hisface white, his hands shaking, murmured:

"Yes, gr," and dipped quickly out of the room.

Veracried out:

"Who was that spesking? Where was he? It sounded-it sounded-"

Generd Macarthur spluttered out:

"What's going on here? What kind of apracticd joke wasthat?'

His hand was shaking. His shoulders sagged. He looked suddenly ten years
older. Blore was mopping hisface with ahandkerchief.
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Only Mr. Justice Wargrave and Miss Brent seemed comparatively unmoved.
Emily Brent sat upright, her head held high. In both cheeks was a spot of
hard colour. Thejudge sat in hishabitua pose, his head sunk down into
his neck. With one hand he gently scratched hisear. Only hiseyeswere
active, darting round and round the room, puzzled, dert with intelligence.
Again it was Lombard who acted. Armstrong being busy with the collgpsed
woman, Lombard was free once moreto take theinitiative.

Hesad:

"That voice? It sounded as though it werein the room.”

Veracried:

"Who was it? Who wasit? It wasn't one of us."

Like the judge, Lombard's eyes wandered dowly round the room. They rested
a minute on the open window, then he shook his head decisively. Suddenly

hiseyes lighted up. He moved forward swiftly to where adoor near the



fireplaceled into an adjoining room.

With a swift gesture, he caught the handle and flung the door open. He
passed through and immediately uttered an exclamation of satisfaction.

Hesad:

"All, herewe are"

The others crowded after him. Only Miss Brent remained alone Sitting erect
inher chair.

Inside the second room atable had been brought up close to thewall which

adjoined the drawing-room. On the table was a gramophone-an ol d-fashioned
type with alarge trumpet attached. The mouth of the trumpet was against
thewdl, and Lombard, pushing it asde, indicated where two or three smdll
holes had been unobtrusively bored through the wall.

Adjusting the gramophone he replaced the needle on the record and
immediatdly they heard again: "'Y ou are charged with the following
indictments" Veracried:

"Turnit off! Turnit off! It'shorriblel™

Lombard obeyed.

Dr. Armgtrong said, with asigh of relief:

"A disgraceful and heartless practical joke, | suppose.”

Thesmall clear voice of Mr. Jugtice Wargrave murmured:

"So you think it'sajoke, do you?"

Tile doctor stared at him.

"Wh't ~1- -I'l it 1-911
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The hand of the judge gently stroked his upper lip.

Hesad:

"At the moment I'm not prepared to give an opinion.”

Anthony Marston brokein. He said:

"L ook here, there's one thing you've forgotten. Who the devil turned the
thing onand set it going?"

Wargrave murmured:

"Yes, | think we must inquireinto that.”

He led the way back into the drawing-room. The othersfollowed.

Rogers had just come in with aglass of brandy. Miss Brent was bending over
the moaning form of Mrs. Rogers.

Adraitly Rogers dipped between the two women.

"Allow me, Madam, I'll spesk to her. Ethe-Ethd-it'sal right. All right,
do you hear? Pull yourself together.”

Mrs. Rogers breath camein quick gasps. Her eyes, staring frightened eyes,
went round and round the ring of faces. There was urgency in Rogers tone.
"Pull yoursdlf together, Ethd."

Dr. Armstrong spoke to her soothingly.

"Youll bedl right now, Mrs. Rogers. Just anasty turn.”

Shesad:

"Did| faint, 9r?'



"Yes.

"It was The Voice-that awful voice-like ajudgment-"

Her face turned green again, her eyelidsfluttered.

Dr. Armstrong said sharply:

"Where'sthat brandy?'

Rogers had put it down on alittle table. Some one handed it to the doctor
and he bent over the gasping woman withiit.

"Drink this, Mrs. Rogers."

Shedrank, choking alittle and gasping. The spirit did her good. The
colour returned to her face. She said:

"I'mdl right now. It jus-gave meaturn.”

Rogerssaid quickly:

"Of courseit did. It gave me aturn too. Fair made me drop that tray.
Wicked lies, itwas I'd like to know-"

Hewasinterrupted. It was only acough-adry little cough but it

d

had the effect of stopping him infull cry. He stared a Mr. Justice
Wargrave and the latter coughed again. Then lie said: "Who put that record
on the gramophone? Wasit you, Rogers?' Rogers cried:
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"I didn't know what it was. Before God, | didn't know what it was, Sr. If
| had I'd never have doneit.”
Thejudgesad drily:

"That is probably true. But | think you'd better explain, Rogers.



The butler wiped hisface with ahandkerchief. He said earnestly:

"| wasjust obeying orders, Sir, that'sdl.”

"Whose orders?’

"Mr. Owen's."

Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"Let me get thisquite clear. Mr. Owen's orders were-what exactly?
Rogerssad:

"| wasto put arecord on the gramophone. I'd find the record mi the drawer
and my wife wasto sart the gramophone when I'd gone into the drawing-room
with the coffeetray.”

Thejudge murmured:

"A very remarkable story."

Rogerscried:

"It'sthetruth, Sir. | swear to God it'sthetruth. | didn't know what it

was-not for amoment. It had aname on it-1 thought it was just a piece of
mugc.”

Wargrave looked at Lombard.

"Wasthereatitleon it?'

Lombard nodded. He grinned suddenly, showing his white pointed teeth. He

sad:

"Quiteright, Sir. It was entitled Swan Song. . . ."

Genera Macarthur broke out suddenly. He exclaimed:



"The whole thing is preposterous-preposterous! Slinging accusations about
like this Something must be done about it. Thisfellow Owen whoever heis
" Emily Brent interrupted. She said sharply:

"That'sjust it, who ishe?"

The judgeinterposed. He spoke with the authority thet alifetimein the

courts had given him. He said:

"That is exactly what we must go into very carefully. | should sug-
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gest that you get your wifeto bed firgt of afl, Rogers. Then come back
here" "Yes Sr."

Dr. Armstrong said:

"I'll giveyou ahand, Rogers."

Leaning on the two men, Mrs. Rogers tottered out of the room. When they had
gone Tony Marston sad:

"Don't know about you, Sir, but | could do with adrink.”

Lombard said:

"l agree."

Tony sad:

"Il goand forage.”

He went out of the room.

He returned a second or two later.

"Found them dl waiting on atray outside ready to be brought in." He set
down his burden carefully. The next minute or two was spent in dispensing

drinks. Generd Macarthur had a<tiff whiskey and so did the judge. Every



onefelt the need of a simulant. Only Emily Brent demanded and obtained a
glassof water. Dr. Armstrong re-entered the room.

"Shelsdl right,” he said. "I've given her asedative to take. What's
that, a drink?| could do with one."

Severd of the men refilled their glasses. A moment or two later Rogers
re-entered the room.

Mr. Justice Wargrave took charge of the proceedings. The room became an
impromptu court of law.

Thejudge sad:

"Now then, Rogers, we must get to the bottom of this. Who isthis Mr.
Owen?' Rogers stared.

"He ownsthisplace, Sir."

"l am aware of the fact. What | want you to teH meiswhat you yourself
know about the man."

Rogers shook his head.

"l can't say, Sir. You see, I've never seen him.”

Therewasafant stir in the room.

Generd Macarthur said:

"Y ou've never seen him? What d'yer mean?'

"Weve only been here just under aweek, Sir, my wifeand 1. We were
engaged by |etter, through an agency. The Regina Agency in Plymouth.”
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Blore nodded.
"Old established firm," he volunteered.

Wargrave said:



"Have you got thet |etter?’

| letter engaging us? No, Sir. | didn't keep it.”

"Go on with your story. Y ou were engaged, asyou say, by letter.”

"Yes, Sr. Wewereto arrive on acertain day. We did. Everything wasin
order here. Plenty of food in stock and everything very nice. Just needed
dugingand that."

"What next?'

"Nothing, sir. We got orders-by letter again-to prepare the roomsfor a
houseparty and then yesterday by the afternoon post | got another letter from
Mr. Owen. It said he and Mrs. Owen were detained and to do the best we
couldand it gavetheingtructions about dinner and coffee and putting on
the gramophone record.”

Thejudge sad sharply:

"Surely you've got that | etter?!

"Yes, Sir, I'vegot it here.”

He produced it from a pocket. The judge took it.

"H'm," hesaid. "Headed Ritz Hotdl and typewritten.”

With a quick movement Blore was beside him.

Hesad:

"If youll just et me have alook.”

Hetwitched it out of the other's hand, and ran hiseye over it. He
murmured: " Coronation machine. Quite new-no defects. Ensign paper-the most
widdy used make. Y ouwon't get anything out of that. Might be
fingerprints, but | doubt it." Wargrave stared at him with sudden

atention.



Anthony Marston was standing beside Blore looking over his shoulder. He
sad: "Got some fancy Christian names, hasn't he? Ulick Norman Owen. Quite
amouthful." Theoldjudge sad with adight dart:

"l am obliged to you, Mr. Marston. Y ou have drawn my attention to a curious
and suggedivepoint.”

Helooked round at the others and thrusting his neck forward like an angry

tortoise, he sad:

"| think the time has come for usdl to pool our information. It would be
wel, | think, for everybody to come forward with al the information they

have regarding the owner of this house." He paused
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and then went on. "We aredl hisguedts. | think it would be profitable if
each one of uswereto explain exactly how that came about.”

There was amoment's pause and then Emily Brent spoke with decision.
"There's something very peculiar about al this" shesaid. "l recelved a
letter with asignature that was not very easy to read. It purported to be
fromawoman | had met at a certain summer resort two or three years ago.
| took the nameto be either Ogden or Oliver. | am acquainted with aMrs.
Oliver and dsowitha MissOgden. | am quite certain that | have never
met, or become friendly with, anyone of the name of Owen."

Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"You havethat letter, Miss Brent?"



"Yes, | will fetchit for you."

She went away and returned aminute later with the letter.

Thejudgeread it. He said:

"| begin to understand. . . . Miss Claythorne?"

Veraexplained the circumstances of her secretarid engagement. Thejudge
sid: "Marson?'

Anthony said:

"Got awire. From apa of mine. Badger Berkeley. Surprised me at thetime

because | had an ideathe old horse had gone to Norway. Told meto roll up
here" Again Wargrave nodded. He said:

"Dr. Armgtrong?"

"l wascdled in professondly.”

"l see. Y ou had no previous acquai ntanceship with the family?' "No. A
colleague of minewas mentioned in the letter.”

Thejudge sad:

"Togiveverismilitude. . . . Yes, and that colleague, | presume, was
momentarily out of touch with you?"

"Well-er-yes"

Lombard, who had been staring at Blore, said suddenly:

"Look here, I'vejust thought of something-"

The judge lifted a hand.

"Inaminute-"

"But 1-1)

"Wewill take onething at atime, Mr. Lombard. We are at present inquiring

into the causes which have resulted in our being assembled here to-night.



Gened Macathur?'
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Pulling at his moustache, the Genera muttered:

"Got aletter-from this fellow Owen-mentioned some old pa's of minewho
wereto be here-hoped I'd excuseinformal invitation. Haven't kept the

|letter, I'm &fraid.”

Wargrave said:

"Mr. Lombard?'

Lombard's brain had been active. Was he to come out in the open, or not?
Hemade uphismind.

"Same sort of thing," he said. "Invitation, mentioned of mutua friends|
fdl foritadl right. I'vetom up theletter.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave turned his attention to Mr. Blore. Hisforefinger
stroked hisupper lip and hisvoice was dangeroudly polite.

Hesaid: "Just now we had a somewhat disturbing experience. An apparently

disembodied voice spoketo usal by name, uttering certain precise
accusations againgt us. Wewill ded with those accusations presently. At
themoment | am interested in aminor point. Amongst the names recited was
that of William Henry Blore. But asfar as we know there is no one named
Bloreamongst us. Thenameof Daviswas not mentioned. What have you to say
about that, Mr. Davis?' Bloresad sulkily:

"Cat's out of the bag, it seems. | suppose I'd better admit that my name
it Davis"

"Y ou are William Henry Blore?"

"That'sright."”



"I will add something," said Lombard. "Not only are you here under afase
name, Mr. Blore, but in addition I've noticed this evening that youre a
fird-class liar. Y ou clam to have come from Natal, South Africa | know
South Africaand Nata and I'm prepared to swear that you've never set foot
in South Africain your life"

All eyeswere turned on Blore. Angry suspicious eyes. Anthony Marston moved
a sep nearer to him. Hisfists clenched themsalves.

"Now then, you swine" he said. "Any explanation?'

Blore flung back his head and set his square jaw.

"Y ou gentlemen have got mewrong,” he said. "I've got my credentials and
you can seethem. I'm an ex-C.1.D. man. | run adetective agency in
Plymouth. | wasput onthisjob."

Mr. Justice Wargrave asked: "By whom?'

"This man Owen. Enclosed a handsome money order for expenses and instructed

me asto what he wanted done. | wasto join the
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houseparty, posing asaguest. | wasgiven al your names. | wasto watch
you dl."

"Any reason given?'

Bloresad hitterly:

"Mrs. Owen'sjewes. Mrs. Owen my foot! | don't believe there's any such
person.” Againtheforefinger of the judge stroked hislip, thistime

gopreciatively. "Your conclusonsare, | think, justified,” he said. "Ulick



Norman Owen! In Miss Brent's|etter, though the signature of the surname
iIsamere scrawl the Christian names are reasonably clear-UnaNancy -in
ether case, you notice, the sameinitials. Ulick Norman OwenUna Nancy
Owen-each time, that isto say, U. N. Owen. Or by adight stretch of
fancy, UNKNOWN!"

Veracried:

"But thisisfantastic-mad!”

Thejudge nodded gently.

Hesad:

"Oh, yes. I've no doubt in my own mind that we have been invited here by

a madman-probably adangerous homicidd lunatic.”

CHAPTER 4

THERE WAS amoment's sllence-a sllence of dismay and bewilderment. Then the
judge's small clear voice took up the thread once more.

"Wewill now proceed to the next stage of our inquiry. First, however, |
will just add my own credentidsto theligt.”

Hetook aletter from his pocket and tossed it onto the table.

"This purportsto be from an old friend of mine, Lady Constance Culmington.
| have not seen her for some years. She went to the Eadt. It isexactly the
kind of vague incoherent |etter she would write, urging meto join her here
and referring to her host and hostessin the vaguest of terms. The same
technique, you will observe. | only mention it becauseit agreeswith the
other evidence-from dl of which emerges one interesting point. Whoever it

waswho enticed us here, that person knows or has taken the trouble to find



out agood ded about usal. He, whoever he may be, isaware of my

friendship for
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Lady Congtance-and isfamiliar with her epistolary style. He knows something
about Dr. Armstrong's colleagues and their present whereabouts. He knows the
nickname of Mr. Marston's friend and the kind of telegrams he sends. He
knows exactly where Miss Brent was two years ago for her holiday and the
kind of people she met there. He knows all about Genera Macarthur'sold
cronies.”

He paused. Then he said:

"He knows, you see, agood dedl. And out of his knowledge concerning us,
hehas made certain definite accusations.”

Immediately ababel broke out.

Generd Macarthur shouted:

"A pack of damn lied Sander!”

Veracried out:

"It'siniquitous!" Her breath came fast. "Wicked!"

Rogerssaid hoarsdly:

"A lie-awicked lie. . . we never did-nather of us.

Anthony Marston growled:

"Don't know what the damned fool was getting at!"

The upraised hand of Mr. Justice Wargrave camed the tumullt.

He said, picking hiswordswith care:



"I wish to say this. Our unknown friend accuses me of the murder of one
Edward Seton. | remember Seton perfectly well. He came up before me for
trid inJune of the year 1930. He was charged with the murder of an
elderly woman. Hewas very ably defended and made a good impression on the
jury inthewitnessbox. Nevertheless, on the evidence, he was certainly
guilty. I summed up accordingly, and the jury brought in averdict of
Guilty. In passing sentence of death | concurred with the verdict. An
appedl was lodged on the grounds of misdirection. The apped was rejected
and the man was duly executed. | wish to say beforeyou dl that my
conscienceis perfectly clear on the matter. | did my duty and nothing
more. | passed sentence on arightly convicted murderer.”

Armstrong was remembering now. The Seton case! The verdict had comeasa
great surprise. He had met Matthews, K.C., on one of the days of thetrid
dininga arestaurant. Matthews had been confident. "Not a doubt of the
verdict. Acquittal practically certain.” And then afterwards he had heard
comments. "Judgewasdead againgt him. Turned thejury right round and they
brought himin guilty. Quite legd, though. Old Wargrave knows hislaw."

"it was dmost asthough he had a private down on the fellow."

All these memories rushed through the doctor's mind. Before he
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could consider the wisdom of the question he had asked impulsively: "Did

you know Seton at al? 1 mean previousto the case.”

The hooded reptilian eyes met his. In aclear cold voice the judge said:



"I knew nothing of Seton previousto the case.”
Armgtrong sad to himsdif:

"Thefdlow'slying-1 know he'slying."

VeraClaythorne spoke in atrembling voice. She said:

"I'd liketo tell you. About that child-Cyril Hamilton. | was nursery
governess to him. Hewas forbidden to swim out far. One day, when my
attentionwas distracted, he started off. | swam after him

| couldn't get thereintime. . . . It wasawful. . . . But it wasn't my
fault. At theinquest the Coroner exonerated me. And his mother-she was
sokind. If even shedidnt blame me, why shouldwhy should this awful
thing besaid?It's not f ar-not fair.

She broke down, weeping bitterly.

General Macarthur patted her shoulder. He said:

)|

"There, there, my dear. Of courseit's not true. Fellow'samadman. A
madman! Got abeein hisbonnet! Got hold of the wrong end of the stick all
round.” He stood erect, squaring his shoulders. He barked out:

"Best redlly to leave this sort of thing unanswered. However, fed | ought
to say-no truth-no truth whatever in what he said about-eryoung Arthur
Richmond. Richmond was one of my officers. | sent him on areconnaissance.

Hewaskilled. Natura course of eventsinwar time. Wish to say resent



very much-dur onmy wife. Best woman in the world. Absolutely-Caesar's
wifel"

Genera Macarthur sat down. His shaking hand pulled at his moustache. The
effort to spesk had cost him agood dedl.

Lombard spoke. His eyeswere amused. He said:

"About those natives-"

Margton said:

"What about them?"

Philip Lombard grinned.
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"Story's quite true! | left 'em! Matter of salf-preservation. We were lost
inthe bush. | and a couple of other fellows took what food there was and
cleared out." Generd Macarthur said gternly:

"Y ou abandoned your men-left them to starve?!

Lombard said:

"Not quite the act of apukkasahib, I'm afraid. But self-preservation's
aman's firgt duty. And natives don't mind dying, you know. They don't fedl
about it as Europeansdo.”

Veralifted her face from her hands. She said, staring at him:

"You |eft them-to die?!

Lombard answered:

"l left themto die”

Hisamused eyes|ooked into her horrified ones.

Anthony Marston said in adow puzzled voice:



"I've just been thinking-John and Lucy Combes. Must have been a couple of
kids | ran over near Cambridge. Beastly bad luck.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave said acidly:

"For them, or for you?"'

Anthony said:

"Well, | was thinking-for me-but of course, you'reright, Sir, it was
damned bad luck on them. Of course it was a pure accident. They rushed out
of some cottage or other. | had my licence endorsed for ayear. Beastly
nuisance." Dr. Armstrong said warmly:

"Thisgpeeding'sdl wrong-all wrong! Y oung men like you are adanger to
the community.”

Anthony shrugged his shoulders.

Hesad:

"Speed's come to stay. English roads are hopeless, of course. Can't get up
a decent pace on them."

Helooked round vaguely for hisglass, picked it up off atable and went
over to the sidetable and helped himsdlf to another whiskey and soda. He
sad over his shoulder:

"Wdl, anyway, it wasn't my fault. Just an accident!"
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The manservant, Rogers, had been moistening hislipsand twigting his
hands. He said now in alow deferentia voice:

"If I might just say aword, Sir."

Lombard said:

"Go ahead, Rogers."

Rogers cleared histhroat and passed his tongue once more over hisdry
lips. "Therewasamention, sr, of me and Mrs. Rogers. And of Miss Brady.
Thereisnt aword of truth init, Sr. My wifeand | were with Miss Brady
till shedied. She wasawaysin poor hedth, Sir, dwaysfrom thetime we
cameto her. Therewas astorm, Sir, that night-the night she was taken
bad. Thetelephonewas out of order. We couldn't get the doctor to her. |
went for him, Sir, on foot. But he got there too late. We'd done everything
possible for her, Sir. Devoted to her, wewere. Any onewill tell you the
same. There was never aword said against us. Not aword."”

Lombard looked thoughtfully at the man'stwitching face, hisdry lips, the
frignt in hiseyes. He remembered the crash of thefaling coffeetray. He
thought, but did not say, "Oh, yeah?"'

Blore spoke-spokein his hearty bullying officid manner.

Hesad:

"Cameinto alittle something at her desth, though? En?'

Rogersdrew himsdf up. He said diffly: -

"Miss Brady left usalegacy in recognition of our faithful services. And
why not, I'd like to know?"

Lombard said:

"What about yourself, Mr. Blore?'



"What about me?'

"Your namewasincluded inthelist."

Blore went purple.

"Landor, you mean? That was the bank robbery-L.ondon and Commercid." Mr.
Justice Wargrave stirred. He said:

"l remember. It didn't come before me, but | remember the case. Landor was

convicted on your evidence. Y ou were the police officer in charge of the

coe?'
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Bloresad:

iti was"

"Landor got pend servitude for life and died in Dartmoor ayear later. He
was addicate man."

Bloresad:

"Hewas acrook. It was he who knocked out the night watchman. The case was
quite clear agang him."

Wargave said dowly:

"Y ou were complimented, | think, on your able handling of the case.”
Bloresad sulkily:

"l got my promotion.”

He added in athick voice:

"l was only doing my duty."

Lombard laughed-asudden ringing laugh. He said:



"What aduty-loving, law-abiding lot we al seem to be! Myself excepted.
What about you, doctor-and your little professond mistake? Illegal
operation, was it?'

Emily Brent glanced a him in sharp distaste and drew hersdf away a
littte. Dr. Armgtrong, very much master of himself, shook his head
goodhumouredly. "I'm a alossto understand the matter,” he said. "The
name meant nothing to me  when it was spoken. What wasiit-Clees? Close? |
redlly can't remember having a patient of that name, or being connected
with adeath in any way. Thething'sa complete mystery to me. Of course,
itsalong time ago. It might possibly be one of my operation casesin
hospitd. They cometoo late, 0 many of these people. Then, when the
patient dies, they aways congder it'sthe surgeon'sfault.” Hesighed,
shaking his heed.

He thought:

Drunk-that'swhat it was-drunk. And | operated! Nervesdl to pieces-hands

shaking. | killed her, dl right. Poor devil-elderly woman-smplejobif I'd
been sober. Lucky for metheresloyalty in our professon. The Sister
knew, of course-but she held her tongue. God, it gave me ashock! Pulled

me up. But who could have known about it-af ter al these years?
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There was adlence in the room. Everybody was|ooking, covertly or openly,
a Emily Brent. It was aminute or two before she became aware of the
expectation. Her eyebrows rose on her narrow forehead. She said:

"Areyou waiting for meto say something? | have nothing to say.” Thejudge
sad: "Nothing, Miss Brent?'

"Nothing."

Her lipsclosed tightly.

Thejudge stroked hisface. He said mildly:

"Y ou reserve your defence?’

MissBrent said coldly:

"Thereis no question of defence. | have always acted in accordance with
the dictates of my conscience. | have nothing with which to reproach
mysdf." Therewasan unsatisfied feding inthear. But Emily Brent was
not oneto be swayed by public opinion. She sat unyielding.

The judge cleared histhroat once or twice. Then he said:

"Our inquiry reststhere. Now, Rogers, who e seisthere on thisidand
besdes oursdvesand you and your wife?'

"Nobody, Sir. Nobody at all.”

"You'resureof that?'

"Quitesure, Sir."

Wargrave sad:

" am not yet clear asto the purpose of our Unknown host in getting usto
assemble here. But in my opinion this person, whoever he may be, isnot sane
in the accepted sense of the word.

"He may be dangerous. In my opinion it would be wdll for usto leavethis



place assoon aspossible. | suggest that we leave to-night.”

Rogerssad:

"I beg your pardon, sir, but there's no boat on theidand.”

"No boat at al?'

"No, 5r."

"How do you communicate with the mainland?'

"Fred Narracott, he comes over every morning, sir. He brings the bread and
the milk and the post, and takes the orders.”
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Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"Thenin my opinion it would bewell if wedl left to-morrow morning as
soon as Narracott's boat arrives.”

There was a chorus of agreement with only one dissentient voice. It was
Anthony Marston who disagreed with the mgority.

"A bit ungporting, what?' he said. "Ought to ferret out the mystery before
we go. Wholething'slike adetective story. Positively thrilling."

Thejudge sad acidly:

"Atmy timeof life, | have no desrefor 'thrills,’ asyou call them.”
Anthony said withagrin:

"Thelegd lifeésnarrowing! I'm al for crime! Heréstoiit."

He picked up hisdrink and drank it off at agulp. |

Too quickly, perhaps. He choked-choked badly. His face contorted, turned

purple. He gasped for breath-then did down off his chair, the glassfaling

from his hand.



CHAPTERS

IT WAS so sudden and so unexpected that it took every one's breath away.
They remained stupidly staring at the crumpled figure on thefloor.

Then Dr. Armstrong jumped up and went over to him, knedling beside him.
When heraised hishead his eyes were bewildered.

Hesaid in alow awe-struck whisper:

"My God! he's deed."

They didn't takeit in. Not at once.

Dead? Dead? That young Norse God in the prime of his heath and strength.

Struck down dl inamoment. Headlthy young men didn't dielike that, choking

over awhiskey and soda. . . .

No, they couldn't takeitin.

Dr. Armgtrong was peering into the dead man's face. He sniffed at the blue

twisted lips. Then he picked up the glass from which Anthony Marston had
been drinking.

Generd Macarthur said:

"Dead? D'you mean the fellow just choked and-and died?"

Thephysciansad:
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"You can cdl it choking if you like. He died of asphyxiation right



enough.” Hewas sniffing now at the glass. He dipped afinger into the
dregsand very cautioudy just touched thefinger with thetip of his
tongue.

His expression atered.

Generd Macarthur said:

"Never knew aman could die like that-just of achoking fit!"

Emily Brent said in aclear voice:

"Inthe midst of lifewe arein death.”

Dr. Annstrong stood up. He said brusquely:

"No, aman doesn't die of amere choking fit. Marston's death wasn't what
wecdl anatura desth.”

Verasaid dmogt in awhisper:

"Was there-something-in the whiskey?"

Armstrong nodded.

"Yes. Can't say exactly. Everything pointsto one of the Cyanides. No
diginctive smdl of Prussic Acid, probably Potassum Cyanide. It acts
pretty well ingantaneoudy.”

Thejudge sad sharply:

"It wasin hisglass?'

"Yes.

The doctor strode to the table where the drinks were. He removed the
stopper from  the whiskey and smelt and tasted it. Then he tasted the soda
water. He shook his head.

"They'reboth dl right.”

Lombard said:

"Y ou mean-he must have put the Stuff in hisglass himsdf?*



Armstrong nodded with a curioudy dissatisfied expresson. He said: "Seems
likeit."

Bloresad:

"Suicide, en? That's aqueer go.

Verasad dowly:

"You'd never think that hewould kill himsdlf. Hewas so dive. He was-
oh---enjoying himsdlfl When he came down the hill in his car thisevening he
looked-he looked-oh, | can't explain!™

But they knew what she meant. Anthony Marston, in the height of hisyouth
and manhood, had seemed like abeing who was immortal. And now, crumpled
and broken, helay onthefloor.

Dr. Armstrong said:

"Isthere any possbility other than suicide?’

234  MASTERPIECES OF MURDER

Sowly every one shook his head. There could be no other explanation. The
drinks themsdveswere untampered with. They had al seen Anthony Marston
go acrossand help himsdlf. It followed therefore that any Cyanidein the
drink must have been put there by Anthony Marston himself.

And yet-why should Anthony Marston commit suicide?

Blore sad thoughtfully:

"Y ou know, doctor, it doesn't seem right to me. | shouldn't have said Mr.
Marston wasasuicida type of gentleman.”

Armgtrong answered:

"l agree."



They had left it like that. What €l se was there to say? Together Armstrong
and Lombard had carried the inert body of Anthony Marston to his bedroom and
had laid him there covered over with asheet. When they came downgtairs
again, the others were standing in agroup, shivering alittle, though the
night was not cold. Emily Brent said: "We'd better go to bed. It'slate.”

It was past twelve o'clock. The suggestion was awise one-yet every one
hesitated. It was as though they clung to each other's company for
reassurance. The judge said: "Y es, we must get some deep.” Rogerssaid: "'l
haven't cleared yet-in the dining-room.” Lombard said curtly: "Doit inthe
morning." Armstrong said to him: "Isyour wifedl right?' "I'll go and see,
Sir." Hereturned aminute or two later. "Seeping beautiful, sheis™
"Good," said the doctor. "Don't disturb her.” "No, sr. I'll just put things
graight in the dining-room and make sure everything's locked up right, and

then I'll turnin." He went acrossthe hdl into the dining-room.
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The otherswent upgtairs, asow unwilling procession.
If this had been an old house, with creaking wood, and dark shadows, and
heavily pandled wals, there might have been an eeriefeding. But this

house wasthe essence of modernity. There were no dark comers-no possible



diding panelsit was flooded with dectric lighteverything was new and

bright and shining. Therewas nothing hidden in thishouse, nothing

concealed. It had no atmosphere about it. Somehow, that was the most
frightening thing of dl.

They exchanged good-nights on the upper landing. Each of them went into his
or her own room, and each of them automaticaly, amost without conscious

thought, locked the door. . .

In his pleasant softly tinted room, Mr. Justice Wargrave removed his
garmentsand prepared himsdf for bed.

He was thinking about Edward Seton.

He remembered Seton very wdll. Hisfair hair, hisblue eyes, hishabit of
looking you straight in the face with a plessant air of
graightforwardness. That was what had made so good an impression on the
jury.

Llewelyn, for the Crown, had bungled it abit. He had been overvehement,
had tried to prove too much.

Matthews, on the other hand, for the Defence, had been good. His points had
told. Hiscross-examinations had been deedly. His handling of hisclient
inthewitness box had been masgterly.

And Seton had come through the orded of cross-examination well. He had not
got excited or over-vehement. The jury had been impressed. It had seemed

to Matthews, perhaps, asthough everything had been over bar the shouting.



The judge wound up hiswatch carefully and placed it by the bed.

He remembered exactly how he had felt Stting there-listening, making
notes, appreciating everything, tabulating every scrap of evidence that
told againgt the prisoner.

Hed enjoyed that case! Matthews fina speech had been fird-class.
Llewdlyn, coming after it, had failed to remove the good impression that
thedefending counsdl had made.

And then had come hisown summing up. . .

Carefully, Mr. Justice Wargrave removed hisfase teeth and
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dropped them into a glass of water. The shrunken lipsfdl in. It wasa
crud mouth now, cruel and predatory.

Hooding his eyes, thejudge smiled to himsdf.

Hed cooked Seton's goose dll right!

With adightly rheumatic grunt, he climbed into bed and turned out the

eectriclight.

Downgtairsin the dining-room, Rogers stood puzzled. He was staring at the



chinafiguresin the centre of the table. He muttered to himsdlf: "That'sa

rum go! | could have sworn there were ten of them.”

General Macarthur tossed from sdeto sde.

Seep would not cometo him.

In the darkness he kept seeing Arthur Richmond's face.

Hed liked Arthur-he'd been damned fond of Arthur. Hed been pleased that
Ledie liked himtoo.

Lediewas so cgpricious. Lots of good fellowsthat Ledlie would turn up
her nose a and pronounce dull. "Dull!" Just like that.

But she hadn't found Arthur Richmond dull. They'd got on well together from
the beginning. They'd talked of plays and music and pictures together.

Sheld teased him, made fun of him, ragged him. And he, Macarthur, had been
delighted at the thought that Ledietook quite amotherly interestinthe
boy.

Motherly indeed! Damn fool not to remember that Richmond was twenty-eight
to Ledigstwenty-nine.

He'd loved Ledie. He could see her now. Her heart-shaped face, and her
dancing deep grey eyes, and the brown curling mass of her hair. Hed loved
Ledieand hed beieved in her absolutely.

Out therein France, in the middle of al the hdll of it, he'd sat thinking
of her, taken her picture out of the breast pocket of histunic.

And then-he'd found ouit!
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It had come about exactly in the way things happened in books, The letter
inthe wrong envelope. Sheld been writing to them both and sheld put her
letter to Richmond in the envel ope addressed to her husband. Even now, al
theseyears after, he could fed the shock of it-thepain. . . .

God, it had hurt!

And the business had been going on sometime. The letter made that clear.

Week-ends! Richmond'slast leave. . . .

Ledie-Ledieand Arthur!

God damn the fdlow! Damn hissmiling face, hisbrisk "Yes, sr." Liar and

hypocrite! Stedler of another man'swife!

It had gathered dowly-that cold murderous rage.

He'd managed to carry on as usua-to show nothing. Hed tried to make his
manner to Richmond just the same.

Had he succeeded? He thought so. Richmond hadn't suspected. Inequalities
of temper were easily accounted for out there, where men's nerves were
continudly  snapping under the grain.

Only young Armitage had looked a him curioudy once or twice. Quite a
young chap, but he'd had perceptions, that boy.

Armitage, perhaps, had guessed-when the time came.

He'd sent Richmond deliberately to death. Only a miracle could have brought
him through unhurt. That miracle didn't happen. Y es, hed sent Richmond to
hisdesth and hewasn't sorry. It had been easy enough. Mistakes were being

mededl the time, officers being sent to degth neediesdy. All was



confusion, panic. People might say afterwards, "Old Macarthur lost his

nerve a bit, made some colossal  blunders, sacrificed some of hisbest men.”
They couldn't say more. But young Armitage was different. Hed looked at
hiscommanding officer very oddly. Hed known, perhaps, that Richmond was
being deliberately sent to death. (And after the War was over-had Armitage
talked?)

Ledie hadn't known. Ledie had wept for her lover (he supposed) but her
weeping was over by the time hed come back to England. He'd never told her
that held found her out. They'd gone on together -only, somehow, she hadn't
seemed very real any more. And then, three or four years later, sheld got
double pneumonia and died.

That had been along time ago. Fifteen years-sixteen years?

And hed left the Army and cometo live in Devon-bought the sort of little
place hed aways meant to have. Nice neighbourspleasant part of the world.
Therewas abit of shooting and fishing. HEd gone to church on Sundays.

(But not theday that the lesson
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was read about David putting Uriah in the forefront of the battle. Somehow
he couldn't face that. Gave him an uncomfortable feding.)

Everybody had been very friendly. At fird, that is. Later, hed had an
unessy feding that people were taking about him behind hisback. They
eyedhim differently, somehow. Asthough they'd heard something-somelying
rumour. . . . (Armitage? Supposing Armitage had talked?)

He'd avoided people after that-withdrawn into himself. Unpleasant to fedl



that people were discussing youl.

And dl solong ago. So-so purposaless now. Ledie had faded into the
distance and Arthur Richmond, too. Nothing of what had happened seemed to
matter any more. 1t made lifelonely, though. Hed taken to shunning his
old Army friends. (If Armitage had talked, they'd know about it.)

And now-this evening-a hidden voice had blared out that old hidden story.

Had hededt withit dl right? Kept atiff upper lip? Betrayed theright
amount of feding-indignation, disgust-but no guilt, no discomfiture?
Difficulttotdl. Surely nobody could have taken the accusation serioudly.
There had been apack of other nonsense, just asfar-fetched. That charming
girl-thevoice had accused her of drowning achild! Idiotic! Some madman
throwing crazy accusationsabout!  Emily Brent, too-actudly aniece of old
Tom Brent of the Regiment. It had accused her of murder! Any one could see
with haf an eyethat thewomanwasas pious as could be-the kind that was
hand and glove with parsons.

Damned curious business the whole thing! Crazy, nothing less.

Ever ance they had got here-when wasthat? Why, damnit, it was only this

afternoon! Seemed agood bit longer than that.

Hethought: "1 wonder when we shall get away again.”

To-morrow, of course, when the motor boat came from the mainland.

Funny, just this minute he didn't want much to get away from theidand.

... Togo back to the mainland, back to hislittle house, back to al the
troubles and worries. Through the open window he could hear the waves
breaking onthe rocks-alittle louder now than earlier in the evening. Wind

was getting up, too. He thought: Peaceful sound. Peaceful place. . . .
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Hethought: Best of an idand isonce you get there-you can't go any
further . .. you've cometo the end of things.

He knew, suddenly, that he didn't want to leave theidand.

VeraClaythornelay in bed, wide awake, staring up at the ceiling. Thelight
beside her was on. She was frightened of the dark.

Shewasthinking:

"Hugo. .. Hugo...Why do| fed you're so near to metonight?. . .
Somewhere quiteclose. . . .

"Whereisheredly?1 don't know. | never shal know. He just went away-
right away-out of my life"

It was no good trying not to think of Hugo. He was closeto her. She had
tothink of him-to remember . . .

Cornwall . . .

The black rocks, the smooth yellow sand. Mrs. Hamilton, stout, good-
humoured. Cyril, whining alittle dways, pulling a her hand.

"I want to swim out to the rock, Miss Claythorne. Why can't | swim out to
the rock?'

Looking up-meeting Hugo's eyes watching her.



The evenings after Cyril wasinbed. . .

"Come out for agtroll, Miss Claythorne."

"I think perhaps| will."

The decorous stroll down to the beach. The moonlight-the soft Atlantic air.
And then, Hugo'sarms round her.

"I loveyou. | loveyou. You know | loveyou, Vera?'

Yes, she knew.

(Or thought she knew.)

"l can't ask you to marry me. I've not got apenny. It'sal | candoto
keep mysdlf. Queer, you know, once, for three months | had the chance of
being arich man to look forward to. Cyril wasn't born until three months
after Mauricedied. If hedbeenagirl . . ."

If the child had been agirl, Hugo would have comeinto everything. Hed
been disappointed, he admitted.

"l hadn't built on it, of course. But it was a bit of aknock. Oh, well,
luck's luck! Cyril'sanicekid. I'm awfully fond of him." And he
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wasfond of him, too. Always ready to play games or amuse hissmal nephew.
No rancour in Hugo's nature. |

Cyril wasnt redly strong. A puny child-no stamina. The kind of child,

perhaps, who wouldn't live to grow up.

And then-?

"Miss Claythorne, why can't | swim to the rock?"

I rritating whiney repetition.



"It'stoo far, Cyril."

"But, Miss Claythorne. . .

Veragot up. She went to the dressing-table and swallowed three aspirins.
She thought:

"I wish | had some proper deeping stuff."

Shethought:

"If | were doing away with mysdlf I'd take an overdose of Verond -
something like that-not Cyanide!"

She shuddered as she remembered Anthony Marston's convulsed purple face.

As she passed the mantel piece, she looked up at the framed doggere!.

Ten little Indian boys went out to dine;

One choked hislittle sl and then therewere nine.

Shethought to hersdlf:

"It'shorrible-just like usthis evening.

Why had Anthony Marston wanted to die?
Shedidntwant to die.

She couldn't imagine wanting to die,

Degth was for-the other people. .

CHAPTER6

DR. ARMSTRONG was dreaming. . .

It was very hot in the operating room. . .



Surely they'd got the temperature too high? The sweet wasrolling down his
face. His hands were clammy. Difficult to hold the scalpd firmly. . ..

How beautifully sharpitwes. . . .
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Easy to do amurder with aknife like that. And of course hewasdoing a
murder. Thewoman's body |ooked different. It had been alarge unwieldy
body. Thiswas a spare meagre body. And the face was hidden.

Who wasit that he had to kill?

He couldn't remember. But he must know! Should he ask Sister?

Sister was watching him. No, he couldn't ask her. She was suspicious, he
could seethat.

But who wasit on the operating table?

They shouldn't have covered up the face like that.

If he could only seetheface. . ..

Ah! that was better. A young probationer was pulling off the handkerchief.

Emily Brent, of course. It was Emily Brent that he had to kill. How
maicousher eyeswere! Her lipswere moving. What was she saying?

"Inthemidgt of lifewe arein death. 21

She was laughing now. No, nurse, don't put the handkerchief back. 1've got
to see. I've got to give the anaesthetic. Where's the ether? | must have
brought the ether with me. What have you done with the ether, Sister?

ChAteau Neuf du Pape? Yes, that will do quiteaswell.



Take the handkerchief away, nurse.

Of course! | knew it dl thetime! It's Anthony Marston! Hisfaceis purple
and convulsed. But he's not dead-he'slaughing. | tell you he'slaughing!

He's shaking the operating table.

L ook out, man, look out. Nurse, steady it-steady-it-

With agtart Dr. Armstrong woke up. It was morning. Sunlight was pouring
intothe room.

And some one was leaning over him-shaking him. It was Rogers. Rogers, with
a whiteface, saying: "Doctor-doctor!"

Dr. Armstrong woke up completely.

Hesat up in bed. He said sharply:

"What isit?'

"It'sthewife, doctor. | can't get her to wake. My God! | can't get her
to wake. And-and she don't look right to me."

Dr. Armsirong was quick and efficient. He wrapped himself in hisdressing-
gown and followed Rogers.

He bent over the bed where the woman was lying peacefully on her sde. He
lifted the cold hand, raised the eydid. It was some few minutes before be
sraightened himself and turned from the bed.

Rogers whispered:
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"Is-she-issheV
He passed atongue over dry lips.

Armstrong nodded.



"Yes, she'sgone.”

His eyes rested thoughtfully on the man before him. Then they went to the
table by the bed, to the washstand, then back to the deeping woman.

Rogerssad:

"Wasit-wasit-'er 'eart, doctor?"

Dr. Armsirong was aminute or two before replying. Then he said: "What was
her hedth likenormaly?'

Rogerssad:

"Shewas a bit rheumaticky.”

"Any doctor been attending her recently?”

"Doctor?' Rogers stared. "Not been to adoctor for years-neither of us."
"You'd no reason to believe she suffered from heart trouble?!

"No, doctor. | never knew of anything.”

Armstrong said:

"Did shedespwdl|?'

Now Rogers eyes evaded his. The man's hands came together and turned and
twisted uneasly. He muttered.

"Shedidn't deep extrawdl-no."

The doctor said sharply:

"Did she take things to make her deegp?"

Rogers stared a him, surprised.

"Takethings? To make her deep? Not that | knew of. I'm sure she didn't.”
Armstrong went over to the washstand.

There were acertain number of bottleson it. Hair lotion, lavender water,
cascara, glycerine of cucumber for the hands, amouth wash, tooth paste and

ome Hliman's.



Rogers helped by pulling out the drawers of the dressing-table. From there
they moved on to the chest of drawers. But there was no sign of deeping
draughtsor tablets.

Rogerssad:

"Shedidn't have nothing last night, Sir, except what you gave her. . . "
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When the gong sounded for breakfast a nine o'clock it found every one up
and awaiting the summons.

General Macarthur and the judge had been pacing the terrace outside,
exchanging desultory comments on the political Situation.

Vera Claythome and Philip Lombard had been up to the summit of theidand
behind the house. There they had discovered William Henry Blore, standing
daring a the mainland.

Hesad:

"No sign of that motor boat yet. I've been watching for it."

Verasad, amiling:

"Devon'sadeegpy county. Thingsare usudly late.”

Philip Lombard was |ooking the other way, out to sea.

He said abruptly:



"What d'you think of the weather?"

Glancing up &t the sky, Blore remarked:

"Looksdl right tome."

Lombard pursed up his mouth into awhistle.

Hesad:

"It will come on to blow before the day's out.”

Bloresad:

"Squdly-en?"

From below them came the boom of agong.

Philip Lombard said:

"Breskfast? Well, | could do with some.”

Asthey went down the steep dope Blore said to Lombard in aruminating
voice "You know, it beats me-why that young fellow wanted to do himself
in! I've beenworrying about it dl night.”

Verawasalittle ahead. Lombard hung back dightly. He said:

"Got any dternative theory?"

"I'd want some proof. Motive, to begin with. Well off | should say hewas."

Emily Brent came out of the drawing-room door to meet them.

Shesad shaply:

"Isthe boat coming?'

"Not yet," said Vera
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They went in to breakfast. There was avast dish of eggs and bacon on the
Sdeboard and teaand coffee.

Rogers held the door open for them to passin, then shut it from the



outsde. Emily Brent sad:

"That manlooksill thismorning.”

Dr. Armstrong, who was standing by the window, cleared histhroat. He said:

"Y ou must excuse any-er-shortcomings this morning. Rogers has had to do the
best he can for breskfast single-handed. Mrs. Rogers has-er-not been able
to carry on thismorning.”

Emily Brent said sharply:

"What's the matter with the woman?"

Dr. Armgrong said eeslly:

"Let usstart our breskfast. The eggswill be cold. Afterwards, there are
severd matters| want to discusswith you dl.”

They took the hint. Plates werefilled, coffee and teawas poured. The megl

began.

Discussion of theidand was, by mutual consent, tabooed. They spoke
indead in adesultory fashion of current events. The news from abroad,
eventsintheworld of sport, the latest reappearance of the Loch Ness
mongter.

Then, when plates were cleared, Dr. Armstrong moved back his chair a
little, cleared histhroat importantly and spoke.

Hesad:

"I thought it better to wait until you had had your breskfast before
tdlingyou of asad piece of news. Mrs. Rogersdied in her deep.”

There were startled and shocked gaculations.

Veraexclamed:

"How awful! Two deathson thisidand Ssncewe arrived!"



Mr. Justice Wargrave, his eyes narrowed, said in hissmall precise clear
voice "H'm-very remarkable-what was the cause of death?’

Armstrong shrugged his shoulders.

"Impossible to say offhand.”

"There must be an autopsy?"

"| certainly couldn't give acertificate. | have no knowledge whatsoever
of the woman's state of hedth."

Verasad:

"Shewas avery nervous-looking creature. And she had a shock last night.

It might have been heart failure, | suppose?’
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Dr. Armgtrong said drily:

"Her heart certainly failed to beat-but what caused it to fail isthe
question. "

Oneword fell from Emily Brent. It fel hard and clear into thelistening
group.

"Conscience!" shesad.

Armgtrong turned to her.

"What exactly do you mean by that, Miss Brent?'

Emily Brent, her lipstight and hard, said:

"You al heard. She was accused, together with her husband, of

having deliberately murdered her former employer-an old lad

"And you think?'



Emily Brent sad:

i
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| think that that accusation wastrue. You al saw her last night. She
broke down completely and fainted. The shock of having her wickedness
brought hometo her wastoo much for her. Sheliterdly died of fear."

Dr. Armsirong shook his head doubitfully.

"Itisapossibletheory,” he said. "One cannot adopt it without more exact
knowledge of her state of hedlth. If there was cardiac weakness-"

Emily Brent said quietly:

"Cdl it, if you prefer, an Act of God.”

Every onelooked shocked. Mr. Blore said unessily:

"That's carrying things a bit far, Miss Brent."

She looked at them with shining eyes. Her chin went up. She said:

"You regard it asimpossible that asinner should be struck down

by the wrath of God! | do not!"

Thejudge stroked his chin. He murmured in adightly ironic voice:



"My dear lady, in my experience of ill-doing, Providence leaves the work
of conviction and chastisement to us mortals-and the processis often
fraught with difficulties. There are no short cuts.”

Emily Brent shrugged her shoulders.

Blore said sharply:

"What did she haveto eat and drink | ti hf bed?’

Armstrong said:

"Nothing. "

"She didn't take anything? A cup of tea? A drink of water? I'll bet you she

had acup of tea That sort always does.”

asng

., L aLer shewent up to
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"Rogers assures me she had nothing whatsoever.”

"Ah," said Blore. "But he might say so!"

Histone was so sgnificant that the doctor looked at him sharply. Philip
Lombard said:

"So that'syour idea?"

Bloresad aggressvely:

"Wdl, why not? We dl heard that accusation last night. May be sheer
moonshine-just plain lunacy! On the other hand, it may not. Allow for the
moment that it'strue. Rogers and his missus polished off that old lady.

Wadl, where doesthat get you? They've been feding quite safe and happy
about it-" Verainterrupted. In alow voice she sad:

"No, | don't think Mrs. Rogers ever felt safe.”

Blorelooked dightly annoyed at the interruption. "Just likeawoman,” his

glancesad.

He resumed:

"That's as may be. Anyway there's no active danger to them asfar asthey
know. Then, last night, some unknown lunatic spillsthe beans. What
happens? Thewoman cracks-she goes to pieces. Notice how her husband hung
over her asshewascoming round. Not al husbandly solicitude! Not on your
lifel Hewaslikeacat onhot bricks. Scared out of hislife asto what
shemight say.

"And theré'sthe position for you! They've done amurder and got away with

it. Butif thewholething's going to be raked up, what's going to happen?



Tento one, the woman will give the show away. She hasn't got the nerveto
stand up and brazen it out. She'saliving danger to her husband, that's
what sheis Hesadl right. Hell liewith agraight facetill kingdom
comes-but he can't be sureof her! And if she goesto pieces, hisneck's
indanger! So hedipssomething into acup of tea and makes sure that her
mouth is shut permanently.”

Armgrong sad dowly:

"There was no empty cup by her bedside-there was nothing there at all. |
looked." Blore snorted.

"Of course there wouldn't be! First thing he'd do when sheld drunk it would
be to takethat cup and saucer away and wash it up carefully.”

Therewas apause. Then Generad Macarthur said doubtfully:

"It may be so. But | should hardly think it possible that aman would do
that-to hiswife”

Blore gave ashort laugh.

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

Hesad:

"When aman's neck'sin danger, he doesn't stop to think too much about
sentiment.”

There was a pause. Before any one could speak, the door opened and Rogers
came in.

He said, looking from oneto the other:

"Isthere anything more | can get you? I'm sorry there was 0 little toast,

but we've run right out of bread. The new bread hasn't come over from the



manland yet."

Mr. Justice Wargrave stirred alittle in his chair. He asked:

"Whét time does the motor boat usualy come over?”

"Between seven and eight, Sir. Sometimesit'sabit after eight. Don't know
what Fred Narracott can be doing thismorning. If he'sill hedd send his
brother."

Philip Lombard said:

"What'sthetime now?"'

"Tenminutesto ten, Sir."

Lombard's eyebrows rose. He nodded dowly to himsdlf.
Rogerswaited aminute or two.

Generd Macarthur spoke suddenly and explosively.

"Sorry to hear about your wife, Rogers. Doctor's just been telling US."
Rogersinclined his head.

"Yes, gr. Thank you, Sir."

Hetook up the empty bacon dish and went out.

Agantherewasasdlence.

On theterrace outside Philip Lombard said: " About this motor boat-" Blore
looked at him. Blore nodded his head. He said: "I know what you're thinking,
Mr. Lombard. I've asked mysdlf the same question. Motor boat ought to have
been here nigh on two hours ago. It hasn't come? Why?' "Found the answer?"

asked Lombard.
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"It's not an accident-that'swhat | say. It's part and parcel of the whole

business. It'sdl bound up together.”

Philip Lombard said:

"It won't come, you think?"

A voice spoke behind him-atesty impatient voice.

"The motor boat's not coming,” he said.

Blore turned his square shoulder dightly and viewed the last spesker
thoughtfully.

"You think not too, Generd ?'

Generd Macarthur said sharply:

"Of courseit won't come. Were counting on the motor boat to take us off
the idand. That's the meaning of the whole business. We're not going to

leavethe idand. ... Noneof uswill ever leave. . . . It'stheend, you



see-theend of everything.

He hesitated, then he said in alow strange voice:

"That's peace-real peace. To cometo the end-not to havetogoon. . ..
Yes, peace...."

He turned abruptly and walked away. Along the terrace, then down the dope

towards the sea-obliquely-to the end of the idand where loose rocks went
out into thewater.

Hewalked alittle ungteadily, like aman who was only half awake. Blore
sad: "There goes another onewho's bamy! Looks asthough it end with
thewholelot going that way."

Philip Lombard said:

"l don't fancy you will, Blore."

The ex-Ingpector laughed.

"It would take alot to send me off my head." He added drily: "And | don't
think you'll be going that way ether, Mr. Lombard."

Philip Lombard said:

"| fed quite sane at the minute, thank you."

Dr. Armstrong came out onto the terrace. He stood there hesitating. To his
|eft were Blore and Lombard. To hisright was Wargrave, dowly pacing up and
down, his head bent down.

Armstrong, after amoment of indecision, turned towards the latter.
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But a that moment Rogers came quickly out of the house.

"Could I have aword with you, Sir, please?"

Armstrong turned.

He was sartled at what he saw.

Rogers face wasworking. Its colour was greyish green. His hands shook.

It was such acontrast to his restraint of afew minutes ago that Armstrong
was quite taken aback.

" Pleasg, g, if | could have aword with you. Insde, sir.”

The doctor turned back and re-entered the house with the frenzied butler.
He sad:

"Wheat's the matter, man? Pull yourself together.”

"In here, Sr, comein here.”

He opened the dining-room door. The doctor passed in. Rogersfollowed him
and shut the door behind him.

"Well," said Armgtrong, "what isit?"

The muscles of Rogers throat were working. He was swalowing. He jerked
out: "Theresthingsgoing on, gr, that | don't understand.”

Armarong said sharply: "Things? What things?'

"Youll think I'm crazy, sr. Youll say it isnt anything. But it'sgot

to be explained, gr. It'sgot to be explained. Because it doesn't make any



sene” "Wadl, man, tell mewhat itis? Don't go ontalking in riddles.”

Rogers swalowed again.

Hesad:

"It'sthoselittlefigures, Sr. In the middle of thetable. Thelittle
china figures. Ten of them, there were. I'll sweer to that, ten of them."
Armstrong said:

"Y es, ten. We counted them last night at dinner.”

Rogers came nearer.

"That'sjust it, dr. Last night, when | was clearing up, there wasn't but
nine, gr. | noticed it and thought it queer. But that'sdl | thought. And
now, gr, thismorning. | didn't noticewhen | laid the breskfast. | was
upsetand dl that.

"But now, dr, when | cameto clear away. Seefor yoursdlf if you don't
believe me
"Theresonly eight, Sir! Only eight! It doesn't make sense, doesit? Only
aght. ..."

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

CHAPTER7

AftER BREAKFAST, Emily Brent had suggested to Vera Claythome that they
should walk up to the summit again and watch for the boat. Verahad
acquiesced. Thewind had freshened. Small white crests were gppearing on
the sea. Therewere Do fishing boats out-and no sign of the motor boat.

The actud village of Sticklehaven could not be seen, only the hill above



it, a jutting out cliff of red rock concedled the actud little bay.

Emily Brent said:

"The man who brought us out yesterday seemed a dependable sort of person.
Itis redly very odd that he should be so late thismorning.”

Veradid not answer. Shewasfighting down arising feding of panic. She
sad to hersdf angrily:

"Y ou must keep cool. Thisisn't like you. Y ou've dways had excellent
nerves”" Aloud she said after aminute or two:

"I wish hewould come. |-l want to get away."

Emily Brent said drily:

"I've no doubt weal do."

Verasad:

"It'sal so extraordinary. al.))

The ederly woman beside her said briskly:

"I'm very annoyed with mysdlf for being so easily tekenin. Redly that
letter isabsurd when one comesto examineit. But | had no doubts at the
time-noneat dl."

Veramurmured mechanicaly:

"l suppose not.”

"Onetakesthingsfor granted too much," said Emily Brent.

Veradrew adeep shuddering bregth.

Shesad:

"Do you redly think-what you said at bregkfast?'

"Bealittle more precise, my dear. To what in particular are you

referring?’ Verasadinalow voice



.. There seemsno-no meaning init

"Do you redly think that Rogers and hiswife did away with thet old lady?’
Emily Brent gazed thoughtfully out to sea. Then shesaid: "Persondly, | am
quite sure of it. What do you think?' "I don't know wheat to think." Emily
Brent said: "Everything goesto support the idea. The way the woman fainted.
And the man dropped the coffee tray, remember. Then the way he spoke about
it-it didn't ring true. Oh, yes, I'm afraid they did it." Verasad: "The

way shelooked-scared of her own shadow! I've never seen awoman look so

frightened. by it.. . . . 11 Miss Brent murmured:

.. She must have been aways haunted

"I remember atext that hung in my nursery asachild. 'Be surethy sin
will find theeout.' It'svery true, that. '‘Be surethy sinwill find thee
out."" Verascrambled to her feet. She said:

"But, Miss Brent-Miss Brent-in that case-"

"Yes, my dear?’

"The others? What about the others?'

"l don't quite understand you."

"All the other accusations-they-they weren't true? But if it's true about
the Rogerses-" She stopped, unable to make her chaotic thought clear.

Emily Brent's brow, which had been frowning perplexedly, cleared.

Shesad:

"Ali, I understand you now. Wdll, thereisthat Mr. Lombard. He admitsto



having abandoned twenty men to their deaths.”

Verasad:

"They wereonly natives. . . .

Emily Brent said sharply:

"Black or white, they are our brothers.”

Verathought:

"Our black brothers-our black brothers. Oh, I'm going to laugh. I'm
hygericd. I'mnot mysdf...."

Emily Brent continued thoughtfully:

"Of course, some of the other accusations were very far-fetched and

ridiculous. Againg the judge, for instance, who was only doing

1~
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hisduty in his public capacity. And the ex-Scotland Y ard man. My own case,
too." She paused and then went on:

"Naturally, consdering the circumstances, | was not going to say anything
last night. It was not afit subject to discuss before gentlemen. "

"No?'

Veralisened with interest. Miss Brent continued serendly:

"Bestrice Taylor wasin service with me. Not anice girl-as | found out too
late. | was very much deceived in her. She had nice manners and was very
cleanand willing. | wasvery pleased with her. Of course dl that wasthe
sheerest hypocrisy! Shewas aloose girl with no moras. Disgusting! 1t was

sometime beforel found out that she was what they call 'in trouble.™" She



paused, her ddicate nosewrinkling itsdf in distaste. "It was agresat
shock to me. Her  parents were decent folk, too, who had brought her up very
grictly. I'mgladto say they did not condone her behaviour.”

Verasad, saring a Miss Brent:

"What happened?

"Naturaly | did not keep her an hour under my roof. No one shal ever say
that 1 condoned immordity.”

Verasadinalower voice:

"What happened-to her?'

MissBrent said:

"The abandoned creature, not content with having one sin on her conscience,
committed adtill graver sin. Shetook her own life.”

Verawhispered, horror-struck:

"Shekilled hersdf?"

"Yes, shethrew hersdf into theriver.”

Verashivered.

She stared at the calm ddlicate profile of Miss Brent. She said:

"What did you fed like when you knew she'd done that? Weren't you sorry?
Didnt you blameyoursdf?'

Emily Brent drew hersdf up.

"I? 1 had nothing with which to reproach mysdlf."

Verasad:

"But if your-hardness-drove her to

Emily Brent said sharply:

"Her own action-her own sin-that was what drove her to it. If she had



behaved like adecent modest young woman none of this would have happened.”

it1)
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Sheturned her faceto Vera There was no self-reproach, no uneasinessin
those eyes. They were hard and self-righteous. Emily Brent sat on the summit
of Indian Idand, encased in her own armour of virtue. Thelittle elderly
spinster was no longer dightly ridiculousto Vera. Suddenly-she was

terrible.

Dr. Armstrong came out of the dining-room and once more came out on the
terrace. Thejudgewasdtting inachair now, gazing placidly out to sea.

Lombard and Blore were over to the left, smoking but not talking. As before,
the doctor hesitated for amoment. His eye rested speculatively on Mr.
Jugtice Wargrave. He wanted to consult with some one. He was conscious of
the judge's acute logical brain. But nevertheless he wavered. Mr. Justice
Wargrave might have agood brain but he was an lderly man. At this
juncture, Armstrong felt what was needed was aman of action.

He made up hismind.

"Lombard, can | speek to you for aminute?"' Philip Started.



"Of course.”

The two men |eft the terrace. They strolled down the dope towards the
water. When they were out of earshot, Armstrong said:

"] want a.consultation.”

Lombard's eyebrows went up. He said:

"My dear felow, I've no medica knowledge." "No, no, | mean asto the
genera gtuation.”

"Oh, that's different."

Armdgrong sad:

"Frankly, what do you think of the position?" Lombard reflected aminute.
Then hesad:

"It'srather suggedtive, it it?'

"What are your ideas on the subject of that woman? Do you accept Blore's
theory?' Philip puffed smokeinto theair. Hesaid: "It's perfectly
feasble-taken done” "Exactly.”
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Armstrong's tone sounded relieved. Philip Lombard was no foal. ‘Me
latterwent on: "That is, accepting the premise that Mr. and Mrs. Rogers
have successfully got away with murder in their time. And | don't see why
they shouldn't. What do you think they did exactly? Poisoned the old lady?"
Armgtrong said dowly:

"It might be smpler than that. | asked Rogers this morning what thisMiss



Brady had suffered from. His answer was enlightening. | don't need to go
intomedicd details, but in acertain form of cardiac trouble, amyl
nitriteisused. When an  attack comes on an ampoule of amyl nitriteis
brokenand itisinhded. If amyl nitrite were withheldwdll, the
consequences might easily befatal.” Philip Lombard said thoughtfully:

"Asgmpleasthat. It must have been-rather tempting.”

The doctor nodded.

"Y es, no positive action. No arsenic to obtain and administernothing
definite-just-negation! And Rogers hurried through the night to fetch a
doctor and they both felt confident that no one could ever know."

"And, even if any one knew, nothing could ever be proved against them,”
added Philip Lombard.

Hefrowned suddenly.

"Of course-that explainsagood dedl."

Armstrong sad, puzzled:

"l beg your pardon.”

Lombard said:

"I mean+it explains Indian Idand. There are crimes that cannot be brought
home to their perpetrators. Instance, the Rogerses. Another instance, old
Wargrave, who committed his murder gtrictly withinthelaw.”

Armgtrong said sharply:

"Y ou believe that story?'

Philip Lombard smiled.

"Oh, yes, | bdieveit. Wargrave murdered Edward Seton all right, murdered
him assurdy asif hed stuck a dtiletto through him! But he was clever

enoughto doit from thejudge's seat in wig and gown. So in the ordinary



way you can't bring hislittle crime hometo him."
A sudden flash passed like lightning through Armstrong's mind.
"Murder in Hospital. Murder on the Operating Table. Safe-yes, safe as

housedl"
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Philip Lombard was saying:

"Hence-Mr. Owen-hence-Indian Idand!”

Armstrong drew a deep breath.

"Now were getting down to it. What'sthe redl purpose of getting usall
here?' Philip Lombard said:

"What do you think?'

Armstrong said abruptly:

"Let's go back aminute to thiswoman's desth. What are the possible
theories? Rogerskilled her because he was afraid she would give the show
away. Second possihility: Shelost her nerve and took an easy way out
hersdf." Philip Lombard said:

"Suicide, eh?'

"What do you say to that?"



Lombard said:

"It could have been-yes-if it hadn't been for Marston's desth. Two suicides
within twelve hoursisalittle too much to swalow! And if you tell methat
Anthony Marston, ayoung bull with no nerves and preciouslittle brains, got
the wind up over having mowed down a couple of kids and deliberately put
himsdf out of the way-well, the idea's laughable! And anyway, how did he
get hold of the stuff? From dl I've ever heard, Potassum Cyanideisn't
the kind of stuff you take about with you in your waistcoat pocket. But
that's your line of country.” Armstrong said:

"Nobody in their senses carries Potassum Cyanide. It might be done by some
one who was going to take awasps nest."

"The ardent gardener or landowner, in fact? Again, not Anthony Margton. It
grikes methat Cyanideisgoing to need abit of explaining. Either Anthony
Marston meant to do away with himsglf before he came here, and therefore
came prepared-or else-"

Armstrong prompted him.

"Ords=?

Philip Lombard grinned.

"Why make me say it? When it'son thetip of your own tongue. Anthony
Marston was murdered, of course.”
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Dr. Armstrong drew a deep breath.

"And Mrs. Rogers?'



Lombard said dowly:

"I could believe in Anthony's suicide (with difficulty) if it weren't for

Mrs. Rogers. | could believein Mrs. Rogers suicide (easly) if it weren't
for Anthony Marston. | can believe that Rogers put hiswife out of the way-
if it were not for the unexplained desth of Anthony Marston. But what we
need isatheory to explain two deathsfollowing rapidly on each other.”
Armgtrong said:

"| can perhaps give you some help towards that theory."

And he repeated the facts that Rogers had given hiin about the
disappearance of thetwo little chinafigures.

Lombard said:

"Yes little chinalndian figures. . . . There were cartainly ten last

nighta dinner. And now there are eight, you say?"

Dr. Armstrong recited:

"Ten little Indian boys going out to dine;

One went and choked himsdf and then therewere nine.

"Ninelittle Indian boys sat up very late;

One overdept himsdlf and then therewereeght.”

The two men looked at each other. Philip Lombard grinned and flung away his
Cigarette.
"Fitstoo damned well to be a coincidence! Anthony Marston dies of

agohyxiaion or choking last night after dinner, and Mother Rogers



overdegps hersdf witha vengeance.”

"And therefore?" said Armstrong.

Lombard took him up.

"And therefore another kind of puzzle. The Nigger in the Woodpile! X! Mr.
Owen! U. N. Owen. One Unknown Lunétic at Large!™

"Ah!" Armstrong bresthed asigh of relief. Y ou agree. But you see what it
involves? Rogers swore that there was no one but ourselves and he and his

wife ontheidand."
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"Rogersiswrong! Or possbly Rogersislying!"
Armstrong shook his head.
"I don't think he'slying. The man's scared. He's scared nearly out of his
—
Philip Lombard nodded.
Hesad:
"No motor boat this morning. That fitsin. Mr. Owen'slittle arrangements
againtothefore. Indian Idand isto beisolated until Mr. Owen has
finished hisjob."
Armstrong had gone pale. He said:
"Y ou redlize-the man must be araving maniac!"

Philip Lombard said, and there was anew ring in hisvoice:

"Therésonething Mr. Owen didn't redize."



"What'sthat?'

"Thisidand's more or less a bare rock. We shaH make short work of
searching it. Well soon ferret out U. N. Owen, Esq.”

Dr. Armgtrong said warningly:

"Hell be dangerous.™

Philip Lombard laughed.

"Dangerous? Who's afraid of the big bad wolf? I'll be dangerouswhen | get

hold of him!"

He paused and said:

"Wed better ropein Blore to help us. HEll be agood man in apinch.
Better not tell the women. Asfor the others, the Generd'sgaga, | think,
and old Wargrave'sforteis masterly inactivity. The three of us can attend

tothis job."

CHAPTER 8

BLORE WAS easly roped in. He expressed immediate agreement with their
arguments. "What you've said about those chinafigures, sir, makesal the
difference. That'scrazy, thatisl Therésonly onething. Y ou don't think
thisOwen'sidea might be to do thejob by proxy, asit were?'

"Explain yoursdf, man."

"Well, | mean likethis. After the racket last night thisyoung Mr. Marston

gets the wind up and poisons himsalf. And Rogers, he gets
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the wind up too and bumps off hiswifel All accordingto U. N. O.'splan.”

Armstrong shook his head. He stressed the point about the Cyanide. Blore
agreed. "Yes, I'd forgotten that. Not a natural thing to be carrying about
Withyou. But how did it get into hisdrink, Sr?"

Lombard said:

"I've been thinking about that. Marston had severd drinksthat night.
Between thetime he had hislast one and the time he finished the one
beforeit, there was quite agap. During that time hisglasswaslying
about on sometable or other. | think-though | can't be sure, it was on the
little table near the window. The window was open. Somebody could have
dipped adose of the Cyanide into theglass.

Bloresad unbdievingly:

"Without our al seeing him, Sr?"

Lombard said drily:

"Wewere all-rather concerned elsawhere.”

Armdgrong sad dowly:

"That'strue. Wed all been attacked. We were walking about, moving about
the room. Arguing, indignant, intent on our own business. | think it could
have been done.

Blore shrugged his shoulders.

"Factis, it must have been done! Now then, gentlemen, |et's make a start.

Nobody's got arevolver, by any chance? | suppose that's too much to hope

for." Lombard said:



"I've got one." He patted his pocket.

Blore's eyes opened very wide. He said in an over-casud tone:

"Always carry that about with you, Sir?

Lombard said:

"Usudlly. I've been in sometight places, you know."

"Oh," said Blore and added: "WEell, you've probably never been in atighter
place thanyou areto-day! If therésalunatic hiding on thisidand, he's
probably got ayoung arsenal on him-to say nothing of aknife or dagger or
two." Armstrong coughed.

"Y ou may be wrong there, Blore. Many homicidal lunatics are very quiet,
unassuming people. Ddightful fellows.™

Bloresad:

"| don't fed thisoneisgoing to be of that kind, Dr. Armstrong.”

The three men started on their tour of theidand.

It proved unexpectedly smple. On the northwest side, towards the coast,
the cliffsf el sheer to the seabelow, their surface unbroken.

On therest of theidand there were no trees and very little cover. The
three men worked carefully and methodically, beating up and down from the
highest point  to the water's edge, narrowly scanning the least irregularity
intherock which might point to the entrance to a cave. But there were no
caves.

They came at last, skirting the water's edge, to where Genera Macarthur



sat looking out to sea. It was very peaceful here with the lap of the waves
bresking over therocks. The old man sat very upright, hiseyesfixed on
the horizon. He paid no attention to the gpproach of the searchers. His
oblivion of them made oneat least faintly uncomfortable.

Blorethought to himsdf:

"Tisn't natura-looks as though he'd gone into atrance or something.”
He cleared histhroat and said in awould-be conversationa tone:

"Nice peaceful spot you've found for yoursdlf, Sir.”

The General frowned. He cast aquick look over his shoulder. He said:
"Thereissolittletime-so littletime. | redly must insst that no one
disturbs me."

Bloresad genidly:

"Wewon't disturb you. We're just making atour of theidand, so to spesk.
Just wondered, you know, if some one might be hiding onit.”

The Generd frowned and said:

"Y ou don't understand-you don't understand at al. Please go away.” Blore
retreated. He said, as he joined the other two:

"Hescrazy. . . . It'sno good taking to him."

Lombard asked with some curiosity:

"Wheat did he say?'

Blore shrugged his shoulders.
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"Something about there being no time and that he didn't want to be

disturbed.” Dr. Armstrong frowned. He murmured: "I wonder now.



The search of theidand was practically completed. The three men stood on
the highest point looking over towards the mainland. There were no boats
out. The wind wasfreshening. Lombard said: "No fishing boats out. There's
astorm coming. Damned nuisance you can't see the village from here. We
couldsgnd or do something." Blore said: "We might light abonfireto-
night." Lombard said, frowning: "The devil of it isthat that's all
probably been provided for." "Inwhat way, Sr?' "How do | know? Prectica
joke, perhaps. We'reto be marooned here, no attention isto be paid to
sgndls, etc. Possibly the village has been told theré's awager on. Some
damnfool story anyway." Blore said dubioudy: "Think they'd swalow that?"
Lombard said drily: "It'seasier of bdief than thetruth! If thevillage
weretold that theidand wasto be isolated until Mr. Unknown Owen had
quietly murdered al hisguests-do you think they'd believe that?" Dr.
Armgirong said: "Therearemomentswhen | can't believe it mysdlf. And yet-
" Philip Lombard, hislips curling back from histeeth, said: "And yet-
that'sjust it! You've said it, doctor!" Blorewas gazing down into the
water. He said: "Nobody could have clambered down here, | suppose?’
Armstrong shook hishead. "I doubt it. It's pretty sheer. And where could

hehide?' Bloresad:

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

261



"There might be aholein the cliff. If we had a boat now, we could row
round theidand."

Lombard said:

"If we had aboat, we'd dl be hafway to the mainland by now!"

"Trueenough, Sr."

Lombard said suddenly:

"We can make sure of thiscliff. There's only one place where there could
bea recessjud alittleto theright below here. If you fellows can get
hold of a rope, you can let me down to make sure.”

Bloresad:

"Might aswell be sure. Though it seems absurd-on theface of it! I'll see
if 1 can get hold of something.”

He started off briskly down to the house.

Lombard stared up at the sky. The clouds were beginning to mass themselves

together. Thewind wasincreasing.

He shot asidewayslook at Armstrong. He said:

"You're very slent, doctor. What are you thinking?”

Armdgrong sad dowly:

"I was wondering exactly how mad old Macarthur was.

11

Verahad been restless dl the morning. She had avoided Emily Brent with



akind of shuddering averson.

Miss Brent hersdf had taken achair just round the corner of the house so
asto beout of thewind. She sat there knitting.

Every time Verathought of her she seemed to see a pale drowned face with
seaweed entangled inthehair. . . . A face that had once been pretty-
impudently pretty perhaps-and which was now beyond the reach of pity or
terror.

And Emily Brent, placid and righteous, sat knitting.

On the main terrace, Mr. Justice Wargrave sat huddled in a porter's chair.
His head was poked down well into his neck.

When Veralooked at him, she saw aman standing in the dock-a young man
withfar hair and blue eyes and a bewildered, frightened face. Edward
Seton. Andin imagination she saw the judge's old hands put the black cap
on hishead and begin to pronounce sentence. . . .

After awhile Verasrolled dowly down to the sea. She walked
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aong towards the extreme end of the idand where an old man sat staring out
to the horizon.

Generd Macarthur stirred at her approach. His head turned-there was a
queer mixture of questioning and gpprehension in hislook. It sartled her.

He dared intently a her for aminute or two.

Shethought to hersdlf:

"How queer. It'samogt as though he knew

Hesad:



"Ah! it'syou! Youve come,

Verasat down beside him. She said:

"Do you like gtting here looking out to sea?'

He nodded his head gently.

"Yes" hesaid. "It's pleasant. It'sagood place, | think, to wait." "To
wait?' sad Verasharply. "What are you waiting for?"

Hesad gently:

"The end. But | think you know that, don't you? It'strue, isn't it? We're
dl waiting for theend.”

Shesad ungteedily:

"What do you mean?"'

Generd Macarthur said gravely:

"None of usare going to leave theidand. That'sthe plan. Y ou know it,
of course, perfectly. What, perhaps, you can't understand isthe relief!"
Verasad wonderingly:

"Therdief?"

Hesad:

"Yes. Of course, youre very young . . . you haven't got to that yet. But
it does come! The blessed relief when you know that you've done with it

dl-that you haven't got to carry the burden any longer.

ol

Youll fed that too some day.

Verasad hoarsdy:



"I don't understand you."

Her fingersworked spasmodicaly. Shefdt suddenly afraid of thisquiet
old soldier.

Hesad musngly:

"You seg, | loved Ledie. | loved her very much.

Verasad questioningly:

"Woas Ledieyour wife?'

"Yes, my wife. . .. | loved her-and | was very proud of her. She was so

pretty-and so gay."
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He was slent for aminute or two, then he said:

"Yes, | loved Ledie. That'swhy | did it."

Verasad:

"Y ou mean-" and paused.

General Macarthur nodded his head gently.

"It's not much good denying it now-not when we're dl going to die. | sent

Richmond to his degth. | suppose, in away, it was murder. Curious. Murder-
and I've dways been such alaw-abiding man! But it didn't ssem like that
a the time. | had no regrets. 'Serves him damned well right!'-that's what
| thought. But afterwards-"

Inahard voice, Verasad:

"Wdl, afterwards?’



He shook hishead vagudly. He looked puzzled and allittle distressed. "
don't know. I-don't know. It was dl different, you see. | don't know if
Ledieever guessed . . . | don't think so. But you see, | didn't know about
her any more. She'd gone far away where | couldn't reach her. And then she
died-and | wasdone.

Verasad:

"Alone-alone-" and the echo of her voice came back to her from the rocks.
Genera Macarthur said:

"You'l be glad, too, when the end comes.™

Veragot up. She said sharply:

"l don't know what you mean!"

Hesad:

"I know, my child, | know.

"You don't. Y ou don't understand at all.

Generd Macarthur looked out to sea again. He seemed unconscious of her

presence behind him.

Hesad very gently and softly:
"Ledie... T
5

When Blore returned from the house with arope coiled over hisarm, he
found Armstrong where he had left him staring down into the depths.

Blore said breathlesdy:
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"Where's Mr. Lombard?"

Armatrong said careledy:

"Goneto test some theory or other. Hell be back in aminute. Look here,

Blore, I'm worried."

"I should say wewere dl worried."

The doctor waved an impatient hand.

"Of course-of course. | don't mean it that way. I'm thinking of old
Macarthur."

"What about him, Sr?'

Dr. Armgrong sad grimly:

"What we'relooking for isamadman. What price Macarthur?'

Blore sad increduloudy:

"Y ou mean heshomicida ?'

Armstrong said doubtfully:

"] shouldn't have said so. Not for aminute. But of course I'm not a
gpecidist in mental diseases. | haven't redlly had any conversation with
him-1 haven't sudied him from that point of view."

Blore said doubtfully:

"Gaga, yes But | wouldn't have said-"

Armstrong cut in with adight effort as of aman who pulls himsef

together. "You're probably right! Damnit dl, there must be some one



hiding onthe idand. Ah! here comes Lombard."

They fastened the rope carefully.

Lombard said:

"I'll hep mysdlf dl | can. Keep alookout for asudden strain on the
rope." After aminute or two, while they stood together watching Lombard's
progress, Bloresad:

"Climbslike acat, doesn't he?'

There was something odd in hisvoice.

Dr. Armstrong said:

"I should think he must have done some mountaineering in histime.”
"Maybe"

There was a silence and the ex-Inspector said:

"Funny sort of cove dtogether. D'you know what | think?*

What?"

"Hesawrong 'un!”

Armatrong said doubtfully:

"Inwhat way?'
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Blore grunted. Then hesaid:

"I don't know-exactly. But | wouldn't trust him ayard.”

Dr. Armstrong said:

"| suppose he'sled an adventurouslife.”



Bloresad:

"l bet some of his adventures have had to be kept pretty dark.” He paused
and then went on: "Did you happen to bring arevolver dong with you,
doctor?' Armstrong stared.

"Me? Good Lord, no. Why should IT'

Bloresad:

"Why did Mr. Lombard?'

Armstrong said doubtfully:

"| suppose-habit.”

Blore snorted.

A sudden pull came on the rope. For some moments they had their handsfull.

Presently, when the strain relaxed, Blore said:

"There are habits and habitsl Mr. Lombard takes arevolver to out-of-the-
way places, right enough, and a primus and a deeping-bag and a supply of
bug powder, no doubt! But habit wouldn't make him bring the whole outfit
down here?It'sonly in books people carry revolvers around as a matter of
course.”

Dr. Armstrong shook his head perplexedly.

They leaned over and watched Lombard's progress. His search was thorough
andthey could seeat oncethat it wasfutile. Presently he came up over
the edge of the dliff. He wiped the perspiration from hisforehead.

"Well," hesaid. "Were up againg it. It's the house or nowhere."



The house was easily searched. They went through the few outbuildingsfirst
and then turned their attention to the building itself. Mrs. Rogers yard
measure discovered in the kitchen dresser assisted them. But there were no
hidden spaces |eft unaccounted for. Everything was plain and
sraightforward, amodern structure devoid of conceal ments. They went
through the ground floor first. As they mounted to the bedroom floor, they
saw through the landing window Rogers carrying out atray of cocktalsto

the terrace.

11,

11
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Philip Lombard said lightly:

"Wonderful animal, the good servant. Carries on with an impassve
countenance.” Armstrong said appreciaively:

"Rogersisafirg-classbutler, I'll say that for him!"

Bloresad:

"Hiswifewas a pretty good cook, too. That dinner-last night-" They turned
in to thefirst bedroom.

Five minutes later they faced each other on the landing. No one hiding-no

possible hiding-place.

Bloresad:

"Therésalittle gair here.”

Dr. Armstrong said:



"It leads up to the servants room."

Bloresad:

"There must be a place under the roof-for cisterns, water tank, etc. It's
the best chance-and the only one!"

And it wasthen, asthey stood there, that they heard the sound from above.
A soft furtive footfall overhead.

They dl heard it. Armsirong grasped Blore'sarm. Lombard held up an
admonitory finger.

"Quiet-ligen.”

It came again-some one moving softly, furtively, overhead.

Armsirong whispered:

"He's actudly in the bedroom itself. The room where Mrs. Rogers body is."
Blore whispered back:

"Of course! Best hiding-place he could have chosen! Nobody likely to go
there. Now then-quiet asyou can.”

They crept sedthily upgtairs.

On thelittle landing outside the door of the bedroom they paused again.
Yes, someonewasintheroom. Therewasafaint cresk from within.

Blore whispered:

"Now."

He flung open the door and rushed in, the other two close behind him. Then
all three stopped dead.

Rogerswasin the room, hishandsfull of garments.
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Blore recovered himsdf first. Hesad:

"Sorry-er-Rogers. Heard some one moving about in here, and thought-well-"
He stopped.

Rogerssad:

"I'm sorry, gentlemen. | wasjust moving my things. | tekeit there will

beno objectionif | take one of the vacant guest chambers on the floor
below? The smdlest room.”

It wasto Armstrong that he spoke, and Armstrong replied:

"Of course. Of course. Get onwithit."

He avoided looking at the sheeted figure lying on the bed.

Rogerssad:

"Thank you, Sr."

Hewent out of the room with hisarm full of belongings and went down the
dars tothefloor below.

Armstrong moved over to the bed and, lifting the sheet, looked down on the
peaceful face of the dead woman. There was no fear there now. Just
emptiness. Armgrong said:

"Wish I'd got my stuff here. I'd like to know what drug it was!'

Then he turned to the other two.

"Let'sget finished. | fed it in my boneswe're not going to find

anything." Blore waswrestling with the bolts of alow manhole.



Hesad:

"That chap moves damned quietly. A minute or two ago we saw himin the
garden. None of us heard him come updtairs.”

Lombard said:

"| suppose that's why we assumed it must be astranger moving about up
here" Blore disappeared into a cavernous darkness. Lombard pulled atorch
fromhis pocket and followed.

Five minutes later three men stood on an upper landing and looked at each
other. They were dirty and festooned with cobwebs and their faces were

grim. Therewas no one on theidand but their eight selves.
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CHAPTER9

LOMBARD SAM Sowly: . "So weve been wrong-wrong al along! Built up a
nightmare of supergtition and fantasy al because of the coincidence of two
deethd"

Armgrong sad gravely:

"And yet, you know, the argument holds. Hang it dl, I'm adoctor, | know

something about suicides. Anthony Marston wasn't asuicida type” Lombard
sad doubtfully:

"It couldn't, | suppose, have been an accident?’



Blore snorted, unconvinced.

"Damned queer sort of accident,” he grunted.

There was a pause, then Blore said:

"About the woman-" and stopped.

"Mrs. Rogers?'

"Yes. It'spossble, isnt it, that that might have been an accident?!

Philip Lombard said:

"An accident? In what way?"

Blore looked dightly embarrassed. His red-brick face grew alittle degper
in hue. He said, dmost blurting out the words:

"Look here, doctor, you did give her some dope, you know."

Armgtrong stared at him.

"Dope? What do you mean?”

"Last night. Y ou said yoursdf you'd give her something to make her deep.”
"Oh, that, yes. A harmless sedative.”

"What wasit exactly?"

"l gave her amild dose of trional. A perfectly harmless preparation.”
Blore grew redder till. He said:

"Look here-not to mince matters-you didn't give her an overdose, did you?"
Dr. Armgtrong said angrily:

"I don't know what you mean."

Bloresad:



"It'spossble, isnt it, that you may have made amistake? These things
do happen onceinawhile”

Armarong said sharply:

"I did nothing of the sort. The suggestion isridiculous.” He stopped and
added inacold biting tone: "Or do you suggest that | gave her an overdose
on purpose?’

Philip Lombard said quickly:

"Look here, you two, got to keep our heads. Don't let's start dinging
accusations about."

Bloresad aullenly:

"I only suggested the doctor had made amistake.”

Dr. Armgirong smiled with an effort. He said, showing histeethina
somewhat nidrthlessamile:

"Doctors can't afford to make mistakes of that kind, my friend."

Blore said deliberatdy:

"It wouldn't be the first you've made-if that gramophone record isto be

believed!"

Armstrong went white. Philip Lombard said quickly and angrily to Blore:
"What's the sense of making yoursdlf offensve? Weredl in the same boat.
Weve got to pull together. What about your own pretty little spot of
perjury?' Bloretook astep forward, his hands clenched. He said in athick

voice "Perjury bedamned! That'safoul lie! Y ou may try and shut me up,



Mr. Lombard, but theré'sthings| want to know-and one of them is about
you!"

Lombard's eyebrows rose.

"About me?'

"Yes. | want to know why you brought arevolver down here on a pleasant
socid vigt?'

Lombard said:

"You do, do you?'

"Yes, | do, Mr. Lombard."

Lombard said unexpectedly:

"Y ou know, Blore, you're not nearly such afool asyou look."

"That's as may be. What about that revolver?"

Lombard smiled.

"I brought it because | expected to run into aspot of trouble.”

Bloresad suspicioudy:

"Youdidnt tel usthat last night.”

[
270  MASTERPIECES OF MURDER AND THEN THERE

WERE NONE 271



Lombard shook his head.

"Y ou were holding out on us?' Blore perssted.

"Inaway, yes" said Lombard.

"Wéll, comeon, out withit."

Lombard said dowly:

"| dlowed you dl to think that | was asked herein the same way as most
of the others. That's not quite true. Asamatter of fact | was approached

by alittle Jewboy-Morris his name was. He offered me ahundred guineasto
come down hereand keep my eyes open-said I'd got a reputation for being
agood maninatight place”

"Wé|?' Blore prompted impetiently.

Lombard sad withagrin:

"That'sdl.)

Dr. Armstrong said:

"But surely hetold you more than that?'

"Oh, no, hedidn't. Just shut up likeaclam. | could takeit or leaveit-
those were hiswords. | was hard up. | took it."

Blore looked unconvinced. He said:

"Why didnt you tdl usal thislast night?'

"My dear man-" Lombard shrugged e oquent shoulders. "How was | to know that
last night wasn't exactly the eventuality | was hereto cope with?1 lay
low and told anoncommitta sory.”

Dr. Armgtrong said shrewdly:

"But now-you think differently?'



Lombard's face changed. It darkened and hardened. He said:

"Yes. | believe now that I'm in the same boat asthe rest of you. That
hundred guineaswasjust Mr. Owen'slittle bit of cheeseto get meinto the
trgp dong with therest of you."

Hesad dowly:

"For wearein atrap-I'll take my oath on that! Mrs. Rogers death! Tony

Marston's! The disappearing Indian boys on the dinnertable! Oh, yes, Mr.
Owen's handisplainly to be seen-but where the devil isMr. Owen himsdf?"

Downgtairs the gong pedled asolemn cdl to lunch.

Rogers was standing by the dining-room door. As the three men descended the

stairs he moved astep or two forward. He said in alow anxious voice:

"I hope lunch will be satisfactory. Thereis cold ham and cold tongue, and
I've boiled some potatoes. And there's cheese and biscuits and some tinned
fruits" Lombard said:

"Sounds dl right. Stores are holding out, then?'

"Thereisplenty of food, sir-of atinned variety. The larder isvery well

stocked. A necessity, that, | should say, Sir, on an idand where one may
becut off from the mainland for aconsderable period.”

Lombard nodded.

Rogers murmured as he followed the three men into the diningroom:

"It worries me that Fred Narracott hasn't been over to-day. It's peculiarly

unfortunate, asyou might say."



"Yes" sad Lombard, "peculiarly unfortunate describesit very well."

Miss Brent came into the room. She had just dropped a ball of wool and was
carefully rewinding theend of it.

As shetook her seet at table she remarked:

"The weether is changing. Thewind is quite strong and there are white
horseson thesea"

Mr. Justice Wargrave came in. He walked with a dow measured tread. He
darted quick looksfrom under hisbushy eyebrows at the other occupants of
the dining-room. Hesad:

"Y ou have had an active morning.”

Therewasafant maicious pleasurein hisvoice.

VeraClaythorne hurried in. Shewas alittle out of bresth.

Shesad quickly:

"I hopeyou didn't wait for me. Am | late?"

Emily Brent said:

"You'renot thelast. The Generd isn't here yet.”

They sat round the table.

Rogers addressed Miss Brent:

"Will you begin, Madam, or will you wait?'

Verasad:

"Genera Macarthur is Sitting right down by the sea. | don't expect he
would hear the gong there and anyway"-she hesitated-"he's alittle vague
to-day, | think." Rogerssaid quickly:

"I will go down and inform him luncheon isready."

Dr. Armstrong jumped up.



"Il go," hesad. "Y ou others gart lunch.”
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Heleft the room. Behind him he heard Rogersvoice. "Will you take cold

tongue or cold ham, Madam?"

The five people sitting round the table seemed to find conversation
difficult. Outside sudden gusts of wind came up and died away.

Verashivered alittle and said:

"Thereisastorm coming."

Blore made a contribution to the discourse. He said conversationally:
"Therewas an old fellow in the train from Plymouth yesterday. He kept saying

astorm was coming. Wonderful how they know westher, these old salts.”
Rogers went round the table collecting the mest plates.

Suddenly, with the plates held in his hands, he stopped.

He said in an odd scared voice:

"There's somebody running. . . ."

They could dl hear it-running feet dong the terrace.

In that minute, they knew-knew without being told. . . .

As by common accord, they dl roseto their feet. They stood looking
towards the door.

Dr. Armstrong appeared, his breath coming fast.

Hesad:

"Generd Macarthur-"



"Dead!" Theword burst from Veraexplosvely.
Armgtrong said:

"Yes, he's dead.

There was a pause-along pause.

Seven people looked at each other and could find no words to say.

The storm broke just as the old man's body was borne in through the door.
The otherswere sanding in the hall.
Therewas asudden hissand roar as the rain came down.

AsBlore and Armstrong passed up the stairs with their burden,

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

Vera Claythorne turned suddenly and went into the deserted diningroom. It
was asthey had left it. The sweet course stood ready on the sideboard
untasted.

Verawent up to the table. She was there aminute or two later when Rogers

came softly into the room.

He started when he saw her. Then his eyes asked aquestion.

Hesad:

"Oh, Miss, 1-1 just cameto see.

Inaloud harsh voice that surprised hersdlf Verasad:

"You're quiteright, Rogers. Look for yoursdf. Thereare only seven. .



. P

General Macarthur had been laid on his bed.

After making alast examination Armstrong |left the room and came
downgtairs. He found the others assembled in the drawingroom.

Miss Brent was knitting. V era Claythorne was stlanding by the window looking
out at the hissngrain. Blorewas sitting squarely in achair, hishands
onhis knees. Lombard was walking restlessy up and down. At thefar end
of theroom Mr. Judtice Wargrave was Sitting in agrandfather chair. His
eyeswere haf closed. They opened as the doctor came into the room. He
sadinaclear penetrating voice

"Wél, doctor?’

Armstrong was very pde. Hesad:

"No question of heart failure or anything like that. Macarthur was hit with
a life preserver or some such thing on the back of the head.”

A little murmur went round, but the clear voice of the judge was raised
once more.

"Did you find the actua weapon used?'

‘No.

"Neverthelessyou are sure of your facts?'

"l am quite sure.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave said quietly:

"We know now exactly wherewe are.”

There was no doubt now who wasin charge of the Situation. Thismorning



Wargrave had sat huddled in his chair on theterrace refrain-

276 MASTERPIECES OF MURDER

"Unfortunately,” he said, "we aredl in that position. Thereisonly our
own word to go upon.”

He leant forward.

"Y ou have none of you yet grasped what avery peculiar situation thisis.
Tomy mind thereisonly one course of procedure to adopt. Is there any one
whomwe can definitdly diminate from suspicion on ‘the evidencewhichis
inour possesson?' Dr. Armstrong said quickly:

"I am awell-known professional man. The mereideathat | can be suspected
of-" Again agesture of the judge's hand arrested a speaker before he
finished his speech. Mr. Justice Wargrave said in hissmal clear voice:

"I, too, am awell-known person! But, my dear Sir, that provesless than
nothing!  Doctors have gone mad before now. Judges have gone mad. So," he
added, looking &t Blore, "have policemen!”

Lombard said:

"At any rate, | suppose you'll leave the women out of it."

The judge's eyebrows rose. He said in the famous "acid" tone that Counsel
knew sowdl:

"Do | understand you to assert that women are not subject to homicida
mania?' Lombard sad irritably:

"Of course not. But dl the same, it hardly seems possible-"

He stopped. Mr. Justice Wargrave still in the same thin sour voice

addressed Armstrong.



"I takeit, Dr. Armstrong, that awoman would have been physicaly capable
of griking the blow that killed poor Macarthur?!

Thedoctor said camly:

"Perfectly capable-given asuitable instrument, such as arubber truncheon
or cosh."

"It would require no undue exertion of force?!

"Not at al."

Mr. Justice Wargrave wriggled histortoise-like neck. He said:

"The other two deaths have resulted from the administration of drugs. That,
no onewill dispute, is easly compassed by aperson of the smallest
physcd srength.”

Veracried angrily:

"I think you're med!"

Hiseyesturned dowly till they rested on her. It was the dispassionate

stare of aman wedl used to weighing humanity in the balance. She thought:

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

ft



"He'sjust seeing me as a-as a specimen. And"'-the thought came to her with
red surprise-"he doesn't like me much!

In measured tones the judge was saying:

"My dear young lady, do try and restrain your fedlings. | am not accusing
you." Hebowed to MissBrent. "I hope, Miss Brent, that you are not
offended by my insstencethat adl of usare equaly under suspicion?"

Emily Brent was knitting. She did not look up. Inacold voice she sad:

"Theideathat | should be accused of taking afellow creature'slife-not
to spesk of thelives of three fellow creatures-is, of course, quite absurd
toany onewho knows anything of my character. But | quite appreciate the
fact that we areal strangersto one another and that in those
circumstances, nobody can be exonerated without the fullest proof. There
is, as| have said, adevil anongst us”

Thejudge sad:

"Then we are agreed. There can be no dimination on the ground of character
or pogtionadone”

Lombard said:

"What about Rogers?’



Thejudgelooked a him unblinkingly.

"What about him?"

Lombard said:

"Well, to my mind, Rogers seems pretty well ruled out.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"Indeed, and on what grounds?*

Lombard said:

"He hasn't got the brainsfor one thing. And for another hiswife was one
of the vidims"

The judge's heavy eyebrows rose once more. He said:

"In my time, young man, severa people have come before me accused of the
murders of their wives-and have been found guilty.”

"Oh! | agree. Wife murder is perfectly possble-amost naturd, let's say!
But not thisparticular kind! | can believein Rogerskilling hiswife

because he was scared of her breaking down and giving him away, or because
he'd taken adidike to her, or because he wanted to link up with some nice
little bit rather less long inthetooth. But | can't see him asthe
lunatic Mr. Owen dedling out crazy  justice and starting on his own wifefor
acrimethey both committed.” Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"Y ou are assuming heresay to be evidence. We do not know that Rogers and
hiswife congpired to murder their employer. That may
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have been afase statement, made so that Rogers should appear to bein the

same position as ourselves. Mrs. Rogers terror last night may have been due



to the fact that she redlized her husband was mentaly unhinged.”

Lombard said:

"Wdll, haveit your ownway. U. N. Owen isone of us. No eceptions
alowed. We dl qudify."

Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"My point isthat there can be no exceptions allowed on the score of
character, pogition, or probability. What we must now examineisthe
possbility of eiminating one or more persons on the facts. To put it
samply, isthereamong us one or more persons who could not possibly have
administered either Cyanide to Anthony Marston, or an overdose of deegping
draught to Mrs. Rogers, and who had no opportunity of striking the blow
that killed Generd Macarthur?' Bloresrather heavy facelit up. He leant
forward.

"Now youretaking, Sr!" hesad. "That'sthe suff! Let'sgointoit.

As regardsyoung Marston | don't think there's anything to be done. It's
dready been suggested that some one from outside dipped something into
thedregsof his glass before herefilled it for thelast time. A person
actudly intheroom could have done that even more easlly. | can't
remember if Rogerswasinthe room, but any of the rest of us could
certainly have doneit.”

He paused, then went on.

"Now take the woman Rogers. The people who stand out there are her husband
and thedoctor. Either of them could have done it as easy aswinking-"
Armstrong sprang to hisfeet. He was trembling.

"| protest- Thisis absolutely uncalled for! | swear that the dose | gave

the woman was perfectly-"



"Dr. Armgtrong.”

The small sour voice was compelling. The doctor stopped with ajerk in the
middle of hissentence. The smdl cold voice went on.

"Your indignation is very naturd . Nevertheless you must admit that the
facts have got to be faced. Either you or Rogers could have administered
afaa dose with the greatest ease. Let us now consider the position of
the other people present. What chance had 1, had Inspector Blore, had Miss
Brent, had Miss Claythorne, had Mr. Lombard of administering poison? Can
any one of usbe completely and entirdy diminated?' He paused. "I think

Verasadangrily:
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"I was nowhere near thewoman! All of you can swear to that.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave waited aminute, then he said:

"Asfar asmy memory serves me the facts were these-will any one please
correct meif I make amisstatement? Mrs. Rogers was lifted onto the sofa
by Anthony Marston and Mr. Lombard and Dr. Armstrong went to her. He sent
Rogersfor brandy. There was then aquestion raised asto where the voice
we had just heard had come from. Wedl went into the next room with the
exception of MissBrent who remained in thisroom-aone with the
unconscious woman.”

A spot of colour came into Emily Brent's cheeks. She stopped knitting. She

sad: "Thisisoutrageoud”



Theremorsdless small voice went on.

"When we returned to this room, you, Miss Brent, were bending over the
womanon thesofa"

Emily Brent sad:

"Iscommon humanity acrimina offence?"

Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"l am only establishing facts. Rogers then entered the room with the brandy
which, of course, he could quite well have doctored before entering the
room. The brandy was administered to the woman and shortly afterwards her
husband and Dr. Armstrong assisted her up to bed where Dr. Armstrong gave
her asedetive” Bloresad:

"That's what happened. Absolutely. And that lets out the judge, Mr.
Lombard, mysdf and Miss Claythorne.”

Hisvoice was loud and jubilant. Mr. Justice Wargrave, bringing acold eye
to bear upon him, murmured:

"Ah, but doesit? We must take into account every possible eventudity.”

Blore stared. He said:

"l don't get you."

Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"Upgtairsin her room, Mrs. Rogersislying in bed. The sedative that the
doctor has given her beginsto take effect. Sheisvaguely deepy and
acquiescent. Supposing that at that moment thereis atap on the door and
someone enters  bringing her, shall we say, atablet, or adraught, with
the message that 'the doctor saysyou'reto take this." Do you imagine for
one minute that shewould not have swallowed it obediently without thinking

twice about it?"
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Therewas aslence. Blore shifted hisfeet and frowned. Philip Lombard
sad: "l don't believein that story for aminute. Besides none of usleft
thisroom for hours afterwards. There was Marston's degth and all the rest
of it" Thejudgesad:

"Some one could have left hisor her bedroom-later.”

Lombard objected:

"But then Rogers would have been up there.”

Dr. Armstrong stirred.

"No," he said. "Rogers went downstairs to clear up in the diningroom and
pantry. Any one could have gone up to the woman's bedroom then without
being seen.” Emily Brent said:

"Surely, doctor, the woman would have been fast adeep by then under the

influence of the drug you had administered?'

"Indl likdihood, yes. But it isnot acertainty. Until you have pre-
scribed for a patient more than once you cannot tell their reaction to
different drugs. Thereis, sometimes, aconsiderable period beforea
sedative takes effect. It depends on the persond idiosyncrasy of the
patient towards that particular drug.”

Lombard said:

"Of course you would say that, doctor. Suitsyour book-eh?!

Again Armstrong's face darkened with anger.

But again that passonless cold little voice stopped the words on hislips.



"No good result can come from recrimination. Facts are what we have to dedl
with. Itisestablished, | think, that thereisapossibility of sucha
thing as| have outlined occurring. | agreethat its probability vaueis
not high; though there again, it depends on who that person might have

been. The appearance of Miss Brent or of Miss Claythorne on such an errand
would have occasioned no surprise in the patient's mind. | agree that the
gppearance of mysdlf, or of Mr. Blore, or of Mr. Lombard could have been,
to say theleadt of it, unusud, but | ill  think the vist would have
been received without the awakening of any real suspicion.”

Bloresad:

"And that gets us-where?"
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Mr. Justice Wargrave, stroking his Up and looking quite passionless and
inhuman, sad:

"We have now dedt with the second killing, and have established the fact
that no one of us can be completely exonerated from suspicion.”

He paused and went on.

"We come now to the death of Genera Macarthur. That took place this
morning. | will ask any one who considersthat he or she hasan dibi to
dateitinsomany words. | mysdf will sate at oncethat | haveno vaid
dibi. | spent the morning sitting on the terrace and mediitating on the

gngular postioninwhich weadl find oursaves.



"| sat on that chair on the terrace for the whole morning until the gong
went, but there were, | should imagine, severa periods during the morning
when | was quite unobserved and during which it would have been possible
for metowak down to the seg, kill the Generdl, and return to my chair.
Thereisonly my word for thefact that | never left theterrace. Inthe
circumstancesthat isnot enough.  There must be proof.”

Bloresad:

"l waswith Mr. Lombard and Dr. Armstrong al the morning. They'll bear me
out." Dr. Armgrong said:

"Y ou went to the house for arope.”

Bloresad:

"Of coursg, | did. Went straight there and straight back. Y ou know | did.”

Armdgrong sad:

"Youwerealongtime.

Blore turned crimson.

Hesad:

"What the hell do you mean by that, Dr. Armstrong?"

Armstrong repested:

"l only said youwerealongtime.”

"Had tofind it, didn't I? Can't lay your hands on acoil of ropedl in
a minute"

Mr. Justice Wargrave said:
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"During Inspector Blore's absence, were you two gentlemen together?'



Armgtrong said hotly:

"Certainly. That is, Lombard went off for afew minutes. | remained where
| wes"

Lombard said withasmile:

"l wanted to test the possibilities of heliographing to the mainland.
Wanted to find the best spot. | was only absent aminute or two."

Armstrong nodded. He said:

"That's right. Not long enough to do amurder, | assure you."

Thejudge sad:

"Did ether of you two glance a your waiches?'

"Wl, no."

Philip Lombard said:

"l wasn't wearing one."

Thejudge sad evenly:

"A minute or two isavague expresson.”

Heturned his head to the upright figure with the knitting lying on her
lap. "MissBrent?'

Emily Brent said:

"l took awak with Miss Claythorne up to the top of theidand. Afterwards
| sat ontheterraceinthesun.”

Thejudge sad:

"I don't think | noticed you there.”

"No, | was round the corner of the house to the east. It was out of the
wind there

"And you sat theretill lunch time?"

"Y$,"



"Miss Claythorne?'

Veraanswered readily and clearly.

"l waswith Miss Brent early thismorning. After that | wandered about a
bit. Then | went down and talked to Generd Macarthur.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave interrupted. He said:

"Whét time was thet?"

Verafor thefirg timewas vague. She said:

"I don't know. About an hour before lunch, | think-or it might have been
less"

Blore asked:

"Wasit after we'd spoken to him or before?!

Veasad:
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"I don't know. He-he was very queer.”

She shivered.

"Inwhat way was he queer?" the judge wanted to know.

Verasaidinalow voice:

"He said we were dl going to die-he said he was waiting for the end. He-he

frightened me. . . ."



The judge nodded. He said:

"Wheat did you do next?'

"I went back to the house. Then, just before lunch, | went out again and
up behind the house. I've been terribly restless dl day.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave stroked his chin. He said:

"Thereremains Rogers. Though | doubt if hisevidence will add anything to
our sum of knowledge."

Rogers, summoned before the court, had very little to tell. He bad been
busy dl the morning about household duties and with the preparation of
lunch. Hehad taken cocktails onto the terrace before lunch and had then
gone up to remove his things from the attic to another room. He had not
looked out of the window during the morning and had seen nothing that could
have any bearing upon the death of General Macarthur. He would swear
definitely that there had been eight china figures upon the dining-table
when helaid the table for lunch.

At the conclusion of Rogers evidence there was a pause.

Mr. Justice Wararave cleared histhroat.

Lombard murmured to VVera Claythorne;

"The summing up will now take placel”

Thejudge sad:

"We have inquired into the circumstances of these three deaths to the best
of our ability. Whilst probability in some casesis againgt certain people
being implicated, yet we cannot say definitely that any one person can be
considered ascleared of al complicity. | reiterate my positive belief
that of the saven persons assembled in thisroom oneis a dangerous and

probably insane crimina. Thereisno evidence before us asto who that



personis. All wecando at the present junctureisto consider what
measures we can take for communicating with the mainland for help, andin
the event of help being delayed (asisonly too possible given the state

of the weather) what measures we must adopt to ensure our safety.

"I would ask you dl to consder this carefully and to give me any
suggedtions that may occur to you. In the meantime | warn everybody to be

upon hisor her guard. So far the murderer has had an
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easy task, snce his victims have been unsuspicious. From now on, it isour
task to suspect each and every one amongst us. Forewarned isforearmed. Take
no risksand be dert to danger. That isall.”
r
Philip Lombard murmured benegth his breath:

"The court will now adjourn. .

CHAPTER 10

"DoYOU BELIEVE it?' Veraasked.

She and Philip Lombard sat on the window-silI of the living-room. Outside

the rain poured down and the wind howled in great shuddering gusts againgt



the window-panes.

Philip Lombard cocked his head dightly on one side before answering. Then
he sd:

C(You mean, do | believethat old Wargraveis right when he saysit'sone
of us?' "Yes"

Philip Lombard said dowly:

"It'sdifficult to say. Logicdly, you know, he'sright, and yet-"

Veratook thewords out of his mouth.

"And yet it seems so incredible!”

Philip Lombard made agrimace.

"Thewholething'sincredible! But after Macarthur's death there's no more
doubt asto onething. There's no question now of accidents or suicides.
It's definitdly murder. Three murders up to date.”

Verashivered. Shesaid:

"It'slike some awful dream. | keep feding that thingslike this can't
happen!" He said with understanding:

"I know. Presently atap will come on the door, and early morning teawill
be broughtin."

Verasad:

"Oh, how | wish that could happen!™

Philip Lombard said gravely:

"Yes, but it won't! We'real in the dream! And weve got to be pretty much
upon our guard from now on."

Verasad, lowering her voice:

"If-if it isone of them-which do you think it is?*
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Philip Lombard grinned suddenly. He said:

"| take it you are excepting our two selves? Well, that'sal right. | know
very wdll that I'm not the murderer, and | don't fancy that there's
anythinginsane about you, Vera. Y ou strike me as being one of the sanest
and most level-headed girls |I've come across. 1'd stake my reputation on
your sanity.”

With adightly wry amile, Verasad:

"Thank you."

Hesad:

"Come now, MissVera Claythome, aren't you going to return the compliment?”
Verahestated aminute, then she said:

"Y ou've admitted, you know, that you don't hold human life par-

t'~ularly sacred, but al the same | can't see you as-asthe man who
dictated that gramophone record.”

Lombard said:

"Quiteright. If | wereto commit one or more murdersit would be solely
for what | could get out of them. Thismass clearanceisnt my line of
country. Good, then well diminate oursel ves and concentrate on our five
felow prisoners. Whichof themisU. N. Owen? Wdll, at aguess, and with
absolutely nothing to go upon, I'd  plump for Wargrave!”

"Oh!" Vera sounded surprised. She thought a minute or two and then said,
"Why?" "Hard to say exactly. But to begin with, he'san old man and he's

been presiding over courts of law for years. That isto say, he's played



God Almighty for agood many months every year. That must go to aman's
head eventually. He getsto see himsdf asdl powerful, asholding the
power of life and desth-and it's possible that hisbrain might sngp and he
might want to go one step farther and be Execu- tioner and Judge
Extraordinary.”

Verasaddowly:

"Yes, | supposethat's possible.

Lombard said:

"Who do you plump for?"

Without any hestation Veraanswered:

"Dr. Armgtrong.”

Lombard gave alow whistle.

"The doctor, ch?Y ou know, | should have put him last of al.”
Verashook her head.

"Oh, no! Two of the deaths have been poison. That rather points
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to adoctor. And then you can't get over the fact that the only thing we are
absolutely certain Mrs. Rogers had was the degping draught that he gave
her." Lombard admitted:

"Yes, that'strue.”

Veraperssted:

"If adoctor went mad, it would be along time before any one suspected.
And doctors overwork and have alot of strain.”

Philip Lombard said:

"Yes, but | doubt if he could have killed Macarthur. He wouldn't have had



time during that brief interva when | left him-not, that is, unlesshe
farly hared down there and back again, and | doubt if he'sin good enough
traning to dothat and show nosignsof it."

Verasad:

"Hedidn't doit then. He had an opportunity later."

"When?'

"When he went down to cal the Generd to lunch.”

Philip whigtled again very softly. Hesaid:

"So you think he did it then? Pretty cool thing to do.”

Verasad impatiently:

"What risk was there? He's the only person here with medical knowledge. He
can swear the body's been dead at least an hour and who's to contradict
him?" Philip looked a her thoughtfully.

"You know," he said, "that's aclever ideaof yours. | wonder-"

"Whoisit, Mr. Blore? That's what | want to know. Whoisit?"

Rogers face wasworking. His hands were clenched round the polishing
leather that he hdld in hishand.

Ex-Inspector Blore said:

"Eh, my ]ad, that'sthe question!”

"Oneof us, islordship said. Which one? That'swhat | want to know. Who's
thefiend inuman form?’

"That," said Blore, "iswhat we al would like to know."



Rogerssad shrewdly:
"But you've got anidea, Mr. Blore. Y ou've got an idea, 'aven't
you?'
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from being sure. | may bewrong. All | can say isthat if I'mright the
person in question isavery cool customer-avery cool customer indeed.”
Rogers wiped the perspiration from hisforehead. He said hoarsdly: "It's
like abad dream, that'swhat it is."

Bloresaid, looking a him curioudy:

"Got any ideas yoursdf, Rogers?'

The butler shook hishead. He said hoarsdly:

"I don't know. | don't know at dl. And that'swhat's frightening the life

out of me. To havenoidea

Dr. Armgrong said violently:

"We must get out of here-we must-we must! At dl costsl”

Mr. Justice Wargrave looked thoughtfully out of the smoking room window.
He played with the cord of hiseyeglasses. He said:

"I do not, of course, professto be aweather prophet. But | should say
that it isvery unlikely that aboat could reach us-even if they knew of

our plight-under twenty-four hours-and even then only if thewind drops.”



Dr. Armstrong dropped his head in his hands and groaned.

Hesad:

"And in the meantime we may al be murdered in our beds?'

"l hope not," said Mr. Justice Wargrave. "'l intend to take every possible

precaution againgt such athing happening.”

It flashed across Dr. Armstrong's mind that an old man like the judge, was
far moretenacious of life than ayounger man would be. He had often
marvelled & that fact in his professional career. Here was he, junior to
the judge by perhaps twenty years, and yet with avastly inferior sense of
sdf-preservation. Mr. Justice Wargrave was thinking:

"Murdered in our beds! These doctorsare dl the same-they think in
cliches. A thoroughly commonplace mind."

The doctor said:

"There have been three victims dready, remember.

"Certainly. But you must remember that they were unprepared for the attack.
We areforewarned."

Dr. Arrngtron~4 said bitterly:
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"What can we do? Sooner or |ater-"

"I think," said Mr. Justice Wargrave, "that there are severd thingswe can
do."

Armgtrong said:

"Weve no idea, even, who it can be-"

The judge stroked his chin and murmured:



"Oh, you know, | wouldn't quite say that."

Armatrong stared at him.

"Do you mean you know?"

Mr. Justice Wargrave said cautioudy:

"Asregards actua evidence, such asis necessary in court, | admit that

| havenone. But it appearsto me, reviewing the whole business, that one

particular person issufficiently clearly indicated. Yes, | think so.
Armgtrong stared at him.

Hesad:

"| don't understand.”

Miss Brent was upstairsin her bedroom.

Shetook up her Bible and went to it by the window.

She opened it. Then, after aminutes hesitation, she set it aside and went
over tothe dressing-table. From adrawer init shetook out asmall black-
covered notebook.

She opened it and began writing.

"A terrible thing has happened. Generd Macarthur is dead. (His cousin
married Elsie MacPherson.) There isno doubt but that he was murdered.
After luncheonthe judge made usamost interesting speech. Heis convinced
that the murderer isone of us. That meansthat one of usis possessed by
adevil. | had aready suspected that. Which of usisit? They aredl
asking themselvesthat. | doneknow. . . .

She sat for sometime without moving. Her eyes grew vague and filmy. The



pencll straggled drunkenly in her fingers. In shaking loose capitas she
wrote THE MURDERER'SNAME isBEATRICE TAYLOR....
Her eyes closed.
Suddenly, with a start, she awoke. Shelooked down at the note-

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

book. With an angry exclameation she scored through the vague unevenly
scrawled characters of the last sentence. Shesaid inalow voice: "Did |

writethat? Did I? | must be going mad.

The storm increased. Thewind howled against the Side of the house. Every
onewasin theliving-room. They sat listlesdy huddled together. And,
surreptitioudy, they watched each other.

When Rocyers brought in the tea-tray, they al jumped.

Hesad:

"Shdll | draw the curtains? 1t would make it more cheerful like."

Recelving an assent to this, the curtains were drawn and the lamps turned
on. The room grew more cheerful. A little of the shadow lifted. Surely, by
to-morrow, the storm would be over and some one would come-a boat would
arive.

VeraClaythome sad:



"Will you pour out tea, Miss Brent?'
The elder woman replied:
"No, you do it, dear. That tea-pot is o heavy. And | have lost two skeins
of my grey knitting-wool. So annoying."
Veramoved to the teartable. There was a cheerful rattle and clink of
china. Normdity returned.
Teal Blessed ordinary everyday afternoon teal Philip Lombard made acheery
remark. Blore responded. Dr. Armstrong told a humorous story. Mr. Justice
Wargrave, who ordinarily hated tea, sipped approvingly.
Into this relaxed atmosphere came Rogers.
And Rogerswas upset. He said nervoudy and at random:
"Excuse me, Sir, but does any one know what's become of the bathroom
curtain?' Lombard's head went up with ajerk.
"The bathroom curtain? What the devil do you mean, Rogers?’
"It'sgone, gir, clean vanished. | was going round drawing dl the
curtaiiisand the onein the lav-bathroom wasn't there any longer."
Mr. Justice Wargrave asked:
"Wasit therethismorning?'
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"Oh, yes, gr." Bloresaid: "What kind of acurtain wasit?' " Scarlet
ailslk, gr. It went with the scarlet tiles” Lombard said: "And it's
gone?' "Gone, Sir." They stared a each other. Blore said heavily: "Wel-
after dl-what of it? It's mad-but so's everything el se. Anyway, it doesn't
matter. Y ou can't kill anybody with an ailsilk curtain. Forget about it.”

Rogerssaid: "Yes, sr, thank you, sr." He went out, shutting the door



behind him. Insgde the room, the pal of fear had falen anew. Again,

surreptitioudy, they watched each other.

Dinner came, was egten, and cleared away. A smple medl, mostly out of
tins. Afterwards, in the living-room, the strain was amost too grest to
be borne. At nine o'clock, Emily Brent roseto her feet. Shesaid: "I'm
goingtobed." Verasad: "I'll goto bedtoo." Thetwo women went up the
garsand Lombard and Blore came with them. Standing at the top of the
dairs, thetwo men watched the women go into their respective rooms and
shut the doors. They heard the sound of two bolts being shot and the
turning of two keys. Blore said with agrin: "No need to tdll 'em to lock
their doord" Lombard said: "W, they'redl right for the night, at any

ratel" Hewent down againand the other followed him.

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

The four men went to bed an hour later. They went up together. Rogers, from
the dining-room where he was setting the table for breskfast, saw them go
up. He heard them pause on the landing above.

Then the judge's voice spoke.

"I need hardly advise you, gentlemen, to lock your doors.'



Bloresad:

"And, what's more, put achair under the handle. There are ways of turning
locks from the outsde.”

Lombard murmured:

"My dear Blore, the trouble with you isyou know too much!”

Thejudge sad gravely:

"Good-night, gentlemen. May we dl meet safely inthe morning!”

Rogers came out of the dining-room and dipped hdfway up the stairs. He
saw four figures pass through four doors and heard the turning of four
locksand the shooting of four bolts.

He nodded his head.

"That'sdl right," he muttered.

He went back into the dining-room. Y es, everything was ready for the
morning. His eyelingered on the centre plague of 1ooking-glass and the
sevenlittlechina figures
A sudden grin transformed hisface.

He murmured:

"I'll see no one playstricksto-night, at any rate.”

Crossing the room he locked the door to the pantry. Then going through the
other door to the hall he pulled the door to, locked it and dipped the key
into his pocket.

Then, extinguishing the lights, he hurried up the stairsand into his new
bedroom.

Therewas only one possible hiding-placein it, thetall wardrobe, and lie
looked into that immediately. Then, locking and bolting the door, he

prepared for bed. Hesaid to himsdf:



"No more Indiaii tricksto-night. I'veseentothat . . . ...

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

CHAPTER 11

PHILIP LOMBARD had the habit of waking at daybreak. He did so on this
particular morning. He raised himself on an elbow and listened. The wind had

somewhat abated but was still blowing. He could hear no sound of rain. ..

At eight o'clock the wind was blowing more strongly, but Lombard did not
hear it. Hewasadeep again.

At nine-tbirty he was Sitting on the edge of his bed looking at hiswatch.
Heput ittohisear. Then hislipsdrew back from histeeth in that
curiouswolf-like smile characteristic of the man.

He sad very softly:

" think the time has come to do something about this.”

At twenty-five minutes to ten he was tapping on the closed door of Blore's
room. Thelatter opened it cautioudy. Hishair was touded and his eyes
weredill dim with deep.

Philip Lombard said affably:

"Seeping the clock round? Well, shows you've got an easy conscience.”
Blore said shortly:

"What's the matter?'

Lombard answered:

"Anybody caled you-or brought you any tea? Do you know what timeit is?'



Blore looked over hisshoulder at asmal travelling clock by hisbedside.
Hesad:

"Twenty-five to ten. Wouldn't have believed | could have dept like that.
Where's Rogers?'

Philip Lombard said:

"It'sacase of echo answers where?'

"What d'you mean?' asked the other sharply.

Lombard said:

"I mean that Rogersis missing. Heisn't in hisroom or anywhereelse. And
there's no kettle on and the kitchen fireisn't even fit."

Blore swore under his breath. He said:

"Where the devil can he be? Out on the idand somewhere? Wait
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Philip Lombard nodded. He moved dong the line of closed doors. He found
Armatron up and nearly dressed. Mr. Justice Wargrave, like Blore, had to be
roused from deep. Vera Claythorne was dressed. Emily Brent's room was
empty.

The little party moved through the house. Rogers room, as Philip Lombard
had aready ascertained, was untenanted. The bed had been dept in, and his
razor and sponge and soap were Wet.

Lombard said:

"Hegot updl right.”

Verasadin alow voicewhich shetried to make firm and assured: "Y ou

don't think he's-hiding somewhere-waiting for us?'



Lombard said:

"My dear girl, I'm prepared to think anything of any one! My adviceisthat
we keep together until wefind him."

Armstrong said:

"He must be out on the idand somewhere.”

Blore who had joined them, dressed, but sill unshaved, said:

"Where's Miss Brent got to-that's another mystery?!

But asthey arrived in the hal, Emily Brent camein through the front
door. She had on amackintosh. She said:

"The seaisashigh asever. | shouldn't think any boat could put out to-
day." Bloresad:

"Have you been wandering about the idand done, Miss Brent? Don't you
redize that that's an exceedingly foolish thing to do?"

Emily Brent sad:

"| assureyou, Mr. Blore, that | kept an extremely sharp lookout.” Blore
grunted. Hesad:

"Seen anything of Rogers?'

Miss Brent's eyebrows rose.

"Rogers? No, | haven't seen him thismorning. Why?"

Mr. Justice Wargrave, shaved, dressed and with hisfase teeth in position,
came down the tairs. He moved to the open dining-room door. He said:

"Ha, laid thetable for breskfast, | see.”

Lombard said:

"He might have donethat last night.”

They dl moved ingde the room, looking at the negtly set platesand



cutlery. At the row of cups on the sideboard. At the felt mats placed ready
for the coffee um.
It was Verawho saw it first. She caught the judge's arm and the Prin of
herathletic finper,, made the old Pentleman wince

294

MASTERPIECES OF MURDER

Shecried out: "Thelndiang Look!" Therewereonly six chinafiguresinthe

middle of thetable.

They found him shortly afterwards.

Hewasin thelittle wash-house across the yard. He had been chopping
dicksin preparation for lighting the kitchen fire. The small chopper was
dillinhis hand. A bigger chopper, aheavy affair, wasleaning againgt
the door-themetal of it stained adull brown. 1t corresponded only too

well with thedegpwound in the back of Rogers head. . . .

"Perfectly clear,” sad Armstrong. "The murderer must have crept up behind
him, swung the chopper once and brought it down on his head as he was
bending over." Blorewas busy on the handle of the chopper and the flour

gfter fromthe kitchen.



Mr. Justice Wargrave asked:

"Would it have needed grest force, doctor?”

Armgtrong sad gravely:

"A woman could have doneit if that'swhat you mean." He gave aquick
glance round. VeraClaythorne and Emily Brent had retired to the kitchen.
"Thegirl could have doneit easily-she's an athletic type. In appearance
MissBrentis fragilelooking, but that type of woman has often alot of
wiry strength. And you must remember that any one who's mentally unhinged
has agood deal of unsuspected srength.”

The judge nodded thoughtfully.

Blorerose from hiskneeswith asigh. He said:

"No fingerprints. Handle was wiped afterwards.”

A sound of laughter was heard-they turned sharply. Vera Claythorne was
ganding intheyard. She cried out in ahigh shrill voice, shaken with

wildhimznf  Inimht~r-

"Do they keep bees on thisidand? Tell methat. Where do we go for honey?

Hal ha"



They stared at her uncomprehendingly. It was as though the sane well-
balanced girl had gone mad before their eyes. She went on in that high
unnatura voice. "Don't sarelikethat! Asthough you thought | was mad.
It'ssane enough what 1'm asking. Bees, hives, bees! Oh, don't you
understand? Haven't you read that idiotic rhyme?It'supinal your
bedrooms-put there for you to study! We might have come here straightaway
If weld had sense. Seven little Indian boys chopping up sticks. And the
next verse. | know the wholething by heart, | tell you! Six littleIndian
boys playing with ahive. And that'swhy I'm asking-do they keep beeson
thisidand?isn't it funny?-isnt it damned funny ... T' She began
laughing wildly again. Dr. Armstrong strode forward. Heraised hishand and
struck her aflat blow on the cheek.

She gasped, hiccuped-and swallowed. She stood motionless aminute, then she
sad: "Thankyou. .. I'mal right now."

Her voice was once more calm and controlled-the voice of the efficient
games midress.

She turned and went across the yard into the kitchen saying: "Miss Brent
and| aregetting you breskfast. Can you-bring some sticksto light the
fire?" The marks of the doctor's hand stood out red on her cheek.

Asshewent into the kitchen Blore said:

"Well, you dedt with that dl right, doctor.”

Armstrong said apologeticaly:

"Had to! We can't cope with hysteriaon the top of everything ese.”

Philip Lombard said:

"Shel'snot ahysterica type.”

Armstrong agreed.



"Oh, no. Good hedthy sensble girl. Just the sudden shock. It might happen
to anybody."

Rogers had chopped a certain amount of firewood before he had been killed.
They gathered it up and took it into the kitchen. Veraand Emily Brent were
busy. Miss Brent wasraking out the stove. Verawas cutting the rind off
the bacon. Emily Brent sad:

"Thank you. Well be as quick aswe can-say haf an hour to

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE
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Ex-Inspector Blore said in alow hoarse voice to Philip Lombard: "Know what
I'm thinkina?'

Philip Lombard said:

"Asyou'rejust about to tell me, it's not worth the trouble of guessing.”

Ex-Ingpector Blore was an earnest man. A light touch was incomprehensible
tohim. Hewent on heavily:

"Therewasacasein America Old gentleman and hiswife-both killed with
anaxe. Middle of the morning. Nobody in the house but the daughter and the
maid. Mad, it was proved, couldn't have doneit. Daughter wasa

respectable middie-aged spinster. Seemed incredible. So incredible that



they acquitted her. But they never found any other explanation.” He paused.
"| thought of that when | saw the axe -and then when | went into the
kitchen and saw her there so neat and calm. Hadn't turned ahair! That
girl, coming al over hystericd -wdll, that's natura-the sort of thing
you'd expect-don't you think so?"

Philip Lombard said laconically:

"It might be."

Blore went on.

"But the other! So neat and prim-wrapped up in that apron-Mrs. Rogers
apron, | suppose-saying: '‘Breakfast will be ready in half an hour or so.'

If you ask me that woman's as mad as a hatter! Lots of elderly spinsters
go that way-1 don't mean go in for homicide on the grand scale, but go
queer intheir heads. Unfortunatdly it'staken her thisway. Religious
mania-thinks shes God's ingrument, something of that kind! She Stsin

her room, you know, reading her Bible"

Philip Lombard sighed and said:

"That's hardly proof positive of an unbalanced mentaity, Blore." But Blore
went on, ploddingly, perseveringly:

"And then she was out-in her mackintosh, said she'd been down to look at
the sa”

The other shook his head.

Hesad:

"Rogerswaskilled as lie was chopping firewood-that isto say first thing

when lie got up. Miss Brent wouldn't have needed to wander



AND THEN THERE WERE NONE
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about outside for hours afterwards. If you ask me, the murderer of Rogers
would takejolly good careto berolled up in bed snoring.”

Bloresad:

"Y ou're missing the point, Mr. Lombard. If the woman was innocent sheld be
too dead scared to go wandering about by hersalf. Sheld only do that if she
knew that she had nothing to fear. That'sto say if she hersdlf isthe
cimind." Philip Lombard said:

"That'sagood point. . . . Yes, | hadn't thought of that.”

He added with afaint grin:

"Glad you don't il sugpect me"

Blore said rather shamefacedly:

"l did gtart by thinking of you-that revolver-and the queer story you told-
or didnttel. But I'veredized now that that wasredly abit too
obvious." He paused and said: "Hope you fed the same about me."

Philip sad thoughtfully:

"I may bewrong, of course, but | can't fed that you've got enough
imagination for thisjob. All | can say is, if you'rethe crimind, you're
adamnedfine actor and | take my hat off to you." He lowered hisvoice,

"Just between oursdaves, Blore, and taking into account that well probably



both be a couple of gtiffsbefore another day isout, you did indulgein
that spot of perjury, | suppose?’
Blore shifted uneasily from onefoot to the other. He said at last:
"Doesn't seem to make much odds now. Oh, well, here goes. Landor was innocent
right enough. The gang had got me squared and between us we got him put avay
for agretch. Mind you, | wouldn't admit this-"
"If there were any witnesses," finished Lombard with agrin. "It'sjust
between you and me. Well, | hope you made atidy bit out of it."
"Didn't make what | should have done. Mean crowd, the Purcell gang. | got
my promotion, though.”
"And Landor got pend servitude and died in prison.”
"I couldn't know he was going to die, could I T' demanded Blore.
"No, that was your bad luck."
"Mine?His, you mean.”
"Yours, too. Because, asaresult of it, it looks as though your own life
is going to be cut unpleasantly short.”
"Me?' Blore stared at him. "Do you think I'm going to go the way of Rogers
and therest of them? Not me! I'm watching out for mysdl
pretty carefully, | cantell you."
T I-AA
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"Oh, wdll-I'm not abetting man. And anyway if you were dead | wouldn't get
pad.”
"Look here, Mr. Lombard, what do you mean?"

Philip Lombard showed histeeth. He said:



"I mean, my dear Blore, that in my opinion you haven't got a chance!”
"What?'

"Y our lack of imagination is going to make you absolutely a Sitting target.
A crimina of theimagination of U. N. Owen can make rings round you any
time he-or she-wantsto."

Blore'sface went crimson. He demanded angrily:

"And what about you?'

Philip Lombard's face went hard and dangerous.

Hesad:

"I've a pretty good imagination of my own. I've been in tight places before

now and got out of them! | think-1 won't say more than that but | think I'll

get out of thisone.”

The eg swerein the frying-pan. Vera, at the stove, thought to her.9 sdif:
"Why did | make ahyserica fool of mysaf? That wasamistake. Kegp cam,
my girl, keepcdm.”
After dl, shed dways prided herself on her levelheadedness!
"Miss Claythorne was wonderful -kept her head-started off swimming after

Cyril at once."

Why think of that now? All that was over-oveyr. . . . Cyril had

disappeared long before she got near the rock. She had felt the current take



her, sweeping her out to sea. She had let hersdf go with itswvimming quietly,
floating-till the boat arrived at last . . . .

They had praised her courage and her sang-froid. . . .

But not Hugo. Hugo had just-looked at her . . . .

God, how it hurt, even now, to think of Hugo. . ..

Where was he? What was he doing? Was he engaged-married?

Emily Brent sad sharply:

"Verg, that baconisburning.”

"Oh, sorry, MissBrent, soit is. How stupid of me."
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Vera, putting fresh pieces of bacon in the frying-pan, said curioudy:
"Y ou're wonderfully calm, Miss Brent."

Emily Brent said, pressing her lipstogether:

"| was brought up to keep my head and never to make afuss.”
Verathought mechanicdly:

"Repressed asachild. . . . That accountsfor alot.

Shesad:



"Arent you afrad?’

She paused and then added:

"Or don't you mind dying?'

Dying! It was as though asharp little gimlet had run into the solid
congeded massof Emily Brent's brain. Dying? But she wasn't going to die!
The otherswould die-yes-but not she, Emily Brent. Thisgirl didn't
understand! Emily wasn't afraid, naturally-none of the Brentswere afraid.
All her people were Service people. They faced degth unflinchingly. They
led upright livesjust asshe, Emily Brent, had led an upright life. . .

. She had never done anything to be ashamed of. . . . And so, naturdly,
shewasnt goingto die. . . .

"The Lord ismindful of hisown." "Thou shat not be afraid for the terror
by night; nor for the arrow that flieth by day. . . ." It was daylight now-
therewas no terror. "We shdl none of usleavethisidand.” Who had said
that? Genera  Macarthur, of course, whose cousin had married Else
MacPherson. He hadn't seemed to care. He had seemed-actually-to welcome the
idea! Wicked! AlImostimpiousto fed that way. Some people thought so
little of death that they actudly took their own lives. Begtrice Taylor.

... Last night she had dreamed of Begtrice-dreamt that she was outside
pressing her face againgt the window and moaning, asking to belet in. But
Emily Brent hadn't wanted to let her in. Becausg, if shedid, something
terrible would happen. . . .

Emily cameto herself with agtart. That girl waslooking a her very
drangdy. Shesaidinabrisk voice:

"Everything'sready, isn't it? Well take the breskfast in."



Breakfast was acurious meal. Every onewas very polite. "May | get you some
more coffee, Miss Brent?"
49X X. ~1l ~1-1
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"Another piece of bacon?’
Six people, dl outwardly self-possessed and normal.

And within? Thoughtsthat ran round in acircle like squirrelsin acage.

"What next? What next? Who? Which?"

"Would it work? | wonder. It'sworth trying. If theréstime. My

God, if therestime. . . ...

"Religious mania, that'stheticket. . . . Looking at her, though,

you can hardly believeit. . . . Suppose I'mwrong. . . ."

"It's crazy-everything's crazy. I'm going crazy. Wool disappearing -red
glk curtains-it doesn't make sense. | can't get thehang of it. . . ."

"The damned fool, he believed every word | said to him. It wasessy. . ..
| must be careful, though, very careful.”

"Six of thoselittle chinafigures be by to-night?. . ."

"Wholl havethelast egg?'

"Marmdade?'



"Thanks, can | give you some ham?"

Six people, behaving normally at bregkfadt. . .

CHAPTER 12

only six-how many will there

THE MEAL wasover. Mr. Justice Wargrave cleared histhroat. Hesaid in a
smdl authoritative voice: "It would be advisable, | think, if we met to
discussthe gtuation. Shal we say in hdf an hour'stimein the drawing-
room?" Every one made a sound suggestive of agreement. Verabegan to pile
plates together. She said: "I'll clear away and wash up.” Philip Lombard

sad: "WEell bring the stuff out to the pantry for you." "Thanks." Emily

Brent, risng to her feet, sat clown again. She said: "Oh, dear.” Thejudge

sad: "Anything the metter, Miss Brent?'
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Emily said gpologeticaly:

"I'm sorry. I'd like to help Miss Claythorne, but | don't know how itis.

| fed justalittiegiddy."

"Giddy, en?' Dr. Armstrong came towards her. "Quite natura. Delayed shock.
| cangiveyou something to-"

"No!"

Theword burst from her lipslike an exploding shell.



It took every one aback. Dr. Armstrong flushed a deep red.

There was no mistaking the fear and suspicion in her face. He said stiffly:

"Just asyou please, Miss Brent."

Shesad:

"l don't wish to take anything-anything at al. | will just St here
quietly till the giddiness passes off."

They finished clearing away the breskfast things.

Bloresad:

"I'm adomestic sort of man. I'll give you ahand, Miss Claythorne" Vera
sad: "Thank you."

Emily Brent was|eft done Stting in the dining-room.

For awhile she heard afaint murmur of voicesfrom the pantry.

The giddiness was passing. She fdt drowsy now, asthough she could easily
go todeep.

Therewasabuzzing in her ears-or wasit ared buzzing in theroom? She
thought:

"It's like a bee-abumblebee.”

Presently she saw the bee. It was crawling up the window-pane.

Vera Claythorne had talked about bees this morning.

Beesand honey.

Sheliked honey. Honey in the comb, and strain it yourself through amudin

bag. Drip, drip, drip. .

There was somebody in the room ping. . . . Begtrice Taylor came from the

river. ...

She had only to turn her head and she would see her.

But she couldn't turn her head.



If sheweretocal out . ..

But she couldn't call out. .

Therewas no one elsein the house. Shewasall alone.

She heard footsteps-soft dragging footsteps coming up behind her. Tile
stumbling footsteps of the drowned girl.

Therewas awet dank smdl in her nogtrils.

. somebody al wet and drip-
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On the window-pane the bee was buzzing-buzzing. And then shefelt the prick.

The bee sting on the side of her neck.

In the drawing-room they were waiting for Emily Brent.

VeraClaythorne said:

"Shdl | go and fetch her?!

Bloresaid quickly:

"Jug aminute.”

Verasat down again. Every onelooked inquiringly at Blore.

Hesad:

"Look here, everybody, my opinion'sthis. we needn't look farther for the
author of these deaths than the dining-room at this minute. I'd take my
oaththat woman'sthe onewe're after!”

Armstrong said:



"And the motive?'

"Religious mania. What do you say, doctor?*

Armgtrong said:

"It's perfectly possible. I've nothing to say againgt it. But of course
weveno proof.”

Verasad:

"She was very odd in the kitchen when we were getting breskfast. Her eyes-"
She shivered.

Lombard said:

"You can't judge her by that. Weredl abit off our heads by now!" Blore
sd:

"Theres another thing. She's the only one who wouldn't give an explanation
after that gramophone record. Why? Because she hadn't any to give."
Veradtirred in her chair. Shesaid:

"That's not quite true. She told me-afterwards.”

Wargrave sad:

"What did shetell you, Miss Claythorne?'

Verarepeated the story of Bestrice Taylor.

Mr. Justice Wargrave observed:

"A perfectly straightforward story. | persondly should have no

rl;ffio,df~, ;~--f;-47.11- TM-A;A A- - _-f1-
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be troubled by a sense of guilt or afeding of remorse for her atitudein
the maiter?'

"Nonewhatever," said Vera. " She was completely unmoved.”

Bloresad:

"Hearts as hard asflints, these righteous spingters! Envy, mostly!” Mr.
Judtice Wargrave said:

"It isnow five minutesto eeven. | think we should summon Miss Brent to
join our conclave.

Bloresad:

"Aren't you going to take any action?'

Thejudge sad:

"| fail to see what action we can take. Our suspicions are, at the moment,
only suspicions. | will, however, ask Dr. Armstrong to observe Miss Brent's
demeanour very carefully. Let usnow go into the dining-room.”

They found Emily Brent Stting in the chair in which they had left her.

From behind they saw nothing amiss, except that she did not seem to hear
tharr entrance into the room.

And then they saw her face-suffused with blood, with blue lips and staring
eyes. Bloresad:

"My God, she's dead!”

The smal quiet voice of Mr. Justice Wargrave said:
"One more of us acquitted-too late!™

Armstrong was bent over the dead woman. He sniffed the lips, shook his



head, peeredintothe eydids.

Lombard said impatiently:

"How did she die, doctor? Shewasdl right when we |ft her herel™
Armstrong's attention was riveted on amark on the right side of the neck.

Hesad:

"nat’'s the mark of ahypodermic syringe."

There was a buzzing sound from the window. Veracried:

"L ook-a bee-a bumblebee. Remember what | said this morning!”
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"It wasn't that bee that stung her! A human hand held the syringe.” The
judge asked:

"What poison was injected?’

Armstrong answered:

"At aguess, one of the Cyanides. Probably Potassum Cyanide, same as
Anthony Margton. She must have died dmost immediately by asphyxiation.”

Veracried:

"But that bee? It can't be coincidence?

Lombard said grimly:

"Oh, no, it isn't coincidence! 1t's our murderer's touch of local colour!
He's aplayful beast. Likesto stick to hisdamnable nursery jingle as
closdly as possble”

For thefirst time his voice was uneven, dmost hrill. It was as though
evenhis nerves, seasoned by along career of hazards and dangerous

undertakings, had givenout & last.



Hesadviolently:

"It's mad!-absolutely mad-were dl mad!"

Thejudge sad camly:

"We have till, | hope, our reasoning powers. Did any one bring a
hypodermic syringeto this house?"

Dr. Armgirong, straightening himself, said in avoice that was not too well
assured:

"Yes | did."

Four pairs of eyesfastened on him. He braced himself against the deep
hodtile suspicion of those eyes. He said:

"Alwaystravel with one. Most doctorsdo.”

Mr. Jugtice Wargrave said camly:

"Quite so. Will you tell us, doctor, where that syringeis now?"

"In the suitcasein my room."

Wargrave said:

"We might, perhaps, verify that fact."

Thefive of them went upstairs, asilent procession.

The contents of the suitcase were turned out on the floor.

The hypodermic syringe was not there.

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE
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Armdrong said violently:

"Somebody must have taken it!"

Therewas slencein the room.

Armstrong stood with his back to the window. Four pairs of eyeswere on
him, black with suspicion and accusation. He looked from Wargraveto Vera
and repeated hdplesdy-weekly:

" tdll you some one must have taken it.”

Blorewas|ooking at Lombard who returned his gaze.

Thejudge sad:

"Therearefive of us herein thisroom. Oneof usisamurderer. The
postion isfraught with grave danger. Everything must be donein order to
safeguard the four of uswho are innocent. | will now ask you, Dr.
Armstrong, what drugsyou havein your possesson?’

Armstrong replied:

"l have asmall medicine case here. Y ou can examineit. You will find some

deeping stuff-triona and sulphonal tablets-a packet of bromide,
bicarbonate of soda, aspirin. Nothing ese. | have no Cyanidein my
possession.”

Thejudge sad:

"I have, mysdlf, some deeping tablets-sulphond, | think they are. |
presume they would belethd if asufficiently large dose were given. Y ou,
Mr. Lombard, haveinyour possesson arevolver.”

Philip Lombard said sharply:

"What if | have?'

"Only this. | propose that the doctor's supply of drugs, my own sulphonal



tablets, your revolver and anything else of the nature of drugs or firearms
should be collected together and placed in asafe place. That after thisis
done, we should each of us submit to a search -both of our persons and of
our effects”" Lombard said:
"I'm damned if I'll give up my revolver!™
Wargrave said sharply:
"Mr. Lombard, you are avery strongly built and powerful young man, but
ex-Inspector Bloreisaso aman of powerful physique. | do not know what the
outcome of a struggle between you would be but | can tell you this. On
Blore's sde, assasting him to the best of our abilitv will hn. mv-elf Dr

Arm-trnno, gnd Mi-g Clgvthorne Y ou will an-
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preciate, therefore, that the odds against you if you chooseto resst will

be somewhat heavy." Lombard threw his head back. His teeth showed in what
was a- most asnarl. "Oh, very well then. Since you've got it al taped
out." Mr. Justice Wargrave nodded his head. "Y ou are a sensible young man.
Whereisthis revolver of yours?' "In the drawer of the table by my bed."
"Good." "I'll fetch it." "I think it would be desirable if we went with
you." Philip said with a smile that was till nearer asnarl: " Suspicious

devil, aren't you?' They went aong the corridor to Lombard's room. Philip
strode across to the bed-table and jerked open the drawer. Then he recoiled

with an oath. The drawer of the bed-table was empty.



"Satisfied?" asked Lombard.

He had stripped to the skin and he and his room had been meticuloudy
searched by the other three men. Vera Claythorne was outside in the
corridor. The search proceeded methodicaly. In turn, Armstrong, the judge
and Blore submitted to the sametest.

The four men emerged from Blore's room and approached Vera. It wasthe
judgewho spoke.

"I hope you will understand, Miss Claytborne, that we can make no
exceptions.  That revolver must be found. Y ou have, | presume, abathing
dresswithyou?' Veranodded.

"Then | will ask you to go into your room and put it on and then come out
tous here)'

Verawent into her room and shut the door. She regppeared in under aminute

dressed in atight-fitting silk rucked bathing dress.

Wargrave nodded approval.

"Thank you, Miss Claythorne. Now if you will remain here, we xv;n--6 --, -

_1$
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Verawaited patiently in the corridor until they emerged. Then shewent in,

dressed, and came out to where they were waiting.

Thejudge sad:



"We are now assured of onething. There are no letha wegpons or drugsin
the possession of any of usfive. That isone point to the good. Wewill
now place thedrugsin asafe place. Thereis, | think, asilver chest, is
therenat, in the pantry?'

Bloresad:

"That'sal very well, but who'sto have the key? Y ou, | suppose.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave made no reply.

He went down to the pantry and the others followed him. Therewasasmall
case there desgned for the purpose of holding slver and plate. By the
judge's directions, the various drugs were placed in thisand it was
locked. Then, sill on Wargrave'singtructions, the chest waslifted into
the plate cupboard and this in turn was locked. The judge then gave the key
of the chest to Philip Lombard and the key of the cupboard to Blore.

Hesad:

"Y ou two are the strongest physicdly. It would be difficult for either of
you to get the key from the other. It would be impossible for any of us
threeto do so. To break open the cupboard-or the plate chest-would be a
noisy and cumbrous proceeding and one which could hardly be carried out
without attention being attracted to what was going on.”

He paused, then went on:

"We are dtill faced by one very grave problem. What has become of Mr.
Lombard's revolver?'

Bloresad:

"Seemsto meits owner isthe most likely person to know that."

A whitedint showed in Philip Lombard's nogtrils. He said:



"Y ou damned pig-headed fool! | tell you it's been stolen from me.
Wargrave asked:

"When did you seeit last?"

"Last night. It wasin the drawer when | went to bed-ready in case anything
happened.”

The judge nodded.

Hesad:

"It must have been taken this morning during the confusion of searching for
Rogers or after his dead body was discovered.”

Vi-,r,g~,qiri-
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"It must be hidden somewhere about the house. We must ook for

Mr. Justice Wargrave'sfinger was stroking his chin. He said:

"I doubt if our search will result in anything. Our murderer has had plenty
of timeto deviseahiding-place. I do not fancy we shdl find that
revolver eedly."

Blore sad forcefully:

"I don't know wheretherevolver is, but I'll bet | know where something
ese isthat hypodermic syringe. Follow me."

He opened the front door and led the way round the house.



A little distance away from the dining-room window he found the syringe.
Besde it wasasmashed chinafigure-afifth broken Indian boy.

Bloresaid in asatisfied voice:

"Only placeit could be. After held killed her, he opened the window and
threw out the syringe and picked up the chinafigure from the table and
followed on withthat."

There were no prints on the syringe. It had been carefully wiped.

Verasaidin adetermined voice:

"Now let uslook for the revolver.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"By al means. But in doing so let us be careful to keep together.
Remember, if we separate, the murderer gets his chance.”

They. searched the house carefully from attic to cellars, but without

result. lle revolver wasgtill missng.

CHAPTER 13

"Oneof us...Oneof us...Oneof us...

Threewords, endlesdy repeated, dinning themsalves hour after hour into

receptive brains.

Five people-five frightened people. Five people who watched each other, who
now hardly troubled to hide their state of nervous tension.

There wasllittle pretence now-no formal veneer of conversation. They were
five enemieslinked together by amutud ingtinct of selfpreservation.

And dl of them, suddenly, looked less like human beings. They were



revertingto more bestial types. Like awary old tortoise, Mr. Justice

Wargrave sat hunched up, hisbody motionless, his eyes keen

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

and dert. Ex-Inspector Blore looked coarser and clumsier in build. Hiswalk
was that of adow padding animal. His eyes were bloodshot. There was alook
of mingled ferocity and stupidity about him. He was like abeast at bay
ready to chargeits pursuers. Philip Lombard's senses seemed heightened,
rather than diminished. His earsreacted to the dightest sound. His step
waslighter and quicker, hisbody waslithe and graceful. And he smiled
often, hislips curling back from hislong white teeth.

Vera Claythorne was very quiet. She sat most of thetime huddled ina
chair. Her eyes stared ahead of her into space. She looked dazed. She was
likeabird that has dashed its head against glass and that has been picked
up by ahuman hand. It crouchesthere, terrified, unable to move, hoping
to saveitsdlf by its immohbility.

Armstrong wasin a pitiable condition of nerves. He twitched and his hands
shook. Helighted cigarette after cigarette and stubbed them out almost
immediately. The forced inaction of their position seemed to gal him more
than the others. Every now and then he broke out into atorrent of nervous
Speech.

"We-we shouldn't just Sit here doing nothing! There must be something-



aurdy, surely, thereis something that we can do? If welit abonfire-"

Bloresad heavily:

"In thiswesather?'

Therain was pouring down again. Thewind camein fitful gusts. The
depressing sound of the pattering rain nearly drove them mad.

By tacit consent, they had adopted a plan of campaign. They dl sat inthe
big drawing-room. Only one person left the room at atime. The other four
watedtill thefifth returned.

Lombard said:

"It'sonly aquestion of time. The wesather will clear. Then we can do
something-sgnd-light fires-make araft-something!"

Armgtrong said with a sudden cackle of laughter:

"A question of time-time? We can't afford time! We shdl al bedead. . .

" Mr. dugtice Wargrave said, and his small clear voice was heavy with
passonate determination:

"Not if we are careful. We must be very careful.

The mid-day meal had been duly eaten-but there had been no conventional
formdity about it. All five of them bad goneto the kitchen. In the larder
they had found agreat store of tinned foods. They had opened atin of
tongue and two tinsof fruit. They had eaten standing round the kitchen
table. Then, herding close together, they
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had returned to the drawing-room-to Sit there-sit-watching each other. . .



. And by now the thoughts that ran through their brains were abnorma,
feverish, diseased. . ..

"ItsArmgtrong . . . | saw himlooking at me sidewaysjust then
.hiseyesaremad . . . quitemad . . . . Perhaps heisn't adoctor at
dl.. .. That'sit, of course! . ..Hesalunatic, escaped from some
doctor's house-pretending to beadoctor. . . . It'strue. . . shal |
tell them?.. . Shal | scream out?. . . No, it won't do to put him on
hisguard . ... Besdeshecanseemsosane. ... What timeisit?. .
. Only aquarter past three! ... Oh, God, | shal gomad mysdlf . ...
Yes, itsArmgrong . .. . HEswatching menow. . 1)

"They won't get me! | can take care of mysdf. . .. I'vebeenintight
places before. . .. Wherethe hell isthat revolver?. . . Who took it?

... Who'sgot it?. .. Nobody's got it-we know that. We

wereall searched. . . . Nobody can haveit . . . . But some one knowswhere
itis...."

"They'regoingmad . . . they'll dl gomad. . . . Afraid of death

.we'redl afraid of death . . . I'm afraid of death. . . . Yes, but that
doesn't stop death coming. . . . 'The hearseis at the door, sr." Where did
| readtha?Thegirl ... I'll watchthegirl. Yes, I'll watch thegirl.
... "Twenty to four . only twenty to four . . . perhapsthe clock has
stopped. . . .| don't understand-no, | don't understand. . . . This sort
of thing can't happen . . . itishappening. . .. Why don't we wake up?

Wake up-4udgment Day-no, not that! If | could only think. . . . My head-



something's hgppening in- my head-it's going to burst-it's going to split.

... Thissort of thing cant happen. ...

What'sthe time? Oh, God! it's only a quarter to four.”

"I must keepmy head . . . | must keep my head. ... If only |

keepmy head . . . It'sall perfectly clear-all worked out. But nobody must
suspect. It may do thetrick. It must! Which one? That's the question-which
one? | think-yes, | rather think-yes-him."

When the clock struck five they al jumped.

Verasad:

"Does any one-want tea?'

Therewasamoment's silence. Blore said:

"I'dlikeacup."

Verarose. Shesad:

"I'll go and makeit. You can dl Say here"

Mr. Justice Wargrave said gently:
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"I think, my dear young lady, wewould al prefer to come and watch you
make it

Verasared, then gave ashort rather hysterical laugh.

Shesad:

"Of course! Y ouwould!"

Five people went into the kitchen. Teawas made and drunk by Veraand



Blore. The other three had whiskey-opening afresh bottle and using a
sphonfroma nailed up case.

Thejudge murmured with areptilian smile:

"Wemust bevery careful. .. "

They went back again to the drawing-room. Although it was summer the room
was dark. Lombard switched on the lights but they did not come on. He said:

"Of course! The engine's not been run to-day since Rogers hasn't been there
to seetoit.”

He hestated and said:

"We could go out and get it going, | suppose.”

Mr. Justice Wargrave said:

"There are packets of candlesin the larder, | saw them, better use those."
Lombard went out. The other four sat watching each other.

He came back with abox of candles and a pile of saucers. Five candles were

lit and placed about the room.

Thetimewas aquarter to Six.

At twenty past Six, Verafdt that to St there longer was unbearable. She
would go to her room and bathe her aching head and templesin cold water.

She got up and went towards the door. Then she remembered and came back and
got acandleout of the box. Shelighted it, let alittle wax pour into a

saucer and stuck the candle firmly to it. Then she went out of the room,

shutting the door behind her and leaving the four men ingde.



She went up the stairs and along the passage to her room.

As she opened her door, she suddenly halted and stood stock stiff.
Her nogtrils quivered.

Thesea. .. Thesmel of theseaat St. Tredennick . . .

That wasit. She could not be mistaken. Of course one smelt the
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sea on an idand anyway, but thiswas different. It was the smell there had
been on the beach that day-with the tide out and the rocks covered with
seaweed drying inthe sun.

"Can | swim out to theidand, Miss Claythorne?"

"Why can't | swim out to theidand?. . ."

Horrid whiny spailt little brat! If it weren't for him, Hugo would berich
.. .abletomarry thegirl heloved.

Hugo. ..

Surely-surely-Hugo was beside her? No, waiting for her intheroom. . . .

She made astep forward. The draught from the window caught the flame of the

candle. It flickered and went out.

In the dark she was suddenly afraid. . . .

"Dont beafooal," VeraClaythorne urged hersdlf. "It'sdl right. The
othersare downdairs. All four of them. There'sno onein the room. There
can't be. You're imagining things, my girl-"

But that sméell-that smell of the beach a St. Tredennick . . . that wasn't

imagined. It wastrue. . . .

And therewas some oneintheroom. . . . She had heard something-surely



shehad heard something. . ..

And then, as she stood there, listening-a cold, clammy hand touched her

throat-a wet hand, smdlling of thesea. . . .

Verascreamed. She screamed and screamed-screams of the utmost terror-wild
desperate criesfor help.

She did not hear the sounds from below, of achair being overturned, of a
door opening, of men'sfeet running up the stairs. She was conscious only
of su premeterror.

Then, restoring her sanity, lightsflickered in the doorway-candles -men
hurrying into the room.

"What the devil?' "What's happened?’ "Good God, what isit?"

She shuddered, took a step forward, collapsed on the floor.

Shewasonly half aware of some one bending over her, of some oneforcing
her head down between her knees.

Then at asudden exclamation, aquick "My God, look at that!" her senses
returned. She opened her eyes and raised her head. She saw what it wasthe

men with the candleswerelooking at.

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

A broad ribbon of wet seaweed was hanging down from the ceiling. It was



that which in the darkness had swayed againgt her throat. It wasthat which
shehad taken for aclammy hand, a drowned hand come back from the dead to
squeezethe lifeout of her! ...

She began to laugh hystericaly. Shesad:

"It was seaweed-only seaweed-and that's what the smell weas. . . .

And then the faintness came over her once more-waves upon waves of
sickness. Again some onetook her head and forced it between her knees.

Aeons of time seemed to pass. They were offering her something to drink-
pressing the glassagaing her lips. She smet brandy.

Shewasjust about to gulp the spirit gratefully down when, suddenly, a
warning note-like an darm bell-sounded in her brain. She sat up, pushing
theglassaway. Shesad sharply:

"Where did this come from?"

Blore's voice answered. He stared aminute before spesking. He said: "
got it from downgtairs."

Veracried:

"l won't drink it.

There was amoment's Slence, then Lombard laughed.

He said with gppreciation:

"Good for you, Veral Y ou've got your wits about you-even if you have been
scared hdf out of your life. I'll get afresh bottle that hasn't been
opened.” Hewent swiftly out.

Verasad uncertainly:

"I'mdl right now. I'll have some weter."

Armstrong supported her as she strug led to her feet. She went
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over to the basin, swaying and clutching at him for support. Shelet the
cold tgp run and then filled the glass. Blore said resentfully: " That
brandy'sadl right." Armsrong said: "How do you know?" Blore said angrily:
"l didn't put anything init. That'swhat you're getting at, | suppose.”

Armgrong sad:
314  MASTERPIECES OF MURDER

"I'm not saying you did. Y ou might have doneit, or some one might have
tampered with the bottle for just thisemergency.”

Lombard came swiftly back into the room.

He had anew bottle of brandy in his hands and a corkscrew.

He thrust the sedled bottle under Veras nose.

"Thereyou are, my girl. Absolutely no deception.” He pedled off thetin
foil and drew the cork. "Lucky there's agood supply of spiritsin the

house. Thoughtful of U. N. Owen."

Verashuddered violently.

Armstrong held the glasswhile Philip poured the brandy into it, He said:

"Y ou'd better drink this, Miss Claythorne. Y ou've had anasty shock." Vera
drank alittle of the spirit. The colour came back to her face. Philip

Lombard said with alaugh:

"Well, heré's one murder that hasn't gone according to plan!”

Verasaid dmost in awhigper:

"Y ou think-that was what was meant?’

Lombard nodded.

"Expected you to pass out through fright! Some people would have, wouldn't

they, doctor.



Armstrong did not commit himsdlf. He said doubtfully:

"H'm, impossible to say. Y oung hedlthy subject-no cardiac weakness.
Unlikely. On  the other hand-"

He picked up the glass of brandy that Blore had brought. He dipped afinger
in it, tasted it gingerly. His expression did not dter. He said dubioudy:
"H'm, tagtesdl right."

Blore stepped forward angrily. He said:

"If you're saying that | tampered with that, I'll knock your ruddy block
off." Vera, her witsrevived by the brandy, made adiversion by saying:
"Wherésthe judge?'

The three men looked at each other.

"That'sodd . . . . Thought he came up with us."

Bloresad:

"Sodidl. ... What about it, doctor? Y ou came up the stairs behind me."
Armstrong said:

"| thought he was following me. . . . Of course, he'd be bound to go dower
than wedid. He'san old man."

They looked at each other again.

Lombard said:
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"It's damned odd.

Blorecried:

"Wemust look for him."



He started for the door. The othersfollowed him3 Veralast.

Asthey went down the stairs Armstrong said over his shoulder:

"Of course he may have stayed in the living-room.

They crossed the hall. Armstrong called out loudly:

"Wargrave, Wargrave, where are you?"'

Therewas no answer. A deadly slencefilled the house apart from the
gentle patter of theran.

Then, in the entrance to the drawing-room door, Armstrong stopped dead. The

others crowded up and looked over his shoulder.

Somebody cried out.

Mr. Justice Wargrave was Sitting in his high-backed chair at the end of the
room. Two candles burnt on ether sde of him. But what shocked and
dartled the onlookerswas the fact that he sat there robed in scarlet with
ajudgeswigupon hishead. ...

Dr. Armstrong motioned to the others to keep back. He himself walked across
to theslent saring figure, reding alittle as he walked like adrunken
man. He bent forward, peering into the still face. Then, with a swift
movement, he raised thewig. It fell to thefloor, reveding the high bald
forehead with, in the very middle, around stained mark from which
something had trickled. . .. Dr. Armstrong raised the limp hand and felt
for the pulse. Then heturned to the others.

He said-and his voice was expressionless, dead, far away:

"He's been shot.

Bloresad:

"God-the revolver!”

Thedoctor sad, sill in the samelifdessvoice:



"Got him through the head. | nstantaneous.”

Vera stooped to the wig. She said, and her voice shook with horror: "Miss
Brent'smissng grey wool.

Bloresad:

"And the scarlet curtain that was missing from the bathroom. . . " Vera
whispered:

"So thisiswhat they wanted them for.

Suddenly Philip Lombard laughed-a high unnatura laugh.

""Fvelittle Indian boys going in for law; one got in Chancery and
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then there werefour.' That'sthe end of Mr. Bloody Justice Wargrave. No
more pronouncing sentence for him! No more putting on of the black cap!
Here'sthe last time héll ever St in court! No more summing up and sending
innocent men to death. How Edward Seton would laugh if he were here! God,
how hedlaugh!” His outburst shocked and startled the others. Veracried:
"Only thismorning you said he wasthe one!™ Philip Lombard's face changed-
sobered. Hesaid ina low voice: "l know | did. . . . Wdll, | waswrong.

Heres one more of uswho's been proved innocent-too late!”

CHAPTER 14



THEY HAD CARRIED Mr. Jugtice Wargrave up to hisroom and laid him on the
bed. Then they had come down again and had stood in the hdl looking at
each other. Bloresad heavily:

"What do we do now?'

Lombard said briskly:

"Have something to eat. Weve got to eat, you know."

Once again they went into the kitchen. Again they opened atin of tongue.
They ate mechanically, dmost without tagting.

Verasad:

"| shdl never egt tongue again.”

They finished the medl. They sat round the kitchen table staring at each
other.

Bloresad:

"Only four of usnow. . .. Wholl bethe next?"

Armstrong stared. He said, dmost mechanically:
"We must be very careful-" and stopped.

Blore nodded.

"That'swhat hesaid. . . . And now he's dead!"
Armgtrong said:

"How did it happen, | wonder?'

Lombard swore. He said:

"A damned clever double crossl That stuff was planted in Miss
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Claythorne'sroom and it worked just asit was intended to. Every one dashes
up there thinking she's being murdered. And so-in the confusion-some one-
caught the old boy off hisguard.”

Bloresad:

"Why didn't any one hear the shot?"

Lombard shook his head.

"Miss Claythorne was screaming, the wind was howling, we were running about

and caling out. No, it wouldn't be heard." He paused. "Buit that trick's not

going to work again. Hell haveto try something ese next time.”

Bloresad:

"He probably will."

There was an unpleasant tone in hisvoice. The two men eyed each other.
Armstrong said:

"Four of us, and we don't know which.

Bloresad:

it

"l know. ... Verasad: "I haven't the least doubt. Armstrong said dowly:
"l suppose | do know redly. Philip Lombard said: "I think I've got a pretty
goodideanow ... Aganthey al looked at each other . ... Vera
staggered to her feet. Shesaid: "l fed awful. | mustgotobed. ... I'm
dead beat." Lombard said: "Might aswell. No good sitting watching each
other." Blore said: "I've no objection. . . ... The doctor murmured: "The
best thing to do-although | doubt if any of uswill deep.” They moved to

the door. Blore sad: "l wonder where that revolver is now?



11

They went up the sairs. The next move was alittlelike ascenein afarce.
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Each one of the four stood with ahand on his or her bedroom door handle.
Then, asthough at asigna, each one stepped into the room and pulled the
door shut. There were sounds of bolts and locks, of the moving of furniture,

Four frightened people were barricaded in until morning.

Philip Lombard drew abresth of relief as he turned from adjusting achair
under thedoor handle.

He strolled across to the dressing-table.

By thelight of theflickering candle he sudied hisface curioudy. He
sad softly to himsdf:

"Y es, thisbusiness has got you rattled dl right.”

His sudden wolf-like smile flashed out.

He undressed quickly.

He went over to the bed, placing hiswrist-watch on the table by the bed.
Then he opened the drawer of the table.

He stood there, staring down at the revolver that wasinside



VeraClaythornelay in bed.

The candle still burned beside her.

Asyet she could not summon the courage to put it out.

Shewas afraid of thedark. . . .

Shetold hersdf again and again: "Y ou'redl right until morning. Nothing
happened last night. Nothing will happen to-night. Nothing can happen.
You're locked and bolted in. No one can come near you. . . .

And she thought suddenly:

"Of course! | can stay here! Stay herelocked in! Food doesn't redlly
matter! | can Say here-safely-till help comes! Evenif it'saday -or two
days...." Stay here. Yes, but could she stay here? Hour after hour-with

no oneto speak to, with nothing to do but think. . . .
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Sheld begin to think of Cornwall-of Hugo-of-of what she'd said to Cyril.
Horrid whiny little boy, aways pestering her.

"Miss Claythorne, why can't | swim out to the rock?1 can. | know | can.”
Wasit her voice that had answered?

"Of courseyou can, Cyril, redlly. | know that."



"Can| go then, Miss Claythorne?'

"Well, you see, Cyril, your mother gets so nervous about you. I'll tell you
what. To-morrow you can swim out to the rock. I'll talk to your mother on
thebeach and distract her attention. And then, when she looksfor you,
thereyou'll be standing on the rock waving to her! It will beasurprise!”

"Ob, good egg, Miss Claythorne! That will bealark!”

Sheld said it now. To-morrow! Hugo was going to Newquay. When he came back-
it would bedl over.

Y es, but supposing it wasn't? Supposing it went wrong? Cyril might be
rescuedin time. And then-then held say, "Miss Claythorne said | could.”
Wil, what of it? One must take somerisk! If the worst happened shed
brazenit out. "How canyou tell such awicked lie, Cyril? Of course |
never said any suchthing!” They'd believe her dl right. Cyril oftentold
stories. Hewas an untruthful child. Cyril would know, of course. But that
didn't metter. . . . And anyway nothing would go wrong. Sheld pretend to
swim out after him. But shed arrivetoo late. . . . Nobody would ever
Suspect. . . .

Had Hugo suspected? Was that why he had looked at her in that queer far-off
way. .. ?Had Hugo known?

Was that why he had gone off after the inquest so hurriedly?

He hadn't answered the one letter she had writtento him. . ..

Hugo. ..

Veraturned restlesdy in bed. No, no, she mustn't think of Hugo. It hurt
too much! That wasal over, over and done with.

must be forgotten. . .

Why, thisevening, had she suddenly felt that Hugo wasin the room with



her? She stared up at the celling, stared at the big black hook inthe
middle of the room.

Shed never noticed that hook before.

The seaweed had hung from that. . . .

She shivered as she remembered that cold clammy touch on her neck. . . .

I
... Hugo
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Shedidn't like that hook on the ceiling. It drew your eyes, fascinated you

. ..abigblack hook. .

Ex-Inspector Blore sat on the sde of his bed.

Hissmall eyes, red-rimmed and bloodshot, were dert in the solid mass of



his face. Hewaslike awild boar waiting to charge.

Hefét no inclination to deep.

The menace was coming very near now. . . . Six out of ten!

For dl his sagecity, for al his caution and astuteness, the old judge had
gone theway of therest.

Blore snorted with akind of savage satisfaction.

"What wasit the old geezer had said?”

"We must be very careful. . . .

Sdf-righteous smug old hypocrite. Sitting up in court feding like

God Almighty. Hed got hisdl right. . . . No more being careful for him.

And now there were four of them. Thegirl, Lombard, Armstrong and himsdlf.
Very soon another of them would go. . . . But it wouldn't be William Henry
Blore. Hed seetothat dl right.

(But therevolver. . . . What about the revolver? That was the disturbing
factor-the revolver!)

Blore sat on hisbed, his brow furrowed, hislittle eyes creased and
puckered while he pondered the problem of therevolver. . . .

In the silence he could hear the clocks strike downgtairs.

Midnight.

He relaxed alittle now-even went so far asto lie down on his bed. But he
did not undress.

Helay there, thinking. Going over the whole business from the beginning,
methodicaly, painstakingly, as he had been wont to do in his police officer

days. It was thoroughnessthat paid in the end.



The candle was burning down. Looking to see if the matches were within easy
reach of hishand, he blew it out.

Strangedly enough, he found the darkness disquieting. It was asthough a
thousand age-old fears awoke and struggled for supremacy in hisbrain.
Facesfloated in the air-the judge's face crowned with that mockery of grey

wool-the cold dead face of Mrs. Rogers-the convulsed purple face of Anthony

Margton. .
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Another face-pale, spectacled, with asmall straw-coloured moustache. . .
. A face he had seen sometime or other-but when? Not on theisland. No,
much longer ago than that.

Funny, that he couldn't put anameto it. really-fellow looked abit of a
mug. Of course!

It cameto him with areal shock.

Landor!

. Slly sort of f ace

Odd to think he'd completely forgotten what Landor looked like. Only
yesterday he'd been trying to recall the fellow's face, and hadn't been

ableto. And now hereit was, every feature clear and digtinct, asthough



he had seeniit only yesterday. . . .

Landor had had awife-athin dip of awoman with aworried face. Thered
been akidtoo, agirl aout fourteen. For thefirst time, he wondered what
had become of them.

(Therevolver. What had become of the revolver? That was much

moreimportant . . . .)

The more he thought about it the more puzzled hewasHe

didn't understand thisrevolver business. . . .

Somebody in the house had got that revolver. . . .

Downstairs a clock struck one.

Blore's thoughts were cut short. He sat up on the bed, suddenly dert. For
hehad heard a sound-avery faint sound-somewhere outside his bedroom door.

There was some one moving about in the darkened house.

The perspiration broke out on hisforehead. Who wasit, moving secretly and

slently adong the corridors? Some one who was up to no good, held bet that!

Noisdesdy, in spite of his heavy build, he dropped off the bed and with
two drideswas standing by the door listening.

But the sound did not come again. Neverthel ess Blore was convinced that he
was not mistaken. He had heard afootfal just outside hisdoor. The hair
rose dightly on hisscalp. He knew fear again. . . .

Some one cregping about stedthily inthe night

He listened-but the sound was not repeated.

And now a new temptation assailed him. He wanted, desperately, to go out
and investigate. If he could only see who it was prowling about in the
darkness. But to open his door would be the action of afool. Very likely

that
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was exactly what the other was waliting for. He might even have meant Blore
to hear what he had heard, counting on him coming out to investigate.

Blore stood rigid-listening. He could hear sounds everywhere now, cracks,

rustles, mysterious whispers-but his dogged redistic brain knew them for
what they were-the creations of his own heated imagination.

And then suddenly he heard something that was not imagination. Footsteps,
very soft, very cautious, but plainly audibleto aman listening with all
hisears asBlorewaslisening.

They came softly dong the corridor (both Lombard's and Armstrong's rooms
were further from the stair-head than his). They passed his door without
hesteting or fatering.

And asthey did so, Blore made up hismind.

He meant to seewho it was! The footsteps had definitely passed his door
going to the stairs. Where was the man going?

When Blore acted, he acted quickly, surprisingly so for aman who looked
0 heavy and dow. Hetiptoed back to the bed, dipped matchesinto his
pocket, detached the plug of the eectric lamp by hisbed, and picked it
up winding theflex round it. It was achromium affair with aheavy ebonite
base-a useful weapon. He sprinted noisalesdy across the room, removed the
chair from under thedoor handle and with precaution unlocked and unbolted

the door. He stepped out into  the corridor. Therewas afaint sound in the



hal below. Bloreran noisglessy in his stockinged feet to the head of the
gairs.

At that moment he realized why it was he had heard al these sounds so
clearly. Thewind had died down completely and the sky must have cleared.
Therewasfaint moonlight coming in through the landing window and it
illuminated the hal below. Blore had an ingtantaneous glimpse of afigure
just passing out through the front  door.

In the act of running down the gtairsin pursuit, he paused.

Once again, he had nearly made afool of himsdf! Thiswasatrap, perhaps,
to lure him out of the house!

But what the other man didn't redlize was that he had made amistake, had

delivered himsdlf neetly into Blore's hands.

For, of the three tenanted rooms upstairs, one must now be empty. All that
hed to be done wasto ascertain which!

Blore went swiftly back along the corridor.

He paused first at Dr. Armstrong's door and tapped. There was no answer.
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He waited aminute, then went on to Philip Lombard's room.

Here the answer came at once.

"Who'sthere?'

"It'sBlore. | don't think Armstrong isin hisroom. Wait aminute.” He
went on to the door at the end of the corridor. Here he tapped again. "Miss
Claythorne. Miss Claythorne.”

Verdsvoice, Sartled, answered him.



"Who isit? What's the matter?'

"It'sdl right, Miss Claythorne. Wait aminute. I'll come back.”

He raced back to Lombard's room. The door opened as he did so. Lombard
stood there. Heheld acandlein hisleft hand. He had pulled on his
trousersover his pyjamas. Hisright hand rested in the pocket of his
pyjamajacket. Hesaid sharply:

"Whet thehdl'sall this?'

Blore explained rapidly. Lombard's eyeslit up.

"Armstrong-eh? So he's our pigeon!™ He moved adong to Armstrong's door.
"Sorry, Blore, but | don't take anything on trugt.”

He rapped sharply on the pandl.

"Armstrong-Armstrong.”

Therewas no answer.

Lombard dropped to his knees and peered through the keyhole. He inserted
his littlefinger gingerly into thelock.

Hesad:

"Key'snot in the door on theinside.”

Bloresad:

"That means helocked it on the outside and took it with him."

Philip nodded!:

"Ordinary precaution to take. Well get him, Blore. . . . Thistime, well
get him! Half asecond.”

Heraced dlong to Verasroom.

"Vea"

"YS,"



"We're hunting Armstrong. He's out of hisroom. Whatever you do, don't open
your door. Understand?’

"Yes, | understand.”

"If Armstrong comes dong and says that |'ve been killed, or Blore's been
killed, pay no attention. See? Only open your door if both Bloreand |
speak to you. Got  that?'

Verasad:

"Yes. I'm not acompletefool."
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Lombard said..

"Good."

Hejoined Blore. He said:

"And now-after him! The hunt'sup!”

Bloresad:

"Wed better be careful. He's got arevolver, remember.”

Philip Lombard racing down the stairs chuckled.

Hesad:

"That'swhere you'rewrong." He undid the front door, remarking: "Latch
pushed back-s0 that he could get in again easily."”

Hewent on:

"I've got that revolver!" Hetook it half out of his pocket as he spoke.
"Found it put back in my drawer to-night.”

Blore stopped dead on the doorstep. His face changed. Philip Lombard saw
it. Hesaid impatiently:

"Don't be adamned fool, Blore! I'm not going to shoot you! Go back and



barricade yoursdf inif you likel I'm off after Armstrong.”

He gtarted off into the moonlight. Blore, after aminute's hesitation,
followed him.

He thought to himsdlf:

"I suppose I'm asking for it. But after al-"

After dl he had tackled criminals armed with revolvers before now.
Whatever else helacked, Blore did not lack courage. Show him the danger
and hewould tackle it pluckily. He was not afraid of danger in the open,

only of danger undefined and tinged with the supernatural.

Verg, |eft to wait results, got up and dressed.
She glanced over once or twice at the door. It was agood solid door. It
was both bolted and locked and had an oak chair wedged under the handle.
It could not be broken open by force. Certainly not by Dr. Armstrong. Hewas
not aphyscaly powerful man.
If shewere Armstrong intent on murder, it was cunning that she would
employ, not force.
Sieamused hersdlf by reflecting on the means he might employ.

He might, as Philip had suggested, announce that one of the other
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two men was dead. Or he might possibly pretend to be mortally wounded



himsdf, might drag himsdlf groaning to her door.

There were other possibilities. He might inform her that the house was on
fire. More, he might actually set the house onfire. . . . Yes, that would
bea possibility. Lure the other two men out of the house, then, having
previoudy laid atrail of petrol, he might set fight toit. And she, like
anidiot, would remain barricaded in her room until it wastoo late.

She crossed over to the window. Not too bad. At a pinch one could escape
that way. It would mean a drop-but there was a handy flower-bed.

She sat down and picking up her diary begantowriteinitinaclear
flowing hand.

One must passthetime.

Suddenly she gtiffened to attention. She had heard a sound. It was, she
thought, asound like bresking glass. And it came from somewhere
downgtairs. Shelistened hard, but the sound was not repegted.

She heard, or thought she heard, stedlthy sounds of footsteps, the creak
of dairs, the rustle of garments-but there was nothing definite and she
concluded, asBlore had done earlier, that such sounds Q their originin
her own imagintion.

But presently she heard sounds of a more concrete nature. People moving
about downstairs-the murmur of voices. Then the very decided sound of some
onemounting the stairs-doors opening and shutting-feet going up to the
attic overhead. More noisesfrom there.

Findly the steps came aong the passage. Lombard's voice said:

"Vea?Youdl right?’

"Y es. What's happened?’

Bloresvoicesad:



"Will you let usin?'

Verawent to the door. She removed the chair, unlocked the door and did
back the bolt. She opened the door. The two men were breathing hard, their
feet and the bottom of their trousers were soaking wet.

Shesad agan:

"Whét's happened?’

Lombard said:

"Arnutrong's disappeared.
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Veracried: "What?' Lombard said: "Vanished clean off theidand.” Blore
concurred: "'V anished-that'sthe word! Like some damned conjuring trick.” Vera
sad impatiently: "Nonsense! He's hiding somewhere!” Blore said: "No, he
isnt! | tell you, theré's nowhereto hideon thisidand. It sasbare as
your hand! Therésmoonlight outside. Asclear asday itis. And he's not
to befound." Verasaid: "He doubled back into the house." Blore said: "We
thought of that. We've searched the house too. Y ou must have heard us. He's
not here, | tell you. He's gone-clean vanished, vamoosed. . . ." Verasaid
increduloudy: "'l don't believeit." Lombard said: "It'strue, my dear.” He
paused and then said: "There's one other little fact. A panein thedining-
room window has been smashed-and there are only threellittle Indian boys on

thetable."



CHAPTER 15

THREE PEOPLE sat eating breakfast in the kitchen.

Outside, the sun shone. It was alovely day. The ssorm was athing of the
past.

And with the change in the wegther, a change had comein the mood of the

prisoners on theidand.

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE
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They felt now like people just awakening from anightmare. There was
danger, yes, but it wasdanger in daylight. That paralyzing atmosphere of
fear that had wrapped them round like a blanket yesterday while thewind
howled outsdewas gone.

Lombard said:

"WEell try heliographing to-day with amirror from the highest point of the

idand. Some bright lad wandering on the cliff win recognize SO Swhen he
sees it, | hope. In the evening we could try abonfire-only thereisnt
much wood-and anyway they might just think it was song and dance and

meriment.” Verasad:



"Surely some one can read Morse. And then they'll come to take us off. Long

before thisevening.”

Lombard said:

"The wesather's cleared dl right, but the sea hasn't gone down yet.
Terrific swell on! They won't be able to get aboat near the idand before
to-morrow.” Veracried:

"Anoather night inthisplace!”

Lombard shrugged his shoulders.

"May aswell faceit! Twenty-four hourswill doiit, | think. If we can last
out that, well bedl right."

Blore cleared histhroat. He said:

"Wed better come to aclear understanding. What's happened to Armstrong?”

Lombard said:

"Well, weve got one piece of evidence. Only threelittle Indian boys | eft
onthe dinner-table. It looks as though Armstrong had got his quietus.”

Verasad:

"Then why haven't you found his dead body?"

Bloresad:

"Exadtly.”

Lombard shook his head. He said:

"It's damned odd-no getting over it."

Blore said doubtfully:

"It might have been thrown into the sea”

Lombard said sharply:

"By whom?Y ou? Me?Y ou saw him go out of the front door. Y ou come dong and



find meinmy room. We go out and search together. When the devil had |
timetokill him and carry hisbody round theidand?’
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Bloresad:

"l don't know. But | do know onething.”

Lombard said:

"What'sthat?"

Bloresad:

"Therevolver. It was your revolver. It'sin your possession now, There's
nothing to show that it hasn't been in your possesson analong.”

"Come now, Blore, wewereall searched.”

"Yes, you'd hidden it away before that happened. Afterwards you just took
it back agan."

"My good blockhead, | swear to you that it was put back in my drawer.
Greatest surprise| ever had inmy lifewhen | found it there.”

Bloresad:

"Y ou ask usto believe athing like that! Why the devil should Armstrong,
orany oneesefor that matter, put it back?"

Lombard raised his shoulders hopelesdly.

"l haven't theleast idea. It'sjust crazy. Thelast thing onewould
expect. Thereseemsno pointinit.”

Blore agreed.

"No, thereisn't. Y ou might have thought of a better story."

"Rather proof that I'mtdling thetruth, isn't it?"

"l don't look at it that way."



Philipsaid:

"Y ou wouldnt."

Bloresad:

"Look here, Mr. Lombard, if you're an honest man, asyou pretend-" Philip
murmured:

"When did | lay clamsto being an honest man? No, indeed, | never said
that." Blorewent on golidly:

"If you're spesking the truth-theré's only one thing to be done. Aslong
asyou havethat revolver, Miss Claythorne and | are a your mercy. The
only fair thing isto put that revolver with the other thingsthat are
locked up-and you and | will hold thetwo keysill.”

Philip Lombard lit acigarette.

As he puffed smoke, he said:

"Don't bean ass."
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"No, | won't. That revolver'smine. | need it to defend myself-and I'm
going tokeepit."
Bloresad:

"In that case we're bound to come to one conclusion.”



"That I'm U. N. Owen? Think what you damned well please. But I'll ask you,
if that'sso, why | didn't pot you with the revolver last night? 1 could
have, about twenty timesover.”

Blore shook his head.

Hesad:

"l don't know-and that's afact. Y ou must have had some reason.”

Vera had taken no part in the discussion. She stirred now and said: "l
think you're both behaving like apair of idiots."

Lombard looked at her.

"What'sthis?"

Verasad:

"Y ou've forgotten the nursery rhyme. Don't you seethereés aclue there?”

Sherecited in ameaning voice:

"Four little Indian boys going out to ses; A red herring swallowed one and

then there were three."

Shewent on:

"A red herring-that's the vital clue. Arnutrong's not dead. He took away
the chinalndian to make you think hewas. Y ou may say what you like-
Armgrong's ontheidand still. Hisdisgppearanceisjust ared herring
across the track. Lombard sat down again.

Hesad:

"Y ou know, you may beright."

Bloresad:

"Yes, but if so, where ishe? Weve searched the place. Outside and



indde" Verasad scornfully:

"Weadll searched for the revolver, didn't we, and couldn't find it? But it
was somewhered| thetime!”

Lombard murmured:

"nerésadight differencein Sze, my dear, betweenamanand a
revolver." Verasad:

"l don't care-I'm sure I'mright.”
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"Rather giving himself away, wasn't it? Actualy mentioning ared herring
in theverse. He could have written it, up abit different.”
Veracried:
"But don't you see, heés mad? It'sal mad! Thewholething of going by the
rhymeismad! Dressing up the judge, killing Rogers when he was chopping
sticks-drugging Mrs. Rogers so that she overdept herself-arranging for a
bumblebee when Miss Brent died! It'slike some horrible child playing agame.
Itsdl gottofitin."
Bloresad:
"Yes, youreright." He thought aminute. "At any rate therésno Zoo on
the idand. Hell have abit of trouble getting over that.”

Veracried:

"Don't you see? Werethe Zoo .. . . . Last night, we were hardly human any

more. WeretheZoo. . . ...



They spent the morning on the dliffs, taking it in turnsto flash amirror
a themainland.

There were no signsthat any one saw them. No answering signas. The day
was fine, with adight haze. Below the seaheaved in agigantic swell.
Therewere no boats out.

They had made another abortive search of theidand. There was no trace of
the missng physcian.

Veralooked up at the house from where they were standing.

She sad, her bresth coming with adight catchiinit:

"Onefedssafer here, out in the open. . . . Don't let's go back into the
house again.”

Lombard said:

"Not abad idea. Were pretty safe here, no one can get at us without our

seeing him along time beforehand.”

Verasad:

"Well say here”

Bloresad:

"Have to pass the night somewhere. WEl have to go back to the house
then" Verashuddered.

"l can't bear it. | can't go through another night!™

Philipsad:

"You'l be safe enough-locked in your room."



AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

Veramurmured: "l suppose s0."

She gtretched out her hands, murmuring:

"It'slovely-to fed the sun again.

Shethought:

"How odd. ... I'mamost happy. And yet | suppose I'm actudly in danger
.. .. Somehow-now-nothing seemsto matter

not indaylight . . . . | fed full of power-I fed that | can't die. Blore
waslooking at hiswrist-watch. He said:

"It'stwo o'clock. What about lunch?!

Verasad obgtinately:

"I'm not going back to the house. I'm going to Stay here-in the open.”
"Oh, come now, Miss Claythorne. Got to keep your strength up, you know."
Verasad:

"If | even seeatinned tongue, | shal besick! | don't want any food.
People go days on end with nothing sometimes when they'reon adiet.”

Bloresad:

"Well, | need my mealsregular. What about you, Mr. Lombard?'

Philipsaid:

"Y ou know, | don't relish the idea of tinned tongue particularly. I'll stay
here with Miss Claythorne.”

Blore hesitated. Verasaid:

"I shdl be quitedl right. | don't think helll shoot me as soon as your



back isturned if that'swhet you're afraid of."

Bloresad:

"It'sdl right if you say s0. But we agreed we ought not to separate. "
Philip sad:

"Y ou're the one who wantsto go into the lion's den. I'll come with you if
you like?"

"No, youwon't," said Blore. "Y oull stay here."

Philip laughed.

"Soyoure dill afraid of me? Why, | could shoot you both this very minute
if 1liked."

Bloresad:

"Y es, but that wouldn't be according to plan. It'soneat atime, and it's
got tobedoneinacertanway.”

"Well," said Philip, "you seem to know dl about it."

"Of course," said Blore, "it'sabit jumpy going up to the house done-"

)
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Philip said softly:

"And therefore, will | tend you my revolver? Answer, no, | will not! Not
quite so smple asthat, thank you."

Blore shrugged his shoulders and began to make hisway up the steep dope

tothe house



Lombard said softly:

"Feeding time a the Zoo! The animasarevery regular in their habitd"

Verasad anxioudy:

"lan't it very risky, what he'sdoing?"

"In the sense you mean-no, | don't think it ist Armstrong's not armed, you
know, and anyway Bloreistwice amatch for himin physique and hesvery
much onhis guard. And anyway it's asheer impossbility that Armstrong can
beinthe house. | know he's not there."

"But-what other solution isthere?!

Philip said softly:

"TherésBlore"

"Oh-do you redly think-T'

"Listen, my girl. You heard Blores story. Y ou've got to admit that if it's
true, | can't possibly have had anything to do with Armstrong's
disappearance. His story clearsme. But it doesn't clear him. Weve only
hisword for it that he heard footsteps and saw aman going downstairs and
out at the front door. The wholething may bealie. He may have got rid
of Armstrong acouple of hours before that.”

"How?"

Lombard shrugged his shoulders.

"That we don't know. But if you ask me, we've only one danger to fear-and
that danger isBlore! What do we know about the man? Less than nothing! All
this ex-policernan story may be bunkum! He may be anybody-a mad
millionaire-acrazy business man-an escaped inmate of Broadmoor. One

thing's certain. He could have done every one of these crimes.”



Verahad gone rather white. She said in adightly breathlessvoice: "And
supposing he gets-us?'

Lombard said softly, patting the revolver in his pocket:

"I'm going to take very good care he doesn't.”

Then helooked at her curioudy.

"Touching faith in me, haven't you, Vera? Quite sure | wouldn't shoot you?"!

Veasad:
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"One has got to trust someone. . . . Asamatter of fact | think you're
wrong about Blore. | ill think it's Armstrong.” Sheturned to him
suddenly. "Dont you fed-al the time-that there's some one. Some one
watching and waiting?' Lombard said dowly: "That'sjust nerves.” Verasad
esgerly: "Thenyou have fdtit?' She shivered. She bent alittle closer.
"Tdl me-you dont think-" She broke off, went on: "'l read a story once-
about two judgesthat cameto a smal American townfrom the Supreme Court.
They adminigtered justice-Absolute Justice. Because-they didn't come from
thisworld a al. Lombard raised his eyebrows. He sad: "Heavenly
visitants, ch? No, | don't believeinthe supernaturd. Thisbusinessis
human enough.” Verasaidinalow voice: "Sometimes-I'm not sure.. . . ...
Lombard looked at her. He said: "That's conscience. . . ." After amoment's
dlence hesad very quietly: "Soyoudid drown that kid after dl?' Vera
said vehemently: "I didnt! | didn't! You've noright to say that!" He
laughed easly. "Oh, yes, you did, my good girl! I don't know why. Can't

imagine. Therewasaman in it probably. Wasthat it?' A sudden feding of



lassitude, of intense weariness, spread over Veraslimbs. Shesadina

dull voice: "Y estherewasaman in it. Lombard said softly: "Thanks.
That'swhat | wanted to know. Vera sat up suddenly. She exclaimed: "What
was that? It wasn't an earthquake? Lombard said: "No, no. Queer, though-a
thud shook the ground. And | thought -did you hear asort of cry?1 did."
They stared up at the house. Lombard said: "It came from there. We'd better

go up and see.” "No, no, I'm not going.”

Philip grasped her shoulder.

He sad, and hisvoice was urgent and grim:

"Thissettlesit. Armgirong isin hiding somewherein that house. I'm going
to gethim.”

But Veraclung to him. Shecried:

"Don't beafool. It'sus now! We're next! He wants usto look for him!
He's counting onit!”

Philip sopped. He said thoughtfully:

"Theres something in that.”

Veracried:

"At any rate, you do admit now | wasright."

He nodded.

"Yesyouwin! It's Armstrong dl right. But where the devil did he hide



himsalf? We went over the place with afine-tooth comb.”
Verasad urgently:

"If you didn't find him last night, you won't find him now. . . .
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"Pleaseyoursdf. | am."

Verasaid desperately:

"All right. I'll comewith you."

They walked up the dope to the house. The terrace was peaceful and
innocuous-looking in the sunshine. They hesitated there aminute, then
ingead of entering by the front door, they made a cautious circuit of the
house. They found Blore. He was spread-eagled on the stone terrace on the
east Sde, his head crushed and mangled by agreat block of white marble.

Philip looked up. He said:

"Whoseisthat window just above?"

Verasaid inalow shuddering voice:

"It'smine-and that's the clock from my mantel piece member now. It was-
shaped likeabear."

She repeated and her voice shook and quavered:

"It was shaped likeabear. . . ."

That's common-sense.”

Lombard sad rdluctantly:



"Yes, but-"

e
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"He must have prepared a secret place beforehand-natural ly-of courseit's
just what he would do. Y ou know, like a Priest'sHole in old manor houses."
;, This isn't an old house of that kind." 'He could have had one made."

Philip Lombard shook his head. He said: "We mesasured the place-that first
morning. I'll swear there's no space unaccounted for." Verasaid: "There
must be. Lombard said: "I'd liketo see-" Veracried: "Yes, you'd liketo
see! And heknowsthat! Hesin there-waiting for you." Lombard said, haf
bringing out therevolver from his pocket: :,I've got this, you know." "Y ou
sad Blorewasal right-that he was more than amatch for Armstrong. So
hewas physicdly, and hewas on the lookout too. But what you don't seem
toredizeisthat Armstrongismad! And amadman hasdl the advantages
on hisside. HE'stwice ascunning as any one sane can be." Lombard put

back therevolver inhis pocket. He said: "Come on, then.”

Lombard said at last: "What are we going to do when night comes?' Vera

didn't answer. He went on accusingly: Y ou haven't thought of that?' She



sad helplesdy: "What can we do? Oh, my God, I'm frightened. Philip Lombard
sad thoughtfully: "It'sfine westher. There will be amoon. We must find
aplace-up by thetop dliffs perhaps. We can st there and wait for morning.
We musin't go to deep. . . . We must watch the wholetime. And if any one
comes up towards us, | shal shoot!"
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He paused:

"You'l be cold, perhaps, in that thin dress?*

Verasad with araucous laugh:

"Cold?1 should be colder if | were dead!"

Philip Lombard said quietly:

"Yes, that'strue.

Veramoved restlesdy.

Shesad:

"l shal gomad if | Sit here any longer. Let'smove about.”

"All right.”

They paced dowly up and down, aong the line of the rocks overlooking the
sea. The sun was dropping towards the west. The light was golden and mellow.
It enveloped them in agolden glow.

Verasad,'with asudden nervouslittle giggle:

"Pity we can't have abathe. . . ."

Philip was looking down towards the sea. He said abruptly:

"What's that, there? Y ou see-by that big rock? No-alittle further to the
right.”

Verasared. Shesad:



"It looks like somebody's clothes!™

"A bather, en?' Lombard laughed. "Queer. | supposeit's only seaweed.”
Verasad:

"Let'sgo and look."

"It isclothes" said Lombard asthey drew nearer. A bundle of them.
That'sa boot. Comeon, let's scramble dong here.”

They scrambled over the rocks.

Verastopped suddenly. She said:

"It'snot clothes-it'saman. ..

The man was wedged between two rocks, flung there by thetide earlier in
the day.

Lombard and Verareached it in alast scramble. They bent down.

A purple discoloured face-a hideous drowned face. . . .

Lombard said:

"My God! it's Armsirong.

1)

)

CHAPTER 16

AEONSPASSED .. . worlds spun and whirled. . . . Time was mo-

tionless. . . . It stood till-it passed through a thousand ages.

No, it wasonly aminuteor so. . ..



Two people were standing looking down on adead man. . . .
Sowly, very dowly, Vera Claythorne and Philip Lombard lifted their heads

and looked into each other's eyes

Lombard laughed. He said: "So that'sit, isit, Vera?' Verasad: "There's
no one on theidand-no one at dl-except ustwo. . . ." Her voicewasa
whisper-nothing more. Lombard said: "Precisely. So we know where we are,
don't we?' Verasad: "How was it worked-that trick with the marble bear?'
He shrugged his shoulders. "A conjuring trick, my dear-avery good one. .

. Their eyesmet again. Verathought:

"Why did | never see hisface properly before. A wolf-that'swhat it is-a
wolf'sface. . . . Those horrible teeth. . - ." Lombard said, and hisvoice
was a snarl-dangerous-menacing: "Thisis the end, you understand. Weve come
to the truth now. Andit'stheend. .. ." Verasaid quietly: "I understand.

..." Shedtared out to sea. General Macartbur had stared out to seawhen-
only yesterday? Or was it the day before? He too had said, "Thisisthe end.

..." Hehad said it with acceptance-almost with welcome.
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But to Vera the words-the thought-brought rebellion. No, it should not be
the end. She looked down at the dead man. She said: "Poor Dr. Armstrong.
Lombard sneered. He said: "What'sthis? Womanly pity?' Verasaid: "Why not?

Haven't you any pity?' Hesaid: "I've no pity for you. Don't expect it!"



Veralooked down again a the body. She said: "We must move him. Carry him
up tothe house." "To join the other victims, | suppose? All neat and tidy.

Asfar asI'm concerned he can stay where heis" Verasaid: "At any rate,
let'sget him out of reach of the sea Lombard laughed. He said: "'If you

like" He bent-tugging a the body. Veraleaned againgt him, helping him.

She pulled and tugged with dl her might. Lombard panted: "Not such an easy
job." They managed it, however, drawing the body clear of high water mark.
Lombard said as he straightened up: "Satisfied?’ Verasad: "Quite.)) Her

tone warned him. He spun round. Even as he clapped his hand to his pocket

he knew that he would find it empty. She had moved ayard or two away and
wasfacing him, revolver in hand. Lombard said: " So that's the reason for

your womanly solicitude! Y ou wanted to pick my pocket." She nodded. She held
it steadily and unwaveringly. Death was very near to Philip Lombard now. It
had never, he knew, been nearer. Nevertheless he was not beaten yet. He said

authoritetively:
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"Givethat revolver tome."

Verdaughed.

Lombard said:

"Comeon, hand it over.”

His quick brain was working. Which way-which method-talk her over-lull her
into security-or aswift dash-

All hislife Lombard had taken the risky way. He took it now.



He spoke dowly, argumentatively.

"Now look here, my dear girl, you just listen-"

And then he sprang. Quick as a panther-as any other feline creature. . .
Automaticaly Verapressed the trigger

Lombard'sleaping body stayed poised in mid-spring, then crashed heavily
to theground.

Veracame warily forward, the revolver ready in her hand.

But there was no need of caution.

Philip Lombard was dead-shot through the heart.

Relief possessed Vera-enormous exquisite relief.
Atlastitwasover.

There was no more fear-no more steeling of her nerves. . . .
Shewasdoneontheidand. . . .

Alonewith nine dead bodies.. . . .

But what did that matter? Shewasdive. . . .

She sat there-exquistely happy-exquistely at peace.

No morefear. . ..

The sun was setting when Veramoved at last. Sheer reaction had kept her
immobile. There had been no room in her for anything but the glorious sense

of soey.



Sheredlized now that she was hungry and deepy. Principaly deepy. She
wanted to throw herself on her bed and deep and deep and deep. . . .
To-morrow, perhaps, they would come and rescue her-but she
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didn't redly mind. Shedidn't mind staying here. Not now that shewas
aone.. ..

Oh! blessed, blessed peace.

She got to her feet and glanced up at the house.

Nothing to be afraid of any longer! No terrors waiting for her! Just -an
ordinary wdll-built modern house. And yet, alittle earlier in the day, she

had not been ableto look at it without shivering. . . .

Fear-what a strange thing fear was. . . .

Wéll, it was over now. She had conquered-had triumphed over the most deadly
peril. By her own quick-wittedness and adroitness she had turned the tables
on her would-be destroyer.

She began to walk up towards the house.

The sun was setting, the sky to the west was streaked with red and orange.
Itwas beautiful and peaceful.

Verathought:

"Thewholething might be adream

How tired she was-terribly tired. Her limbs ached, her eydidswere

drooping. Not to be afraid any more.



deep...deep....

To deep safely snce shewas aone on theidand. Onelittle Indian boy
leftal done.

Shesmiled to hersdlf.

Shewent in at the front door. The house, too, felt strangely peaceful.
Verathought:

"Ordinarily onewouldn't care to deep where there's adead body in
practicaly every bedroom!™

Should she go to the kitchen and get hersalf something to est?

She hesitated amoment, then decided againgt it. Shewasredlly too tired.

She paused by the dining-room door. There were ill threelittle china
figures inthe middle of thetable.

Veralaughed.

Shesad:

"Y ou're behind the times, my dears.”

She picked up two of them and tossed them out through the window. She heard
them crash on the stone of the terrace.

Thethird little figure she picked up and held in her hand.

Shesad:

"Y ou can come with me. We've won, my dear! Wevewon!™

Thehdl wasdiminthedying light.

. Todeep. Seep . .

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE



Vera, thelittle Indian clasped in her hand, began to mount the dairs.
Sowly, because her legswere suddenly very tired.

"Onelittle Indian boy left dl done” How did it end? Oh, yes! "Hegot
married and then there were none.”

Married. . . . Funny, how she suddenly got the feding again that Hugo was
inthe house. . ..

Very strong. Y es, Hugo was upstairswaiting for her.

Verasad to hersdf:

"Don't beafoal. You're so tired that you're imagining the most fantastic

things...."

Sowly up thedairs.

At thetop of them something fell from her hand, making hardly any noise
onthe soft pile carpet. She did not notice that she had dropped the
revolver. Shewas only consciousof clasping alittle chinafigure.

How very quiet the house was. And yet-it didn't seem like an empty house.
... Hugo, upgtairs, waiting for her. . ..

"Onelittle Indian boy left dl done What wasthelagt line again?
Something about being married-or was it something el se?

She had come now to the door of her room. Hugo was waiting for her insde-
shewas quitesureof it.

She opened the door . . . .

Shegaveagasp. ...

What was that-hanging from the hook in the celling? A rope with anoose dl

ready? And achair to stand upon-achair that could be kicked away. . . .



That was what Hugo wanted.

And of coursethat wasthelast line of the rhyme.

"He went and hanged himself and then there were none.

Thelittle chinafigurefdl from her hand. It rolled unheeded and broke
agang thefender.

Like an automaton Veramoved forward. Thiswas the end-here where the cold
wet hand (Cyril'shand, of course) had touched her throat. . . .

"Y ou can go to therock, Cyril.

That was what murder was-as easy asthat!

But afterwards you went on remembering. . . .

She climbed up on the chair, her eyes staring in front of her likea
deepwaker's. . . . She adjusted the noose round her neck.

Hugo was there to see she did what she had to do.

She kicked away the chair. . . .

SIR THOMASLEGGE, Assstant Commissioner at Scotland Yard, said irritably:

"But thewholething'sincredible!”

Inspector Maine said respectfully:

"I know, gr."

TheA.C. went on:

"Ten people dead on an idand and not aliving soul onit. It doesn't make

——

Ingpector Maine said stolidly:

"Nevertheless, it happened, sir.”

Sr Thomas Legge sad:

"Damnit al, Maine, somebody must havekilledem.”

"That'sjust our problem, gir.”



"Nothing helpful in the doctor's report?”

"No, sr. Wargrave and Lombard were shot, the first through the head, the
second  through the heart. Miss Brent and Marston died of Cyanide poisoning.
Mrs. Rogers died of an overdose of Chlora. Rogers head was split open.
Bloreshead was crushed in. Armstrong died of drowning. Macarthur's skull
was fractured by ablow on the back of the head and VVera Claythome was
hanged.”

The A.C. winced. Hesaid:

"Nasty busness-dl of it."

He considered for aminute or two. He said irritably:

"Do you mean to say that you haven't been ableto get anything helpful out
of the Sticklehaven people. Dash it, they must know something.”

Ingpector Maine shrugged his shoulders.

"They're ordinary decent seafaring folk. They know that theidand was

bought by aman caled Owen-and that's about dl they do know."

EPILOGUE
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"Who provisoned theidand and made dl the necessary arrangements?”
"Man called Morris. Isaac Morris.”

"And what does he say about it al?"

"He can't say anything, Sr, he's dead.”

The A.C. frowned.



"Do we know anything about thisMorris?'

"Oh, yes, sr, we know about him. He wasn't avery savoury gentleman, Mr.
Morris. Hewasimplicated in that share-pushing fraud of Bennito'sthree
years ago-were sure of that though we can't proveit. And he was mixed up
inthe dope business. And again we can't proveit. Hewasavery careful
man, Morris."

"And hewas behind thisidand business?'

"Yes, gr, he put through the sdle-though he made it clear that he was
buying Indian Idand for athird party, unnamed.”

"Surely there's something to be found out on the financid angle, there?"

Ingpector Maine amiled.

"Not if you knew Morrisl He can wangle figures until the best chartered
accountant in the country wouldn't know if he was on hishead or hishedd
Welve had ataste of that in the Bermito business. No, he covered his
employer'stracks dl right.”

The other man sighed. Inspector Maine went on:

"It was Morriswho made dl the arrangements down at Sticklehaven.
Represented himself as acting for 'Mr. Owen." And it was he who explained
to the people down there that there was some experiment on-some bet about
living ona'desert idand' for aweek-and that no notice wasto be taken
of any apped for help from out there.”

Sir Thomas Legge stirred uneasily. He said:

"And you'retelling me that those people didn't smell arat? Not even
then?' Maine shrugged his shoulders. He said:

"Y ou're forgetting, i, that Indian 1dand previoudy belonged to young

Elmer Robson, the American. He had the most extraordinary parties down



there. I'veno doubt the local peopl€'s eyesfarly popped out over them.
But they got used to it and they'd begun to fed that anything to do with
Indian Idand would necessarily beincredible. It's naturd, that, g,

when you cometo think of it."

The Assstant Commissioner admitted gloomily that he supposed it

was.
Manesad:
"Fred Narracott-that's the man who took the party out there-did

344

MASTERPIECES OF MURDER

say onething that wasilluminating. He said he was surprised to see what
sort of peoplethesewere. ‘Not at al like Mr. Robson's parfies.' | think
it wasthefact that they were dl so normal and so quiet that made him
override Morris orders and take out a boat to the idand after he'd heard
about the SO Ssignas.” "When did he and the other men go?*

"The signaswere seen by a party of boy scouts on the morning of thel |
th. Therewas no possibility of getting out there that day. The men got
thereonthe afternoon of the 12th at the firs moment possibleto run a
boat ashorethere. They'redl quite positive that nobody could have left
theidand beforethey got there. There was abig sea on after the storm.”

"Couldn't some one have swum ashore?"

"It'sover amileto the coast and there were heavy seas and big breskers



inshore. And there were alot of people, boy scouts and others on the cliffs

looking out towards the idand and watching.”

The A.C. Sghed. Hesad:

"What about that gramophone record you found in the house? Couldn't you get
hold of anything there that might help?’

Inspector Maine said:

"I've been into that. It was supplied by afirm that do alot of theatrical
guff and film effects. It was sent to U. N. Owen, Esq., ¢/o Isaac Morris,
andwas understood to be required for the amateur performance of a hither-
to unacted play. Thetypescript of it was returned with the record.”

Leggesad:

"And what about the subject matter, en?'

Inspector Maine said gravely:

"I'm coming to that, Sr.”

He cleared histhroat.

"I've investigated those accusations as thoroughly as | can.

"Starting with the Rogerses, who were the first to arrive on theidand.
They werein service with aMiss Brady who died suddenly. Can't get
anything definite out of the doctor who attended her. He says they
certainly didn't poison her, or anything like thet, but his persona belief
isthat there was some funny business-that she died asthe result of
neglect on their part. Saysit'sthe sort of thing that's quiteimpossible
to prove.

"Then thereis Mr. Justice Wargrave. That's O.K. He was the judge who
sentenced  Seton.

"By the way, Scion was guilty-unmistakably guilty. Evidence turned uD later



after  he was hanged which nroved thnt hPunnrl n-
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shadow of doubt. But there was agood dedl of comment &t the timenine people
out of ten thought Seton was innocent and that the judge's summing up had

been vindictive

"The Claythomegirl, | find, was governessin afamily where adesth

occurred by drowning. However, she doesn't seem to have had anything to do
withit, and as amatter of fact she behaved very well, swam out to the

rescue and was actudly carried out to seaand only just rescued intime.”

"Goon," saidthe A.C. withasigh.

Maine took a deep bresath.

"Dr. Armstrong now. Well-known man. Had a consulting room in Harley Street.
Absolutely straight and aboveboard in his profession. Haven't been ableto
trace any record of anillega operation or anything of that kind. It's
true that there was awoman called Clees who was operated on by him way
back in 1925 at Leithmore, when he was attached to the hospita there.
Peritonitisand shedied on the operating table. Maybe he wasn't very
kilful over the op-after al he hadn't much experience-but after dl
clumsnessignt acrimind offence. There was certainly no motive,

"Then theréds Miss Emily Brent. Girl, Bestrice Taylor, wasin service with

her. Got pregnant, was turned out by her mistress and went and drowned



hersalf. Not anice business-but again not crimind.”

"That," said the A.C., "seemsto be the point. U. N. Owen dedlt with cases
thet thelaw couldn't touch."

Mainewent golidly onwith hislig.

"Y oung Marston was afairly reckless car driver-had hislicence endorsed
twice and he ought to have been prohibited from driving, in my opinion.
That'sdl thereisto him. Thetwo names John and Lucy Combes were those
of two kidshe knocked down and killed near Cambridge. Somefriends of his
gave evidencefor him and hewaslet off with afine.

"Can't find anything definite about Generd Macarthur. Fine record-war
sarvice-dl therest of it. Arthur Richmond was serving under himin France
and waskilled in action. No friction of any kind between him and the
Generd. They were close friends as a matter of fact. There were some
blunders made about that  time-commanding officers sacrificed men
unnecessarily-possibly thiswasablunder of that kind."

"Possibly," saidthe A.C.

"Now, Philip Lombard. Lombard has been mixed up in some very mirimw chnwe
nhrnd  14,n'c en;lpti vprv npnr thp [Inw nnrp nr twire,
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Got areputation for daring and for not being over-scrupulous. Sort of
fdlow who might do severd murdersin some quiet out-of-the-way spot.

"Then we cometo Blore." Maine hesitated. "He of course was one of our
lot." The other man tirred.

"Blore" said the Assistant Commissioner forcibly, "wasabad hat!" "You

think so0, Sir?"



TheA.C. sad:

"| awaysthought so. But he was clever enough to get away withiit. It's
my opinion that he committed black perjury in the Landor case. | wasn't
happy about it at thetime. But | couldn't find anything. | put Harris onto
itand he couldn't find anything but I'm till of the opinion that there
was somethingto find if we'd known how to set about it. The man wasn't
draght.”

There was a pause, then Sr Thomas Legge said:

"And Isaac Morrisis dead, you say? When did he die?!

"| thought you'd soon cometo that, Sir. Isaac Morris died on the night of
Augus 8th. Took an overdose of deeping stuff-one of the barbiturates, |
understand. There wasn't anything to show whether it was accident or
auicide” Leggesaddowly:

"Careto know what | think, Maine?'

"Perhaps| can guess, Sir."

Legge sad heavily:

"That death of Morrisisadamned sight too opportune!”

Inspector Maine nodded. He said:

"| thought you'd say thet, Sir.”

The Assstant Commissioner brought down hisfist with abang on thetable.
He cried out:

"The whole thing's fantastic-impossible. Ten people killed on abare rock
of an idand-and we don't know who did it, or why, or how."

Maine coughed. He said:

"Wadl, it'snot quite like that, sr. We do know why, more or less. Some



fanatic with abeein hisbonnet about justice. He was out to get people
who were beyond the reach of thelaw. He picked ten people-whether they
wereredly guilty or not doesn't matter-"

The Commissioner girred. He said sharply:

"Doesn'tit? It ssemsto me-"

AND THEN THERE VVERE NONE
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He stopped. Inspector Maine waited respectfully. With asigh Legge shook
his head.

"Carry on," hesaid. "Just for aminute | felt I'd got somewhere. Got, as
it were, the clueto thething. It's gone now. Go ahead with what you were
sying." Mainewent on:

"There were ten people to be-executed, let's say. They were executed. U.
N. Oven accomplished histask. And somehow or other he spirited himsdlf off
thatidand intothinar.”

TheA.C. sad:

"Firg-class vanishing trick. But you know, Maine, there must be an
explandion.” Manesad:

"You'rethinking, Sr, that if the man wasn't on theidand, he couldn't
have left theidand, and according to the account of the interested
partieshe never was ontheidand. Well, then the only explanation
possibleisthat hewas actudly one of theten.”

The A.C. nodded.



Maine said earnedtly:

"Wethought of that, sir. Wewent into it. Now, to begin with, we're not
quite inthe dark asto what happened on Indian Idand. Vera Claythorne
kept adiary, sodid Emily Brent. Old Wargrave made some notes-dry lega
cryptic stuff, but quite clear. And Blore made notestoo. All those
accountstally. Thedeaths occurred in thisorder: Marston, Mrs. Rogers,
Macarthur, Rogers, Miss Brent, War- grave. After hisdeath VVera Claythorne's
diary statesthat Armstrong left the housein the night and that Blore and
Lombard had gone after him. Blore hasone more entry in his notebook. Just
two words: 'Armstrong disappeared.” "Now, Sir, it seemed to me, taking
everything into account, that wemight find here aperfectly good solution.
Armstrong was drowned, you remember. Granting that Armsirong was mad, what
wasto prevent him having killed off al the others and then committed
suicide by throwing himsdlf over the cliff, or perhgpswhile  trying to swim
to the mainland?

"That was agood solution-but it won't do. No, sir, it won't do. First of
dl theresthe police surgeon's evidence. He got to theidand early on
themorning of August 13th. He couldn't say much to help us. All he could
say wasthat dl the people had been dead at least thirty-six hours and
probably agood deal longer. But he wasfairly definite about Armstrong.
Said he must have been from  eight to ten hoursin the water before s bodv

waswashed uD That works out at
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this, that Armstrong must have gone into the sea sometime during the night
of the 10th-llth-and I'll explain why. We found the point where the body was
washed up-it had been wedged between two rocks and there were bits of cloth,
hair, etc., on them. It must have been deposited there at high water on the
11 th-that's to say round about 11 o'clock A.M. After that, the storm
subsided, and succeeding high water marks are considerably lower.

"Y ou might say, | suppose, that Armstrong managed to polish off the other
three before he went into the seathat night. But there's another point and
oneyou can't get over. Armstrong's body had been dragged above high water
mark. Wefound it well above the reach of any tide. And it waslaid out
draight onthe ground-al neat and tidy.

"So that settles one point definitely. Some onewas dive ontheidand
after Armstrong was dead.”

He paused and then went on.

"And that leaves-just what exactly? Herés the position early on the
morning of the 11th. Armstrong has 'disappeared’ (drowned). That leaves us
three people. Lombard, Blore and Vera Claythorne. Lombard was shot. His
body was down by the sea-near Armstrong's. Vera Claythorne was found hanged
in her own bedroom. Blore's body was on the terrace. His head was crushed
in by aheavy marble clock that it seems reasonable to suppose fell on him
from the window above." The A.C. said sharply:

"Whose window?'

"Vera Claythorne's. Now, Sir, let's take each of these cases separately.

Firg Philip Lombard. Let's say he pushed over that lump of marble onto

Blore-then he doped Vera Claythorne and strung her up. Lastly, he went down



to the seashoreand shot himsdlf.

"But if so, who took away the revolver from him? For thet revolver was
found up inthe house just insde the door at the top of the stairs-
Wargravesroom.” The A.C. said:

"Any fingerprintson it?'

"Yes, gr, VeraClaythorne's.

"But, man dive, then-"

"I know what you're going to say, Sir. That it was Vera Claythorne. That
sheshot Lombard, took the revolver back to the house, toppled the marble
block onto Blore and then-hanged hersdlf.

"And that's quite dl right-up to apoint. There'sachair in her bedroom

and on the seat of it there are marks of seaweed same ason
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her shoes. Looks as though she stood on the chair, adjusted the rope round
her neck and kicked away the chair.

"But that chair wasn't found kicked over. It was, like dl the other
chairs, neatly put back againgt thewall. That was done after Vera
Claythorne's degth-by someonedse.

"Thet leaves uswith Blore and if you tell methat after shooting Lombard
and inducing Vera Claythorne. to hang herself he then went out and pulled
down a whacking great block of marble on himsdf by tying agtring toiit

or something likethat-well, | smply don't believe you. Men don't commit



suicidethat way-and what's more Blore wasn't that kind of man. We knew
Blore-and hewas not theman that you'd ever accuse of adesirefor
abdtract justice.”

The Assstant Commi Soner sad:

141 agee

Inspector Maine said:

"And therefore, Sir, there must have been some one else on theidand. Some
one who tidied up when the whole businesswas over. But where was he dl
thetime-and where did he go to? The Sticklehaven people are absolutely
certain that no one could have left theidand before the rescue boat got
there. But in that case-" He stopped.

The Assstant Commissioner said:

"In that case-"

He sighed. He shook his head. He leant forward.

"But inthat case," he said, "who killed them?'

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE

A MANUSCRIPT DOCUMENT SENT
TO SCOTLAND YARD BY THE MASTER OF

THE EMMA JANE, FISHING TRAWLER

FRom MY earliest youth | redized that my nature was a mass of
contradictions. | have, to begin with, an incurably romantic imagination.
The practice of throwing abottle into the seawith an important document

insde was one that never failed to thrill me when reading adventure stories



asachild. It thrillsme gtill-and for that reason | have adopted this
course-writing my confession, enclosing it in abottle, seding the latter,

and cadting it into the waves. Thereis, | suppose, a hundred to one chance
that my confession may be found-and then (or do | flatter mysdf?) a
hitherto unsolved murder mystery will be explained.

| was born with other traits besides my romantic fancy. | have adefinite

sadigtic delight in seeing or causing deeth. | remember experimentswith
wasps-with various garden pests. . . . From an early age | knew very strongly
the lusttokill.

But side by sde with thiswent a contradictory trait-a strong sense of
justice. It isabhorrent to methat an innocent person or creature should
suffer or die by any act of mine. | have dwaysfet strongly that right
should prevail. It may be understood-I think a psychologist would
understandthat with my mental makeup being what it was, | adopted the law
asaprofesson. Thelega professon satisfied nearly al my ingtincts.

Crime and its punishment has dwaysfascinated me. | enjoy reading every
kind of detective story and thriller. | have devised for my own private
amusement the most ingenious ways of carrying out amurder.

When in due course | cameto preside over acourt of law, that other secret

ingtinct of mine was encouraged to develop. To see awretched crimina
squirming in the dock, suffering the tortures of the damned, as his doom

camedowly and dowly nearer, wasto mean

exquisite pleasure. Mind you, | took no pleasure in seeing an innocent man
there. On at least two occasions | stopped cases where to my mind the

accused was pa pably innocent, directing the jury that there was no case.



Thanks, however, to thefairness and efficiency of our policeforce, the
majority of the accused persons who have come before meto betried for
murder, have been guilty. | will say herethat such wasthe case with the
man Edward Seton. His appearance and manner were mideading and he created
agood impression on the jury. But not only the evidence, which was clear,
though unspectacular, but my own knowledge of criminastold mewithout any
doubt that the man had actualy committed the crimewith which hewas
charged, the brutal murder of an elderly womanwho trusted him.

| have areputation as ahanging judge, but that isunfair. | have dways
been drictly just and scrupulousin my summing up of acase.

All I have doneisto protect the jury against the emotional effect of
emotional apped s by some of our more emotional counsdl. | have drawn their
atentionto theactua evidence.

For some years past | have been aware of achange within mysdf, a
lessening of control-adesireto act instead of to judge.

| have wanted-let me admit it frankly-to commit amurder mysdif. |
recognized thisasthe desire of the artist to express himsdlf! | was, or
could be, an artistin crime! My imagination, sternly checked by the
exigenciesof my profession, waxed secretly to colossal force.

| must-I must-I must-commit amurder! And what ismore, it must be no
ordinary murder! It must be afantastical crime-something stupendous-out
of thecommon! In that one respect, | have ill, | think, an adolescent's
imagination. | wanted something theetrica, impossible!

| wanted to kill. . .. Yes, | wanted to kill.

But-incongruous as it may seem to some-l was restrained and hampered by my



innate sense of justice. The innocent must not suffer.

And then, quite suddenly, the idea came to me-started by a chance remark
uttered during casua conversation. It was adoctor to whom | was talking-
someordinary undistinguished G.P. He mentioned casualy how often murder
must be committed which thelaw was unableto touch.

And heinstanced a particular case-that of an old lady, apatient of his
who had recently died. He was, he said, himself convinced that her desth
was dueto the withholding of arestorative drug by amarried couple who

attended on her and who stood to benefit verv sub-
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gantidly by her death. That sort of thing, he explained, was quite
impossible to prove, but he was nevertheless quite sure of it in hisown
mind. He added that there were many cases of asmilar nature going on dl
thetime-cases of ddiberate murder-and al quite untouchable by the law.
That was the beginning of the wholething. | suddenly saw my way clear. And
| determined to commit not one murder, but murder on agrand scale.

A childish rhyme of my infancy came back into my mind-the rhyme of theten
littlte Indian boys. It had fascinated me as a child of two-the inexorable
diminishment-the sense of inevitability.

| began, secretly, to collect victims. . . .

| will not take up space here by going into details of how thiswas

accomplished. | had acertain routine line of conversation which | employed



with nearly every onel met-and the results | got wereredly surprising.
During thetimel wasin anursing home| collected the case of Dr.
Armgirong-aviolently teetotal Sster who attended on me being anxiousto
proveto methe evilsof drink by recounting to me acase many years ago
in hospita when adoctor under theinfluence of acohal had killed a
patient on whom he was operating. A careless question asto wherethe
Sister in question had trained, etc., soon gave me the necessary data. |
tracked down the doctor and the patient mentioned without difficulty. A
conversation between two old military gossipsin my Club put me on the track

of Generd Macarthur. A man who had recently returned from the Amazon gave
mea devastating résumé6 of the activities of one Philip Lombard. An
indignant mem sahib in Mgorca recounted the tale of the Puritan Emily
Brent and her wretched servant girl. Anthony Marston | selected froma
large group of peoplewho had committed Smilar offences. Hiscomplete
cdlousnessand hisinability tofed any responghility for theliveshe
had taken made him, | considered, atype dangerousto the community and
unfit to live. Ex-Ingpector Blore camemy way quite naturaly, some of my
professional brethren discussing the Landor casewith freedom and vigour.
| took aserious view of hisoffence. The police, as servants of thelaw,
must be of ahigh order of integrity. For their word is perforce bdieved
by virtue of their profession.

Findly there wasthe case of Vera Claythorne. It was when | was crossing
the Atlantic. At alate hour one night the sole occupants of the smoking-
roomwere mysdf and agood-looking young man called Hugo Hamilton.

14tion 14nmiltnn wng iinhnnnv Tn n~umae thnt nnhannine-.q he hnd
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taken a condderable quantity of drink. He wasin the maudlin confidentia
stage. Without much hope of any result | automaticaly started my routine
conversational gambit. The response was startling. | can remember hiswords
now. Hesaid: "Youreright. Murder isn't what most people think-giving
someoneadollop of arsenic-pushing them over adliff-that sort of stuff.”
Heleaned forward, thrugting hisfaceinto mine. Hesad: "I'veknown a
murderess-known her, | tel you. And what's more | was crazy about her. .

.. God help me, sometimes | think | ill

am. ... It'sHdl, | tel you-Hell- Y ou see, shedid it more or less

for me. ... Not that | ever dreamed. Women are fiends-absol ute fiends-you
wouldn't think agirl like that-anice sraight jolly girlyou wouldn't think
shed do that, would you? That she'd take akid out to seaand let it drown-
you wouldn't think awoman could do athing like that?"

| ssid to him:

"Areyou sureshediddoit?

Hesaid and in saying it he seemed suddenly to sober up:

"I'm quite sure. Nobody el se ever thought of it. But | knew the moment |
looked at her-when | got back-after . . . And sheknew | knew . . . . What

shedidnt redizewasthat | lovedthatkid....))



Hedidn't say any more, but it was easy enough for me to trace back the
sory and recongtruct it.

| needed atenth victim. | found him in aman named Morris. He was a shady
litle creature. Amongst other things he was a dope pedlar and he was
responsiblefor inducing the daughter of friends of mine to taketo drugs.

She committed suicide &t the age of twentyone.

During dl thistime of search my plan had been gradudly maturing in my
mind. It was now complete and the coping stoneto it was an interview | had
witha doctor in Harley Street. | have mentioned that | underwent an
operation. My interview in Harley Street told me that another operation
would be usdless. My medica adviser wrapped up the information very
prettily, but | am accustomedto getting at the truth of a statement.

| did not tell the doctor of my decision-that my desth should not beadow
and protracted one asit would bein the course of nature. No, my degth
should take placein ablaze of excitement. | would live before | died.

And now to the actual mechanics of the crime of Indian Idand. To acouire
the idand usnethe man Morristo cover v tracks, was easy
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enough. Hewas an expert in that sort of thing. Tabulating theinformation
| had collected about my prospective victims, | was able to concoct a
suitable bait for each. None of my plans miscarried. All my guestsarrived
at Indian Idand on the 8th of August. The party included mysdf.

Morris was dready accounted for. He suffered from indigestion. Before
leaving London | gave him acapsuleto takelast thing at night which had,

| said, done wondersfor my own gastric juices. He accepted it



unhesitatingly-themanwasa dight hypochondriac. | had no fear that he
would leave any compromising documents or memoranda behind. He was not that
sort of man.

The order of death upon theidand had been subjected by meto specia
thought and care. There were, | considered, amongst my guests, varying
degreesof guilt. Those whaose guilt was the lightest should, | decided,
pass out first, and not  suffer the prolonged mental strain and fear that
the more cold-blooded offenders wereto suffer.

Anthony Marston and Mrs. Rogers died firdt, the one instantaneoudly, the
other inapeaceful deep. Marston, | recognized, was atype born without
that feding of mord responsbility which most of us have. Hewas amord-
pagan. Mrs. Rogers, | had no doubt, had acted very largely under the
influence of her husband. | need not describe closely how those two met
their deeths. The policewill have been ableto work that out quite easly.
Potassum Cyanideiseasly obtained by householdersfor putting down
wasps. | had somein my possession and it waseasy todipitinto
Marston's dmost empty glass during the tense period after the gramophone
recitdl.

| may say that | watched the faces of my guests closely during that
indictment and | had no doubt whatever, after my long court experience,
that oneand al werequilty.

During recent bouts of pain, | had been ordered a deeping draught -Chloral

Hydrate. It had been easy for meto suppressthisuntil | had aletha
amountin my possession. When Rogers brought up some brandy for hiswife,

he set it down on atableand in passing that table | put the stuff into



the brandy. It was easy, for at that time suspicion had not begun to set
in.

Generd Macarthur met his death quite painlesdy. He did not hear me come
up behind him. | had, of course, to choose my time for leaving the terrace
very caefully, but everything was successful.

As| had anticipated, a search was made of theidand and it was discovered
that there was no oneon it but our seven selves. That at once created an

atmosphere of suspicion. Accordingtomy plan|
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should shortly need an dly. | selected Dr. Armstrong for that part. He was
a gullible sort of man, he knew me by sight and reputation and it was
inconceivable to him that aman of my standing should actualy bea
murderer! All hissuspicions were directed against Lombard and | pretended
to concur inthese. | hinted to him that | had ascheme by which it might
be possibleto trgp the murderer into in- criminating himsalf.

Though a search had been made of every one's room, no search had as yet
been made of the persons themselves. But that was bound to come soon.

| killed Rogers on the morning of August 10th. He was chopping sticks for

lighting the fire and did not hear me gpproach. | found the key to the
dining-room door in his pocket. He had locked it the night before. Inthe
confusion atending the finding of Rogers body | dipped into Lombard's
room and abstracted hisrevolver. | knew that he would have one with him-in
fact, | hadingructed Morristo suggest as much when he interviewed him.

At breskfast | dipped my last dose of Chlora into Miss Brent's coffee when



I wasrefilling her cup. Wel€ft her in the dining-room. | dipped inthere
a littlewhilelater-she was nearly unconscious and it was easy to inject
agtrong solution of Cyanideinto her. The bumblebee busnesswasredly
rather childish-but somehow, you know, it pleased me. | liked adhering as
closdly as possbleto my nursery rhyme.

Immediately after thiswhat | had aready foreseen happenedindeed | believe
| suggested it mysdlf. We al submitted to arigorous search. | had safely
hidden away the revolver, and had no more Cyanide or Chlord in my
possession. It wasthenthat | intimated to Armstrong that we must carry
our planinto effect. It was smply this-| must appear to be the next
victim. That would perhaps rattle the murderer-at any rate once | was
supposed to be dead | could move about the house and spy upon the unknown
murderer.

Armstrong was keen on theidea. We carried it out that evening. A little
plaster of red mud on the forehead-the red curtain and the wool and the
stagewas set. Thelights of the candleswere very flickering and uncertain
and the only person who would examine me closely was Armstrong.

It worked perfectly. Miss Claythorne screamed the house down when she found
the seaweed which | had thoughtfully arranged in her room. They dl rushed

up, and | took up my pose of amurdered man.
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The effect on them when they found me was dl that could be desired.
Armdgrong acted his part in the most professona manner. They carried me

upstairsand laid me on my bed. Nobody worried about me, they were al too



deadly scared and terrified of each other.

| had arendezvous with Armstrong outside the house a a quarter to two.
| took him up alittle way behind the house on the edge of the dliff. |
said that here we could seeif any one el se approached us, and we should
not be seen from the house as the bedrooms faced the other way. He was
ill quite unsuspicious-and  yet he ought to have been warned- If he had
only remembered the words of the nursery rhyme, "A red herring swalowed
one. Hetook thered herring al right. 1t was quite easy. | uttered an
exclamation, leant over the dliff, told himto look, wasn't that the mouth
of acave? Heleant right over. A quick vigorous push sent him off his
balance and splash into the heaving seabelow. | returned to the house. It
must have been my footfal that Blore heard. A few minutes after | had
returned to Armstrong's room | |€ft it, this time making a certain amount of

noise so that some one should hear me. | heard adoor open as| got to the
bottom of the gairs. They must have just glimpsed my figure as| went out
of thefront door.

It was aminute or two before they followed me. | had gone straight round
the houseand in at the dining-room window which | had left open. | shut
thewindow and later | brokethe glass. Then | went upstairsand laid
mysdf out againon my bed.

| calculated that they would search the house again, but | did not think
they would look closely at any of the corpses, amere twitch aside of the
sheetto satisfy themsdvesthat it was not Armstrong masquerading asa
body. Thisis exactly what occurred.

| forgot to say that | returned the revolver to Lombard's room. It may be

of interest to some oneto know whereit was hidden during the search.



Therewasa big pileof tinned food in the larder. | opened the bottommost
of the tins-biscuits| think it contained, bedded in the revolver and
replaced the strip  of adhesive tape.
| calculated, and rightly, that no one would think of working their way
througd apile of gpparently untouched foodstuffs, especialy asdl the
top tinswere soldered.
Thered curtain | had concedled by laying it flat on the seet of one of the
drawing-room chairs under the chintz cover and the wool in the sest cushion,
cuttingasmadl hole.
And now came the moment that | had anticipated-three people who were so

frightened of each other that anything might happen-
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and one of them had arevolver. | watched them from the windows of the
house. When Blore came up done | had the big marble clock poised ready.
Exit Blore. ... From my window | saw Vera Claythorne shoot Lombard. A
daring and resourceful  young woman. | dways thought she was amatch for
him and more. Assoon asthat  had happened | set the stage in her bedroom.
It was an interesting psychologica experiment. Would the consciousness of
her own guilt, the state of nervous tension consequent on having just shot
aman, be sufficient, together with the hypnotic suggestion of the
surroundings, to cause her to take her own life? | thought it would. | was
right. VeraClaythomehanged hersdf before my eyeswhere| stood in the

shadow of thewardrobe. And now for the last stage. | came forward, picked



up the chair and set it against thewall. | looked for the revolver and
found it at thetop of the stairs wherethe girl had dropped it. | was
careful to preserve her fingerprintsonit. Andnow?

| shall finishwriting this. | shal encloseit and sedl it in abottle and

| shdl throw the bottleinto the sea.

Why?

Yes, why?. ..

It was my ambition to invent amurder mystery that no one could solve.
But no arti<t, | now redlize, can be satisfied with art dlone. Thereisa
natura craving for recognition which cannot be gainsad.

| have, let me confessit in dl humility, apitiful human wish that some
one should know just how clever | havebeen. ...

Indl this, | have assumed that the mystery of Indian Idand will remain

unsolved. It may be, of course, that the police will be cleverer than |
think. Thereare, after dl, three clues. One: the police are perfectly
awarethat Edward Seton was guilty. They know, therefore, that one of the
ten people onthe idand was not amurderer in any sense of the word, and
it follows, paradoxicadly, that that person must logically be the murderer.
The second clue liesin the seventh verse of the nursery rhyme. Armstrong's
death isassociated with a"red herring” which he swallowed-or rather which
resulted inswalowing him! That isto say that at that stage of the affair
some hocus-pocusisclearly indicated-and that Armstrong was deceived by
it and sent to hisdeeth. That might gtart apromising line of inquiry. For
at that period there are only four persons and of thosefour | am clearly

the only onelikely to inspire himwith confidence.
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Thethird issymbolica. The manner of my death marking me on the forehead.
The brand of Cain.

Thereis, | think, little more to say.

After entrusting my bottle and its message to the seal shal go to my room
and lay mysdlf down on the bed. To my eyeglassesis attached what seemsa
lengthof fineblack cord-but it iseastic cord. | shdl lay the weight
of thebody onthe glasses. The cord | shal loop round the door-handle and
atachit, not too solidly, to therevolver. What | think will happenis
this

My hand, protected with a handkerchief, will pressthetrigger. My hand
will fdl to my sde, therevolver, pulled by the eastic will recoil to
the door, jarred by the door-handle it will detach itself from the elastic
andfdl. Thedadtic, reeased, will hang down innocently from the
eyeglasseson whichmy body is lying. A handkerchief lying on thefloor
will cause no comment whatever. | shdl befound, laid neatly on my bed,
shot through the forehead in accordance with the record kept by my fellow
victims. Times of death cannot be stated with any accuracy by the time our
bodies are examined.

When the sea goes down, there will come from the mainland boats and men.
And they will find ten dead bodies and an unsolved problem on Indian Idand.

Sgned

LAWRENCE WARGRAVE.
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