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Chapter 1

When Captain Roger Angmering built himself a house in the year 1782 on the island
off Leathercombe Bay, it was thought the height of eccentricity on his part. A man of
good family such as he was should have had a decorous mansion set in wide meadows
with, perhaps, a running stream and good pasture.

But Captain Roger Angmering had only one great love, the sea. So he built his house a
sturdy house too, as it needed to be, on the little windswept gull-haunted promontory
cut off from land at each high tide.

He did not marry, the sea was his first and last spouse, and at his death the house and
island went to a distant cousin. That cousin and his descendants thought little of the
bequest. Their own acres dwindled, and their heirs grew steadily poorer.

In 1922 when the great cult of the Seaside for Holidays was finally established and the
coast of Devon and Cornwall was no longer thought too hot in the summer, Arthur
Angmering found his vast inconvenient late Georgian house unsaleable, but he got a
good price for the odd bit of property acquired by the seafaring Captain Roger.

The sturdy house was added to and embellished. A concrete causeway was laid down
from the mainland to the island. “Walks” and “Nooks” were cut and devised all round
the island. There were two tennis courts, sunterraces leading down to a little bay
embellished with rafts and divingboards. The Jolly Roger Hotel, Smugglers’ Island,
Leathercombe Bay came triumphantly into being. And from June till September (with a
short season at Easter) the Jolly Roger Hotel was usually packed to the attics. It was
enlarged and improved in 1934 by the addition of a cocktail bar, a bigger dining-room
and some extra bathrooms. The prices went up.

People said:



“Ever been to Leathercombe Bay? Awfully jolly hotel there, on a sort of island. Very
comfortable and no trippers or charabancs. Good cooking and all that. You ought to

go.ll

And people did go.

There was one very important person (in his own estimation at least) staying at the
Jolly Roger. Hercule Poirot, resplendent in a white duck suit, with a Panama hat tilted
over his eyes, his moustaches magnificently befurled, lay back in an improved type of
deck-chair and surveyed the bathing beach. A series of terraces led down to it from
the hotel. On the beach itself were floats, lilos, rubber and canvas boats, balls and
rubber toys. There were a long springboard and three rafts at varying distances from
the shore.

Of the bathers, some were in the sea, some were lying stretched out in the sun, and
some were anointing themselves carefully with oil.

On the terrace immediately above, the non-bathers sat and commented on the
weather, the scene in front of them, the news in the morning papers and any other
subject that appealed to them.

On Poirot’s left a ceaseless flow of conversation poured in gentle monotone from the
lips of Mrs Gardener while at the same time her needles clacked as she knitted
vigorously. Beyond her, her husband, Odell C. Gardener, lay in a hammock chair, his
hat tilted forward over his nose, and occasionally uttered a brief statement when
called upon to do so.

On Poirot’s right, Miss Brewster, a tough athletic woman with grizzled hair and a
pleasant weatherbeaten face, made gruff comments. The result sounded rather like a
sheepdog whose short stentorian barks interrupted the ceaseless yapping of a
Pomeranian.

Mrs Gardener was saying: “And so | said to Mr Gardener, why, | said, sightseeing is all
very well, and | do like to do a place thoroughly. But, after all, | said, we've done
England pretty well and all | want now is to get some quiet spot by the seaside and just
relax. That’'s what | said, wasn’'t it, Odell? Just relax. | feel | must relax, | said. That’s so,
isn't it, Odell?”



Mr Gardener, from behind his hat, murmured: “Yes, darling.”

Mrs Gardener pursued the theme. “And so, when | mentioned it to Mr Kelso, at Cook’s
(He’s arranged all our itinerary for us and been most helpful in every way. | don’t really
know what we’d have done without him!) Well, as | say, when | mentioned it to him, Mr
Kelso said that we couldn’t do better than come here. A most picturesque spot, he
said, quite out of the world, and at the same time very comfortable and most exclusive
in every way. And of course Mr Gardener, he chipped in there and said what about the
sanitary arrangements? Because, if you'll believe me, Mr Poirot, a sister of Mr
Gardener’s went to stay at a guesthouse once, very exclusive they said it was, and in
the heart of the moors, but would you believe me, nothing but an earth closet! So
naturally that made Mr Gardener suspicious of those out-of-the-world places, didn’t it,
Odell?”

“Why, yes, darling,” said Mr Gardener.

“But Mr Kelso reassured us at once. The sanitation, he said, was absolutely the latest
word, and the cooking was excellent. And I’'m sure that’'s so. And what | like about it is,
it's intime if you know what | mean. Being a small place we all talk to each other and
everybody knows everybody. If there is a fault about the British it is that they’'re
inclined to be a bit stand-offish until they’ve known you a couple of years. After that
nobody could be nicer. Mr Kelso said that interesting people came here and | see he
was right. There’s you, Mr Poirot and Miss Darnley. Oh! | was just tickled to death when
| found out who you were, wasn’t |, Odell?”

“You were, darling.”

“Ha!” said Miss Brewster, breaking in explosively. “What a thrill, eh, M. Poirot?”

Hercule Poirot raised his hands in deprecation. But it was no more than a polite
gesture. Mrs Gardener flowed smoothly on.

“You see, M. Poirot, I'd heard a lot about you from Cornelia Robson. Mr Gardener and
| were at Badenhof in May. And of course Cornelia told us all about that business in
Egypt when Linnet Ridgeway was killed. She said you were wonderful and I've always
been simply crazy to meet you, haven't I, Odell?”

“Yes, darling.”



“And then Miss Darnley, too. | get a lot of my things at Rose Mond’s and of course she
is Rose Mond, isn’'t she? | think her clothes are ever so clever. Such a marvellous line.
That dress | had on last night was one of hers. She’s just a lovely woman in every way,
| think.”

From beyond Miss Brewster, Major Barry who had been sitting with protuberant eyes
glued to the bathers granted out:

“Distinguished-lookin’ gal!”

Mrs Gardener clacked her needles.

“I"ve just got to confess one thing, M. Poirot. It gave me a kind of a turn meeting you
here - not that | wasn't just thrilled to meet you, because | was. Mr Gardener knows
that. But it just came to me that you might be here well, professionally. You know what
| mean? Well, I'm just terribly sensitive, as Mr Gardener will tell you, and | just couldn’t
bear it if | was to be mixed up in crime of any kind. You see - "

Mr Gardener cleared his throat. He said: “You see, M. Poirot, Mrs Gardener is very
sensitive.”

The hands of Hercule Poirot shot into the air.

“But let me assure you, Madame, that | am here simply in the same way that you are
here yourselves - to enjoy myself - to spend the holiday. | do not think of crime even.”

Miss Brewster said again giving her short gruff bark: “No bodies on Smugglers’ Island.”

Hercule Poirot said: “Ah! but that, it is not strictly true.” He pointed downward.
“Regard them there, lying out in rows. What are they? They are not men and women.
There is nothing personal about them. They are just - bodies!”

Major Barry said appreciatively: “Good-looking fillies, some of ‘em. Bit on the thin side,
perhaps.”



Poirot cried: “Yes, but what appeal is there? What mystery? I, I am old, of the old
school. When | was young, one saw barely the ankle. The glimpse of a foamy petticoat,
how alluring! The gentle swelling of the calf - a knee - a beribboned garter - ”

“Naughty, naughty!” said Major Barry hoarsely.

“Much more sensible - the things we wear nowadays,” said Miss Brewster.

“Why, yes, M. Poirot,” said Mrs Gardener. “l do think, you know, that our girls and boys
nowadays lead a much more natural healthy life. They just romp about together and
they - well, they - ” Mrs Gardener blushed slightly for she had a nice mind - “they
think nothing of it, if you know what | mean?”

“l do know,” said Hercule Poirot. “It is deplorable!”

“Deplorable?” squeaked Mrs Gardener.

“To remove all the romance all the mystery! Today everything is standardized!” He
waved a hand towards the recumbent figures. “That reminds me very much of the
Morgue in Paris.”

“M. Poirot!” Mrs Gardener was scandalized.

“Bodies arranged on slabs like butcher’'s meat!”

“But M. Poirot, isn’t that too far-fetched for words?”

Hercule Poirot admitted: “It may be, yes.”

“All the same,” Mrs Gardener knitted with energy, “I’'m inclined to agree with you on
one point. These girls that lie out like that in the sun will grow hair on their legs and
arms. I've said so to Irene - that’s my daughter, M. Poirot. Irene, | said to her, if you lie
out like that in the sun, you’ll have hair all over you, hair on your arms and hair on
your legs and hair on your bosom, and what will you look like then? | said to her. Didn’t
[, Odell?”

“Yes, darling,” said Mr Gardener.



Everyone was silent, perhaps making a mental picture of Irene when the worst had
happened.

Mrs Gardener rolled up her knitting and said:

“l wonder now - "

Mr Gardener said: “Yes, darling?” He struggled out of the hammock chair and took Mrs
Gardener’s knitting and her book. He asked: “What about joining us for a drink, Miss
Brewster?”

“Not just now, thanks.”

The Gardeners went up to the hotel. Miss Brewster said:

“American husbands are wonderful!”

Mrs Gardener’s place was taken by the Reverend Stephen Lane. Mr Lane was a tall
vigorous clergyman of fifty odd. His face was tanned and his dark grey flannel trousers
were holidayfied and disreputable. He said with enthusiasm:

“Marvellous country! I've been from Leathercombe Bay to Harford and back over the
cliffs.”

“Warm work walking today,” said Major Barry who never walked.

“Good exercise,” said Miss Brewster. “l haven’t been for my row yet. Nothing like
rowing for your stomach muscles.”

The eyes of Hercule Poirot dropped somewhat ruefully to a certain protuberance in his
middle. Miss Brewster, noting the glance, said kindly:

“You’'d soon get that off, M. Poirot, if you took a rowing-boat out every day.”

“Merci, Mademoiselle. | detest boats!”



“You mean small boats?”

“Boats of all sizes!” He closed his eyes and shuddered. “The movement of the sea, it is
not pleasant.”

“Bless the man, the sea is as calm as a mill pond today.”

Poirot replied with conviction: “There is no such thing as a really calm sea. Always,
always, there is motion.”

“If you ask me,” said Major Barry, “seasickness is nine-tenths nerves.”

“There,” said the clergyman, smiling a little, “speaks the good sailor - eh, Major?”

“Only been ill once - and that was crossing the channel! Don’t think about it, that’s my
motto.”

“Seasickness is really a very odd thing,” mused Miss Brewster. “Why should some
people be subject to it and not others? It seems so unfair. And nothing to do with one’s
ordinary health. Quite sickly people are good sailors. Someone told me once it was
something to do with one’s spine. Then there’s the way some people can’t stand
heights. I'm not very good myself, but Mrs Redfern is far worse. The other day, on the
cliff path to Harford, she turned quite giddy and simply clung to me. She told me she
once got stuck halfway down that outside staircase on Milan Cathedral. She'd gone up
without thinking but coming down did for her.”

“She’d better not go down the ladder to Pixy Cove, then,” observed Lane.

Miss Brewster made a face.

“l funk that myself. It's all right for the young. The Cowan boys and the young
Mastermans, they run up and down it and enjoy it.”

Lane said: “Here comes Mrs Redfern now coming up from her bathe.”

Miss Brewster remarked: “M. Poirot ought to approve of her. She’s no sun bather.”



Young Mrs Redfern had taken off her rubber cap and was shaking out her hair. She was
an ash blonde and her skin was of that dead fairness that goes with that colouring. Her
legs and arms were very white. With a hoarse chuckle, Major Barry said:

“Looks a bit uncooked among the others, doesn’t she?”

Wrapping herself in a long bathrobe Christine Redfern came up the beach and
mounted the steps towards them. She had a fair serious face, pretty in a negative way,
and small dainty hands and feet. She smiled at them and dropped down beside them,
tucking her bath-wrap round her.

Miss Brewster said: “You have earned M. Poirot’s good opinion. He doesn’t like the sun-
tanning crowd. Says they’re like joints of butcher’s meat or words to that effect.”

Christine Redfern smiled ruefully.

She said: “l wish | could sunbathe! But | don’t brown. | only blister and get the most
frightful freckles all over my arms.”

“Better than getting hair all over them like Mrs Gardener’s Irene,” said Miss Brewster.
In answer to Christine’s inquiring glance she went on: “Mrs Gardener’s been in grand
form this morning. Absolutely non stop. ‘Isn’t that so, Odell?’ “Yes, darling.”” She
paused and then said: “I wish, though, M. Poirot, that you’'d played up to her a bit. Why
didn’t you tell her that you were down here investigating a particularly gruesome
murder, and that the murderer, an homicidal maniac, was certainly to be found among
the guests of the hotel?”

Hercule Poirot sighed. He said: “I very much fear she would have believed me.”

Major Barry gave a wheezy chuckle.

He said: “She certainly would.”

Emily Brewster said: “No, | don’t believe even Mrs Gardener would have believed in a
crime staged here. This isn’t the sort of place you'd get a body!”

Hercule Poirot stirred a little in his chair.



He protested. He said: “But why not, Mademoiselle? Why should there not be what you
call a ‘body’ here on Smugglers’ Island?”

Emily Brewster said: “l don’t know. | suppose some places are more unlikely than
others. This isn’t the kind of spot - ”

She broke off, finding it difficult to explain her meaning.

“It is romantic, yes,” agreed Hercule Poirot. “It is peaceful. The sun shines. The sea is
blue. But you forget, Miss Brewster, there is evil everywhere under the sun.”

The clergyman stirred in his chair. He leaned forward. His intensely blue eyes lighted
up.

Miss Brewster shrugged her shoulders.

“Oh! of course | realize that, but all the same - "

“But all the same this still seems to you an unlikely setting for crime? You forget one
thing, Mademoiselle.”

“Human nature, | suppose?”

“That, yes. That, always. But that was not what | was going to say. | was going to point
out to you that here every one is on holiday.”

Emily Brewster turned a puzzled face to him. “l don’t understand.”

Hercule Poirot beamed kindly at her. He made dabs in the air with an emphatic
forefinger.

“Let us say, you have an enemy. If you seek him out in his flat, in his office, in the
street - eh bien, you must have a reason - you must account for yourself. But here at
the seaside it is necessary for no one to account for himself. You are at Leathercombe
Bay, why? Parbleu! it is August - one goes to the seaside in August - one is on one’s
holiday. It is quite natural, you see, for you to be here and for Mr Lane to be here and



for Major Barry to be here and for Mrs Redfern and her husband to be here. Because it
is the custom in England to go to the seaside in August.”

“Well,” admitted Miss Brewster, “that’s certainly a very ingenious idea. But what about
the Gardeners? They're American.”

Poirot smiled. “Even Mrs Gardener, as she told us, feels the need to relax. Also, since
she is ‘doing’ England, she must certainly spend a fortnight at the seaside - as a good
tourist, if nothing else. She enjoys watching people.”

Mrs Redfern murmured: “You like watching the people too, | think?”

“Madame, | will confess it. | do.”

She said thoughtfully: “You see - a good deal.”

There was a pause. Stephen Lane cleared his throat and said with a trace of self-
consciousness:

“l was interested, M. Poirot, in something you said just now. You said that there was
evil done everywhere under the sun. It was almost a quotation from Ecclesiastes.” He
paused and then quoted himself. “Yea, also the heart of the sons of men is full of evil,
and madness is in their heart while they live.” His face lit up with an almost fanatical
light. “I was glad to hear you say that. Nowadays, no one believes in evil. It is
considered, at most, a mere negation of good. Evil, people say, is done by those who
know no better - who are undeveloped - who are to be pitied rather than blamed. But,
M. Poirot, evil is real! It is a fact! | believe in Evil as | believe in Good. It exists! It is
powerful! It walks the earth!”

He stopped. His breath was coming fast. He wiped his forehead with a handkerchief
and looked suddenly apologetic.

“I'm sorry. | got carried away.”

Poirot said calmly: “l understand your meaning. Up to a point | agree with you. Evil
does walk the earth and can be recognized as such.”



Major Barry cleared his throat. “Talking of that sort of thing, some of these fakir fellers
in India - "

Major Barry had been long enough at the Jolly Roger for everyone to be on their guard
against his fatal tendency to embark on long India stories. Both Miss Brewster and Mrs
Redfern burst into speech.

“That’s your husband swimming in now, isn’t it, Mrs Redfern? How magnificent his
crawl stroke is. He's an awfully good swimmer.”

At the same moment Mrs Redfern said:

“Oh, look! What a lovely little boat that is out there with the red sails. It’s Mr Blatt's,
isnt it?”

The sailing boat with the red sails was just crossing the end of the bay.

Major Barry grunted: “Fanciful idea, red sails,” but the menace of the story about the
fakir was avoided.

Hercule Poirot looked with appreciation at the young man who had just swum to shore.
Patrick Redfern was a good specimen of humanity. Lean, bronzed, with broad
shoulders and narrow thighs, there was about him a kind of infectious enjoyment and
gaiety - a native simplicity that endeared him to all women and most men. He stood
there shaking the water from him and raising a hand in gay salutation to his wife. She
waved back, calling out:

“Come up here, Pat.”

“I'm coming.”

He went a little way along the beach to retrieve the towel he had left there. It was then
that a woman came down past them from the hotel to the beach. Her arrival had all
the importance of a stage entrance. Moreover, she walked as though she knew it.
There was no self-consciousness apparent. It would seem that she was too used to the
invariable effect her presence produced. She was tall and slender. She wore a simple
backless white bathing dress and every inch of her exposed body was tanned a



beautiful even shade of bronze. She was as perfect as a statue. Her hair was a rich
flaming auburn curling richly and intimately into her neck. Her face had that slight
hardness which is seen when thirty years have come and gone, but the whole effect of
her was one of youth - of superb and triumphant vitality. There was a Chinese
immobility about her face, and an upward slant of the dark blue eyes. On her head she
wore a fantastic Chinese hat of jade-green cardboard.

There was that about her which made very other woman on the beach seem faded and
insignificant. And with equal inevitability, the eye of every male present was drawn
and rivetted on her.

The eyes of Hercule Poirot opened, his moustache quivered appreciatively. Major Barry
sat up and his protuberant eyes bulged even further with excitement; on Poirot’s left
the Reverend Stephen Lane drew in his breath with a little hiss and his figure stiffened.
Major Barry said in a hoarse whisper:

“Arlena Stuart (that’s who she was before she married Marshall) - | saw her in Come
and Go before she left the stage. Something worth looking at, eh?”

Christine Redfern said slowly and her voice was cold: “She’s handsome - yes. | think -
she looks rather a beast!”

Emily Brewster said abruptly: “You talked about evil just now, M. Poirot. Now to my
mind that woman'’s a personification of evil!l She’s a bad lot through and through.
| happen to know a good deal about her.”

Major Barry said reminiscently: “I remember a gal out in Simla. She had red hair too.
Wife of a subaltern. Did she set the place by the ears? I'll say she did! Men went mad
about her! All the women, of course, would have liked to gouge her eyes out! She
upset the apple cart in more homes than one.” He chuckled reminiscently. “Husband
was a nice quiet fellow. Worshipped the ground she walked on. Never saw a thing - or
made out he didn’t.”

Stephen Lane said in a low voice full of intense feeling: “Such women are a menace - a
menace to - ” He stopped.

Arlena Stuart had come to the water’s edge. Two young men, little more than boys,
had sprung up and come eagerly toward her. She stood smiling at them. Her eyes slid



past them to where Patrick Redfern was coming along the beach. It was, Hercule Poirot
thought, like watching the needle of a compass. Patrick Redfern was deflected, his feet
changed their direction. The needle, do what it will, must obey the law of magnetism
and turn to the North. Patrick Redfern’s feet brought him to Arlena Stuart.

She stood smiling at him. Then she moved slowly along the beach by the side of the
waves. Patrick Redfern went with her. She stretched herself out by a rock. Redfern
dropped to the shingle beside her. Abruptly, Christine Redfern got up and went into
the hotel.

There was an uncomfortable little silence after she had left.

Then Emily Brewster said: “It's rather too bad. She’s a nice little thing. They’ve only
been married a year or two.”

“Gal | was speaking of,” said Major Barry, “the one in Simla. She upset a couple of
really happy marriages. Seemed a pity, what?”

“There’s a type of woman,” said Miss Brewster, “who likes smashing up homes.” She
added after a minute or two, “Patrick Redfern’s a fool!”

Hercule Poirot said nothing. He was gazing down the beach, but he was not looking at
Patrick Redfern and Arlena Stuart. Miss Brewster said:

“Well, I'd better go and get hold of my boat.” She left them.

Major Barry turned his boiled gooseberry eyes with mild curiosity on Poirot.

“Well, Poirot,” he said. “What are you thinking about? You’ve not opened your mouth.
What do you think of the siren? Pretty hot?”

Poirot said: “C’est possible.”

“Now then, you old dog. | know you Frenchmen!”

Poirot said coldly: “I am not a Frenchman!”



“Well, don’t tell me you haven’t got an eye for a pretty girl! What do you think of her,
eh?”

Hercule Poirot said: “She is not young.”

“What does that matter? A woman’s as old as she looks! Her looks are all right.”

Hercule Poirot nodded.

He said: “Yes, she is beautiful. But it is not beauty that counts in the end. It is not
beauty that makes every head (except one) turn on the beach to look at her.”

“It’s it, my boy,” said the Major. “That’s what it is - it.” Then he said with sudden
curiosity: “What are you looking at so steadily?”

Hercule Poirot replied: “I'm looking at the exception. At the one man who did not look
up when she passed.”

Major Barry followed his gaze to where it rested on a man of about forty, fair-haired
and sun-tanned.

He had a quiet, pleasant face and was sitting on the beach smoking a pipe and reading
the Times.

“Oh, that!” said Major Barry. “That’s the husband, my boy. That’s Marshall.”

Hercule Poirot said: “Yes, | know.”

Major Barry chuckled. He himself was a bachelor. He was accustomed to think of The
Husband in three lights only - as “the Obstacle,” “the Inconvenience” or “the
Safeqguard.”

He said: “Seems a nice fellow. Quiet. Wonder if my Times has come?” He got up and
went up towards the hotel.



Poirot’s glance shifted slowly to the face of Stephen Lane. Stephen Lane was watching
Arlena Marshall and Patrick Redfern. He turned suddenly to Poirot. There was a stern
fanatical light in his eyes.

He said: “That woman is evil through and through. Do you doubt it?”

Poirot said slowly: “It is difficult to be sure.”

Stephen Lane said: “But, man alive, don’t you feel it in the air? All round you? The
presence of Evil.”

Slowly, Hercule Poirot nodded his head.

NnaBa 1

Korga B 1782 roay kanuTtaH Poa>kep dHrMepuHr noctponna cebe oM Ha OCTPOBKe

B Jle3epkoMBCKOM 3anmBe, ero peleHmne aBnaoCb BEPXOM 3KCLEHTPUYHOCTMN.
Yenoseky n3 nobponopsaao4HOro ceMencTBa nosiarasocb UMeTb KPacuBbIN OCODHSK,
OKPY>XE€HHbIVN NMPOCTOPHON Ny>KaMKOoN, BO3MOXXHO, HEJa/IeKO OT XXUBOMMUCHOIO py4bs n
nactouwia.

OAOHako y kanuTaHa Poa)kepa dHrMmepuHra 6bisla B XXM3HM TONLKO ogHa tob6oBb:
Mope. [Mo3TOMy OH MOCTPOUA CBOW AOM - NPOYHbIN, AOBPOTHLIN, Kak 1 nogobano, - Ha
KPOXOTHON, MpoAyBaemMon BCEMN BETPaMUN KOCE, HaCeNleHHOWN OOHNUMU YallKaMin, BO
BpeMS NpuanBa NpeBpaLlaBLUENCS B OCTPOBOK.

CTapbll MOPCKOW BOJIK TaK N HE XXEHWJICA - MOpe O0CTaJlIoCb ero rnepBon 1 rnocsegHemn
n3bpaHHULEN, - N NOCNE ero CMepTn AOM U OCTPOBOK OTOLUIN K KaKOMY-TO AaJIbHEMY
POACTBEHHUKY. DTOMY POACTBEHHUKY M €ro NMOTOMKAaM [0 HeXAAHHOro HacsieacTBa
He BblNo HUKakKoro gena. x cobcTtBeHHble BNafeHnsa HenpepbiBHO COKpaLLainch, 1
OHW C Ka)X4blM MOKOJIEHNEM CTaHOBUANCL BCe befHee.

Ho BoT B 1922 roay HakoHeL, NMosBuiaacb MoAa Ha OTAbIX HA B3MOpbe, U KAMMaT
nobepexbsa esoHa n KopHyonna nepecTtan CHUTaTbCA C/INLLIKOM XXapKum. ApTyp
DHrMepuHr obHapy>XnJ, 4TO ero OrPOMHbIN HeyA0OHbIN 0COBHAK reoprnaHCKom 3noxum



HNKOMY HEe HY>X€H, 3aTO COoBePLUEHHO HEOXKMNOAaHHO OH CMOI' MOJIY4HNTb KPYTrJIEHbKYIO
CYyMMY 3a HeABMXXNMOCTb, NaBHbIM-O0aBHO npmo6peTeHHyro ero naJjiekKnMm npeagkom
KalnnTaHOM PO,EI,)KGpOM.

HobpoTHbIN AoM Obla1 3aHOBO OTAeNaH, K HeMy fobaBunnce npuctponkn. OT 6osbLuon
3eMJIM K OCTPOBY MpPoOTAHYNacb beToHHasa gamba. Mo BceMy oCcTpoBY BbIIM MPOSIOXKEHbI
«AOPOXKKM» N YCTPOEHbI «XKNUBOMUCHbLIE YroJIKK». MOABUANCE ABa TEHHUCHbLIX KOPTAa,
congapumn, cnyckarwuimecs TeppacaMn K MaseHbkon byxTte, 061aropo>XKeHHom
MOCTKaMu 415 KyrnaHusa. B pesynbTaTe BO3HUK NpeKpacHbIN NaHCUOHAT «Becenbin
Poo>xep», pacnono)XeHHbI Ha ocTpoBe KoHTpabaHancTos B JlesepkoMbCKoM 3anuBe.
C nioHA No ceHTabpb (NOC KOPOTKUN NPOMEXYTOK BpeMeHu Ha lMacxy) «Becenbin
Poao>xep» 6bl, Kak NpaBu0, 3aMoJIHEH OTAbIXaOLWMUMKM 40 CAaMOro Yyepaaka.

B 1934 rogy naHcmoHaT 6bla pacwimpeH 1 nepenenaH, NosaBUINCbL KOKTenb-bap,
Hbonee NpoCcTopHbLIN 0befeHHbIN 3a0 N [ONONHUTENIbHbIe HOMepa. LleHbl B3neTenw.

Jloown rosopunu:

- Bam poBogunnock 6biBaTh B JlesepkoMbCcKoM 3anmBe? TaM NpPOCTO Yy OHbIN
MaHCUOHAT Ha ocTpoBe. O4YeHb YIOTHO, N HUKAKNX TYPUCTOB, aBTODOYCHbIX 3KCKYPCUN...
OTANYHbIE KYXHSA 1N 00cnyXnMBaHMe. BaM HenpeMeHHO HY>XHO nobbiBaTb TaM.

N niogn otnpaBnsannck B «Becensin Pooxxkep».

B naHcMoHaTe oTAbiXanl 04ANH O4YeHb BaXXHbIN - MO KpanHeEN Mepe B CBOUX
COBCTBEHHbIX Masax - roCTb: JpKioab Nyapo. B aneraHTHOM napyCcMHOBOM KOCTIOME U
COJIOMEHHOW WNsne, HagBUHYTON Ha rfasa, ¢ 6e3yKOPM3HEHHO YXOXXEHHbIMN
yCMKaMM, OH nosiynexan B yaobHoM wesnoHre v obospesan nas»x. K Mopto oT
naHCcMoHaTa CryckKascs Teppacamm conapuin. beper 6bin ycessH HagyBHbIMU
MaTpacaMu, Kpyramu, nogkamm, bangapkamMmm, Ms4amMmm U pe3MHOBbIMU UrpyLlkamu. OT
nJjaBaTesIbHbIX MOCTMKOB B BOAY OTXOAWJT AJIMHHBIM TpaMnJuH. B 3anuse
NnoKa4YMBaanCb TPW NJoTa.

OnOHW oTAbIXatowme niaeckaancb B MoOpe, ApYrue XXapuancb Ha COJIHUE, TPETbU
CTapaTesibHO HaTUpaauCh Mac/JioM OJi1s 3arapa.

Ha camon BepxHewn Teppace Consapmsa HaxoAWINCb Te, KTO He Kynasnica. OHK
obcy>xaanm noroay, OTKpbIBaloOLLEECH nepen HAMKU 3pennLle, HOBOCTU N3 YTPEHHUX
ra3eTt v npo4yuve TeMbl, Bbi3blBaloLLlMe Y HUX NHTepec.



CneBa oT lNyapo Xypyasn HECKOHYaeMbI MOTOK CJI0B, U3/IMBAIOLWLNIACA N3 YCT MUCCUC
FapaHep Nod akKoOMMaHeMeHT NOCTYKMBAHUS cnuy, 4SS BA3aHUS. Y Hee 3a CMUHOMN
nexkan B wessioHre ee My>x Ogenn K. N'apaHep ¢ HaABUHYTOW Ha HOC LUSMNONW, BPpeEMS
OT BPEMEHU N3PEeKaKLLNA KpaTKoe 3aMedaHne, HO TOJIbKO Korga K Hemy obpallanunce.

Cunasian cnpasa oT Myapo Mucc bptocTep, Kpenkasa XXeHLWnHa aTleTn4eckoro
TeNOCN0XKEHNS C ceaetol MMy BOJIOCaMU U NPUSATHLIM 3aropesbiM JINLLOM, BpeMeHaMu
HeloBOJ/IbHO BOpYasa. B pe3ynbTaTe co34aBasiock BnevyaTneHne, 6yaTo 30poBeHHas
OBYapKa CBOMM OTPbLIBUCTbLIM 3bl4HbIM JIaeM MpepbiBaia 6eCKoHeYHoe TABKaHbe
lwnuua.

- BoT 4 n ckaszana muctepy NapaHepy, - roeopuia mmuccuc NapgHep, - Hy aa, ckasana
a1 eMy, OCMaTpuBaTb AOCTONPMUMEYaTesIbHOCTUN, KOHEeYHO, 300Pp0B0. HO, B KOHLE
KOHLLOB, CKa3aJsia i, AHI /IO Mbl U3bE34WN BAOJIb U NOMepeK, N Tenepb A Xo4y
OTNPaBUTbLCA B Kakoe-HNbyab TUxoe MecTe4yko y MOps 1 NPOCTO OTAOXHYTb. BOT 4TO 5
eMy cKasasna, Beab Tak, Ogenn? MNpoCcTo OTAOXHYTb. A 4yBCTBYIO, MHE HY>XXHO
OTOOXHYTb, CKa3ana 4. lNpasga, Opgenn?

- [a, noporas, - npobopmoTan n3-nog Wnansl Muctep FapaHep.

- N BOT, - Nnpoaosn>Kana pa3BMBaTb CBOKO TEMY MUCCUC FapaHep, - Korga s cka3asia 06
3TOM MUCTepy Kencoy ns areHTCcTBa NyTewecTBmnin Kyka - 3To OH A1 Hac BCe
yCcTpous; oH 6bla1 HY o4eHb Ntobe3eH, 9 fa)ke He 3Hato, 4To 6bl Mbl genann 6e3 Hero! -
TaK BOT, KOrga s ckasana ob atom muctepy Kencoy, oH oTBETWJ, 4TO Nyylle MecTa,
yeMm 34eCb, Mbl HArAe He HangeM. O4eHb XXUBOMNCHOE MECTOo, CKa3aJl OH, OTpe3aHHoe
OT BCEro Mupa, 1 B TO »Xe BpeMs KOMOPT Ha BbiCLLEM ypoBHe. U TyT, pa3symeeTcs,
Muctep NapaoHep, - OH BMeLancsa n CNpocui: a Kak 06CcTonT oeno ¢ CaHUTapHbIMUK
ycnosmamMun? Bngure nu, mecobe lyapo, Bbl HE MOBEepUTe, HO cecTpa MUcTepa
fapaHepa ogHaXXAbl OCTaHOBMUIACh B OAHOW HEDO/LLLION FOCTUHNLE, €€ TaKXe
peKoMeHO0BaN KaK yeOUHEHHYI0, nocpeamn 60/0T, HO MOXKETe JIn Bbl MOBEPUTD,
Tyanet Tam bbin Ha yanue! Nlo3ToMy, eCTeCcTBEHHO, MucTep NapaHep Noao3pUTENLHO
OTHOCUTCSH KO BCEM NOAOOHBLIM «yeANHEHHbIM» MeCcTaM, Bedb Tak, Onenn?

- Hy foa, KoHe4Ho, faoporas, - noaTeepann muctep MapaoHep.

- Ho MmucTtep Kesncoy cpa3y e Hac ycnokowus. Bca caHTexHWKa, cKa3aJl OH, Mo CaMoOMy
rnocnenHemy CJIoBYy, N KyXHS BOCXUTUTEesIbHadA. I 1 MONHOCTbLIO C HUM corjiacHa. W 41o
MHe elle HPaBUTCHA, TaK 3TO UHTUMHOCTb, €C/IN Bbl MOHUMaeTe, 4TO A UMEeto B BULY.



MecTo o4eHb MasieHbKOe, Mbl 006l @aeMCs TOJIbKO APYr C APYroM, N BCE 3HAIOT BCEX.
Ecnm B aHrnn4aHax n eCTb HEOOCTATOK, TakK 3TO TO, 4TO OHW CKJIOHHbI BECTK Ccebs
yepec4yp YOMOpPHO C TEMU, C KEM He 3HAKOMbI MO KpanHen Mmepe napy net. [NoToM-To
Munee ngen He Hangews! Mnctep Kencoy ckasars, 4To cloga npmesxxatT
WHTepecCHbIe Nan, N 9 BUXKY, 4TO OH Npas. B3aTbk, K NnpuMepy, Bac, Mecbe lyapo, nin
Mucc JapHan. O! A npocto be3yMmHO obpagoBanachb, KOrga y3sHasna, KTO Bbl TakoWu,
npasna, Ogenn?

- meHHO Tak, goporag.

- Xa! - pe3ko BMewanacb Mmucc bproctep. - Kak 3To 3aMedaTesibHO, Bbl HE HaxoguTe,
Mecbe lMyapo?

TOoT NpoTecTyloLwe BCKUHY PYKKU, HO 3TO Bbis1 He 6onlee 4eM BeXXNMBLIN XXecT. Muccuc
fapOHep npoaoJiKana Kak HU B 4eM He bbiBasio:

- Bugute nn, mecbe lNyapo, 9 MHOro cibiwana o Bac oT KopHennn PobcoH,
oTAbixaBLwen B bageHxode. Mbl ¢ Muctepom NapaHepom 6binm B bageHxode B mae. U,
pasymeeTcs, KopHenma noapobHo pacckasana HaMm 0 Tex cobbiTuax B ErmnTe, korga
bbina youta JInHHeT Pupgi>kysn. Mo ee MHeHMI0, Bbl BbIIM MPOCTO BEIMKOJIEMNHbI, N S
MPSMO-TakKM CMepTb Kak XoTeJsla C BaMU NMO3HaKOMUTbLCHA, He Tak nn, Opgenn?

- Ha, poporas.

- ATyT ewe n Mmucc JapHnu... Y MEHA MHOro Belen ot «Po3 MOHA», a OHa,
OKa3blBaeTcs, N eCTb «P0o3 MOHA», BeOb Tak? [1o-MoeMy, BCA ee ofexaa Tak
npoayMaHa. Takas yygecHas nuHmnsa! To nnaTbe, KOTopoe bbI1I0 Ha MHe BYepa
BeYyepoM, - 3To ee paboTa. No-MoeMy, OHa NMPOCTO 0YapoBaTesIbHAs XXEHLMHA BO BCEX
OTHOLUEHUAX.

Mo3aan mucc bpiocTep NocnbiWanock BopYaHne Maiopa bappu, He OTpbIBaBLLErO
CBOWX BbIMYyY€HHbIX I/1a3 OT KyMnatoLmXCs.

- BecbMa BnevaTnsaowaa gesoyka!

Mwuccuc FapaHep 3acTyyvana cnmuamu.



- Mecbe lNyapo, A A0/1XKHa KOe B YeM BaM CO3HaTbCA. BCcTpeTmB Bac 34ech, 4
ncnbiTasa cCaMbll HACTOSALMNIN LLOK - TOJNIbKO He noayManTte, 6yaTo 9 He Obisia B
BOCTOpre oT 3HaKOMCTBa C BaMM, NOTOMY 4YTO A Ha ceabMoM Hebe oT cHacTbsa. Muctep
fapoHep 3To noATBepaAnT. HO NpoCcTo A noaymasa, 4To Bac cioga npuser... Hy,
npodeccrnoHanbHbIN MHTepec. Haaelck, Bbl MOHUMAaETeE, 4TO 9 X04y CKa3aTb? Ha
CaMOM ferie 9 y)XaCHO BreYyaT/nTesibHada, Kak BaM noaTBepanT Mmuctep NapaHep, n
NPoCTO He nepexuna 6bl, ecnn 6 okasanacb NpUYacTHa K KAKOMY-nbo
npecTynseHuto. Bngnte nu...

- Bugute nn, mecbe MNyapo, - KalnaHyB, CKka3as Mmuctep FapaHep, - muccuc FapaHep
OYeHb BnevyaTanTesbHas.

Pykn 2pkionsa [Nyapo B3METHYJ/INCb B BO34YX.

- Ho no3BonbTe 3aBepnTb BaC B TOM, MagdaM, 4TO A4 30€Cb C TOWN Xe uenbto, 4To U Bbl, -
A MPOBOXKY OTMYCK, HaCJlaXXOaloCb )KN3HbIO. A naxke He OyMato o npeCTynnevax!

- Hnkakux ten Ha octpoBe KoHTpabaHancTos! - CHOBa OTPbLIBUCTO npofasia Mucc
BptocTep.

- O, HO 3TO He CoBCeM Tak, - Bo3pa3un lNyapo, ykasbiBas BHU3. - B3rnaHuTe BOH Tyaa,
Ha pagbl 3aropatoLwmx. YTo oHM cobon NpenCcTaBAAT? 3TO HE MY>XXYUHbI N XKEHLLNHBI.
ITO NpoOCTOo Tena.

- Cpelu HUX eCcTb BeCbMa MpuBeKaTesbHbIE N1ano4Yku, - TOHOM 3HATOKa MPOU3HeC
Mariop Bappu. - BoT To/IbKO, NoXKanyn, Yepecyyp xyasble.

- [1a, HO Kakoe B HUX NPUTSXXeHne? - BOCKJIMKHY N lyapo. - Kakada TanHa? {1 4enosek
MO>XXNION, CTapon 3akanku. Korga g 6b11 MosoabiM, MOXKHO 6b1J10 C TPYA4OM YBUOETb
LWNKOJIOTKY. MenbKOM B3r/ISHYTb Ha KPY>XXEBHYIO HUXXHIOK 0OOKY - Kakown cobnasH!
MnaBHbIN N3rnb NKpbIL... KOJIEHO... MOABA3KN C IEHTAMMU...

- PacnyweHHOCTb! - [OBOJIBHO pe3Ko npomonsua Mmanop bappu. - PacnyweHHOCTb!

- [opa3no npakTn4yHee TO, YTO Mbl HOCUM cenyac, - 3amMeTuia MmUcc BptocTep.



- Hy na, mecbe lNyapo, - ckasana muccuc NapaHep. - 3HaeTe, 9 4ENCTBUTENIbLHO
CYMTalo, 4TO B HaCTOSLLEe BPpEMSA HAalLWN OEBYLLUKM 1 toHOWN BeayT 6onee
€CTEeCTBEHHbIN, 300pO0BbIN 00pa3 XN3HU. OHU NPOCTO BECENATCA BMECTE W... HY,
OHMW... - OHa cnerka nokpacHena, NoCKOJIbKY y Hee Bblna YncTtasa gywa. - OHM coBCceMm
He aymatoT 06 3TOM, ecnin Bbl MOHMMAaeTe, 4TO A UMEID B BUAY.

- 9 BaC NnoHMMalto, - CKasan IpKioJb [yapo. - 3To NpPUCKOPOHO!

- MpnckopbHO? - NNCKHYNa Muccuc FapaHep.

- Ucknto4nTb BCIO pOMaHTUKY - BClO TanHy! CerogHs Bce cTaHOapTu3oBaHo! -
ManeHbkuin 6enbrmel, ykasan Ha pacnpocTepTble HMXXe pUrypbl. - 9TO 04EHb
HarMnoOMWUHaeT MHe NapPMXXCKUN Mopr.

- Mecbe lNyapo! - HeroaywLe BOCKJIMKHYNa Muccuc MapaHep.

- Tena - pa3fioXKeHHble Ha AO0CKaX - COBCEM KaK TyLUM B MACHOW NaBke!

- Mecbe lNyapo, BaM 3TO CpaBHEHNE He Ka>KeTCs C/INLWKOM HAaTAHYTbIM?

- [1a, BO3MOXXHO, - corjiacusics ToT.

- N Bce xe, - cHOBa 3arosopuia muccuc NapaHep, ycuneHHo pabotasa cnuuamu, -
CKJIOHHa COrnacnTbCA C BaMN B OOHOM. Y 3TUX OeBYLUEK, Nexallnx BOT TaK Ha
COJIHUE, BbIPaCTYT BOJIOCLI HA HOrax N pykax. 9 Tak n ckasana VpeH - 3To Mosa O0u4b,
Mecbe lNMyapo. «MpeH, - ckasana g en, - ecan Tobl bygelib BOT TaK JieXXaTb Ha CoJHLUE,
y Tebs nosctoay BbIpaCTyT BOJIOChI - BOJIOCbI HA PyKaX, BOMOChLI Ha HOrax, BOJ1IOChbI Ha
XXNBOTE, N KaK Tbl Toraa bygews BoirnageTb?» A Tak e n ckasana, npasaa, Ogenn?

- la, noporas, - noaTBepaAnn Muctep fapaHep.

Bce monyvanu, BeposiTHO, MbIC/IEHHO NpeacTaBnssa cebe beaHyto NpeH, ¢ KoTopown
MOXKET CNIY4NTbCA TaKoe HecYacTbe.

Mwuccuc NapaHep cBepHya CBOe BA3aHue.

- Kak Hac4yeT TOrO...



- [la, noporas? - ckasaJs Mmuctep NapaHep 1, ¢ TPyAOM MNOAHABLIWCE C LUE3JIOHTa,
3abpan y mmccuc FapgHep Ba3aHme n KHUry. - Mmucc bproctep, He XefnlaeTe 4To-
HUbyOb BbINNTb BMECTe C HamMn?

- HeT, He ceivac, 6bnaroaapto Bac.

YeTa NapaHep HanpasBwusacb B NaHCUOHAT.

- AMepuKaHCKMe My>XbAa NPOCTO BOCXUTUTENbHbLI! - CKa3ana Mucc bprocTtep.

MecTo muccuc NapgHep 3aHan npenofobHbin CTueeH JlenH. BbICOKOMY SHEpPrU4HOMY
CBAWEHHUKY BbI10 neT NATbAecAT ¢ HebonbwuM. Ero 3aropesoe nnuo n TeMHo-cepble
csobogHble hnaHeneBble OPIOKN HUCKOIbKO He COOTBETCTBOBAJIN €ro CaHy.

- 3amMevaTenbHoe MecTo! - BooAyLUeB/IEHHO NPOU3HEC OH. - 4 cxoann us Jlesepkomb-
ban B Xapdopa n obpaTHO NO CKanam.

- CerogHsa ons newmnx NporyJsiok Yepecvyp »apko, - 3aMmeTun Marnop bappu, HUKoraa
HEe XOAUBLUWIA IyNsTh.

- OTAIMYHOE ynpa)KHeHWe, - cKa3asla Mucc bptocTep. - 9 ceroaHs elle He 3aHMMaNach
rpebnen. HN4TO He CPaBHUTCA C rpebnen Ona MbILL XXUBOTA.

dpktosb MNMyapo nevyasbHO MOCMOTPEST HA 3aMETHYIO BbINYKNOCTb y cebsa Ha Tanuu.
NMepexBaTuB ero B3rnan, Mucc bproctep bnaroxxenatesibHO CKa3ana:

- Bbl 6bICTPO OT 3TOro n3baButechb, Mmecbe Nyapo, ecnm Ha4YHeTe KaXKabll AeHb rpecTun
BecC/1laMu.

- Merci, Mademoiselle. 4 HeHaBuXy noaku!

- Bbl MMeeTe B BUAY MaJieHbKWe NoaKn?

- Jlookun, cyna, kopabnum Bcex pasmepoB! - 3akpbIB rnasa, lNyapo noexxuncs. -
[BV>XeHne Mops, OHO HEMNMpUATHOeE.



- Momnnyn 6or, cerogHa Mope CrNOKOWHOE, CI0OBHO 3aBOAb.

- Takon Bewmn, Kak abCcoNtoTHO CNOKOMHOEe Mope, He BbiBaeT, - ybe)xAeHHO 3asaBu
ManeHbkun benbrmey,. - Bcerga, Bcerga eCTb Kakoe-To ABuxeHune!

- Ecnn xoTuTe 3HaTb MOe MHeHue, - BMeLllasicA Ma|7|op Bappwu, - MOpcKa“ 6onesHb -
3TO Ha OeBATb OeCATbIX HEPBbLI.

- BoT cnoBa HacTodAwero Mopsika, - YCMexHyJsica CBALWEHHUK. - [1a, manop?

- Mopckas 6ose3Hb My4Ynsia MEHS BCEro OAUH pa3 - 1 3TO ObIN1I0 BO BpeMs rnepernpasbl
yepes Jla-MaHwWw. He Hago 06 3ToM AymMaTb - BOT MOW LEBM3.

- Ha camoMm pene mopckasi 60ne3Hb - 3TO O4eHb CTPaHHas WTYyKa, - 3a4yM4YNBO
npomMonBunaa mucc bptoctep. - MovyeMy oAHU NOAMN el NOABEPXKEHDI, @ ApYyrmve - HeT?
Mo-MoeMy, 3TO Tak HecnpaBeanuneo... [pnyeM Mmopckas 60ne3Hb HUKaK He CBA3aHa C
COCTOSIHMEM 3.10p0BbS. BecbMa 60n1e3HeHHbIe NI0AN XOPOLLO NEPEHOCAT KayKy. KTo-To
MHE rOBOPWJI, 4TO 3TO KaK-TO CBSA3@aHO CO CMUHON. ONATb XKe, HEKOTOopble 6oATCS
BbICOThI. 1 caMa He MOry 3TUM NOXBacTaTbCs, HO y Muccuc PendepH neno obctouT
ropa3no xy»ke. Ha gHsIX Ha Tpone, Beayllen No ckajsam B Xapgopa, y Hee BApYyr
3aKpYy>Xusiacb rosioBa, U oHa NPsIMO-Taku BLEnuIachk B MeHsi. OHa pacckasasa MHe,
4YTO oAHaXKAbl 3aCTPSASIA Ha MONA0POre, CNYCKasACh NO HAPYXXHOW NecTHULLE C
MUJIAHCKOro KadenpasnbHoro cobopa. HaBepx oHa NOAHANACk, HM O YeM He AyMas, a
BOT CMYCK ee JOKOHaJl.

- B TakoM cniy4ae en nyduwe He CnycKaTbCsa NO CTyneHsam B bByxTy InbdoB, - 3amMeTun
JlenH.

Mwucc bprocTep ckopyunna rpmmacy.

- MHe caMol TaM XXYTKO CTpalLHO. A BOT MOJIOAEXWN XOTb Obl XHbl. Masb4nLLKK
KoyaHbl 1 Monogble MacTepMaHbl, Tak Te C BOCTOProM HOCATCSA C/IOMS FOJIOBY BBEPX U
BHU3.

- Ciopga nget muccuc PepdepH, - ckasan JlemH. - Bo3spalwiaeTcs nocse KynaHus.



- Mecbe lNyapo, BaM cnefnyeT e BOCXULWATbCA, - 3aMeTusna Mmucc bproctep. - OHa He
nobuTt 3aropaTs.

CHSB pe3nHOBYIO LWANo4Ky, Monoaas Mmuccuc PendepH TpsxHy1a BosIoCaMu.
MenenbHasa 6/10HAMHKA, OHa obnlagana yaMBUTeENbHO 6eno KoXen.

- Ha ¢oHe ocTanibHbIX OHa BbIrNAONT KaKOW-TO He0XXapeHHON, Bbl He HaxoauTe? -
ycMexHyJsca Mmanop bappw.

3aKyTaBLINCb B AJINHHLIA XanaT, KpucTuHa PepdepH nogHanacb No CTyneHsM BBEPX.
Y Hee 6bI10 OTKPbITOE Cepbe3Hoe INLL0, MO-CBOEMY MPUBJIEKATENIbHOE, N MalleHbKNe
N3ALLHbIE PYKU 1N HOTW. YNbIOHYBLIMCH, OHa NoAcCeNa K OTAbIXaloWMM, KyTascb B
XanaT.

- Bbl 3acnyxunn ogobpeHune mecse lNyapo, - ckazana mucc bptoctep. - OH He nbuT
TeX, KTO XXapuTcHa Ha cosiHUe. [OBOPUT, 4TO OHU MOXOXWN Ha MSACHbIE TYLLUW - UJIN YTO-
TO B TAaKOM pyxe.

KpuctuHa PepndepH nevyanbHO yabibHYyNack.

- MHe o4eHb x0Tenoch bl 3aropaTb! - ckasasa oHa. - HoO Mofa KoXXa He TeMHeeT. OHa
TOJIbKO Ha4MHaeT WenywnTbCd, a PYKN NMOKPbIBAOTCA Y>KaCHbIMU BECHYLLUKaMN.

- YK nyduwe Tak, 4eM ecnuv 6 oHM NOKpPbIZINCb BONIOCaMIN, Kak y MipeH, Jo4epu Mnuccuc
FapaHep, - 3amMeTuna mmucc bproctep. OTBeYas Ha BOMPOCUTESbHbIV B3r N4
KpucTuHbl, oHa npoposkana: - CerogHa yTpoMm muccuc NapaHep 6boina B
BesIMKoJienHom popme. He ymosikana HM Ha MUHYTY. «He Tak nu, Ogenn?» «[la,
noporas»... - [lomon4aB, oHa cka3ana: - Ml Bce xe 5 Xanet, mecbe lyapo, 4TOo Bbl ee
He pa3birpanun. A Hago 6bis1o 6bl. Hy moyemMy Bbl HE CKa3ann en, 4To BefeTe 34ecChb
paccnegoBaHue 04HOro CTpawHoro ybuncrea n ybuinuya, KpoBoXKaaHbIN MaHbsK,
HaxoOUTCA cpeaun oTAbIXatowmnx?

- 91 o4eHb 60t0Cb, 4TO OHa noBepwusa 6bl MHe, - B3OOXHY1 AETEKTUB.

Mawnop bappu xpunsao ycMexHyncs.

- HenpemeHHo noeepuna 6bl.



- HeT, He aymato, 4TO gake mmccuc NapgHep nosepuna 6bl B TO, 4TO 34€Cb FOTOBUTCS
npecTynjeHne, - CKasana MUcc bprocTtep. - 3TO HE TO MECTO, rae MoOXXeT NPonU3onNTH
ybunmncrao!

Myapo 3aep3an B Kpecne.

- Ho noyemy xe, magemyasesnb? - BO3pa3u OH. - [loyemy 34ecb, Ha OCTpoBe
KoHTpabaHOoncTos, He MOXXeT NPon3onNTn ybuncTeo?

- He 3Hato, - oTBeTUNa dMunu bproctep. - HaBepHoe, ogHM MeCcTa NoAXoAAT ONs
3TOro MeHbllue Apyrux. 3g4ecb He Ta o6CTaHOBKa...

OHa yMmosK/a, He B cuiax I'IO,£|,06paTb noaxogsduime ciaoBa.

- [la, 34eCb pOMaHTUNYHO, - cornlacuncs lMNMyapo. - MNonHasg yMnpoTBOopeHHOCTb. CBEeTUT
cosiHue. Mope ronyboe. Ho Bbl 3abbiBaeTe, Mucc bptocTep, 4TO NOBCIOAY NOA COJSTHUEM
obuTaeT 310.

BcTpeneHyBLINCH, CBALWEHHUK Nodasncsa Bnepen. Ero spko-ronybbie rnasa BCAbIXHYN.

Mwucc BplocTep noxkasa njaevyamu:

- O, pa3zymMeeTC4, 9 3TO NOHMMAIO, HO BCe Xe...

- Ho BCe »xe 3T0O MecTo Mo-NMpeXXHEeEMY Ka)KeTCs BaM He NoAXOAALLNUM A5
npectynneHna? Bol 3abbiBaeTe ogHY Bellb, MageMya3esb.

- f1 Tak NOHUMalO, YesIoBeYeCcKyto npmupoay?

- N 3710 ToxXe. OHa NpucyTCcTBYeT BCcerga. Ho A xoten ckasaTb gpyroe. 4 cobupancs
HAaNOMHUTb BaM, 4YTO 3[4eCb BCE Ha OTAbIXe.

- He noHmnmato, - HeLOyMeHHO NoCcMOoTpesia Ha Hero IMunm bptroctep.

BexxnnBo ynblbHYBLINCE, MNyapo Bbipa3nTebHO NOAHSN yKa3aTesbHbI Nnased.



- Mpennonoxunm, y Bac eCTb Bpar. ECnm Bbl CTaHeTe NCkaTb ero y Hero B KBaptupe, y
Hero Ha paboTe, Ha ynuue - eh bien, Bam bygeT Hy>KHa NpUYnHa, Bbl AO0JIKHbI ByaeTe
06bACHUTL CBOE NpucyTCcTBME. Ho 3a4ecCb, Ha B3MOPbE, HUKOMY HE HY>KHO OObACHATDb
CBOe NpucyTcTBMe. 3a4eM Bbl Npuexann B JlesepkoMbckuim 3anme? Parbleu! Ha gBope
aBryCT - @ B aBrycrte Bce OTMNpaB/dAlOTCAa Ha MOpe, BCe oTAbIXatloT. [loHnMaeTe, onsd
BacC, U ona muctepa JlemHa, n gna mavopa bappu, n gna mmccuc PepdepH u ee
Cyrnpyra coBepLlieHHO eCTeCTBEeHHO HaxoANTbCA 34ecChb. [loToMy 4TO B AHIin B
aBrycTte rnpuHATO OTNPaB/IATLCA Ha MOpe.

- Hy xopowo, - cornacmnacb Mmucc bprocrep, - onpenesieHHo, 3TO 04eHb
opurmnHasbHaga MbiC/ib. Ho 4To Hac4deT NapaHepoB? OHM BeAb aMepuKaHLUbl.

- [a)xe muccuc NapaHep, Kak OHa CaMa HaM CKa3aJla, YyBCTBYeT NnoTpebHOCTb
OTAOXHYTb, - YNbIOHYNCA Nyapo. - K TOMy e, MOCKOJIbKY OHa cenyac
«obpabaTbiBaeT» AHIrAMO, €N HY NPOCTO HEOOXOAMMO NPOBECTU Napy Henesnb Ha
B3MOpbE - M0 KpanHen Mmepe B KayecTBe Typucta. OHa nobut HabnwaaTb 3a AlogbMN.

- [lymaio, 1 BaM To)Xe HpaBuTCca HabnwgaTb 3a ntoabmu, ga? - npobopmMmoTana MNCCUC
PendepH.

- Magam, npu3HaoCb, HPAaBUTCA.

- Bbl 3aMeyvaeTe BCce - abCconOTHO BCE, - 3a4yM4MBO rnpomsHecsia OHa.

Kakoe-To BpeMs Bce MonYanu. HakoHel CTuBeH JleMH OTKaLWIAACA N CMYLLEHHO
NnpPoun3Hec:

- Mecbe lNyapo, MeHsA 3anHTepecoBasia 04Ha Balla hpa3a. Bbl ckazanu, 4To noscroaoy
noa conHuem obuTaeT 3710. DTO NOYTU AOC/OBHAA unuTaTa n3 Ekknecmnacra. -
Momoni4as, oH npounTuposas CesweHHoe MNncaHue: « cepaue CbIHOB YesloBe4YeCKnx
MCNOJIHEHO 3N1a, N be3symue B cepaLue X, B XXU3HU Ux». - EFro mMuo o3apuaoch
paHaTUYHbLIM CBETOM. - 4 pan, 4YTO Bbl 3TO CKasaJsin. B HaWnM OHN HUKTO He BepuUT B
3/10. B KpanHeM cny4ae OHO CHUTaEeTCHA NLb NPOTUBOMNOJIOXKHOCTLIO Aobpa. 310,
rOBOPAT /04N, TBOPUTCHA TEMU, KTO HE 3HAET HMUYero ApPyroro, - HefopPa3BUTbIMU, U
NX HY>KHO He BUHUTb, a »aneTb. O4HaKo Ha camMoM pene, mecbe lyapo, 310
cywiecTtByeT B gencremtenbHocTn! OHO peanbHoe! {1 Bepto B 310 TaK XXe, Kak Bepto

B bora. OHo cywecTteyeT! OHO XO0AUT No 3emse!



CBSALLEHHMK OCTAaHOBWJCS, yYalleHHo Abiwa. OTepeB n106 NaaTKoM, OH BUHOBATO
ornanencs BOKpyr.

- N13BNHUTE, 1 HECKOJIbKO YBJIEKCH.

- 4 NOHMMalo, 4TO Bbl XOTUTE CKa3aTb, - CNOKONHO npomoneun MNyapo. - B Kakon-To
CTeneHu A C BaMu cornaceH. 3710 4eNCTBUTESNIBHO XOAUT MO 3eMNe, N 3TO cneayeT
NpU3HaTb.

- Pa3 y>x 06 3ToM 3awna peyb, - OTKALWAABLWNCE, Ha4Yan Mmanop bappu. - B UHanun 3Tun
MOLLUEHHUKWN hakunpebl...

Mawnop Bappu npobbin B «Becenom Pogxkepe» [oOCTaTOYHO AOJIFO, N BCEM YxKe Bbina
n3BecTHa ero ybuncrteeHHasi CKJIOHHOCTb NMYCKATbCA B NPOCTPaHHbIE BOCMOMUHAHUA
06 NHaun. Mucc bproctep n mmnccmuc PeadepH 6bICTPO 3aroBopuam pasoMm.

- Muccuc PepdepH, o3To Beab Ball MyXX MJIbIBET BOH TaM, He Tak In? Kak MacTepCcku
OH BnlageeT Kposem! OH BeNMKOJIEMNHbIN NJ0BEL,.

B To )Xe camoe BpemMsa Mmuccuc PengepH ckasana:

- O, nocmoTpuTe! Kakasi BOH TaM o4apoBaTesibHas sXTa Nof KpacHbIMU napycamu!
OHa Bellb NpUHAONEXUT MucTepy bnaTtty, He npasaa nn?

fIXxTa NoA KpacHbIMM MapycamMmn Kak pa3 nepecekana Bxod B 6yxTy.

- CTpaHHas 3To Npuyyaa - KpacHble napyca, - nposop4van Manop Bappu. OaHako
yrpo3sa pacckasa o hakupax 6blsia ycTpaHeHa.

Ipktoab MNyapo ogobputensHo Habnagan 3a MONOAbIM MY>XHYMHON, KOTOPbLINA TOJSIbKO
41O Noannbin K 6epery. MaTpuk PeadepH bbin Bceobwmm nobnumuem. CTponHbIN,
OpPOH30BbLIN OT 3arapa, C LWWMPOKMMU Nnevyamun n yskumm 6egpamu, oH obnagan
3apa3nTesibHbIM BecesnbeM, a NpupoaHasa NpocToTa Bbi3biBasa NtoboBb BCcex be3
NCKJTIOYEHUSA XXEHLWNH 1 BONbLINHCTBA MY>X4YUH. Bbinasa Ha 6eper, MNaTpuk PeadepH
CTPAXHYN ¢ ceba Boay n Becesno nomaxas pykom xeHe. Ta nomaxasia eMy B OTBET.

- 13T, nogHMMancsa K Ham!



- Yxxe nay!

N oH HanpaBw/iCcs 3a CBOMM MNoJsioTeHUeM. B 3TOT MOMEHT MMMO NpoLUsia XEeHLWMHa,
CnycKawLwasncsa oT naHCMOHaTa K nasxy. Ee nosisneHne 66110 CPaBHUMO C BbIXOL,0M
Ha CcueHy BeayLllen akTpUChkl. bosblle Toro, XXeHwmnHa gep>kanacb Tak, byaro
CO3HaBasa 3To. B ee noBeneHnn He 6b1J1I0 HM Kanau 3aCcTeH4YMBOCTU. Ka3anocb, oHa
y>Xe OaBHO NPUBbLIK/A K TOMY, KakKon 3pPeKT HEU3IMEHHO NPOM3BOONIIO ee
npucyTcTBMe. Bbicokasa n cTtporHas, oHa 6bisia B npocToMm 6enomM nnaTtbe AN KynaHus
C OTKPbLITON CAMHOW, N KaXXKObll KBagpaTHLIN O0NM ee Tena 6bl1 MOKPbIT POBHbLIM
BpoH30BbLIM 3arapoM. OHa b6blla coBeplueHHa, Kak cTaTys. Ee nbllwHbie 30/10TUCTO-
KallTaHOBbIe BOJIOCbI HACMAAa M POCKOLUHbIMM BOJIHAMU Ha naedun. Jinyo obnagano
HEKOTOPOWN U3JINLLHEN 04EePYEHHOCTbLIO, KOTOpPas NOSABAAETCSA Nocae TpuauaTn neT,
O[HAKO B LL&/IOM OHa Npou3Boania BnedvyaTtsieHne MoaoaoCTn - beCKOHEeYHOoro
TOp>XeCTBa XXU3HEHHbIX Cu. B ee nuue bbina Kakas-To BOCTOYHAA HEMOOBUXXHOCTb,
CBOMNCTBEHHAA KMTanuaM; yrosikm TeMHO-ronybbix rnas cnerka 3aanpanmcb BBepX.
onoBy BeH4Yas la NpuUYyanmnBas KNTanckasa wnsna ns HeopuToBO-3€/IeHONr0 KapTOHa.

Bbl/10 B HE HEYTO TaKoe, OTHYEro BCE OCTasIbHbIE XXEHLLMHbI Ha NAs>Ke CJIOBHO
noTyckHenn n nobneknu. N Takxe Hen3be>xHO B3rnsabl BCEX MPUCYTCTBYOLLNX
MY>X4YMH 0BpaTUANCh Ha Hee.

(na3a dpkions MNMyapo WMPOKO paCcKpPbISINC, YCUKN 0400pUTENbHO N30rHYyAncbL. Manop
Bappu BbINPAMUACSA B LLE3JIOHIE, U €ro rsa3a oT Bo3by)XAeHUs BbINYyYUINCH eLle
bonbwe. Cnasawmm cnesa oT lNyapo npenoaobHbin CTuBeH JIenH Hanpsarcs, co
CBUCTOM BTSIHYB BO34YyX.

- ApneHa CTi0oapT... BOT Kak ee 3Ba/sin 0 TOro, Kak OHa BblLLJ1a 3aMyX 3a
Mapwanna, - Xxpunso npowenTan manop bappu. - 4 Bugen ee B «[Npuntm n yntn» oo
TOro, Kak OHa ylla CO CcueHbl. ECTb Ha 4TO NoCcMOTpeTb, a?

- OHa npuBNeKaTesibHa - 3TO Y Hee He OTHATb, - Me4JIeHHO Mpon3Hecsa X0J04HbIM
TOHOM KpucTuHa PeadepH. - 4 c4MTalo, 4TO OHa MOXOXKa... Ha XULWHoro 3sep4!

- Mecbe lNMyapo, Bbl TOJILKO 4TO FOBOPWUM NPO 3J10, - BbICTPO CKasana IMnau
BptocTep. - Tak BOT, Ha MOW B3rnsapg, 3Ta XeHWWHa aBaseTcsa onmueTBopeHnem 3na!
OHa HacKkBO3b Nopo4Ha. Tak NOsy4nsioCb, 4TO MHE MHOI0e O HeWl U3BECTHO.



- NomHto, B Cnmne 6binla oaHa OEBYOHKA, - MeYTaTeslbHO Npou3Hec Mmanop bappu. - Y
Hee ToXXe 6bINn pbiXKKe BOsIOChl. XKeHa Miaawero ogpuuepa. Mo)XHO fin cKkasaTb, 4TO
OHa nepeccopuia Bcex u BCA? A To Kak xe! My>X4uHbl cxoannam rno Hew ¢ yma! A Bce
XKEHLLUWHbI, eCTeCTBEHHO, XXaxX4a/IM BblLlapanaTb en rna3a! MHoro cemen oHa
pa3buna... - OH ycMexHycs. - Ee My Obl1 TaKOW MPUSATHbLIN, CNOKONHLIA TUM.
BoroTeopwunna 3emMt0, MO KOTOPOW OHa CTynasa. HukKorga HM4Yero He 3amedan - Uin
henan Bupg, 4To He 3aMeyarl.

- Takne XeHWnHbl NPeaCcTaBASOT yrpo3y... NPeacTaBASOT Yyrposy... - TUXUM
roJ1I0COM, MPOHUKHYTbIM r1y60oKMUM 4yBCTBOM, Havasn CTuBeH JIeiH n yMOJK.

ApneHa CTioapT nogolsia K KpoMKe BoAbl. [1Boe MOI0A4bIX MapHen, ele CoBCeM
MasibYULLEK, BCKOYMAM U nocnewmnnn K Hen. OHa ocTaHoBUNACh, ynbibasack. Ee B3rnag
CKOJIb3HYJ1 MMMO NapHen K ngywemy saosb 6epera Matpuky PeadepHy. Nyapo
MbICJIEHHO OTMETWJI, 4TO 3TO ObINI0 BCe paBHO 4TO HabnogaTh 3a CTPEsIKOM KoMNaca.
MNaTpuk PeaodepH OTKNOHUACA OT Kypca, Hornm camu cobor nosesnn ero B Apyryto
CTOpoHY. CTpesika, HeB3MpPasa HM Ha 4YTO, LOJIKHA NOOYMHATLCA 3aKOHaM MarHeTusMma
M BCeraa ykasblBaTb Ha ceBep. Horn npusenu MNMatpuka PeadepHa K ApsieHe CTroapT.

Ta cTosina Ha MecTe, C yNblIOKOM nogxunpasa ero. 3aTeM oHa MefJIeHHO ABUHYNacb No
bepery BoOSIb CaMO KPpOMKK BoAbl. MaTpuk PendepH nocnenosan 3a Hen. ApsieHa
CTi0apT BbITAHY/1aCb Ha KaMHe. lNaTpuk PeadepH cen paooMm C Het Ha rasbke.
KpuctuHa PendepH rHeBHO BCKOYM/Ia C MeCcTa M HarnpaBusacb B MaHCMOHAT.

[Mocne ee yxona HacTynuJio HeJIOBKOE MoJ14aHue.

- MNMnoxo Bce 3TO, - HAKOHeL, cKka3ana IMunnm bproctep. - OHa nNpocTo nNpenecTtb. OHK
>XeHaTbl BCero rog nav gBea.

- Ta neBYOHKa, 0 KOTOPOW A paccKasbiBasl, - 3aMmeTun Mmanop bappu, - n3z Cumnsil...
OHa pa3buna napy c4acTamMBbIX ceMen. bonbHO 6bIN1I0 HA 3TO CMOTPETH.

- EcTb Takon Tun XEeHLWWH, - CKa3aJla MNCc EpPOCTep, - KOTOPbIM HPaBUTCHA
pa3pylaTb ceMbn. - [loMoNYaB MUHYTY-OPYryto, oHa aobasuna: - NaTpuk PeadepH
Aypak!

IpkKtoab MNMyapo HUYero He ckasas. Ero B3op 6b1a ycTpeMsieH Ha Mg, HO OH CMOTpern
He Ha [MaTpuka PeaodepHa n ApneHy CTioapT.



- Moxxanyn, g nonay 3a CBOewn JIOAKOWN, - CKa3asia mucc bproctep. C aTumMun csioBamum
OHa ywina.

Ma|7|op Bappu ¢ MArkum nobonbITCTBOM O6paTI/IJ'I Ha OeTeKTWBa CBOWU INja3a, noxoxxue
Ha BapeHble Aroabl KPpbI>)KOBHWMKA.

- Hy, lNyapo, - cka3an oH, - 0 4eM Bbl AyMaeTe? Bbl pTa He OTKpbIIN. YTO Bbl AyMaeTe
06 3TOM cupeHe? NopsAYas wTy4kal

- C'est possible, - cornacuncs lNyapo.

- Hy e, ctapuHa! 3Hato g Bac, ppaHuy30B!

- 4 He bpaHUy3, - X0noaHO Bo3pas3unn lyapo.

- Bce paBHO, He roBopuTe MHe, By4TO BaM He HPaBATCA XOpoLleHbKne aesoykun! Hy,
4YTO Bbl O HeW aymaeTte?

- OHa He Tak YK 1 MON04a, - noayMmaB, CKa3aJl EeTEKTUB.

- Hy n 4T0? XXeHumnHe CTONbKO JIEeT, Ha CKOJIbKO OHa BbIFrSANT. A OHa BbIrNAANT Kak
Hano.

JpKionb [yapo KUBHY.

- [la, oHa [encTBUTENbHO KpacKBas, - CKalasl OH. - HoO B KOHEYHOM cYeTe raBHoe -
He KpacoTa. He KpacoTa 3acTaB/sieT FO/I0Bbl BCEX MY>XXUYUH - 3@ UCKJIIOYEHNUEM OOHOIO
- noBopaymBaTbCa Bcnen ApneHe CTioapT.

- 93710 TO CAMOE, cTapuHa! - BOCKIUKHYN Manop. - BoT 4to 310 - TO CAMOE! -
NMomonyas, OH BAPYr cnpocua ¢ ntobonbITCTBOM: - A Bbl Kyfa Tak NpUCTasibHO
cMmoTpuTe?

- 4l cMOTpPIO Ha UCKIYeHne, - oteeTu lNyapo. - Ha Toro eAMHCTBEHHOI 0 MY>XX4YUHY,
KOTOPbIN HE NOOHAN B3raa4 Ha npoxoameLlyto Mumo ApneHy CToapT.



Mpocnenms 3a ero B3rnaaom, Manop bappu yeuagen My>x4mHy neT COpokKa,
CBETJI0BOJIOCOrO 1 3aropesoro.

Y Hero 6110 cnokonHoe NpusaTHoe nnuo. OH cnaen, nonbiXxuBasa TPYOKON, N YNTan
«Tanmc».

- A, 3T0T! - BOCKNIMKHY N Manop bappu. - Tak 3TO X ee MyX, CTapuHa! 3To xe
Mapwann!

- [la, 3Hato, - CNOKOMHO npowusHec lMyapo.

Manop bappu xMblkHY. CaM OH 6blJ1 XONIOCTSAKOM M MPUBLIK Pa3fensiTh My>Xen Ha Tpu
Buaa: «lMpenarcreue», «Heynobcteso» n «Wnpma».

- Mo-moeMy, OT/INYHbIN MapeHb, - CKa3as OH. - CMOKONHLIN. IHTepecHo, a MHe yxxe
npuHecnn «Tanmc»? - U, BCTaB, Manop Hanpaswuiacsa B MaHCUOHAT.

Nyapo menneHHo nepesen B3rngan Ha CtneeHa JlemHa. CBAWEHHUK NPUCTasIbHO
cmoTpen Ha ApneHy Mapwann v lNaTpuka PeagepHa. BHe3anHO OH NMOBEpPHYJICA
K lNMyapo. Ero rnasa BCnbIXHYIM CYypOBbIM aHATUYHbLIM OrHEM.

- 9Ta XXEeHLWMnHa - BonJjoLweHHoe 310, - CKa3aJl OH. - Bbl B 3TOM coMHeBaeTecb?

- Tpy4oHO CKa3aTb, - Me4JIeHHO NPou3HeC AeTEeKTUB.

- Ho, 6o>xe Mon, pa3Be Bbl He YyBCTBYeTe 3TO B Bo3ayxe? lNoscioay? MpucyTtcTeue
3na.

[Myapo menJsieHHO KUBHYJI.

Chapter 2

When Rosamund Darnley came and sat down by him, Hercule Poirot made no attempt
to disguise his pleasure. As he has since admitted, he admired Rosamund Darnley as



much as any woman he had ever met. He liked her distinction, the graceful lines of her
figure, the alert proud carriage of her head. He liked the neat sleek waves of her dark
hair and the ironic quality of her smile. She was wearing a dress of some navy blue
material with touches of white. It looked very simple owing to the expensive severity
of its line. Rosamund Darnley as Rose Mond Ltd was one of London’s best-known
dressmakers. She said:

“lI don’t think I like this place. I'm wondering why | came here!”

“You’'ve been here before, have you not?”

“Yes, two years ago, at Easter. There weren’t so many people then.”

Hercule Poirot looked at her. He said gently:

“Something has occurred to worry you. That is right, is it not?”

She nodded. Her foot swung to and fro. She stared down at it. She said:

“I've met a ghost. That’s what it is.”

“A ghost, Mademoiselle?”
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“The ghost of what? Or of whom?”

“Oh, the ghost of myself.”

Poirot asked gently: “Was it a painful ghost?”

“Unexpectedly painful. It took me back, you know.” She paused, musing. Then she
said: “Imagine my childhood - No, you can’t. You're not English!”

Poirot asked: “Was it a very English childhood?”



“Oh, incredibly so! The country - a big shabby house - horses, dogs - walks in the rain
- wood fires - apples in the orchard - lack of money - old tweeds - evening dresses
that went on from year to year - a neglected garden - with Michaelmas daisies coming
out like great banners in the Autumn...”

Poirot asked gently: “And you want to go back?”

Rosamund Darnley shook her head.

She said: “One can’t go back, can one? That - never. But I'd like to have gone on - a
different way.”

Poirot said: “l wonder.”

Rosamund Darnley laughed. “So do | really!”

Poirot said: “When | was young (and that, Mademoiselle, is indeed a long time ago)
there was a game entitled ‘if not yourself, who would you be?’ One wrote the answer
in young ladies’ albums. They had gold edges and were bound in blue leather. The
answer, Mademoiselle, is not really very easy to find.”

Rosamund said: “No - | suppose not. It would be a big risk. One wouldn’t like to take
on being Mussolini or Princess Elizabeth. As for one’s friends, one knows too much
about them. | remember once meeting a charming husband and wife. They were so
courteous and delightful to one another and seemed on such good terms after years of
marriage that | envied the woman. I'd have changed places with her willingly.
Somebody told me afterwards that in private they’d never spoken to each other for
eleven years!” She laughed. “That shows, doesn’t it, that you never know?”

After a moment or two Poirot said:

“Many people. Mademoiselle, must envy you.”

Rosamund Darnley said coolly: “Oh - yes. Naturally.”

She thought about it, her lips curved upward in their ironic smile.



“Yes, I'm really the perfect type of the successful woman! | enjoy the artistic
satisfaction of the successful creative artist (I really do like designing clothes) and the
financial satisfaction of the successful business woman. I'm very well off, I've a good
figure, a passable face, and a not too malicious tongue.” She paused. Her smile
widened. “Of course - | haven’t got a husband! I've failed there, haven’t I, M. Poirot?”

Poirot said gallantly: “Mademoiselle, if you are not married, it is because none of my
sex have been sufficiently eloquent. It is from choice, not necessity, that you remain
single.”

Rosamund Darnley said: “And yet, like all men, I’'m sure you believe in your heart that
no woman is content unless she is married and has children.”

Poirot shrugged his shoulders.

“To marry and have children that is the common lot of women. Only one woman in a
hundred - more, in a thousand - can make for herself a name and a position as you
have done.”

Rosamund grinned at him. “And yet, all the same, I'm nothing but a wretched old
maid! That’s what | feel today, at any rate. I'd be happier with a twopence a year and
a big silent brute of a husband and a brood of brats running after me. That’s true, isn’t
it?”

Poirot shrugged his shoulders. “Since you say so, then, yes, Mademoiselle.”

Rosamund laughed, her equilibrium suddenly restored. She took out a cigarette and lit
it. She said:

“You certainly know how to deal with women, M. Poirot. | now feel like taking the
opposite point of view and arguing with you in favour of careers for women. Of course
I’'m damned well off as | am - and | know it!”

“Then everything in the garden - or shall we say at the seaside? - is lovely,
Mademoiselle.”

“Quite right.”



Poirot, in his turn, extracted his cigarette case and lit one of those tiny cigarettes
which it was his affectation to smoke. Regarding the ascending haze with a quizzical
eye, he murmured:

“So Mr - no, Captain - Marshall is an old friend of yours, Mademoiselle?”

Rosamund sat up. She said:

“Now how do you know that? Oh, | suppose Ken told you.”

Poirot shook his head. “Nobody has told me anything. After all, Mademoiselle, | am a
detective. It was the obvious conclusion to draw.”

Rosamund Darnley said: “l don’t see it.”

“But consider!” The little man’s hands were eloquent. “You have been here a week.
You are lively, gay, without a care. Today, suddenly, you speak of ghosts, of old times.
What has happened? For several days there have been no new arrivals until last night
when Captain Marshall and his wife and daughter arrive. Today the change! It is
obvious!”

Rosamund Darnley said: “Well, it's true enough. Kenneth Marshall and | were more or
less children together. The Marshalls lived next door to us. Ken was always nice to me
- although condescending, of course, since he was four years older. I've not seen
anything of him for a long time. It must be - fifteen years at least.”

Poirot said thoughtfully: “A long time.”

Rosamund nodded.

There was a pause and then Hercule Poirot said:

“He is sympathetic, yes?”

Rosamund said warmly: “Ken’s a dear. One of the best. Frightfully quiet and reserved.
I’d say his only fault is a penchant for making unfortunate marriages.”



Poirot said in a tone of great understanding: “Ah...”

Rosamund Darnley went on. “Kenneth’s a fool - an utter fool where women are
concerned! Do you remember the Martingdale case?”

Poirot frowned. “Martingdale? Martingdale? Arsenic, was it not?”

“Yes. Seventeen or eighteen years ago. The woman was tried for the murder of her
husband.”

“And he was proved to have been an arsenic eater and she was acquitted?”

“That’s right. Well, after her acquittal, Ken married her. That's the sort of damn silly
thing he does.”

Hercule Poirot murmured: “But if she was innocent?”

Rosamund Darnley said impatiently: “Oh, | daresay she was innocent. Nobody really
knows! But there are plenty of women to marry in the world without going out of your
way to marry one who'’s stood trial for murder.”

Poirot said nothing. Perhaps he knew that if he kept silence Rosamund Darnley would
go on. She did so.

“He was very young, of course, only just twenty-one. He was crazy about her. She died
when Linda was born - a year after their marriage. | believe Ken was terribly cut up by
her death. Afterwards he racketed around a lot - trying to forget, | suppose.” She
paused. “And then came this business of Arlena Stuart. She was in Revue at the time.
There was the Codrington divorce case. Lady Codrington divorced Codrington citing
Arlena Stuart. They say Lord Codrington was absolutely infatuated with her. It was
understood they were to be married as soon as the decree was made absolute.
Actually, when it came to it, he didn’t marry her. Turned her down flat. | believe she
actually sued him for breach of promise. Anyway, the thing made a big stir at the time.
The next thing that happens is that Ken goes and marries her. The fool - the complete
fool!”



Hercule Poirot murmured: “A man might be excused such a folly - she is beautiful,
Mademoiselle.”

“Yes, there’s no doubt of that. There was another scandal about three years ago. Old
Sir Roger Erskine left her every penny of his money. | should have thought that would
have opened Ken'’s eyes if anything would.”

“And did it not?”

Rosamund Darnley shrugged her shoulders.

“l tell you I've seen nothing of him for years. People say, though, that he took it with
absolute equanimity. Why | should like to know? Has he got an absolutely blind belief
in her?"”

“There might be other reasons.”

“Yes. Pride! Keeping a stiff upper lip! I don’t know what he really feels about her.
Nobody does.”

“And she? What does she feel about him?”

Rosamund stared at him.

She said: “She? She’s the world’s first gold-digger. And a man eater as well! If
anything personable in trousers comes within a hundred yards of her, it's fresh sport
for Arlena! She’s that kind.”

Poirot nodded his head slowly in complete agreement.

“Yes,” he said. “That is true what you say... Her eyes look for one thing only - men.”

Rosamund said: “She’s got her eye on Patrick Redfern now. He’s a good-looking man -
and rather the simple kind - you know, fond of his wife, and not a philanderer. That's
the kind that’s meat and drink to Arlena. | like little Mrs Redfern - she’s nice-looking in
her fair washed-out way - but | don’t think she’ll stand a dog’s chance against the
man-eating tiger, Arlena.”



Poirot said: “No, it is as you say.”

He looked distressed.

Rosamund said: “Christine Redfern was a school teacher, | believe. She’s the kind that
thinks that mind has a pull over matter. She’s got a rude shock coming to her.”

Poirot shook his head vexedly.

Rosamund got up.

She said: “It’'s a shame, you know.” She added vaguely: “Somebody ought to do
something about it.”

Linda Marshall was examining her face dispassionately in her bedroom mirror. She
disliked her face very much. At this minute it seemed to her to be mostly bones and
freckles. She noted with distaste her heavy bush of red-brown hair (mouse, she called
it in her own mind), her greenish-grey eyes, her high cheekbones and the long
aggressive line of the chin. Her mouth and teeth weren’t perhaps quite so bad - but
what were teeth after all? And was that a spot coming on the side of her nose? She
decided with relief that it wasn’t a spot. She thought to herself:

“It's awful to be sixteen - simply awful.”

One didn’t, somehow, know where one was. Linda was as awkward as a young colt and
as prickly as a hedgehog. She was conscious the whole time of her ungainliness and of
the fact that she was neither one thing nor the other. It hadn’t been so bad at school.
But now she had left school. Nobody seemed to know quite what she was going to do
next. Her father talked vaguely of sending her to Paris next winter. Linda didn’t want
to go to Paris - but then she didn’t want to be at home either. She’d never realized
properly, somehow, until now, how very much she disliked Arlena.

Linda’s young face grew tense, her green eyes hardened. Arlena... She thought to
herself:

“She’s a beast - a beast...”



Stepmothers! It was rotten to have a stepmother, everybody said so. And it was true!
Not that Arlena was unkind to her. Most of the time she hardly noticed the girl. But
when she did, there was a contemptuous amusement in her glance, in her words. The
finished grace and poise of Arlena’s movements emphasized Linda’s own adolescent
clumsiness. With Arlena about, one felt, shamingly, just how immature and crude one
was. But it wasn’t that only. No, it wasn’t only that. Linda groped haltingly in the
recesses of her mind. She wasn’t very good at sorting out her emotions and labelling
them. It was something that Arlena did to people - to the house —

“She’s bad,” thought Linda with decision. “She’s quite, quite bad.”

But you couldn’t even leave it at that. You couldn’t just elevate your nose with a sniff
of moral superiority and dismiss her from your mind. It was something she did to
people. Father, now. Father was quite different... She puzzled over it. Father coming
down to take her out from school. Father taking her once for a cruise. And Father at
home - with Arlena there. All - all sort of bottled up and not - and not there. Linda
thought:

“And it’ll go on like this. Day after day - month after month. | can’t bear it.”

Life stretched before her - endless - in a series of days darkened and poisoned by
Arlena’s presence. She was childish enough still to have little sense of proportion.

A year, to Linda, seemed like an eternity. A big dark burning wave of hatred against
Arlena surged up in her mind. She thought:

“I"d like to kill her. Oh! | wish she’d die...”

She looked out above the mirror onto the sea below. This place was really rather fun.

Or it could be fun. All those beaches and coves and queer little paths. Lots to explore.
And places where one could go off by oneself and muck about. There were caves, too,
so the Cowan boys had told her.

Linda thought: “If only Arlena would go away, | could enjoy myself.”

Her mind went back to the evening of their arrival. It had been exciting coming coming
from the mainland. The tide had been up over the causeway. They had come in a boat.
The hotel had looked exciting, unusual. And then on the terrace a tall dark woman had
jumped up and said:



“Why, Kenneth!”

And her father, looking frightfully surprised, had exclaimed:

“Rosamund!”

Linda considered Rosamund Darnley severely and critically in the manner of youth.
She decided that she approved of Rosamund. Rosamund, she thought, was sensible.
And her hair grew nicely - as though it fitted her - most people’s hair didn’t fit them.
And her clothes were nice. And she had a kind of funny amused face - as though it
were amused at herself not at you. Rosamund had been nice to her, Linda. She hadn’t
been gushing or said things. (Under the term of “saying things” Linda grouped a mass
of miscellaneous dislikes.) And Rosamund hadn’t looked as though she thought Linda a
fool. In fact she’d treated Linda as though she were a real human being. Linda so
seldom felt like a real human being that she was deeply grateful when any one
appeared to consider her one.

Father, too, had seemed pleased to see Miss Darnley. Funny - he'd looked quite
different, all of a sudden. He'd looked - he’'d looked - Linda puzzled it out - why,
young, that was it! He’'d laughed - a queer boyish laugh. Now Linda came to think of it,
she’'d very seldom heard him laugh. She felt puzzled. It was as though she’d got a
glimpse of quite a different person.

She thought: “l wonder what Father was like when he was my age...”

But that was too difficult. She gave it up.

An idea flashed across her mind. What fun it would have been if they’d come here and
found Miss Darnley here - just she and Father. A vista opened out just for a minute.
Father, boyish and laughing. Miss Darnley, herself - and all the fun one could have on
the island - bathing - caves - The blackness shut down again.

Arlena. One couldn’t enjoy oneself with Arlena about. Why not? Well, she, Linda,
couldn’t, anyway. You couldn’t be happy when there was a person there you - hated.
Yes, hated. She hated Arlena.



Very slowly that black burning wave of hatred rose up again. Linda’s face went very
white. Her lips parted a little. The pupils of her eyes contracted. And her fingers
stiffened and clenched themselves...

Kenneth Marshall tapped on his wife’s door. When her voice answered, he opened the
door and went in. Arlena was just putting the finishing touches on her toilet. She was
dressed in glittering green and looked a little like a mermaid. She was standing in front
of the glass applying mascara to her eyelashes.

She said: “Oh, it's you. Ken.”

“Yes. | wondered if you were ready.”

“Just a minute.”

Kenneth Marshall strolled to the window. He looked out on the sea. His face, as usual,
displayed no emotion of any kind. It was pleasant and ordinary.

Turning around, he said: “Arlena?”

MYeS?"

“You’'ve met Redfern before, | gather?”

Arlena said easily: “Oh, yes, darling. At a cocktail party somewhere. | thought he was
rather a pet.”
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