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In the comer of a first-class smoking carriage, Mr.
Justice Wargrave, lately retired from the bench,
puffed at a cigar and ran an interested eye through
the political news in the Times.

He laid the paper down and glanced out of the
window. They were running now through Somer-
set. He glanced at his watch—another two hours to
gq:'LHu.-. went over in his mind all that had appeared
in the papers aboot Indian Island. There had been
its original purchase by an American millionaire
who was crazy ebout yachting—and an account of
the luxurious modermn house he had built on this
lide island off the Devon coast. The unfortunate
fact that the new third wife of the American mil-
lionaire was a bad sailor had led to the subsequent
putting up of the house and island for sale. Various
plowing advertisements of it had appeared in the
papers. Then came the first bald statement that it
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had been bowght—by a Mr. Owen. Afier that the
rumaurs of the gossip weiters had staned, Indian
Island had really been boupght by Miss Gabrielle
Turl, 1he Hollywond film star! She wanted 10 spend
some months there free from all publicity! Busy
Hew huud hinted delicaely thu it wes to be an abode
for Royvalny™ Mr. Mernmeearher had had it whis-
pered to ham that it had been bought for & honey-
moon—Young Lord L—had sumrendered to Copid
a Jast! foweas knew for & fioor that it hed been pur-
chased by the Admiraliy with a view to cammying
aut some very hush hush experiments!

Definitely, Indion Tsland was news!

From his pocker Mr. Justice Wargrave drew out
4 letter, The handwriling was practically illegible
but wards here and there stood out with unexpected
clarity, LDearess Lawrence ... such wvears since ]
heard anything of vou . .. pust come fo Indian Is-
land . | . the most enchanting place . .. so much to
fatk over. . . old dys . . . commumion with Na-
fre ... baxk in sunshine _ . . 12:40 from Podding-
fon, ., meet vou af {dakhridee .. and his come-
spondent sipned hersell with a Oourigh his ever
Constance Culmingion.

Mr. Justice Wargrave cast back in his mund (o
rermember when exactly he had lust seen Lady Cone
stance Culmington. It must be seven—ao, eight
years upo. She hod then been going to lialy 1o bask
in the sun and be 8t one with Moo and the con-
fading. Later, be had heard, she had proceeded (o
Syria whero she proposed to bask in yet stronger
sun and live at one with Mature and the bedouin.
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Constance Culmington, he reflected to himself,
wits exactly the sort of woman who woenld buy an
island and surmound herself with mystery! Nodding
his heud in gentle approval of his logic, Mr. Justice
Wargrave allowed his head 1o nod. . .

He slept . ..

Vera Claythome, in a thind-class carriage with five
other ravellers in it, leaned her head back and shut
her eyes. How hot it was travelling by train to-day!
It would be nice o get to the sea! Really a grear
piece of luck getting this job. When you wanted a
holiday post it nearly always meant looking after a
swarm of children—secretarial 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 wour name from the Skilled
Womien's Agency together with thelr recommen-
dation. I undersiand they know you personally, [
shall e glad 1o pay you the salary you ask and
shall expect you i take up vourr duties on Auglsr
St The rtrain is the 12:40 from Paddingion and
you will be et at Oakbridge station. I enclose five
powrud noves for expenses.

Fours rraly,

LUing Nancy Thwer



AcaTHA CTHRISTIE is more than the most
popular mystery writer of all time. In a
caraar that spans over half a cantury, her
name is synonymous with brilliant deception,
ingenious puzzlies, and the surprise
denouement. By virtually inventing the
modern mystery novel she has earned her
title as the Queen of Crime. Curious? Then |
you're invited to read...

And Then There Were None

First, there wera 80 —a curicus assortment of
strangers summaned as weekend Fuecsts to @
private island off the coast of Devon. Their
host, an eccentric millionaire unknown to all of
them, is nowhere to be found. All that the
guests have in common is a wicked past they're
unwilling to reveal—and a secret that will seal
their fate. For each has been marked for
murder. One by one they fall prey. Before the

weekend is out, there will be none. And only
the dead are above suspicion.
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