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From the way my father is carrying on, anyone would think that the murder which has just taken place was our fault – or rather, that it was Daisy’s.

Of course, this is not true in the least. First, holidaying on a train was his idea – and inviting Daisy too. And as for Daisy and me being detectives – why, it is just who we are. This murder would always have happened, whether Daisy and I had been here to detect it or not, so how can we be blamed for investigating it? If we did not, what sort of Detective Society would we be?

Naturally, murder is always rather dreadful, but all the same, after our last murder case (at Daisy’s house, Fallingford, in the Easter holidays), when every suspect was someone we knew, this seems rather separate to us, and that is a relief. With one exception, everyone who might possibly have been involved in this crime was a perfect stranger to Daisy and me two days ago. So although we are sorry that one of them is dead (at least I am, and I hope Daisy is too), more importantly we are detectives on the case, with a puzzle to solve and a murderer to bring to justice. And we will succeed, whatever my father tries to do to stop us.

You see, although this murder does not seem as though it will be as upsetting for us as the cases of poor Miss Bell or awful Mr Curtis, it may well be the most difficult to solve. Infuriating obstacles have been put in our way by grown-ups who want to ensure that the Detective Society is not able to detect at all. This is supposed to be for our own good – like eating vegetables and going for walks in January – but that, of course, is nonsense. Daisy says, Daisy-ishly, that they are simply jealous of our superior intellect. I know they are simply trying to keep us safe, but I wish they wouldn’t. I am older than I was in April – and much older than I was last November – and I can decide for myself whether or not I want to be in danger. I am quite all right with being afraid for a while, if it means that we catch a murderer.

It is funny to think, though, that only a few days ago I was determined not to be a detective this holiday at all.
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I do feel rather guilty about breaking my promise to my father. You see, when he found out about the murder at Easter, he telephoned to tell me that he would be coming to England in the summer hols, to make sure I didn’t get into any more trouble. I didn’t really believe he would, but I was wrong. He really did come all the way from Hong Kong, by plane and train and boat. I ought to have known that when my father says he is going to do something, he does it.

On the last day of the summer term at Deepdean, where Daisy and I go to school, we were lazing on the lawn behind House with Kitty, Beanie and Lavinia, our dorm mates and fellow third-formers, cut grass scratching the backs of our knees. I had my eyes closed as I listened to Kitty and Daisy talk, the sun making the parting of my hair feel warm.

‘And can you believe Miss Barnard chose Elizabeth as Head Girl?’ asked Kitty. Miss Barnard is our new headmistress. She is surprisingly young for such an important grown-up, and most people are amazed when they first see her, but if you spend any time around her you can quite understand. Calm spreads from her like a cool wave – it only takes five minutes for her to make any problem vanish. She is my favourite of all the new mistresses; I think she is slightly magic.

‘And the new prefects too!’ said Daisy. ‘They’re all quite dreadful. Imagine, we shall have to be ruled by them for a whole year!’

‘I know what you mean!’ said Kitty. ‘You never know quite what they’ll do next—’

She was stopped there by the noise of a car purring up the drive and parking outside the big front door of House. We all sat up. Kitty’s father was due at any moment, and we were expecting him, so my heart gave a little lurch when I saw a big black sedan with my father’s secretary, Maxwell, at the wheel – and beside him, my father.

It was a very strange sight. You see, even though my father was the one who told me all about England when I was younger, so that it was all in my head before I ever arrived, and he is the reason why I go to Deepdean School, I had never been able to picture him in England before. He seems to belong to the Hong Kong side of my life. But seeing him there in his immaculate dark suit and tie, climbing out of the car to stand next to the front door of our House, was like holding up a stereoscope and watching the two halves of the picture come together with a snap.

My father is not tall, but he is determined-looking, with a square jaw and little round glasses that nearly hide his eyes – which he narrowed at me when he saw me sitting on the grass in such an unladylike way. I jumped to my feet, shamed.

‘Goodness,’ exclaimed Beanie, eyes wide. ‘Is that your father? How funny – he looks exactly like you!’

‘Beans,’ said Kitty, rolling her eyes, ‘who else would he look like?’

‘I don’t know!’ said Beanie. ‘I mean – does everyone in Hong Kong look like you, Hazel?’

It was on the tip of my tongue to say that when I first came to England, everyone had seemed identical to me – but then I saw Kitty looking at me assessingly. ‘Awfully nice car,’ she said.

I blushed. ‘Is it?’ I asked – although I knew perfectly well that it must be. My father always has the best of everything, wherever he goes, but explaining that to Kitty would be talking about money, and I have been in England long enough to know that talking about money is not nice, especially when you have quite a lot of it.

I curtseyed to my father, who was still watching us. Then the door opened and the maid ushered him inside. While he was speaking to Matron (I rather dreaded that, in case she mentioned how untidy I have become – in Hong Kong I am absolutely neat, but I have discovered that to fit in here I must be careless with my possessions, and leave at least one thing on the floor every day), our trunks were brought outside. There was mine, with all its ship-dents and fading customs stickers – and there, next to it, was Daisy’s.

That made it real. Daisy truly was spending the holidays with us! It was as though a great weight had been lifted off my shoulders.

You see, what happened at Easter – all the business with Mr Curtis being murdered – meant that Daisy couldn’t go home to Fallingford for the summer hols this year. Her house has been locked up, and her family are all up in London for the trial. Daisy wanted to go too, desperately, but we were both absolutely banned by Inspector Priestley. Secretly, I was glad. I did not want to go at all. I did not even want to think about it – not that we have been able to get away with ignoring what happened.

The story of Mr Curtis was all over Deepdean within a day of the beginning of the summer term. There were whispers up and down the corridors, and people turning and looking at us in Prayers. Daisy hated it. I could tell by the way she held her chin up and pressed her lips together. She does not like being pitied – it does not fit in with the myth of the glorious, perfect Daisy Wells. Of course, she was very good about it, thanking everyone prettily for their concern when they asked if she was all right, but I could feel her burning up with rage next to me. The Marys, her devoted followers, bought her the largest box of chocolate creams I have ever seen and left them on her bed. When Daisy found them (luckily, I was the only one with her), she hurled them quite across the dorm. Then she picked them up, and shared them with the rest of us later.

To try to distract everyone, Daisy became more herself than ever, throwing herself into everything and being a Jolly Good Sport to show how all right she was. But beneath it all, she was not all right, and neither was I.

I hate thinking about Fallingford, and what happened there, and the trial that is about to take place, but as the term drew to a close and the day of its beginning grew closer, the words began to go round and round in my head: The Trial, The Trial, The Trial. My mind began to wander in lessons. My hand made restless doodles in the margins of my exercise books and my heart always beat a little faster than normal. Daisy clowned about just the way she always does, exasperating the mistresses and delighting the shrimps and scoring five goals in the hockey match against St Simmonds, but inside she was just as restless and unhappy as I was, and that was why I was so happy that we were both being taken away by my father.

The week before, he had sent me a letter about it:
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I was a little cross when he said that I follow Daisy. That is not true – or at least, not always. Nor was I sure that Daisy would enjoy being a good, sensible girl – but for my father’s sake I decided that I would have to try. And he was right about us and crime, I thought. We had had far too much of that already. I didn’t want to think about death and murder again.

I felt very virtuous as I decided that.

My father emerged, and beckoned us over. I rushed to meet him, and Daisy followed behind.

‘Good morning, girls,’ he said, smiling, hands behind his back. Because of his schooling (he went to Eton), my father speaks perfect English.

I could tell that Daisy was surprised by this, although she did not show it. She only bobbed a curtsey and said, ‘Good morning, Mr Wong. Thank you for letting me come with Hazel.’

‘I could hardly have left you with your matron all summer,’ said my father, who has very firm ideas about justice. ‘Anyway, every child ought to be shown Europe at least once in their life. It expands the mind.’

He was not mentioning the other reason – The Trial – and I was glad.

‘Now, I have a chaperone for you,’ he went on.

I froze. I remembered what had happened in the Easter hols, with the governess Daisy’s parents had hired. Surely not again . . .

‘Not a governess,’ said my father, as though he had seen inside my mind. ‘Although I expect you to always be learning, I do not see why you cannot manage yourselves. However, I have obtained the services of a certain person you may recognize.’

He waved at the car impatiently, and out of the back popped Hetty’s frizzy red head, a new straw boater perched on it. She was beaming as she curtseyed. Daisy, remembering where she was, only smiled back regally, but inside I think she was dancing with glee. My heart was leaping about too. If we were to be looked after by Hetty, that would not be bad at all. Hetty is the maid who works for Daisy’s family at Fallingford, and she is a true brick – if she were not a grown-up, I am sure she would be an excellent Detective Society member.

‘Now,’ said my father, shooting a slightly dark look at Daisy, ‘I want both of you to behave yourselves. Allowing you this freedom is a very great honour, and I expect you to earn it. Miss Lessing’ – he meant Hetty – ‘will be your maid, and I expect you to be good and polite to her. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Father,’ I said.

‘Now, into the car.’ He smiled again. ‘Trains will not wait, and we are catching the twelve fifty-five to Dover. Don’t look like that, Hazel. The crossing will be quick.’

I blushed. My father really is good at knowing what I am thinking, and I had been dreading the ferry to France. Merely thinking about the big ship I travelled on from Hong Kong still gives me a washing feeling in my stomach.

‘We’ll be in France before you know it,’ he added. ‘And then the real excitement will begin!’

That was when Father told us exactly what our holiday would be. Daisy beamed, and even I had to smile. It was quite true. My father does not do anything by halves, and so a holiday around Europe could never mean less to him than the Orient Express.
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As soon as we were on the train to Dover, Hetty and Daisy dropped their pretence. Hetty threw her arms around Daisy, laughing and kissing her cheek and saying, ‘Oh, I have missed you! It’s been so strange, none of you in the house. Mrs Doherty says to tell you that she’s all right and that you’re to remember to keep your strength up with lots of buns – I’ve got a tin of fudge to give you for the journey.’ Mrs Doherty is the Wellses’ housekeeper, a round and lovely person who makes the most delicious sweet things.

‘I don’t know much about . . . you know.’ Hetty wrinkled her nose so that her freckles wriggled. ‘I’m sorry, I’ve been kept out of things. I’m told I won’t be needed until next month, so I can be with you now. Your brother wrote to us a few weeks ago, but . . . he’s not right, poor Bertie, though he tries to hide it.’

My stomach crunched, as it always did when I thought about the courtroom, and the dock, and all the people I knew from Fallingford giving evidence at The Trial. Daisy, who had been happily munching the fudge, swallowed the rest of her piece in a lump, looking rather sick.

‘Let’s not talk about it,’ she said. ‘Can we?’

‘I’m sorry, Daisy,’ said Hetty, taking her hand.

‘Don’t be.’ Daisy sounded rather fierce. ‘Just – we don’t need to mention it, that’s all.’

Perhaps because of that conversation, the Channel crossing was even more miserable than I was expecting. Gulls echoed around the boat, and I could taste the sea when I swallowed. Maxwell and my father stayed in the cabin to write letters, but the three of us were sent up on deck to take the sea air. Daisy and Hetty stood at the rail, hands clapped to their hats against the wind, and ate buns, while I hung limply next to them, trying not to stare down into the swirling water or up at the swirling sky.

By the time we disembarked at Calais I felt washed inside and out, and the whole world seemed pale and churning. I cannot think how we got through Customs without my noticing, but we did – and suddenly we were in a train station, loud stone and steel and people rushing by, knocking against me. Station lights struck down through the clouds of steam from the trains and boiled them gold. The station pigeons sliced shadows through them with their flapping wings, and there was an enormous iron clock on the wall.

‘Poor Hazel,’ I heard Hetty say, and Daisy added, ‘If she’s ill again, that’s five times, and I shall have won the bet.’ Although she, like me, had been on the train and the boat and through Customs, her hair was hardly disarranged, her dress was tidy and there was a soft pink colour in her cheeks. I do think it is unfair, the way she manages to do that. And I had only been ill three times, whatever she said.

‘Luckily, Hazel enjoys trains more than boats,’ said my father, hand on my shoulder.

I could hardly enjoy anything less, I thought as I was steered towards something long and large and covered in smoke. I blinked and the smoke cleared, and then I forgot all about being ill. All the colours came back into my eyes and the world slowed its spin.

There stood a great fat black engine with gold trim, panting steam. Behind it was a gleaming line of carriages, in cream and gold and blue, all emblazoned with the crest of the Compagnie Internationale des Wagons-Lits. Crates of glistening fruit and slabs of butter and bulging packets of meat were being handed up into them by porters in livery. Golden steps had been folded out of each of the carriages, and passengers in gorgeous travelling suits and hats that looked too large to fit through the doors were climbing up, chattering and waving to each other. For a moment it seemed as if all the wealthy people in Europe were there – and soon we would be among them. This was a holiday straight out of books.

The train was due to depart in just half an hour, and then the unhappy feelings I had been having all term, as though I were stuck in a dress two sizes too small, would be banished for ever. We were about to rush across Europe on a headlong three-day journey – Paris, Lausanne, Simplon, Milan, Ljubljana, Zagreb, Belgrade, Sofia – and when we stopped again properly, we would be in Istanbul, a place so foreign that I could not even imagine it. I felt dizzy with gladness – or perhaps it was still the motion from the ferry. We were out of England, and away from The Trial, and everything would be all right. I was an ordinary not-quite-English girl on holiday with her father and her ordinary English friend. I smiled to myself. I could be on holiday. This was easy.

Our grand first-class sleeping car was at the very front of the train. It was sleek and newly painted in cream, with a brass plaque on its side that read CALAIS–SIMPLON–ISTANBUL. It seemed hardly real, but of course it was.

My father led us along the platform, his hand still on my shoulder; Maxwell strode along beside him carrying his briefcase. Hetty followed behind, balancing boxes and ordering the porter about – we seemed to have acquired a porter while I was not noticing things – and up to the golden steps that led into the train itself. We were about to step onto the Orient Express!
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But as we approached the steps, someone pushed in front of my father, stopping us all in our tracks. ‘Excuse me,’ said my father, and the man turned round so quickly that he almost knocked into us. He was very large, wide as well as tall, and he had a moustache and a thick neck like a bull. He looked red and cross, and he squinted at us all as though we had inconvenienced him, just by being there.

‘Excuse you,’ he growled to Maxwell. ‘You, sir! Move your servants!’

I felt my cheeks go red. The man had meant us, my father and me, although my father was wearing his best pinstriped suit, and I my new travelling coat with beautiful black frogging and pearl buttons.

My father’s shoulders went back. He pushed his glasses up his nose and said, ‘Allow me to introduce myself. I am Mr Vincent Wong, Director of Wong Banking, and this is my man, Maxwell. These children are my daughter, Hazel Wong, and her school friend, the Honourable Daisy Wells. And you are . . .?’

‘William Daunt,’ said the man. He did not apologize, or even look sorry. ‘Daunt’s Diet Pills. My lovely wife and I are passengers on this train.’ He gestured, and a woman next to him, who I had hardly noticed before, stepped forward, clutching his hand.

I gasped. I could not help myself. It was not because of the woman herself. She was quite ordinary, small and pretty in a mousy English way, with pale brown hair, a rather soft, silly expression and a smart powder-blue travelling suit and hat. But around her neck was the most glorious necklace I have ever seen in my life. I had never quite understood before the fascination people in books have about jewels. They are very sparkly, I suppose, but they don’t do anything much. You can’t read jewels, or eat them (I think if you could, they would taste delicious, like fizzy hot-house fruit). Seeing this necklace, though, I began to understand what grown-ups get so excited about. A string of diamonds lay like fire across the lady’s neck – a trail of green and red and blue sparks that I wanted to put my hand against to see if they would feel cold or hot, and just at the dent of her throat sat the most enormous bright ruby, shining out so sharply that it made my teeth ache. Behind me Hetty gasped too, and Daisy said, ‘Now, that . . .!’ She did not need to finish her sentence.

The woman’s free hand fluttered up to her necklace. ‘How do you do?’ she said in a silly little voice. ‘Isn’t my William wonderful? He bought me this for our first wedding anniversary, so that I could wear it on this journey. It’s simply lovely.’ Her fingers clutched her husband’s sleeve, and she blinked up at him.

‘Anything for my wife,’ said Mr Daunt, and he patted her hand, beaming down at her fondly. ‘She is very precious to me. Now, if you will excuse us . . .’ He pushed forward again, guiding Mrs Daunt like a little child, and they went up the steps and onto the train together.

‘Do you know who she was?’ whispered Daisy. ‘Georgiana Strange!’

I must have looked puzzled, because she sighed and said, ‘She was absolutely the wealthiest available heiress after her mother died last year. It was such a scandal – her mother left her everything, and her brother was quite written out of the will. Simply every bachelor in England was chasing after her, but she chose that Mr Daunt. He owns a factory – Daunt’s Diet Pills, you know? I heard he wasn’t doing well, but he must be now if he can afford to buy that necklace! Goodness, what a horrid man he is in person!’

‘He can’t be so bad,’ said Hetty, winking at us, ‘if he gives out jewels like that!’

‘Hmm,’ said Daisy. ‘I suppose.’

‘Daunt’s Diet Pills!’ said my father, who had been speaking to the porter. ‘I must say, if their creator is anything to go by, they don’t do anything for your character. I don’t believe in diet pills, myself. Hazel, you must never take them. Now, shall we board the train?’

He held out his hand, and I took it and climbed up, out of the ordinary world, into the fat creamy body of the great, glorious Orient Express. All the noises from outside seemed to fade away at once. It was like being wrapped up and soothed in a beautiful blanket – the richest and most gorgeous imaginable.

The inside of the Orient Express was like a palace in miniature, or the grandest grand hotel. The walls were rich, smooth, golden wood, picked out in beautiful floral marquetry; gold licked up the lamps and picture frames and doors. We stood on a soft, deep blue carpet that stretched away in front of us, down the glowing chandelier-lit corridor, and I knew that here I would have no trouble not being a detective. This was a place quite separate from the rest of the world, so full of marvels that even Daisy could not possibly become bored.

I looked down the corridor and breathed in its sweet, rich smell. There was a row of neat closed compartment doors along the left-hand side, and I wondered which ones would be ours.

A man with blond hair, a kind, bland, cheerful face and beautiful gold buttons on his velvety blue jacket came bowing up to us.

‘Mr Wong, I presume?’ he said, in a rolling, jolly accent. ‘And this must be Miss Wong and the Honourable Miss Wells. Welcome to the Simplon Orient Express! I am Jocelyn Buri, the conductor in charge of this sleeping car, and I will be looking after you on this journey. If you need anything – anything at all – you must only speak to me, and I will be delighted to be of service. My aim is to ensure that you are happy and comfortable. Now, let me show you to your accommodation.’

‘Are you French?’ asked Daisy as he led us along the corridor.

‘No, mademoiselle, I am from Austria,’ said Jocelyn, smiling at her. ‘The best country in the world.’

‘Oh,’ said Daisy, frowning to hear England dismissed like that.

We were in the most excellent luck. The front coach, which was taking passengers from Calais to Istanbul, had twelve compartments. Eight of them, the nicest, had one bed; the other four, which were supposed to be second best, each contained two bunks, one on top of the other. Daisy and I really ought to have had one compartment each, but as the carriage was quite full we had been placed together in a two-berth compartment – number ten, towards the front, up near the engine. Hetty was next door, in compartment eleven with the Daunts’ maid, while my father was at quite the other end, in compartment three, which had a connecting door to Maxwell in compartment two. This is how my father prefers it – he is always having excellent business ideas at two o’clock in the morning, and bursting into Maxwell’s room so that he can note them down. When I was younger and couldn’t sleep, I would pad in to join them and curl up on my father’s lap, lulled by the rumble of his voice all around me and the rise and fall of his chest under my cheek. Sometimes I would doze and wake up to find pieces of paper balanced on me, as though I were a writing table.

‘Goodness,’ said Daisy, when our hat boxes and cases had been stowed in our compartment, and Hetty had tidied away our things in their neat little drawers, ‘isn’t this marvellous? Like the best dorm imaginable. We can have midnight feasts every night if we like!’

‘We could have them delivered to the compartment,’ I agreed.

‘No!’ said Daisy. ‘That would quite spoil everything. There’s no point to a midnight feast that’s legal. Now, to the important things. Did you know that this train is famous for being full of smugglers and jewel thieves? I read about a lady who was drugged while she slept, and in the morning all her jewels were gone. Do you think that will happen to Mrs Daunt’s necklace?’

‘No!’ I exclaimed, before I could stop myself. ‘Stop it, Daisy – just because there was a thief at Fallingford doesn’t mean they’re everywhere.’

Daisy froze, the way she always does when I bring up The Trial, and I cringed a bit. I don’t like reminding her – or myself – about it, but lately things have been coming into my head and out of my mouth before I can stop them.

‘I – I only meant,’ I stammered, ‘that it isn’t likely—’

‘Honestly, Hazel, there can be more than one thief in the world. There are whole gangs of them, as you know perfectly well. And anyway, that wasn’t only about jewels.’

I could feel that sitting between us like a boulder.

‘I’m sorry,’ I said, and we both went to the door of our compartment to see who else was getting on the train.
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The first person we saw was a small blonde woman in a maid’s uniform, pretty and pink-cheeked. She glared at us most crossly as she went rushing past. We could hear Mrs Daunt’s silly whining voice crying, ‘Sarah! Sarah! I need you!’

That must be Mrs Daunt’s maid, I thought, who was sharing with Hetty. She did not look very nice. The door to Mrs Daunt’s compartment closed, but through it we heard Sarah shout, ‘Well? What do you want this time?’

‘William, she’s being cruel again!’ wailed Mrs Daunt, just as loudly.

‘Sarah, I’ve told you before, I won’t have this!’ snapped Mr Daunt. He sounded positively furious. ‘Once more and I shall—’ and then he lowered his voice and we heard nothing more.

Daisy looked at me, eyebrow raised. ‘Goodness!’ she said. ‘How rude that maid was!’

‘I’m sure it’s nothing,’ I said, but I was worried. I knew that look. Daisy was having Thoughts, and Thoughts usually led to new cases for the Detective Society. I knew that Daisy wanted to take her mind off The Trial, and this was the easiest way she knew to do it.

I stared down the beautiful long hush of the corridor, blue and gold and glowing, and as I did so, the train shifted under me, shaking and growling like a living thing ready to leap forward. I wobbled and clutched Daisy’s arm, and she grinned at me.

Then there was a commotion at the carriage door. Out on the platform, a sharp voice was shouting, ‘Come along! Come along, Alexander! Open the door, my good man!’

Jocelyn rushed forward and threw it open, bowing deeply. ‘Countess Demidovskoy!’ we heard him say. ‘Master Arcady!’ We craned forward, terribly excited, as onto the train came the person who had been speaking, with someone else following her. Bags and cases – a really surprising number of them – were piled on behind, and then the door slammed shut again, blocking out the platform noise like a blade coming down on a block.

The person who had shouted was an old lady – the little, bird-like sort that shrivels up rather than puffs out, with white hair and immaculately tailored grey travelling clothes. She clasped a thin silver cane in her grey gloved hand, and her eyes darted about crossly. She was quite beautiful, and quite frightening.

With a lift of his finger, Jocelyn directed porters to collect the luggage – but while he was doing so the lady began to stalk down the corridor towards us. She was evidently not the sort of person who waited.

‘My lady!’ said Jocelyn. ‘May I introduce myself—?’

‘There is no need to give me your name,’ snapped the lady – the Countess.

Countess sounded very European indeed; the sort of misty, dastardly European-ness of the villains in Daisy’s spy stories. (Daisy, by the way, has been reading lots of spy novels this summer. Her favourite is John Buchan, and now she wants the Detective Society to have its own costume department. Daisy in a beard and plus fours would be pushing it a bit, I think, but Daisy says that this isn’t what she means at all, and that I am just being obtuse. I wish Daisy would not use long words like that. Long words are my speciality, after all.) But where in Europe was this countess from? Her accent was very odd – it sounded like the girls at Deepdean when they pretend to be Russian spies. Could she be Russian? I knew all about the dreadful things the Russians had done to their royals, especially the Tsar and his family (Beanie had found out about the poor little princesses last term and wept for a whole day) – but I had never seen one in the flesh. I stared in fascination.

‘I assume you will be attending us?’ the old lady went on.

‘Yes, my lady,’ said Jocelyn, bowing again. His cheeks had turned slightly pinker. ‘Now, we have you in compartment eight, and your grandson next to you, in number nine. His is a double, but its other berth is free – we hope you will both be quite comfortable.’

Grandson? I thought. I pulled my eyes away from the Countess and looked at last at the person behind her. It was a boy who looked exactly the same age as Daisy and me. He was fair and thin-faced, with quite a lot of rather nice blond hair and good eyebrows; and he was clearly still growing, for his ankles and wrists stuck out awkwardly from his clothes, and his cheekbones were sharp. He looked like Little Lord Fauntleroy partly grown up. He caught my eye, and I looked away quickly. A boy!

‘Humph!’ said the Countess sharply. ‘That is not what I asked for. Two single compartments. This will be noted. However, I suppose you had better show them to me. Come along, Alexander.’

‘Yes, Grandmother,’ the boy said, and I blinked in surprise. The words were English, but the voice that spoke them was not Russian, and not English either. It was trying to imitate the clipped way that Daisy speaks, but there was a funny drawl behind the syllables that did not sound like any accent I had ever heard.

They came past us – the Countess ignoring us, the boy turning to stare at us. His look made me uncomfortable. It was direct and curious, as though he were used to looking at whatever he liked.

I did not enjoy it. I hoped that Daisy was thinking the same thing, and I was glad to see that she was staring back at the boy, coolly and without dropping her gaze. She stared in the same way as he did, as though she had every right to, and would do so whatever anyone else might think.

As Jocelyn passed us, he looked from us to Alexander, and winked. I felt myself turn scarlet. I do hate it when grown-ups imagine romance where there isn’t any.

The doors to their compartments closed behind them, and then Daisy motioned me backwards and our door swung to as well. She was looking quite gleeful.

‘A Russian on the Orient Express!’ she said, her eyes gleaming. ‘I wonder why she’s here? Do you think she’s fleeing a dark past? And why does that boy sound American instead of Russian? Ooh – perhaps he isn’t really her grandson . . . Perhaps she’s kidnapped him!’

‘No she hasn’t!’ I said, realizing that Daisy was right about the boy’s American accent. ‘He didn’t look kidnapped at all.’ But Daisy was not listening to me.

‘Hazel,’ she hissed, fizzing with excitement, ‘we are already discovering that this train is full of mysteries!’

‘Don’t, Daisy!’ I said. ‘I told you, we mustn’t do any detecting. My father won’t allow it.’

‘I don’t see what your father has to do with it,’ said Daisy. ‘If there’s something going on, there’s something going on, that’s all. And if we’re on the spot, we have to investigate.’

‘No we don’t,’ I told her firmly. ‘Not this hols.’

I wanted to explain that my father wouldn’t accept that sort of excuse. He wouldn’t understand that we had to be detectives sometimes; everything, to my father, is a choice, and someone is always responsible for whatever happens. He is not happy until he can point his finger at them and make them put it right. I had not thought of this before, but I see now that that makes the two of us rather similar.

Daisy plopped down on the edge of her bunk and pulled out a hardback from her travelling bag. I should not have been surprised to see that it was Murder on the Orient Express.

‘You can’t read that, Daisy!’ I said.

‘Stop saying can’t. Of course I can,’ said Daisy. ‘I can read whatever I like. And anyway, it might give us ideas for when we begin our investigation.’

‘There isn’t going to be an investigation,’ I said.

‘That’s what you think,’ Daisy replied.
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The next minute there was a clatter of footsteps outside. Daisy dropped the book (she had only been pretending to read it to annoy me, I knew) and rushed over to our window, standing up on the bottom bunk. She pulled at it and discovered, much to her annoyance, that the windows on the Orient Express only drop down a few inches. Still, she poked her nose out through the gap. I clambered up beside her (as usual she had taken the best view), pressed my face to the glass and stared as, out of the shouting and the clanging and the smoke, a gentleman appeared.

He looked like someone who ought to come out of smoke, at night, with wolves howling. He had a huge black beard and a peaked nose – and even a cloak with a red lining, which swirled around him. He strode forward, a very determined look on his face, and there could be no doubt as to where he was bound – our coach.

‘It’s Count Dracula!’ I gasped.

‘Hah,’ said Daisy. ‘Very good. But it isn’t. It’s Il Mysterioso. Goodness, fancy him being on our train!’

I must have looked confused, because she went on, ‘Don’t you read at all, Hazel? He’s in all the papers. He’s an escape artist. Daring tricks. Astonishing feats. You know the sort of thing – like Houdini, only Italian, not American. Don’t you remember hearing about him escaping from a packing crate at the bottom of the Danube three years ago?’

I shook my head. News like that does not tend to reach Hong Kong.

‘Well, I suppose you wouldn’t,’ said Daisy. ‘But he’s really quite brilliant, although he hasn’t done anything spectacular for ages. He’s supposed to be planning his next trick at the moment. Everyone’s on tenterhooks to find out what he’ll do. Last time there were bears and a Tesla machine.’

I still thought that Il Mysterioso looked rather a lot like a vampire, so it was with a thrill of excitement and fear that I realized he was climbing up the golden steps, his great black trunk lifted up behind him by the porters. Would he do a trick for us while we were on the train?

But now more figures had appeared behind him, and they looked ready to board our sleeping car as well. They could not have been more different from Il Mysterioso, or each other. One was a lady, very short and squat. She was black-haired and thick-jawed and her dress was all drapes and folds and panels of silky black, beaded and fringed. A dark tasselled scarf was wrapped about her shoulders too, and she wore black lace gloves – in fact, there was not a spot of colour anywhere on her, apart from her lips, which were a deep heavy red.

The other was a man, skinny and unkempt. His hat was clapped onto his fair hair at an odd angle, his coat rather the worse for wear and even his thin, aristocratic nose was slightly sideways. He and the lady both stepped forward at the same time, then stopped and glared at each other. He motioned her forward with a jabbing movement of his hand – as though he resented it – and the lady sniffed and went gliding forward without even acknowledging him.

Up she climbed, making the steps rattle, and up the man climbed behind her. Then they were in the corridor.

I heard Jocelyn greeting them all with great ceremony. Daisy jumped down from the window and motioned me across our tiny compartment (I marvelled again at how very pocket-sized everything was, like a grand hotel shrunk down almost to nothing), and we opened our door a little way and peered out again.

‘. . . and you will be in compartment six, Madame Melinda!’ Jocelyn was saying. ‘I do hope you will find everything to your taste. And, Mr Strange, you are alone in a two-berth compartment – number twelve – at the other end. Your sister, incidentally, is in compartment five, next to her husband, in four, and I’m sure—’

‘My sister?’ asked the thin man, Mr Strange. Strange! I thought. Hadn’t Daisy said that Mrs Daunt’s name used to be Strange? ‘But – I – what do you mean, my sister?’

Jocelyn cleared his throat. ‘Is your sister not Mrs Daunt? She and her husband are on this train, booked into this sleeping car. I assumed, since you were here as well . . . Did you not know?’

Mr Strange, looking quite ill, clutched at his small case. ‘I— No, I did not know! If you’ll excuse me, I need to go to my compartment – I must—’

But at that moment, with a bellow of bull-like rage, Mr Daunt burst out of his compartment.

He slammed his door open, so hard that all of the crystal in the chandeliers clattered, and I actually felt his feet pounding across the carpet, rattling the floor even more than the starting engine. Her mouth an O of excitement, Daisy pushed our door open a little further. I craned through too, squashed under her arm, and ended up with a view of people crammed together in great confusion.

‘WHAT IS THIS?’ Mr Daunt was roaring. ‘YOU – BOTH OF YOU! I TOLD YOU TO LEAVE US ALONE!’ He bumped into the wall and growled, ‘Curse these tight corridors!’

‘Sir,’ said Jocelyn, and I heard a note of nervousness in his voice.

‘Good evening, Mr Daunt,’ said Madame Melinda – rather dramatically, I thought. She was speaking as though she knew him. ‘Yes, it is true. I will be travelling with you on this train.’

‘How – how DARE you? My wife and I are on HOLIDAY – can’t you get your claws out of our lives for TWO WEEKS?’

‘I received a communication from the spirit realm. They speak to me, and they told me that you would be here, and that it was most important that I accompany you. Georgiana is at a crucial stage in her progression. Under my guidance, she is beginning to truly communicate with her dear departed mother for the first time. Would you deny her the comfort she receives from our sessions together?’

‘Comfort!’ roared Mr Daunt. ‘You’re the one who’s making her uncomfortable – refusing to let her forget what happened!’

Mrs Daunt’s face appeared at the door to her compartment, and there was a gasp. ‘Madame Melinda!’ she cried. ‘What are you doing here? You didn’t tell me you would be on the train! And – and Robert! But . . . why are you here as well? I don’t understand!’

Mr Strange’s face had gone very pale, with two little red dots at the top of his cheeks. ‘I had no idea,’ he said. ‘None! I am here doing research for my next novel. If I had known – after what your husband said to me the last time we met – I wouldn’t knowingly come within a hundred miles of you.’

‘But that wasn’t my fault!’ wailed Mrs Daunt, sounding more spoiled than ever.

‘Stop trying to make Georgie give you her money,’ said Mr Daunt. ‘It’s too low of you. It isn’t our fault you don’t make enough from your awful pulp murder books!’

‘Ladies,’ said Jocelyn, his face pink with worry. ‘Gentlemen. Please – the other passengers!’

‘I want to go to my compartment at once,’ said Mr Strange, in a trembling voice. ‘I won’t be spoken to like this any more.’

Jocelyn led him away, and with a growl of, ‘You haven’t heard the end of this!’ Mr Daunt thumped back into his compartment. The door slammed behind him, but not before I heard the rising wail of Mrs Daunt, exclaiming in distress.

‘That man has the most unpleasant aura,’ said Madame Melinda. ‘It’s no wonder he is not receptive to the spirits.’

Il Mysterioso, who had been standing quite silently, taking everything in, made a vague noise in his throat. Then he said, in a dark and rumbling voice, ‘I believe we are slightly acquainted, madame. You are Mrs Fox, are you not? I recall your act, many years ago—’

‘I am Madame Melinda, thank you very much. I am a medium of some repute, and only work with private clients. You must surely be thinking of someone else.’ But Madame Melinda sounded flustered, and I saw her tremble uncomfortably. I wondered whether Il Mysterioso had been mistaken at all. What sort of act did he mean? My ears had pricked up at the word medium. I knew that this was a person who contacted spirits, and that made me tingle with nerves. I do sometimes privately worry about the number of dead people I have come across. I know that ghosts are not real, but I am not sure whether they know that.

Two attendants approached Madame Melinda and Il Mysterioso, and they were shown to their compartments, with quite a bit of grumbling and rustling – the corridor was really very narrow, and both Il Mysterioso and Madame Melinda were quite large, either upwards or sideways. At last there was quiet again.

‘Well!’ said Daisy, in a stage whisper. ‘You can’t say that there’s nothing mysterious going on now!’

My head was whirling. Three more passengers in our sleeping car, and two of them knew the Daunts. Moreover, Mr Daunt seemed to hate them both. Mr Strange was a crime novelist, and Mrs Daunt’s brother. I thought about what I had just heard, and remembered what Daisy had said earlier: Mr Strange hadn’t been given any of their mother’s money when she died, and he had never forgiven Mrs Daunt for it. Had he really not known that Mrs Daunt would be on this train? Was it truly a coincidence? It seemed awfully unlikely.

Madame Melinda, too, was fascinating – a medium, who seemed to have been helping Mrs Daunt contact her dead mother. It was clear that she and Mr Daunt despised each other – Mr Daunt seemed to have taken this holiday on the Orient Express in order to get Mrs Daunt away from Madame Melinda. It had not worked out very well.

What would happen next? I wondered. How would everyone behave, confined in one train carriage, its corridor barely wide enough for two people to squeeze past each other, the little compartments only a few paces wide? The Orient Express was luxurious, but it was the very opposite of spacious, and it was warm in the summer heat. I imagined it as a pot, crammed full and ready to bubble over furiously.

Then I realized that I was thinking like a detective – and that, next to me, Daisy was bouncing with glee.

‘Daisy!’ I said, to quiet her.

‘Oh, Hazel, you can’t deny that what we heard was interesting. Arguments! Lies! Money! Death!’

‘No it wasn’t!’ I said.

‘You’re just saying all this to stop yourself,’ said Daisy. ‘You’re just as curious about this train as I am.’

I flushed. This, like so much of what Daisy says, was uncomfortably true. I had a horrid feeling that, like it or not, a new case was opening up in front of us.

I looked at my wristwatch and saw that it was three minutes to ten. In three minutes the Orient Express would pull out of Calais station and set off on its journey.

But then there was a flurry of movement outside on the platform. One more passenger was rushing towards the train, one hand clapped onto her wide-brimmed hat, under which glinted a sleek, short hairstyle. She wore the most beautiful pale pink travelling suit and coat set, and her silk stockings gleamed as she ran. Her face was perfectly made up, her heels were high and her slender waist was belted most fashionably.

The last time I saw her she had looked quite different – nothing like the lovely, glamorous woman before me now. But all the same, I knew her at once – and so did Daisy.

It was Miss Livedon.
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I look back at what I have written so far, and see that all the important characters are there, lined up like actors at the beginning of the play. This is good, but Daisy is telling me to get on with it. I think she wants me to rush on to the murder – to the scream, and the locked door, and what we saw when it was broken down.

And I will, but there are two things that I need to mention on the way: the knife and the spy.

The spy came first.

The train was shuddering to life beneath us now, the rattles shaking their way up my bones. I leaned against the door and clenched my teeth, though of course Daisy remained standing, perfectly poised. Miss Livedon had to hurry up or be left behind. I heard Jocelyn call out something to her through the window, and then there was a rattle and a thud as the door opened. With a peal of laughter, Miss Livedon was inside. It was odd, because I had never heard her laugh before. When I knew her, she was entirely serious. But when I knew her . . .

I turned to look at Daisy. ‘It can’t really be her!’

‘It is,’ said Daisy. ‘We both knew it at once, didn’t we? A detective should always trust her instincts.’

‘You’re not . . . upset?’ You see, the last time we saw Miss Livedon was at Fallingford.

‘Of course I’m not upset,’ said Daisy, making a face as though I was an idiot – though I saw her hands clench against her skirt. ‘What would I have to be upset about? What I am is curious. What is Miss Livedon doing here? Does she know we are here? And does this have anything to do with . . .’

We looked at each other, and Daisy did not need to finish her sentence. Did her being here have anything to do with Fallingford? And how had she escaped being part of The Trial?

Footsteps were going past our compartment door. Daisy put her finger to her lips and we listened again.

‘Such a pleasure,’ Jocelyn was saying. ‘Such a pleasure, Mrs Vitellius. We had a letter from your husband entrusting you to our care – we hope you will enjoy your stay on the Orient Express. We have put you in compartment seven – I hope this will be to your liking?’

‘Of course,’ said Miss Livedon, ‘I am sure it will. My husband will be most pleased. I’m afraid he’s too busy to be with me – copper magnates, you know, never a moment to themselves . . .’

The voices died away into the rattle and shake of the train, and we lost what else they said.

‘Why is Miss Livedon calling herself Mrs Vitellius?’ I asked Daisy. ‘Is she under cover again?’

‘Undoubtedly,’ she said. ‘And undoubtedly that husband of hers is entirely made up. She must be on another top-secret mission. Oh, isn’t her life glamorous? Under the circumstances, I would say that there is only one thing we can do.’

I looked expectantly at her, thinking how odd and difficult it would be to ignore Miss Livedon for the whole three-day train journey. If she was pretending to be someone called Mrs Vitellius, she could not possibly acknowledge us. I suddenly wondered how we were to explain that to Hetty. She would recognize Miss Livedon too, of course, but she didn’t know the truth about who she really was, and couldn’t be told. Would she understand how important it was that we kept mum? Once again, I realized, intrigue was following us, plunging us into the most awkward situations.

‘We must go to Miss Livedon’s compartment immediately and confront her,’ said Daisy. ‘After all, we are practically colleagues. We’ve got detective badges, haven’t we?’

We had – from Inspector Priestley, to thank us for our part in what happened at Fallingford. Daisy, I knew, had her badge in her neat little bag. Mine was still buried at the bottom of my tuck box, on a dusty shelf back at school. If you want to understand the difference between us, that is the perfect shorthand for it.

‘We can’t, Daisy,’ I said, horrified.

‘Of course we can,’ said Daisy. ‘Come on, Watson, don’t behave like a silly scared shrimp.’ And she marched out of the door.

The corridor swayed and rumbled as we moved along it. The train was really moving in earnest now, and out of the right-hand windows along the corridor I saw flashes of lights on stone buildings and cobbled streets.

I reminded myself that I must not detect – and the train, rocking beneath us, seemed to be chanting back at me, must not, must not, must not. It was so difficult to balance in time with the rocking of the train that I could barely concentrate on what was going on outside. Several times I had to steady myself against the marquetry flowers on the walls, and each time I felt guilty, pressing my hands against such lovely work. The crystal lights glowed above us, and at the other end of the corridor, past a row of closed compartment doors, sat Jocelyn, back at his post next to the compartment of Il Mysterioso, and the dining car; he was perched on a little chair with that day’s Paris-Soir next to him. He nodded to us as we approached, and I suddenly felt uncomfortable – and not just because the train was wobbling my insides. Although it had been wonderfully easy to listen in to the other passengers’ conversations, we were always running into someone on this train as well. How could Daisy hope to creep about without attracting notice?

But Daisy, as always, rose to the occasion.

‘Bonjour, Jocelyn,’ she said, in a very pretty accent. ‘Excusez-moi, but our tap appears to be leaking.’

‘Oh dear!’ he said, jumping up. ‘I shall look at once.’

As soon as he had gone through our door, Daisy pounced. She leaped forward, placed both hands on the door of compartment seven and pushed hard. It swung open, and Miss Livedon was revealed, frozen in the act of stowing a hat box in the luggage rack above her bunk. Daisy was inside before I could stop her – so of course I had to dart in afterwards, leaving the door gaping open.

For a moment it was very still and claustrophobic inside the compartment. Miss Livedon was gazing at us in utter astonishment.

‘Don’t say anything,’ hissed Daisy. ‘You heard us in the corridor and you opened your door and we came in to admire your things, all right? Oh, what a lovely hat, Mrs Vitellius! How simply spiffing!’ She said that last part loudly, for the benefit of anyone outside.

Miss Livedon, to her great credit, did not even hesitate. She was an even better actress than I had thought.

‘Oh yes,’ she said, just as loudly. ‘The latest Paris fashion. My husband does like to see me dressed up-to-the-minute. What on earth are you doing here, girls?’

‘We’re on holiday,’ said Daisy accusingly. ‘Hazel’s father brought us. Didn’t you know? What are you doing here, anyway? Why aren’t you . . . in London? And why are you lying about your name again? Golly, I wish I could have things like this. Oh, and what gorgeous scent!’

Daisy could not bring herself to say, Why aren’t you at The Trial? – but of course Miss Livedon understood.

‘Isn’t it? Chanel No. 5. That, girls, is none of your business. As my name is Helen Vitellius and I have a very rich husband waiting for me in Istanbul, I have no reason to be anywhere else but here, and I’ll thank you to remember that for the rest of the journey. I’m sure I have never met either of you before.’

Daisy was not impressed by that at all. ‘Hah! You want us to remember another invented name? I don’t think we can manage that – not unless you explain what you’re really doing here. Explain properly. Isn’t that right, Hazel?’

‘Er,’ I said. ‘I do like your scarf.’

Daisy rolled her eyes. Miss Livedon – Mrs Vitellius – bother, I thought, how was I to keep up with all her names? – sighed.

‘If you say a word . . . Girls, this is serious. It isn’t a game. If you tell, powerful people will be very cross with you. M will be very cross with you – you know perfectly well who I mean.’

Daisy pursed her lips – we did know, very well – even though I still do not know exactly what secret things M does to make him so important. Daisy will never tell me. Sometimes I wonder whether she really knows.

‘Do you promise?’

Daisy sighed, and then nodded at me.

‘We promise,’ we both said together.

‘All right,’ said Miss Livedon. ‘I’m after a spy.’

‘No!’ cried Daisy. ‘NOT Hermès!’

‘Yes, very amusing, Daisy. I have been given special dispensation not to appear in person at the trial. I am here because, according to the information I have been given by my contact, someone carrying secrets about Britain’s military capabilities has boarded this train, and will be handing them over to German spies in Belgrade. Now, officially we’re friends with Germany – but the government doesn’t like the way Herr Hitler’s been carrying on, and we don’t want him to know any more about our operations than we can help. This spy has got past us too many times – been a thorn in our side for months. So here I am, to make sure that the spy – and the secrets they’re carrying – never reach their destination. Whoever it is must be in this coach, and I mean to find out who they are. And if you know what’s good for you, you’ll keep your noses out of it, all right? It’s serious, Daisy.’

‘Stop saying that! Why don’t you tell Hazel to be serious?’

‘Because Hazel is always serious,’ said Miss Livedon, smiling at me. ‘Now, girls, I know that you’ve done some detective work in the past, but this is different. This is international affairs, and you simply can’t be a part of it. I’ve trusted you with the truth, and now I need you to absolutely stay out of it. No investigation, no daring missions – is that understood? It is so dreadfully inconvenient that you happen to be on this train as well.’

I felt rather apologetic – Miss Livedon was looking at us so fiercely. Daisy, though, was only cross.

‘But – Miss Livedon!’ she said. ‘You can’t tell us not to help! What if you need us for this investigation? You know we’re good detectives, you remember what happened at Easter – it was us who solved the murder, not you!’

‘And this isn’t a murder, Daisy. Argue all you like, but I won’t change my mind – and if you do try to butt in, I will do all I can to prevent you. Is that understood?’

Daisy’s pretty face was thunderous. Even I felt cross now. Here was another grown-up telling us not to be detectives on this holiday, and I found that I liked it less and less each time I heard it. We were being shut out of everything truly interesting.

Miss Livedon glared at us until we muttered, ‘Yes, Miss Livedon.’

‘Ah, but that’s not my name any more, is it?’

‘Yes, Mrs Vitellius,’ we said obediently. Daisy said it through gritted teeth. ‘And you have lovely clothes,’ she added in a louder voice.

‘Top marks, Daisy. Remember, for as long as we are on this train together, my name is Helen Vitellius, and you met me five minutes ago. All right? And tell your maid – Hetty – the same.’

Jocelyn popped his head round the open compartment door.

‘Miss Wells – Miss Wong?’ he said. ‘I’ve looked at the tap, and it all seems quite in order now. I see you have met Mrs Vitellius . . .’

‘We were admiring her spiffing hats,’ said Daisy, beaming, as though she had not been having a furious row two minutes ago. ‘Come on, Hazel, I expect Mrs Vitellius wants to unpack her pretty clothes.’

Back we went to our compartment, and my heart was in my shoes. Mysteries wherever we turned, and we were not to be allowed to investigate any of them! It was not fair! I was trying so hard to be good, and to ignore the intrigue surrounding the Daunts – and then we were handed a real spy drama, under our very noses. I looked at Daisy and saw that she was fizzing with indignation too. Whether the grown-ups liked it or not, the Detective Society had discovered yet another mystery, and being told not to investigate it by Miss Livedon – no, Mrs Vitellius! – had only made us more curious.
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The train steamed on, rattling and ratcheting and groaning like a living thing. It was still making me feel rather ill – my whole head was filled with the noise, and my feet did not know what to do, with the floor shaking and bouncing up and down between every step. But then I sat down on the edge of Daisy’s bunk (the bottom one) and stared out of the window, and saw the lit stone buildings of Calais sliding away behind us. It was like a night picture endlessly rolling away and renewing itself, just for me. The houses vanished and were replaced by cold silver fields; then there was a shining river, pale and slow; and then we rushed into a forest, and all I could see was the lit compartment behind me, and Daisy stalking up and down in her nightie.

It seemed to me that what we had heard from Mrs Vitellius really could not be ignored. What was going on with the Daunts was strange, but there might be nothing more to it. A real spy, though, was simply too fascinating not to look into. Mrs Vitellius might have tried to warn us off, but if we have learned anything from our two proper cases so far, it is that grown-ups are not always right. No matter what she said, we had to help discover the identity of the person selling secrets to Germany. If we did not, we would be letting down not only ourselves and our Detective Society, but the whole of Britain. I imagined the King looking sadly at me, the Queen and the handsome Princes behind him. I had to look after poor King George – he was very old, after all, and old people should not be upset.

Daisy was saying something, but I was so deep in my thoughts that I ignored her. My father expected me to be good this holiday, I knew that. But wasn’t it better to unmask a spy who was working against Britain than to be good? Could he really object if we brought someone to justice?

I knew at the bottom of my heart that he could – but I did not want to admit it. My father would be furious at the way I was twisting the problem – but suddenly I felt that what he thought did not matter so very much. Yes, he wanted the best for me – but wasn’t I old enough to begin to decide for myself what the best for me was? I am very nearly fourteen, after all, and people who are fourteen are practically grown-ups.

‘Hazel!’ said Daisy, jabbing me in the ribs, and I jumped. ‘I’ve been talking to you, Hazel. Listen up! You’re dreaming. As I was saying, we have found our mystery. Although Mrs Vitellius has very good detective instincts, we know that she is not as successful as we are at testing her suspicions. We must investigate as well, and if you continue to go on about this being a holiday, as President of the Detective Society I shall have to order you—’

‘You don’t have to persuade me!’ I said. ‘I’ve decided that I want to investigate this case as much as you do.’

Daisy beamed at me. ‘Hazel, you brick!’ she cried, and then she flung her arms about me so tightly that I struggled for breath.
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On Sunday, I woke up to a glow of sunlight on my face, dreaming I was flying. The soaring settled into the rocking rhythm of the train, and I opened my eyes to see that the sun had risen behind our fringed scroll-down blind and was stretching across my white pillow. I breathed in the starchy smell of clean sheets and smiled.

And then I remembered: we were not just on holiday any more. We were beginning another investigation. I leaned out of my bunk and saw Daisy below me, splashing water across her face and humming.

‘Hazel!’ she cried when she saw me awake. ‘Get up! We’ve got a whole lovely day to be detectives in!’

We dressed, and out we went into the corridor. Jocelyn was at his post, yawning a little and smiling at us, and Daisy beamed back at him as we went past to breakfast.

‘Allies,’ she said in an undertone as we sat at our table, ‘are always very useful. Remember that, Hazel.’

We had decided that we would begin our investigations over breakfast, while we had all our suspects in the same place. The dining car looked lovely, all crisp white linen, sparkling glass and deep fringed arm-chairs, but just like our sleeping carriage, it was a hotel dining room in miniature, everything so close together that we could hear nearly every word spoken.

The tables were set in twos and fours. Although only the Countess and Alexander were already having breakfast, it was clear that everyone from the Calais–Istanbul coach would be seated together at the end closest to our compartments. There were passengers from other coaches bound for other destinations at the far end, but we ignored them. They seemed to be citizens of quite another country, one that did not matter to us in the slightest.

Of course, my father and Maxwell and Daisy and I had been seated together. The Countess and Alexander (who smiled widely at me when I caught his eye; I looked away) were also at a table for four behind us – I wondered which passengers would be joining them. The table for two opposite us was still empty.

Then a white-coated waiter stopped by our table and put a telegram down on my father’s plate. He unfolded it, the paper crackling thinly, and read it with a frown. My heart jumped hopefully. I knew that expression – it meant that there was business to be done. It seemed that my father was just as bad at being on holiday as Daisy and I were.

‘It’s Bartlett and Evans,’ my father told Maxwell. ‘Their Carfax sale – it’s going ahead. We must prepare the papers. Hazel, my dear, I had hoped to alight at some of the stations with you – Lausanne or Milan – today, but I’m afraid it won’t be possible. I’ll need to work on this for most of the day, so you and Daisy must look after yourselves. And tomorrow I’ll show you Belgrade. Can you forgive me?’

I felt quite horrid. It could not have worked out more perfectly for me and Daisy – but of course I had to look disappointed. I do hate lying to my father.

I tried to distract myself with breakfast – which, luckily, was very easy. It was lovely. The waiters came round with steaming platters of sausages and eggs, like we had in England, but there were also plates of buttery toast and sweet pastries oozing with jam and chocolate – it really was just like eating cake.

Then Mrs Vitellius came in, and the Daunts, Mrs Daunt wearing that same glorious necklace we had seen the evening before. Behind me, someone dropped a fork, and I turned to see the little old Countess staring at Mrs Daunt, her eyebrows raised in shock and anger, as though she had done something dreadful to offend her. I wondered what it might be. Mr Daunt seemed in a much better mood than the night before: he pulled out his wife’s chair for her before the waiter could reach it, and handed her her napkin most lovingly.

Mrs Daunt, although she was wearing a very smart blue dress with her necklace, looked pinched and cross.

‘I’m sure I’m not well,’ she said. ‘I have the most dreadful headache. I wish you—’

‘Dear Georgie, would you like coffee? Tea?’ Mr Daunt said over her. I was not surprised to hear that Mrs Daunt had a headache – her husband was so loud and pushy that he must be exhausting.

‘Coffee,’ said Mrs Daunt. ‘Black.’

Mr Daunt shouted to the waiter, asking for coffee and eggs and fruit, and sausages for himself. Mrs Daunt rested her head on her hands and winced. ‘I want Mama,’ she announced suddenly. ‘I want to speak to her. I’ve changed my mind – I’m going to ask Madame Melinda to let me speak to her.’

‘You are NOT—’ bellowed Mr Daunt. Then he took a deep breath and collected himself. ‘Dear Georgie, what have I told you? That woman’s bad news – she’s an absolute charlatan. She’s only after one thing, and that’s your money.’

‘I don’t think that’s true,’ said Mrs Daunt, a rising whine in her voice. ‘That’s just what you say. I want Mama! I want to speak to her!’

She really was like a first-year shrimp from school, I thought, all silly and sulky. But perhaps it was all an act. I knew from our previous cases that people could be very good at acting a part. Despite appearances, could she be the spy that Mrs Vitellius was here to catch?

I looked up and saw that Daisy was listening in as well, while pretending to admire the lovely fluted lamps on the wall behind the Daunts. I wondered what she was thinking.

Then I heard Alexander hiss, ‘Grandmother!’

I turned and saw that the Countess had got up from her table, taking absolutely no notice of him. Leaning elegantly on her cane, she tapped her way over to the Daunts, and then she stretched out a thin finger – in green lace gloves to go with her lovely green silk dress – to point it at Mrs Daunt’s throat. The ruby of Mrs Daunt’s necklace jumped like a heartbeat, and Mrs Daunt herself shrank away into her chair, her face suddenly nervous.

‘Morning,’ said Mr Daunt, frowning up at her. ‘What can we do for you?’

The Countess’s finger did not waver.

‘That ruby,’ she said sharply, ‘is mine.’

Mr Daunt was staring at her as though she had gone quite insane. The Countess, though, spoke slowly and clearly. ‘I tell you that you have my ruby, and I demand it back at once.’

‘Whatever are you talking about?’ spluttered Mr Daunt.

‘That ruby,’ said the Countess, ‘has been in my family for five hundred years. However you came by it, it is mine, and one day it will be my grandson’s.’

‘Are you a madwoman?’ asked Mr Daunt. ‘I bought this necklace fair and square for Georgie two months ago. The deed of sale and the insurance are in my luggage, if you’d care to look at them. I can even tell you how much it cost.’ I felt Daisy frown at that.

‘You do not seem to understand,’ said the Countess, her voice sharp as metal. ‘When I left Russia, we were forced to sell it against our will. Now I have found it again, and it is time to get it back. It is not its price, it is what it means to our family. I demand that you return it to me, where it belongs.’

‘Pooh to that,’ replied Mr Daunt. ‘Go away. I bought it, and I own it, and Georgie will wear it.’

‘How dare you!’ cried the Countess. Her colour was high, and her little bird-like chest was heaving. ‘You haven’t heard the last of this – you’ll see!’

And she jabbed her finger forward, so quickly that Mrs Daunt squealed and raised her hands in front of her face. But all the Countess did was turn and stalk out of the dining car, her cane punching into the soft carpet as though it might bore holes straight through it. Alexander leaped up and rushed after her, casting one awkward glance over his shoulder.

Mrs Daunt was gasping with shock.

‘Eat your breakfast, my love,’ said her husband, patting her hand. ‘Don’t worry about her. She’s quite clearly a madwoman.’

Mrs Daunt pouted and her hand strayed to her throat unhappily. ‘It was awful, William . . .’ she said. ‘Promise you won’t let her take it?’

‘Of course not,’ said Mr Daunt, glaring around at us all as though he wanted us to forget what we had just seen.

But the incident still floated about the room, like a bad smell that would not go away.
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By nudging my shin with the toe of her shoe, Daisy told me to hurry up and finish my breakfast, and as my father and Maxwell had begun a very serious grown-up discussion about people and places and numbers that all sounded much the same, it was easy for us to escape. Out of the dining car we went (I wrapped an extra pastry in my napkin and stuffed it into my skirt pocket, just in case), and found ourselves back in the corridor.

Jocelyn was still at his post. ‘Miss Wong!’ he said. ‘Miss Wells! Do you need anything?’

‘Oh, no,’ said Daisy, putting on her best being-nice-to-grown-ups face. ‘We only wanted to talk to you. The Orient Express is quite wonderful. Goodness, you must have the most exciting job. And so important!’

‘Oh yes, miss,’ said Jocelyn, beaming. ‘I do enjoy it.’

‘Just think of all the people you must meet! Why, in this carriage alone . . . Is the Countess really Russian nobility?’

I could almost see Jocelyn thinking. It was not terribly good form, of course, to speak about the other passengers. But Daisy was gazing up at him, eyes wide, innocence shining out of her.

‘Yes, miss,’ he said, and I bit my lip to stop myself smiling. He was under her spell. ‘I believe the family had to flee during the Revolution. She lives in England now, although the rest of her family moved on to America.’

Five minutes later we had enough knowledge in our hands to write out a passenger manifest. Madame Melinda really was a medium, and Mr Daunt’s diet pills were doing terribly well now that he had married an heiress and invested her money in the business.

Mr Strange, besides being Mrs Daunt’s brother, was a novelist – one who wrote gory, shocking crime mysteries. Their mother had disapproved of his books, and that was why she had left everything to Mrs Daunt. Apparently he was on the Orient Express to gather information for his next novel. ‘Are they any good?’ Daisy had asked Jocelyn, and he had replied, ‘Well, I shouldn’t think your parents would like you to read them,’ and winked.

Alexander, although he lived in America, went to a most English boarding school – ‘Perhaps you know him?’ asked Jocelyn.

I frowned. I did not like the way he expected us to make friends with Alexander, for all that he seemed all right. I wanted this holiday to be just Daisy and me, like old times.

We heard about Mrs Vitellius too, and Il Mysterioso (though nothing new about either of them), and I really did almost feel guilty about tricking Jocelyn like this. He seemed such a thoroughly nice person – but detection is sometimes not a very nice thing.

Just then Mrs Vitellius came out of her compartment, her beautiful deep-red day dress swishing elegantly about her.

‘Good morning, Jocelyn,’ she said, and then she gave the two of us a very hard stare. I gulped. Had she guessed that we were disobeying her already by gathering information? It was strange to think that Mrs Vitellius should suddenly be our adversary.

‘Well, Jocelyn,’ said Daisy, without pausing at all, ‘thank you so much. Now come along, Hazel, we must go and freshen up in our compartment.’ She seized my arm and off we marched.

‘Freshen up?’ I asked, when our door had swung to.

‘I had to say something, didn’t I? Anyway, wasn’t that a useful conversation? We’ve got some terribly juicy information. Hazel, before we go any further, I think you ought to write down a list of passengers, so we can see who our most likely suspects are in this case. As you know, we must be meticulous in our reasoning.’

I wrote, and as I did so, I wondered. If Mrs Vitellius could create a new history for herself, who else might not be telling the truth about themselves? And which of them might have reason to betray England?
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‘You’re quite right!’ said Daisy, once I had finished. ‘If the spy is someone who travels often, the way Mrs Vitellius said they were, then there are some people who are much better suspects than others. Il Mysterioso, for example, and Mr Daunt. Of course, we don’t know how much the Countess, Mrs Daunt and Madame Melinda travel, but we ought to be able to find that out. Sarah will travel with Mrs Daunt, so Mrs Daunt’s answer will be the same as hers.’

‘And my father, Hetty and Maxwell can be discounted,’ I said. ‘And Alexander.’

‘Mmm,’ said Daisy thoughtfully. ‘I wonder whether we can use him to find out information about the Countess.’

‘But we might not be able to trust him!’ I said.

‘I know,’ said Daisy, raising an eyebrow at me. ‘We can’t trust anyone.’

I realized that I was being foolish. After all, we had just deduced that Alexander could not be the spy. He was probably quite all right. It was just that we did not know. I did not like the idea of being friends with anyone we were not sure about.

‘All right,’ said Daisy. ‘To action! The thing to do is this. We’ll each follow half of our suspects. So you on Mr Strange, the Countess and Madame Melinda, and I’ll keep on the Daunts and Il Mysterioso – and Sarah too. Remember, watch everything they do – and we must be especially vigilant at every station. That’s where spies like to meet their contacts, and that’s when they hand over the documents. If we’re not watching we might miss the moment, and then the investigation will be ruined.’

‘What will we do if Mrs Vitellius sees that we’re watching? She’ll be furious with us!’ I thought someone ought to point this out.

‘She may have set herself against us,’ said Daisy, ‘but, as we know perfectly well from our previous cases, grown-ups are not always very noticing people. Think of all the things we know about them, while they have no idea we’re watching!’
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After that we set about uncovering Mrs Vitellius’s spy.

Now that I know what was about to happen I find it rather funny: we were so focused on the spy problem that we almost missed some very important clues to the coming murder.

We took up position in the corridor, staring out at the passing scenery and playing I Spy. This was not a chore – we had stopped in Paris and then travelled on through the French countryside during the night, and now we were rolling through high meadows which shone with summer flowers, while all around us mountains gleamed with dazzling snow. We saw chalets like brightly painted toys, dotted across the mountainside as though they had grown there, and when we forced the window open the little way it could go, the air was full of cowbells.

But we were also paying careful attention to what was going on behind us. For quite a while the only person we saw was Sarah. She was kept busy, hurrying to and fro with medicinal preparations and hot towels and grapes from the kitchen. Her expression grew more and more cross, and once again I had the distinct feeling that she did not like her mistress or enjoy her job.

Once she took longer to return, and Mr Daunt stuck his head out of Mrs Daunt’s compartment (which was next to his, with a connecting door). ‘Come along, Sarah!’ he bellowed. ‘Don’t keep my wife waiting!’

‘Oh, William, I have the most dreadful headache,’ Mrs Daunt whimpered from behind him.

‘Poor Georgie,’ said Mr Daunt lovingly. Sarah stalked past us and pushed open Mrs Daunt’s door, and I heard Mr Daunt snarl, ‘Idiot! Hurry up!’ at her.

‘Isn’t he horrid!’ I said to Daisy.

Then Mr Strange emerged from his compartment. It was at the very end of the corridor, furthest away from the dining car, and so Daisy, who was facing that way, saw him first. I turned as I heard the sound of footsteps, and saw Mr Strange striding towards us on his long thin legs, flexing his fingers and muttering to himself. He seemed very preoccupied – but then he saw us staring at him, and pulled up short. I wondered if authors were always so unkempt. He reminded me of a cat that has not been fed for a while. In his right hand (spattered with blue ink, the nails quite stained) he held a cracked fountain pen. And then I saw that in his left was a small silver knife. It glittered villainously in the sunlight, and I gasped.

I feel a little foolish about the gasp, but really, a knife is not what you expect to see on a train with deep carpets and gleaming polished walls.

‘What’s wrong?’ Mr Strange asked, blinking at us. Daisy put out her hand to hold mine.

‘You’ve got a knife,’ I said, rather stupidly – but I could not think of anything else to say. Spies carried weapons, I knew that – in Daisy’s books they are always stabbing each other with knives hidden in gloves and hats and umbrellas – but they were not usually so obvious about it.

But Mr Strange did not seem upset by my observation. ‘Oh, this?’ he asked, wiggling it about between his fingers so that it flashed up brightly. ‘It’s only a paper knife really. Use it for opening letters, and for inspiration. Friend bought it for me as a joke, you know? Crime writer – using a knife, you see?’

‘Oh,’ I said politely. It did not look like something that was merely for opening letters. It was thin and wickedly sharp, and my eyes were drawn to it, as though it were giving off light, instead of merely reflecting it. I wondered what sort of inspiration it gave him. ‘Are all your books about crime?’

I had asked it simply for something to say – but Mr Strange pounced on it like a cat on a bird and began to speak very fast.

‘All books,’ he cried, ‘are about crime, because all life is crime. It is everywhere – it is unavoidable. Hidden passions! Dark secrets! Ah, the human heart hides many sins. I’ve put it all into my books – Sands of Death and The Doom of the Stone. They’re good strong stuff – plenty of blood; it isn’t my fault that the world isn’t ready for the truths they contain.’

‘Golly,’ said Daisy. ‘How fascinating.’

‘The public won’t buy them! Seems they only like their crime novelists to be ladies these days. A man doesn’t cut it. Hah!’

I wondered if that were really true.

‘But I’ll show them,’ Mr Strange went on. ‘I’m going to set my next book on a train just like this one.’

‘Golly,’ Daisy said again. ‘But hasn’t that already been done by Mrs Christie?’

‘Imitation is the greatest form of flattery,’ said Mr Strange. ‘Anyway, anything women can do I can do better. Don’t know why I’m telling you all this . . . What do you know about murder? I expect you’re still reading books about pixies.’

I bit the inside of my cheek and tried very hard not to glare. Mr Strange did not deserve any success at all, I thought. Daisy squeezed my fingers so hard that I winced. I could tell that she was in a blaze of indignation.

‘Now, what are you standing here for?’ Mr Strange suddenly looked extremely fierce, and I would have stepped backwards, only Daisy kept me beside her. She was not afraid, and I tried to be like her.

All at once Madame Melinda came bursting out of her compartment, black tassels flying – and then she saw what Mr Strange had in his hands and staggered against the wall.

‘Good heavens!’ she gasped, her voice booming out. ‘He has a knife!’

Jocelyn, sitting at his post, looked up.

‘It’s a letter opener,’ Mr Strange told her scornfully.

‘A knife!’ Madame Melinda repeated, waving her plump little hands in the air. The train rocked, and all the beads on her gown rattled like chattering teeth.

Jocelyn came quickly down the corridor. ‘Sir,’ he said, ‘if you would put the knife away—’

‘It isn’t a knife!’ snapped Mr Strange. ‘I don’t see why I should do any such thing!’

‘Sir,’ Jocelyn repeated, quite calmly, and at last Mr Strange sighed and shoved it into the breast pocket of his jacket.

It was only then that I noticed that the Countess’s door had opened, and she and Alexander were looking out, the Countess with a thoughtful look on her pinched face. Mr Daunt threw his door open too, with Mrs Daunt behind him, and even Sarah, back from the kitchens with a bottle and a glass tumbler, was watching excitedly. The corridor was very full, and at that moment the train seemed smaller and closer than ever.

So you see, that was the moment when everyone in the Calais–Istanbul coach discovered that Mr Strange had a knife.
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Now we were nearly in Italy. At the border we slowed and stopped, and the train dipped as heavy men in black uniforms climbed aboard. They were police, which was quite usual – my father had explained to me that there would be police at almost every border we crossed – but they seemed far more menacing than the French police had been, or Inspector Priestley and his officers back in England. They muttered to each other, and then one of them pointed at me with the flat of his gun, and said something I did not understand. Jocelyn said, ‘Lei è cinese,’ and the policeman frowned. ‘Papers,’ he said. ‘Show me her papers. She is not from Europe – what is she doing here?’

I seethed. I had as much right to be on the Orient Express as anyone else.

But while I was only feeling cross, Daisy, as usual, was noticing things. ‘Do you see how they’re behaving?’ she asked me quietly, as the policemen muttered to Jocelyn and leafed through our passports. ‘They’re worried about something. Their faces look nervous. See, they’re pointing ahead, where we’re going, and shaking their heads. Ooh, do you think they know about the spy?’

She said this quietly, which was good, because at that moment Il Mysterioso burst from his compartment (that was how he moved – in dramatic rushes, as though he were late for something exciting). He gave a start when he saw the policemen and their guns, which gleamed in the light from the chandeliers. I did not blame him for being shocked. They looked ugly and out of place, and I hated them. I believe he would have gone back into his compartment then, except that the policemen noticed him too. One of them grinned with excitement, and shouted, ‘Il Mysterioso! A magic trick! Fai un trucco di magia!’

Il Mysterioso gave a sort of fake grin, then put his hands to his lips, as though surprised – and when he pulled them away again a stream of red and blue and yellow silk came with them, a rainbow from his mouth. The policemen cheered.

The Countess’s door opened, and Alexander looked out curiously. Then Il Mysterioso tapped his own door handle. ‘Apra la porta,’ he said. ‘Open it!’

The policeman stepped forward eagerly and tried to open the door. The handle would not budge. It was locked.

Il Mysterioso motioned him aside and tapped the door handle again. He nodded at the policeman, who tried it – and this time the door opened, so easily that he nearly fell into the darkened compartment.

The policemen bellowed with laughter and clapped Il Mysterioso on the back. Alexander laughed too. I was impressed – but as I stared at Il Mysterioso, I was also confused. He was smiling, but the smile did not reach his eyes, and he flinched, just a little, from the policeman’s hand. He seemed almost afraid of them. I wondered if I was imagining it – but when I looked at Daisy, I saw that she was thinking the same thing. Was this evidence? Did it point to him being the spy? I was not sure, but I tucked what we had seen away in my head to come back to later.

The policemen passed on to the next carriage and Il Mysterioso dodged back into his compartment. However, Alexander came out to speak to us. ‘Isn’t he amazing?’ He nodded at Il Mysterioso’s closed door. ‘If I don’t end up a Pinkerton, I think I’d like to be a magician.’

Daisy blinked. ‘Pinkerton?’ she asked.

‘Oh, right,’ said Alexander. ‘Sorry. They’re this American detective agency. I think they’re incredible. My parents and Grandmother want me to join Father’s business when I grow up, but I want to be a detective. I’m already practising.’

I did not know what to think. First, of course, it was terribly un-English for Alexander to tell us about himself like this. I wondered if all Americans were so forward. And how odd that he should want to be a detective! Was this a good sign, or a bad one? I could tell that this bit of information had not impressed Daisy. She gets very protective about detection – in her mind, it belongs to us, and she does not like to see other people taking it over. ‘Huh,’ she said. ‘How lovely for you. Of course, Hazel and I have no interest in detection or magic at all. Girls don’t, you know.’

‘Oh,’ said Alexander, his face falling for a moment. ‘I was going to say that I could lend you some crime books if you like.’

‘No, thank you,’ said Daisy freezingly. ‘We don’t read – especially not detective novels.’

This, from the girl who had packed an extra case full of novels, was so comical that I nearly spoiled everything by laughing.

‘No, really?’ said Alexander, looking surprised. ‘Why? You ought to. Read Trent’s Last Case – it’s ripping.’

Daisy opened her mouth, but for once nothing came out. ‘Come along, Hazel,’ she snapped at last. ‘Let’s go and talk about dresses.’ And off she swept towards our compartment, dragging me along behind her. I glanced back at Alexander apologetically. If he liked detection, perhaps he was someone worth being friends with after all.

But Daisy, unfortunately, had taken against him. ‘What a bother!’ she said once the door was closed. ‘That . . . that . . . silly boy has managed to stumble upon our best suspect.’

‘You really think Il Mysterioso is our best suspect?’ I asked.

‘Of course he is,’ said Daisy. ‘He’s a suspicious character if ever I saw one. That beard – what if he’s grown it to hide his identity? He’s foreign and menacing, and that’s what spies are like in all my books. And you saw the way he was with the policemen.’

‘But wouldn’t it be better for a spy to look as though they fitted in?’ I asked doubtfully, feeling a little pang that Daisy could believe that appearance was important. After all, the outside of me does not look the way heroes do in books. ‘The ones in books all get caught, so they can’t be much good at it.’

Daisy narrowed her eyes at me. I think she was trying to decide if I was making a joke at her expense – and perhaps I was, a little. After all, it has been a very long time since I believed in the myth of Daisy Wells. Yes, she is President of the Detective Society, but I am its Vice-President, and if I do not take her down a peg or two from time to time, who will?

‘Anyway, he’s much the most likely spy. We must just carry on watching and hope that he reveals himself. And we must keep Alexander away from what we’re doing. Really! Thinking he could be a detective!’

‘But – why couldn’t he be?’ I asked. ‘If we can!’ It simply came out of my mouth before I could stop it.

‘Don’t be an idiot, Hazel!’ gasped Daisy.

‘Sorry,’ I said. ‘I expect I’m wrong.’

‘I expect you are,’ said Daisy with feeling.

Through the walls of our cabin, we heard shouting. It sounded just like Mr Daunt.

‘Again!’ said Daisy, raising an eyebrow at me. ‘Whatever’s he upset about this time?’

‘I suppose Sarah’s done something,’ I said. But then there was a particularly loud shout, and I heard, ‘. . . WON’T ALLOW IT! SPIRITUAL NONSENSE!’

‘Goodness!’ said Daisy. ‘That sounds as though . . . He must really hate Madame Melinda being on the train.’

I thought for a minute. Mr Daunt seemed too preoccupied to have time for spying – but was this just a ruse?

‘Wouldn’t it be lovely if he was the spy?’ asked Daisy, mirroring what I was thinking. ‘Or she was, and all that helplessness was just an act. Of course, it’s unlikely, but a good detective never discounts anything. After all, you never know, do you? We must just wait and see.’
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For the rest of that day we rushed through Europe in a blaze of colour and noise. I remember lakes and great sweeping plains, and red-brick sprawls of Italian cities. The train stopped in Milan for a while, and almost everyone piled out to stretch their legs. I saw Mr Strange darting among the iron fretwork of the station, muttering to himself and scribbling things down on bits of paper, and Mr Daunt striding into a newsagent to buy the latest London paper.

My father sent Maxwell off with a pile of telegrams and turned to me and Daisy. ‘Now,’ he said. ‘Business is over for the time being, after all. May I take you on a city tour?’

Almost before I could nod, we were swept up into a taxi, breathing petrol fumes and sour old leather, and a funny, bright, spicy smell that I decided must be Milan itself. We drove through little red-brick streets, bouncing along the cobbles, my father drawing our attention to all the landmarks. I felt most terribly excited as we swept past beautiful domes and spires and great stone statues of people on horseback. There was a cathedral, its stone like filigree lace, and a market full of sweet good smells that made my stomach rumble with hunger. Then we turned a corner, and as my father pointed out La Scala (it did not look like much to me, but I suppose I still have lots to learn about culture), I caught sight of a tall, black-bearded, cloaked figure walking towards another man. As I watched, a parcel appeared from underneath the cloak and vanished into the other man’s pocket – as quickly as a magic trick. Then the two men turned and walked away from each other as though it had never happened at all.

‘Did you see—?’ I gasped to Daisy.

‘See what?’ asked my father.

‘That glorious façade,’ said Daisy smoothly – and I knew that she had seen everything I had. ‘Baroque, isn’t it?’

So as far as we were concerned, the investigation was complete. We had found our spy.

After that, I only wanted to be back on the train again. It seemed an age before we were approaching the station – I was terrified that the Orient Express might leave without us – but at last, there we were, hurrying back along the platform where the train waited, gathering steam. Then the guards waved their flags, whistles shrilled and the train began to rock and tremble. It quite knocked me sideways again. I thought I should never get used to the way trains moved – like being inside something living, and breathing, and fierce.

There was a shout from outside, and Il Mysterioso came leaping aboard, cape swirling. I shrank back against the patterned wall, staring at him. His eyes looked wild, and I was terrified that he knew what we had seen. But then he nodded at us all (my father nodded back, and Daisy managed a weak smile) and strode past to his compartment. He evidently had no idea that we had been watching.

‘What if he’s already handed all the secrets over?’ I whispered to Daisy. ‘Are we too late?’

‘He can’t have,’ said Daisy. ‘Mrs Vitellius mentioned that the spy’s main meeting point with the Germans would be Belgrade, didn’t she? We’ll just have to make sure we’re ready, the moment we pull into the station there. Don’t worry, Watson, we’re still in time to stop him – now that we know it’s him.’

‘But can we?’ I asked.

‘Undoubtedly,’ said Daisy firmly.

The train moved off, and after that the forests closed in and became something out of a fairy tale, dark and deep and turning blue in the distance. I thought I saw a bear, but Daisy did not believe me. ‘Really,’ she said, pressing her nose up against the window in delight, ‘this is quite the nicest place to have a mystery, isn’t it?’

We stopped several times – in big city stations and smaller country halts with just a strip of platform edging onto grass – and one of us always got out and loitered, peering down the length of the train, in case Il Mysterioso took the opportunity to do something else illegal. But we saw no more packages being traded. Indeed, he kept to his compartment. ‘He must be preparing the information to hand over in Belgrade,’ Daisy told me.

Mrs Vitellius, though, seemed to be everywhere, passing up and down the corridor and striking up amusing conversations with the other passengers. ‘What a lovely brooch!’ she cried, accosting the Countess.

‘I had many brooches once,’ the Countess replied gloomily, leaning on her cane. ‘They are all gone. Taken. Stolen. I had earrings too. And bracelets, and necklaces – ah, if there was any justice in the world I would be back in Russia, able to chop off the heads of the people who took my necklaces. You know my necklace is on this train? This very train! Why, I would like to go and take it back. If I were in Russia, I should do it now.’

‘Oh!’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘Really?’

‘I intend to do so later,’ said the Countess, clenching her fists. ‘After dinner tonight. It is my right.’

We tried to avoid Mrs Vitellius, but of course it was terribly hard – and every time she saw us she gave us a quick, hard glance. It was turning out that having Mrs Vitellius as an adversary was a most uncomfortable thing. Did she know about Il Mysterioso? She seemed to be watching him as well – but then, she was watching everyone. Should we tell her what we knew: that he was the spy she was looking for? I felt we ought to – but then it would prove that we had disobeyed her, and I hated to think what she might do to us. She had been so dreadfully fierce the day before.

We watched and waited all afternoon, until I felt almost unbearable with it, breathless and excited like the day before Christmas. As we dressed for dinner, my fingers shook doing up the buttons on my dress, and I almost tore my collar. Daisy pulled her dress over her head, and it fell in gentle black and orange folds around her. Next to Daisy’s lovely gown my own looked very silly and little-girlish. I blushed at its short skirt and spots.

Daisy peered at herself in the gold-edged mirror above our basin. ‘Hmph. I’ll do, I suppose.’

‘You look all right,’ I said shortly, standing on tiptoe to peep at myself over her shoulder. My hair was coming out of its plaits and I looked dreadfully pale.

‘I wish I had your colouring,’ said Daisy as a bell rang sweetly out of the shuddering noise of the train, and a voice cried, ‘Premier service!’

‘Oh, goody, dinner.’

There was a knock on our door, and when I opened it, there was my father, smiling at me.

‘May I take you through to dinner, mesdemoiselles?’ he asked, holding his arm out to me as though I were a grand lady. It was silly really, but I could not stop myself smiling back at him. I took his arm, and Daisy slipped her arm through my free one, and in a row (squeezing together slightly to get down the narrow, shaking corridor) we went into the dining car.

Our crisp white table had been set with ranks of glittering silver and crystal and glowing lamps, all shivering and dancing with the movement of the train.

‘Hazel, you are setting an excellent example to your friend,’ my father told me quietly as Daisy sat down and a white-jacketed waiter flicked her smooth white napkin out across her lap. ‘You see how improving this holiday has already been?’

‘Yes, Father,’ I said, and sat down myself with a bump.

The waiter poured out water (for us) and wine (for my father) without spilling a single drop. It was like a magic trick. I stared out of the window, past the soft reflected glow of the lamps on the tables, at the tall trees that almost hid the softening evening sky, covering and then revealing it again like moving fingers. Everything outside, beyond the pane of glass, somehow seemed very far away and unreal.

Another waiter came round with a steaming tureen of soup, pouring it out with a flourish right in front of my nose, and I clenched my spoon in my fist and took rattling, nervous sips. A speck landed on my collar at once, and I sighed.

The food was gorgeous, if rather grown up. After the soup there was chicken in a fancy tower, and then white fish in a creamy sauce – the waiters served it all from large silver platters; it was almost magical how they flourished it onto our plates without mishap. Pudding was crêpes Suzette – cooked at the table, and then set alight, so that shocking short bursts of blue flame flared across the carriage.

But I was almost distracted from the food altogether by what was happening all around it.

I was watching Il Mysterioso, of course. He seemed preoccupied, chewing away at his food automatically and quite ignoring the other people (Mr Strange, Mrs Vitellius and Madame Melinda) on his table. Halfway through the main course he took out a propelling pencil and began to draw on his cloth napkin, tugging at his beard and muttering under his breath. Daisy nudged me and we both sat up straighter. Were these British plans being sketched out?

‘Sir!’ said the waiter. ‘May I fetch you a notepad?’

‘No, no,’ said Il Mysterioso, waving him away. ‘This will do.’

The Daunts had come into the dining car together. He seemed as loving as ever, but she looked even more sulky, flinching away from him as he guided her to her chair. She was still wearing the necklace, and it glowed mesmerizingly. I heard the Countess say, in a very loud stage whisper, ‘Look at our jewel!’

‘Grandmother!’ said Alexander. I glanced round and saw him blushing – and though I turned my head away quickly, I found myself thinking again that perhaps he was someone we ought to get to know.

Jocelyn made his way through the restaurant car on his way to the Calais–Athens coach beyond it, smiling and nodding to the passengers as he went.

‘I tell you, my dear, put your mother out of your head!’ said Mr Daunt.

I suppose it came out louder than he had intended – and this was all the cue Madame Melinda needed. She stood up and glided over to the Daunts’ table, the tassels and beads on her dress clicking as she did so. She really did glide – all her movements were very smooth and majestic, as though she had been oiled.

‘Are you quite all right, dear Georgie?’ she asked.

‘Do go away,’ said Mr Daunt. ‘Nothing to see here.’

Mrs Daunt pouted. ‘Oh, William!’ she said. ‘Why can’t I speak to her?’

‘Indeed!’ cried Madame Melinda, drawing herself up to her full height (which was not very high). ‘Georgie, my dear, do not despair. I have come to give you good news – I have received a Communication.’

Mrs Daunt’s face suddenly glowed with hope. ‘From Mama?’ she asked.

‘But of course,’ said Madame Melinda. ‘She demands to be heard – tonight.’

‘Oh, do go away,’ said Mr Daunt. ‘Haven’t you been listening? I won’t let you practise your mumbo-jumbo on my wife on this train.’

‘But, William!’ said Mrs Daunt. ‘I want to speak to Mama!’

‘No!’ shouted Mr Daunt, his face very red. ‘This is for your own good! I want an end to this. There will be no more séances, if you please. You’ – he pointed a thick finger at Madame Melinda – ‘shan’t get any more of my money!’

With a sob of distress, Mrs Daunt leaped up, necklace flashing hectically under the lamps, and rushed from the room.

‘This is your fault,’ snarled Mr Daunt, glaring at Madame Melinda. ‘I only want to make her happy!’

‘Happy? She ran away from you! And I am not surprised. You have the most distressing aura. Quite red – almost black. I tell you, I will continue holding sessions with Georgiana until she asks me to stop.’

‘You dare!’ roared Mr Daunt. ‘You . . . you . . . get out of my way. I must go and look after my wife.’

He strode out, growling to himself. The whole carriage sat, electrified. The only sounds were the clink and rattle of cutlery and the shake and roar of the train. Not one of us could think of a thing to say until Mr Daunt returned a few minutes later.

‘Wouldn’t see me,’ he said, glaring across to where Madame Melinda had resumed her seat. He clearly meant that it was her fault once again. ‘Sarah! Go and see if she needs anything.’

Sarah frowned up at him from where she was sitting with Hetty. ‘I’ll go when I’ve finished,’ she said pertly, ‘sir,’ and she went back to her crêpes. I was amazed all over again by her rude behaviour, and surprised that Mr Daunt did not tell her off. Instead, he ordered more crêpes, and the blue flame when they were lit threw his nasty red face and hairy moustache into sharp relief.

Mr Strange was staring at him as well, I noticed; he had shrunk back into his seat as though trying not to be seen. He did not seem very sorry that his sister had been upset. On the contrary, he looked almost gleeful. I wondered if this was all just material for his research, or whether he liked seeing his sister suffer. I thought he did. He stood up and sloped out, and then Il Mysterioso got to his feet too. He looked so distracted that I wondered whether he had even noticed the argument. Was he too busy thinking about how he was going to hand over the secret information when we arrived in Belgrade? He left, and Daisy nudged me.

I knew we ought to leave as well, but just then the Countess got up, saying, ‘Now is the time to speak to her. I feel it. No, Alexander, don’t fuss! I’m perfectly all right. I can handle this family’s affairs on my own!’ She stalked past our table, hands clenched around her cane and lips set, and I knew that we could not go spying on Il Mysterioso while the Countess was in the corridor, bothering Mrs Daunt about the necklace – because, of course, that was what she was about to do.

Daisy held up a hand with four fingers, and I nodded and waited – and then, just as the four minutes was up, Sarah stood up with a groan and a roll of her pretty eyes. ‘All right, then, I’m off to look in on Madam. Don’t say I never do anything for you,’ she told Mr Daunt as she passed by, poking him with her finger in a shockingly familiar way. He glared at her.

So again we had to wait – and then, as though there was a conspiracy to thwart us, up got Madame Melinda and Mrs Vitellius. They went out together, Madame Melinda muttering crossly and glaring back over her shoulder at Mr Daunt, while Mrs Vitellius yawned and fiddled with her cigarette holder.

Trying not to fidget, I swooped my spoon around my plate and wished it was polite to pick it up and lick it. There was still some syrup on it. But of course, my father would not think that civilized behaviour at all. Daisy poked me. Two minutes, her fingers said.

And that was when we heard the scream.
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It was such a loud, high scream that I think some people assumed it was the train’s whistle going off unexpectedly. ‘Tunnel, is it?’ asked Maxwell, startled.

But I knew it was a scream – and I knew it had come from a woman. The noise rocketed up my spine and made me sit up straight, as poised as Daisy. Who had screamed? Mrs Vitellius? The Countess? Sarah? Madame Melinda? Or . . . Mrs Daunt.

Daisy herself was out of her seat before any of the rest of us had even begun to move, rushing towards the sound. The worse something seems, the more Daisy needs to be close to it.

Mr Daunt pushed past her and led the charge out of the dining car. Out we went into the corridor, which was already crammed full of people. Madame Melinda was beating on the door of Mrs Daunt’s compartment – so it was Mrs Daunt who had screamed – and shouting, ‘Georgiana! Dear Georgiana!’ Behind her was Mrs Vitellius, having very believable hysterics, and the Countess, looking fierce. Mr Strange stood frozen outside his room, an expression of terror on his face. Jocelyn came running towards us from the dining car, his Wagon Lit cap falling off. There was no Il Mysterioso, though, I noticed. His door was closed. Where was he? How could he not have heard the commotion?

‘OUT OF MY WAY!’ bellowed Mr Daunt, and he pushed Madame Melinda aside (or at least tried to – she is very solid, like a nesting doll, and so only swayed) and hammered on his wife’s door. ‘Georgie!’ he shouted. He dashed into his own compartment, and rattled the connecting door. ‘This is locked! GEORGIE! Why isn’t she answering?’

He came barrelling back out into the corridor and bellowed this at Sarah, who was backed up against the wall, scowling.

‘She wasn’t answering earlier either,’ she said. ‘She’s probably still sulking. She’s got the key in the compartment with her.’ But for once she sounded more frightened than cross.

‘I’m going to break down the door,’ announced Mr Daunt. ‘GEORGIE!’

‘Wait – sir – I can get a key!’ said Jocelyn, still panting.

‘Hang your key,’ said Mr Daunt. He backed up, cheeks red, white shirt front gleaming in the light from the corridor’s chandeliers, and then barrelled forward into the compartment door. It gave with a smash, and he staggered inside. Madame Melinda darted after him – quite quickly, considering her size – and for a moment the doorway was quite obscured. Mrs Vitellius was trying to get in, and the Countess, so I could not see – and then the Countess gave a cry and started backwards, straight into me, at exactly the moment Mr Daunt yelled, ‘GEORGIE!’

The Countess’s face was scrumpled up with horror. Madame Melinda let out a shriek, and Jocelyn, pushing past me (it was very rude, I thought – I only wanted to see what was going on), cried out too. ‘A doctor!’ he shouted. ‘A doctor, quick!’ and he reached up and pulled the emergency cord. The train let out a squeal, and then, with a grinding of brakes and a tremor that had us all falling against each other and shouting, the Orient Express began to slow. It shook and shuddered, and then at last, after what seemed like an age, it was still. In the eerie silence my ears still hummed with the ghost of the noise, and I felt myself trembling – it took me a moment to realize I must be shaking with shock, not from the train.

Daisy was up on tiptoe, trying to see over the crowd. Alexander was craning his head too, just as eager as she was – which was perhaps why Daisy – who, as I have mentioned before, truly hates to have any kind of competition – said, ‘Oh, bother that,’ seized my hand and dragged us past everyone else into the doorway of Mrs Daunt’s compartment.

And I saw.

The compartment lamps were off, and the only light flowed in from the corridor. Half in the pool of it knelt Mr Daunt, a heavy shape slumped in his arms. It was Mrs Daunt – I could tell by her hair, and her lovely dress. But the hair, and the dress, and Mr Daunt’s white shirt front were all now covered with bright blood; it was splashed everywhere, such an awful lot of it . . . And in the light I also saw the room key and Mr Strange’s knife, both smeared in blood as well.

My knees gave way, which was not very good detective behaviour, but is the truth, and Daisy had to prop me up against her, squeezing my arm. She had gone very white and pink, her mouth open, and I could feel her heart beating through the soft fabric of her dress. She did not make a sound.

Madame Melinda had been struck dizzy too – she had staggered sideways to slump against the connecting door between Mrs and Mr Daunt’s compartments, her scarf balled up in one of her fists. Her eyelids fluttered, and she said, ‘Georgie! Oh, Georgie!’

‘If you’re going to faint, go through to my compartment,’ growled Mr Daunt. ‘Go on, open the door.’

Madame Melinda rattled it. ‘It’s locked,’ she said, fanning herself – and then repeated, ‘It’s locked!’ She pointed to the bolt with trembling fingers. Then she slid it back, pushing the door open. ‘Both this door and the main door – both locked, from the inside. Oh Lord! The spirits have been here, I tell you! The spirits! Nothing else could have got into this compartment!’

Quite a few people gasped. My brain swam. It was true. I had seen Mr Daunt break the door down, and I had also seen Madame Melinda unlock the connecting door. But if they had both been locked from the inside, how had the murderer escaped? And how had they relocked the door behind them? Daisy and I exchanged a glance, and I knew we were thinking the same thing. Was this really a locked-room mystery, just like the ones we had read about in Daisy’s books?

‘WHAT IS GOING ON?’ Mr Daunt bellowed at Jocelyn.

‘Sir,’ gasped Jocelyn, ‘I do not know – this is impossible. No master keys have been reported missing – I must ask my men, but I do not think—’ Then he rushed away towards the dining car and the rest of the train, shouting, ‘Keys! Attendants! Show me your keys!’

Mrs Vitellius wailed, and fainted very dramatically against the door frame – and as she did so she pushed out with her hand, so I was knocked away from my vantage point. I should not have been surprised that Mrs Vitellius did not want us investigating this either. She must think that it was the work of the spy.

But . . . was it? I wondered. Or was this something else entirely?

‘Ow!’ said Daisy, and I could tell that Mrs Vitellius had shoved her as well. I looked up and caught them glaring at each other, just for a moment, and then Mrs Vitellius was having hysterics again, and Daisy was busily wringing her hands and looking every inch the innocent girl caught up in a dreadful disaster.

My father said sharply, ‘Hazel! Daisy! Come away from there!’

He caught my wrist and dragged me backwards – and although I knew I ought to be gathering clues, I was glad to be taken away from that horrid sight. I had a fierce moment of struggle with Daisy, and then she went limp, and allowed herself to be pulled away from the door as well.

Mr Strange stepped into the space we had left, peered into the compartment, and then staggered backwards, looking quite bleached with horror. ‘My knife!’ he gasped. ‘But how . . .? I had it before dinner, I swear I did!’

The Countess sniffed at him. I could tell that she was not the sort of person to be upset by murder after the initial shock. She blinked at the blood, and the body.

‘Lord above,’ she said. ‘Where is the necklace? Where is my ruby?’
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Jocelyn returned with a great jingling pile of Wagon Lit master keys in his hand. ‘None are missing!’ he said wonderingly. ‘None!’

As well as the keys, he had a doctor – a passenger who happened to be travelling in the Calais–Athens coach, beyond the dining car. He looked very young to be a doctor, but he walked confidently with his chest puffed out. ‘I’m afraid there’s nothing to be done,’ he said, bending down over the body and brushing Mrs Daunt’s hair away from her cheek.

‘What do you know about it?’ barked Mr Daunt. ‘Where are you from?’

‘Edinburgh, my good man,’ said the doctor, clearing his throat proudly. ‘Got my degree last year. Now I’m off to see the world.’

‘Scots!’ said Mr Daunt dismissively.

‘Her throat has been cut,’ the doctor went on. ‘In these circumstances, there is very little I can do. All I can say is that the injury is recent – inflicted no more than half an hour ago.’

‘She has gone!’ wailed Madame Melinda, who seemed to have recovered from her faint, and was back crowding up the corridor with the rest of us. ‘She has passed on, but she will return! Oh, I feel her spirit now, watching over us!’

Mr Strange still looked sick. He hugged his arms about himself and groaned. ‘It can’t be . . .’ he muttered to himself. ‘It can’t . . . I swear . . . that knife – it must have been stolen.’ He seemed upset – but more about the knife than about his sister.

My father was silent. I think he was in shock as well. You see, he loves his world to be controlled, and a murder quite ruined that. He looked somehow smaller as he leaned against the wall, and with amazement I realized that, for once, I was the expert and he was only an onlooker. It was a very strange feeling.

Mr Daunt was shouting again. ‘I demand that you summon the police!’ he cried hoarsely. ‘Someone has killed my wife! Where was the conductor? You! Why were you not at your post?’

‘I – I was . . .’ gasped Jocelyn. ‘Many apologies – I was with the conductor in the next carriage, discussing an important matter—’

‘Disgraceful!’ shouted Mr Daunt. ‘Your negligence has caused my wife’s death! If you had been here, the killer would not have been able to escape her compartment unnoticed! Your superiors will be hearing about this. And I want everyone questioned! I want that charlatan woman to tell us where she was just now!’ He pointed at Madame Melinda accusingly.

‘How dare you!’ she cried. ‘I was in my compartment! Mrs Vitellius can vouch that she left me at the door only a moment before the crime.’

Everyone looked at Mrs Vitellius. She fluttered her hands. ‘Oh!’ she said. ‘Yes, I suppose it’s true. I heard her inside her compartment just before the scream.’

Mr Daunt looked furious. ‘Her brother, then! Where was he?’

Mr Strange’s mouth opened and shut like he was in a silent film. ‘I—’ he said. ‘I . . . was in my compartment as well!’

‘What nonsense! Why should we believe you?’

‘It’s true,’ said Mr Strange, gulping. ‘Really . . .’

Wagon Lit attendants suddenly came rushing along our corridor in a confusion of blue and gold uniforms and moustaches.

‘Where are the police?’ shouted Mr Daunt.

‘Sir,’ said Jocelyn, for once quite without his usual calm air. ‘Sir, I beg to apologize, but there are no police currently on the train. We are in Jugo-Slavia. There are no police . . .’

Next to me there was a sharp intake of breath. I felt the pinch of fingers around my wrist. ‘Compartment,’ hissed Daisy. ‘Immediately!’

We began to edge away. ‘We’re going to bed,’ I whispered to my father, and he nodded at me.

‘Good girl,’ he murmured, and my stomach sank again.

I wondered what Daisy had realized. It must have been something very important for her to willingly leave the scene of the crime. I could tell from her jumpy movements that she was on the scent, but I could not think what it could be. I knew by now, though, that I could not blame myself for being unable to guess. What I have learned from our last two real cases is this: sometimes Daisy sees things that I do not, and sometimes I understand things that Daisy would never be able to. We are no better and no worse than each other. We are simply different.

‘What is it?’ I whispered as Daisy pulled me into the compartment and shoved the door closed, so that the sounds out in the corridor became hollow and through-the-wall. She ignored me, and began to rootle through the things that Hetty had so carefully tidied away.

‘Something most important, Hazel! Something that proves . . . that this murder . . . was planned.’ She puffed and muttered to herself, throwing aside comics and puzzle books and tins of secret emergency chocolate supplies.

‘What do you think it means that the room was locked?’ I whispered, not wanting to raise my voice in case someone heard us. ‘How could anyone have killed her and then escaped? Daisy, what if this is one of Il Mysterioso’s tricks!’

‘That is certainly a strong possibility, but listen to me first. We have just heard a most important clue: that the murder took place in Jugo-Slavia! Aha, here it is! View-halloo, Watson – look!’

Sometimes I think that Daisy’s whole brain must look like a half-unravelled jumper, everything barely holding together but connected to everything else. What she held up was the book she had been reading earlier that day, its title blazed across the front: Murder on the Orient Express.

‘Daisy,’ I said. ‘For the hundredth time, we aren’t in a book.’

‘Hazel, you must stop reading the classics and embrace proper fiction. If you had bothered to read this book, as I have been asking you to for months, you would know that in it the victim is stabbed, at night, in his compartment. And where is he stabbed?’

‘In the heart?’ I guessed.

‘In Jugo-Slavia. Where there are no police on the train! You saw how the Italian police got on when we crossed the border? Well, they do that in every country – except Jugo-Slavia. I don’t think the police here are very good. Anyway, it’s a fact. And it’s a fact that anyone who’s read Murder on the Orient Express will know. That makes Jugo-Slavia the perfect place on the train line to commit a crime. Now, it is simply too much to say that a real-life stabbing on the Orient Express, in Jugo-Slavia, a year after Mrs Christie wrote her book, is simply a coincidence. Which means that it isn’t. The person who killed Mrs Daunt has read this book, just like me. They knew that this would be the best place on the line to murder her. Which means that this was planned. This was not a spur-of-the-moment murder at all. Add to that the locked room and the stolen knife – if it was stolen . . .’ Daisy’s eyes lit up. ‘Oh, Hazel, we are up against an extremely cunning murderer – a worthy opponent for our third case! I have the feeling that this may be the Detective Society’s most exciting adventure yet!’
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In her enthusiasm, Daisy had been speaking quite loudly – and she had not quite closed the door after all. A moment later, and we would regret both things terribly.

Our compartment door opened properly, and there, framed in the doorway, was Mrs Vitellius. Her face was set and cross – I realized that she must have heard every word. She knew that we intended to carry on detecting, despite what she had said to us. I was frozen, horrorstruck, and even Daisy’s, ‘Oh, hello, Mrs Vitellius. Are you quite all right?’ sounded rather thin and wobbly.

Mrs Vitellius narrowed her eyes at us, and then she staggered backwards, fanning herself and crying, ‘Oh!’

That, of course, got the attention of my father, and a moment later he was by her side. He still had the dazed, lost look I had seen in his eyes earlier, and I knew at once that Mrs Vitellius would be able to make him believe anything she liked.

‘Are you quite well, Mrs Vitellius?’ he asked.

‘Oh,’ she said, fluttering, ‘why, I was just passing the girls’ compartment, and I heard them saying the most dreadful things about poor Mrs Daunt. Why, it sounded as though . . . they were pretending that they were going to be detectives and solve her murder!’

I hardly dared look up at my father – but then I did, and saw that his lips had gone very, very thin. That, I knew, was a very, very bad sign.

‘Mrs Vitellius, many apologies if the girls have upset you. I shall deal with this. Hazel Wong,’ he said coldly. ‘Up. Miss Wells, please leave the room. Now.’

‘Oh, can’t I—’ Daisy began, but my father merely said, ‘Out of the room, Miss Wells, if you please.’

Daisy slunk out, the closest to cowed I have ever seen her, and the door closed after her. Inwardly, I was shrivelling up like a piece of burning paper.

I glanced up at my father and he glared at me through his little round glasses. I could tell that whatever was coming would be very serious indeed. And so it was.

‘Hazel Wong, I have spoken to you about this before. You gave me your word that you would behave yourself on this holiday, and show Miss Wells how to behave as well – behave the way schoolgirls should. And that means no playing games with serious crimes.’

‘But—’ I began, before I could stop myself.

‘Quiet!’ said my father. ‘Hazel, I don’t like what has happened to you this year. I don’t like the way Miss Wells seems to be always dragging you into danger, instead of keeping you out of it.’

I wanted to protest that it was me dragging Daisy into danger just as much as the other way round – but I knew when to keep silent.

‘Hazel, you are an extremely clever young lady, but crime – murder – is a dangerous, grown-up thing. It does not concern you, and I do not want you concerning yourself with it. What has happened to Mrs Daunt must be dealt with, but it is not up to either of you to do so. Now, until this business is cleared up I want absolute goodness and quiet. I shall ask Hetty to keep a much closer eye on you, and I shall be watching you as well. I cannot have you putting yourselves in danger. Is that clear? Hazel, it is all very well you being clever, but you can’t be clever if you’re dead. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Father,’ I said, my heart pounding. Crossness and shame and fear were all tangled up inside me, so that I could not tell which of them I really felt. But I did know, suddenly, that for once my father was not right. We were not playing at being detectives, we were detectives, and it was up to us to investigate the crime and put things right. Once again there was a murderer to bring to justice.

That thought made me feel very odd. I am used to listening absolutely to my father. I have always thought he is the wisest person I know.

‘Now, will you be good and tell Miss Wells what I have said?’ he asked.

‘Yes, Father,’ I said again. But inside I was not saying yes at all.

He opened the door to Daisy’s eager face, and ushered her inside again.

‘What a bother!’ said Daisy as the door closed behind him. ‘Is your father very cross?’

‘Very,’ I said. ‘He’s banned us from having anything to do with the murder.’

‘He’s not likely to forget at all, is he? Sometimes Daddy—’

‘No,’ I said gloomily. ‘He never forgets anything except Mother’s birthday, and I think that’s on purpose.’

‘Well, we shall just have to be extra careful, then,’ said Daisy.

‘Extra careful,’ I agreed. ‘You know my father doesn’t like to be disobeyed, Daisy. And he’s . . . a noticing sort of person.’

‘Well,’ said Daisy, ‘so’s Mrs Vitellius, and yet we managed to discover the spy under her very nose today. This will only be more of the same. We must just imagine ourselves in enemy territory, under surveillance by particularly cunning foes. We can’t give up.’

‘I know,’ I said. I really did. Detective work is frightening, but what happened at Fallingford has made me realize that terrible things happen whether or not you want them to. You must make a choice: to turn and look them in the eye, and see the terrible things for what they are, or to hide away and pretend to yourself that they are not real – and if you choose the second, there is always a moment when you can’t pretend any more. Last term, I decided that I was not going to be the kind of person who pretended. I would square my shoulders, and be, if not heroic (I have explained before that I am not someone who can ever be heroic, really), then at least very brave.

‘We’re going to find the murderer,’ said Daisy. ‘We’ll just have to be very clever about how we do it, that’s all.’
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There was a brisk, Hetty-shaped knock on the door, and then Hetty herself popped her head round it. Her cap was on slightly askew, and her cheeks were pink with emotion. She looked afraid, and hectic, and secretly excited – just the way I felt.

‘Mr Wong came looking for me,’ she said, ‘to tell me to watch over you. Oh, Miss Daisy, can’t you ever stop poking your nose in?’

I wondered again why people always assumed that it was Daisy, not me, who caused all the trouble.

‘I’m to make sure that you get into bed and don’t listen to all the nasty stuff in the corridor. Miss Hazel, your father’s fuming.’

‘This is all most unfair!’ said Daisy, the picture of injured innocence.

‘Oh, it is not,’ said Hetty, grinning and tucking a stray strand of red hair up into her cap. ‘I know you, Miss Daisy. You brought this upon yourself.’

‘Hetty, you won’t really stop us from looking into things, will you?’ asked Daisy. ‘It’s so dull, following the rules all the time.’

Hetty looked uncomfortable. ‘If you want to get up to mischief, I won’t enquire, but I can’t help you do it. While I’m on this holiday I work for Miss Hazel’s father. I’m sorry, Miss Daisy, but that’s the way it is.’

It was not fair! I thought as Hetty called in an attendant to fold down our bunks, and then tidied away our things while we changed into our nighties.

I climbed up to the top bunk (Daisy says she needs the bottom bunk, in case anything happens that she wants to investigate) and Hetty tucked the sheets in around me. Her thin hands were rough, and reminded me of our family’s mui jai, back in Hong Kong. I smiled at her.

‘Hetty,’ said Daisy below me, and I heard her sit up. ‘Sarah must be upset about what happened to Mrs Daunt.’

‘Is that a question?’ asked Hetty.

‘Of course not!’ said Daisy. ‘But she is, isn’t she?’

‘Hmm,’ said Hetty, climbing back down the ladder with one final smile at me. She vanished from sight, and I had to wriggle round a bit to bring the room back into view below me. ‘Some people don’t show their emotions on the outside, you know that.’

‘So she’s not upset?’

‘She’s busy, Miss Daisy! Mr Daunt needs looking after, and Mrs Daunt . . . Well, I heard she wasn’t the best of mistresses. Never gave Sarah anything by way of perks. Not that I think Sarah should take things from her—’

‘What things?’

‘Oh, only little trinkets – I shouldn’t have told you that. No using it in your investigation!’

‘Hetty, will you watch her?’

‘Miss Daisy!’ said Hetty. ‘Don’t! Miss Livedon won’t like it. I’ve seen her looking at you.’

So Hetty had noticed who Mrs Vitellius really was.

‘Hetty!’ said Daisy, propping herself up on her elbows. ‘This is really most important – we’ll keep mum about Sarah and the stealing, but you mustn’t say anything to anyone about where you’ve met Miss Livedon – Mrs Vitellius – before! She’s on a really top-secret mission.’

‘I never would,’ said Hetty. ‘Although not for her sake.’

Hetty, as I have said, really is an utter brick.

‘Now, lights out, girls. I’ll be back in the morning – and I shall be listening hard tonight. No talking!’

‘Yes, Hetty,’ said Daisy. ‘Of course.’

But as soon as she had gone I felt a knocking on the wooden slats underneath my bunk. It only took me a moment to recognize the Morse Code pattern: I-n-v-e-s-t-i-g-a-t-i-o-n-b-e-g-i-n-s-t-o-m-o-r-r-o-w!

Y-e-s, I knocked back, light as a whisper.

D-e-t-e-c-t-i-v-e-s-o-c-i-e-t-y-f-o-r-e-v-e-r, knocked Daisy, and then I heard her sigh happily, and roll over, and fall asleep. Life, for Daisy, is never better than when we are on a case.

I, however, could not sleep. I wrote everything up, until my wristwatch, hanging on its hook next to my bunk, said 12.20, and the stopped train, slowly at first and then faster and faster, began to huff and churn and gallop forward again through the night. Daisy rolled over in bed and muttered, ‘Unhand me, criminal, I know the truth!’

I jumped, then giggled. Of course, she was only having a dream. I lay still a while longer, feeling the train jolting about beneath me, and then my eyes began to drift closed. I shut them properly, and saw the floating blackness behind my eyelids and then nothing at all.
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I woke with a jump. I thought I’d been dreaming something horrid about the night before – but then I realized that the jumping was carrying on even though I was awake; an awful loud howling and juddering, as though the Orient Express itself were being tortured.

‘Lord!’ said Daisy from below me. ‘Why are we stopping?’

‘I don’t know!’ I said, my teeth chattering. ‘It isn’t morning yet!’

It wasn’t. My wristwatch said 5.14, and the light filtering through our blind was still pearlish.

I climbed down from my bunk, the rungs pressing coldly up against my bare feet, and then splashed water from the basin onto my face and neck (I missed the bit behind my ears, but decided that it was allowed, under the circumstances). Daisy was hopping from foot to foot, desperate to get out of the door. Her hair was brushed and her robe was neatly tied. I reminded myself for the hundredth time that Daisy Wells does not really have magical beautifying powers.

‘All right!’ I said, pulling on my own pale blue robe. ‘All right, I’m coming!’ and we pushed the door open and peered out into the corridor.

Other doors were opening now too, and guests were appearing, all wrapped in robes and slippers. The Countess, leaning on her cane, was majestic in an eau-de-nil silk creation, and Mrs Vitellius was draped in a beautiful duck-egg blue kimono. Alexander, in surprisingly childish pinstriped pyjamas which he was slightly too tall for, began to smile at us, but then the Countess said, ‘Alexander! Do not look at the ladies, if you please!’ and he blushed until his ears went red. Daisy dropped a curtsey in the Countess’s direction, and I saw them eyeing each other approvingly.

‘Whatever’s the matter?’ growled Mr Daunt, in a velvety purple robe like an emperor. ‘Where is that man – Jocelyn! Why have we stopped?’

At the sound of his voice, Jocelyn came hurrying up, fully dressed even though it was so dreadfully early. His face was creased with concern.

‘Ladies,’ he said, ‘gentlemen – my apologies. There has been a sudden stop – it is quite necessary – you are all safe, let me assure you—’

‘Safe?’ said the Countess as Madame Melinda appeared in a black dressing gown as fringed and fanciful as her day dress had been. ‘Why should we not be safe?’

‘Ladies – gentlemen – let me assure you . . .’ There was something Jocelyn did not want to say to us, I could tell.

‘SPIT IT OUT, MAN!’ roared Mr Daunt.

Jocelyn took a deep breath. ‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ he said. ‘Do not be alarmed.’

I heard another door opening, and Mr Strange poked his head out. His face looked drawn and pale, and his thin fingers gripped the edge of his door. Why did he seem so afraid all the time? I wondered. What was going on inside his head? Seeing Mr Strange made me realize who was missing – once again, Il Mysterioso’s door remained firmly closed. Where was he? It was impossible that he had failed to hear all the commotion in the corridor.

‘We are still in Jugo-Slavia, I’m afraid. Near Vincovci, just this side of the border. I cannot tell you when we’ll be moving again. There’s been . . . Ladies and gentlemen, a device has exploded on the line up ahead.’

I was quite sure that I had misheard him. After all, it seemed too dramatic to be true – just like something out of one of Daisy’s spy novels. But then the Countess sucked in her breath, and Mrs Vitellius shrieked, and I knew that they had heard the same words I had. A device. A bomb.

‘This is too much!’ cried Sarah. She went pushing through the crowd to Mr Daunt’s side. ‘First murder, now explosions – I shall hand in my notice!’

‘Quiet, Sarah,’ snapped Mr Daunt, catching hold of her arm. I noticed them staring at each other; he did not let her go straight away.

‘It’s the Soviets!’ shrieked the Countess, clutching her throat. ‘Alexander! Quick!’

‘Madam!’ cried Jocelyn, waving his arms so that the buttons on his Wagon Lit uniform flashed. ‘It is not the Soviets! It is merely rebels, trying to make trouble in their country! You are in no danger. Please listen to me!’

‘DESIST!’ my father roared suddenly, and everyone else fell silent and froze, shocked.

‘Thank you, sir,’ said Jocelyn. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, please. Do not fear. You are perfectly safe. This is something we were warned of – this was the matter I was discussing in the other carriage last night when the, ah, very unfortunate incident occurred – but we had hoped to avoid an explosion. Luckily, however, although the bomb was meant to destroy the line, the actions of our scouting party caused it to have only minimal damage. We are now fixing this, and we shall be on our way in the next day or so.’

‘The next day or so!’ cried Madame Melinda. ‘But—’

The grown-ups all began to panic. Sarah was threatening to hand in her notice again, and Mr Daunt was shouting at her in a way that really was very rude. I wondered if I had imagined the arm-holding moment.

‘If there really was a bomb on the line,’ whispered Daisy to me, ‘then we’re stuck here until it’s fixed, and that means we can’t get to the police. We’re all alone again, which makes it far easier to detect, even if we do have Mrs Vitellius and your father trying to stop us. Hazel, this case may not have got off to the best start, but things are looking up at last!’
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Unfortunately, she had spoken too soon.

Still in our night things, we were all asked to gather at our tables in the dining car, sitting just as we had the evening before (the gap where Mrs Daunt had been loomed so large that no one could look at it). Jocelyn stood at one end, and next to him stood the doctor from the Calais–Athens coach. He looked just as confident as he had last night – not, as I knew Kitty would have said to me if she had been there (I had a sudden moment of missing her), that he had much reason for it. He was a thin man, with rather a large head and ears that stuck out, and his suit did not fit.

Il Mysterioso had at last been ferretted out of his compartment. He did not explain why he hadn’t emerged earlier; in fact, he did not speak at all. He sat with his shoulders hunched beneath his cloak, playing a coin to and fro between his fingers. He looked pale and pointed, and his beard was quite uncombed. I supposed that he was upset that we’d been prevented from reaching Belgrade, so he couldn’t hand over his documents. I reminded myself that he could not know that Daisy and I knew his secret, but all the same I shivered when he happened to raise his eyes and stare at me.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ said Jocelyn, smoothing down his jacket. ‘As you know, the train is not moving at present. This is for your safety.

‘In light of the events of last night, we are in a rather delicate situation. The, er, body has been moved into the guards’ van, and will be safe there until we arrive in Belgrade, but the fact remains that a crime has been committed, and of course it must be looked into. Luckily I have discovered that we happen to have a – well – someone with experience of these matters on board.’

Mrs Vitellius coughed daintily into her handkerchief and I glanced at her in shock. Had she revealed her identity to Jocelyn?

Daisy sat up very straight and pinched my arm, pink-cheeked. I realized what she was thinking. She was quite obviously ready for the Detective Society to be officially given the case. ‘We’re it, Hazel!’ she murmured. ‘Buck up!’

‘I am bucked,’ I said. ‘It’s only that I haven’t eaten breakfast yet. And are you sure—’

‘Of course I’m sure!’ hissed Daisy – and then her mouth dropped open as Jocelyn turned, not to Mrs Vitellius’s table, or ours – but to the doctor beside him.

‘This,’ he said, ‘is Dr Sandwich, graduate of medicine – and, it emerges, an amateur detective of some repute. He solved last year’s Satterthwaite murder – you must recall?’

Everyone looked blank.

‘I had only a small hand in the matter,’ said Dr Sandwich, wriggling his thin shoulders under his suit. I noticed that his nose bulged, and he had a little moustache and stubby eyelashes that fluttered when he spoke. ‘I . . . was able to advise the police.’

‘You told me you solved the case!’ exclaimed Jocelyn.

‘Well,’ said Dr Sandwich. ‘Perhaps. I did deduce that the size and position of the wound meant that the supposed murder weapon, a fire iron, could not have been used. Instead, Mr Satterthwaite must have been killed with an antique paperweight from the family collection – and that pointed to only one murderer.’ He paused. ‘It was really quite easy,’ he said, with false modesty.

Daisy’s grip on my arm had suddenly become painful. ‘Ow!’ I mouthed at her. I do not think she heard.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ said Jocelyn, ‘I have been allowed by my superiors to nominate Dr Sandwich as the representative of the international police until the train reaches Belgrade. He has already examined the crime scene, allowing the body to be moved to its present position, and he now requests that you allow yourselves to be interviewed in this dining car. After breakfast you will be called in one by one – until you are, we ask you to remain calmly in your compartments. There is no reason to be concerned – on behalf of the Compagnie Internationale des Wagons-Lits, I can promise you that you will suffer no more disruption than necessary. We aim to make your stay with us as secure and comfortable as possible. The one request I must make is that you do not lock your doors – it is important that everything remains open and accessible to Dr Sandwich.’

‘And what if we refuse?’ asked Mr Strange quietly. He was very pale and his hands were shaking. He did not look either secure or comfortable.

‘You wouldn’t dare!’ said Mr Daunt loudly. ‘You haven’t given any alibi for the moment Georgie was killed, have you? Do you know’ – he turned to Dr Sandwich – ‘that he wrote to Georgie and asked her for two hundred pounds just a week ago? Of course she refused, as I told her she must, and he must have followed us onto the train so he could ask her again!’

‘I had no idea you would be here!’ cried Mr Strange. ‘This was a . . . a research trip. I—’

‘Please,’ said Jocelyn. ‘Please – wait for the interviews.’

‘Very well,’ said Mr Daunt. ‘But I demand to go first.’

Jocelyn nodded, palms together. ‘Now, if you are amenable, I shall call for the breakfast service. Thank you all – and please, as I said, do not fear!’

Of course, most people ignored his assurances. Madame Melinda was talking about negative energy and dangerous forces. Sarah was muttering furiously, her arms crossed, and Mr Daunt was glaring at Madame Melinda. Alexander was fiddling with his pyjama cuff. Then he looked up at Jocelyn and Dr Sandwich, and I caught his expression. It was shiningly excited, the same look that Daisy gets when we talk about detection.

‘Excuse me,’ said Alexander to Dr Sandwich. ‘Excuse me! I’d like to help.’
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‘Alexander!’ snapped the Countess. ‘Do not be ridiculous!’

But Dr Sandwich held up a hand. ‘Wait,’ he said, his eyes – like his nose, they were rather large and bulging – fixing on Alexander. ‘Young man, why do you want to aid us?’

‘I want to be a detective when I grow up,’ said Alexander. ‘I already have lots of useful skills. I can even almost write shorthand. I’ve been learning it out of a book.’

‘That is commendable, but I’m afraid we cannot let you help,’ said Jocelyn.

‘No, no, Mr Buri,’ said Dr Sandwich. ‘Wait. The lad wants to help – why shouldn’t he? He ought to be rewarded for his noble offer – and I can already tell that he has great potential. Why, he reminds me of myself at his age. Yes, Mr Arcady, you may be our personal stenographer.’

The Countess opened and closed her mouth; for once she had no sharp, cutting remark ready. Her fingers in their little bed-gloves clasped the table. I stared at her. Was she upset because she didn’t want her grandson mixed up with a murder mystery? Or was she afraid of what he might discover about her? ‘Alexander,’ she said at last, in a surprisingly small voice, ‘I don’t—’

‘My lady!’ cried Dr Sandwich. ‘You must let him! Why, anyone would think you had something to hide!’ He chuckled jovially.

The Countess swallowed. She had given in.

‘Excuse me! May I point out that my secretary has a shorthand qualification and a travelling typewriter,’ said my father, frowning. ‘Would he not be more useful?’

‘Nonsense! We already have our helper,’ said Dr Sandwich. ‘We are not the police – we can afford to employ more unconventional methods.’

I decided that I disliked him.

I looked at Daisy to see what she made of him. She was staring off into the distance, her chin in her hand like a pretty portrait. Only I could hear her grinding her teeth. I nudged her and the grinding stopped.

We were sent back to our compartments to get dressed and wait for breakfast – and of course, Daisy was fuming. ‘This is simply the worst holiday I’ve ever been on!’ she hissed. ‘Alexander gets to hear all about the murder while we’re not allowed to investigate at all.’

‘Shh,’ I said. ‘Someone will hear you.’

‘No chance of that! We’re surrounded by fools,’ said Daisy. She really was in a mood.

For once, breakfast lasted far longer than I would have liked. A constant stream of waiters flowed through the dining car with pots of coffee and salvers piled high with good things, but without the noise of the train clacking along the rails everything was eerily silent. No one spoke, and no one dared to look up, in case they caught someone else’s eye.

And I knew why. One of the people in the Calais–Istanbul coach must be the murderer – that was quite obvious, even to the grown-ups.

Ours was the very front carriage of the train. There was no carriage beyond ours, so there was no reason for any other passenger to walk through it – it didn’t lead anywhere. And anyway, no other passenger had left the dining car during dinner and gone into our sleeping car – they would have had to walk past our tables, and we would have noticed.

So who had been absent from the dining car at the moment Mrs Daunt screamed?

I took a pastry from one of the platters and decided that, while we waited for the right moment to hold our first detective meeting, I could organize things in my head so that I was ready for it. I took a large bite of pastry (with extra apricot jam heaped on top) and stared at the nibblers and sippers and pickers around me. Once again, I could not understand why murder seemed to ruin some people’s appetites. Then I made myself think back to the evening before.

There had been the four of us at our table: me, Daisy, Father and Maxwell. Next to us, at the Daunts’ table, had been Mr Daunt, alone once Mrs Daunt had left. On the same side, closer to the kitchen, Sarah had gone out, leaving Hetty alone, and next to them, the Countess had left Alexander alone at their table. Between our table and the door, Mr Strange, Il Mysterioso, Mrs Vitellius and Madame Melinda had all gone – their table of four had been quite empty.

As I was thinking this, letting the night before fill up my head until I could almost see it when I squinted, I happened to glance down at Daisy’s plate. She had left her final piece of toast, and now she was breaking it up into crumbs and pushing them about in vague patterns. I had never seen Daisy pick at her food – it was most out of character. But then I looked at those crumbs again, and saw that the patterns she was making were not random. The pieces of toast were grouped in three sets of two and two sets of four, arranged just like our real tables. As I watched, Daisy took away one complete four and one from each of the twos. She looked up at me, face very straight, for all the world as though she were bored, and could not think how better to occupy her time – and then she spread her hands out on the tablecloth with both thumbs and two fingers tucked under.

Daisy was telling me, as clear as day, that we had six possible suspects – and who those suspects were. Il Mysterioso, Mr Strange, Madame Melinda, Mrs Vitellius, Sarah and the Countess. Judging by the evidence of our own eyes and ears, no one else could have done it.
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After breakfast I assumed that we would be left alone to hold our detective meeting – but my father had other plans. ‘Hazel,’ he said. ‘Miss Wells. Why don’t we all sit together this morning? Bring your things through to Maxwell’s compartment.’

I knew that he was trying to protect us while the investigation was going on, but I burned with shame. He was treating us like little children! How scornful Daisy would be. Why, her parents didn’t— But then I caught myself.

‘How wizard!’ said Daisy, with her best enthusiastic face on. ‘We can fill out our puzzle books, can’t we, Hazel!’

I looked at her and caught her tiny wink.

‘Oh,’ I said. ‘Yes. Our puzzle books.’

‘Splendid!’ said my father, squeezing my shoulder. I smiled up at him awkwardly. But of course there was nothing to do but bring our things to Maxwell’s compartment, Hetty following along behind with an armful of puzzle books and novels (she was careful to include none of the crime ones).

I opened The Baffle Book (Daisy and I have solved its puzzles so many times that it feels like an old friend) to get at this casebook, which lay inside it – and then slammed it shut again as my father came through the connecting door.

He stared down at Daisy and me, sitting on the plush seat, and I was sure that he must be able to see straight through the pages of The Baffle Book and realize that we were disobeying him. But he only pushed his glasses up his nose and said, ‘Good, you are settling in. Now, there are papers I must work on this morning – will you be all right here? Maxwell and I will be just on the other side of this door.’

‘Yes, Father,’ I replied.

‘Yes, Mr Wong,’ said Daisy, with a dazzling smile.

My father went back into his compartment, leaving the door ajar. A moment later we heard him say to Maxwell, ‘Now, the Darlington letter. Further to his correspondence on the twenty-seventh of last month . . .’

‘I think you’ll agree that we have a new nemesis,’ said Daisy, quiet as a breath. ‘Dr Sandwich. What an . . . an amateur! We must prove ourselves better than him!’

‘Shh!’ I mouthed, and in the other room my father raised his voice to ask, ‘Are you all right, girls?’

I opened The Baffle Book on my knee with my casebook inside, and, nudging Daisy, wrote:
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Daisy frowned. Then she seized the pencil from me and wrote:
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I nodded, and the quietest ever meeting of the Detective Society began.
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I paused. Daisy immediately snatched the pencil from me and wrote:
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I shrugged at her, amazed. She pointed to her wristwatch and rolled her eyes. Of course – as soon as she heard the scream, she must have checked her watch. It was an utterly Daisy-ish thing to do.
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Again, I knew that only too well. I thought of the blood, all over Mrs Daunt and the floor and her lovely dinner dress. What I had seen in that compartment was so horrid that, after the initial shock, it hardly seemed real. The doorway had been a sort of frame that separated me from what was happening inside. Mrs Daunt had looked, not like a human, but a doll, the blood comically red, as though it had been spread about by someone playing a joke. And all the shouting around me had seemed like lines being spoken in a radio play, very loud and dramatic but not really meaning anything.

I found a body once, almost a year ago. There was not much blood at all, and no screaming; only someone lying very still in the half-dark – but it is in my mind as the worst horror there could be. It still makes my skin crawl.
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Daisy snatched the pencil again and wrote:
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I could see that she agreed: Mr Strange was a very likely suspect.
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Daisy scrawled:
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I nodded at her. I remembered Il Mysterioso’s trick for the policemen the afternoon before. In light of what had happened to Mrs Daunt, it did not seem so innocent any more.
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Daisy pinched me appreciatively at that.
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Those were the five suspects that I was certain of. Now we came to the one who concerned me.
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I looked at Daisy to see if she really thought that Mrs Vitellius might be responsible.

She raised her eyebrows and shrugged. Then she wrote,
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I had not thought of that. Surely not even Mrs Vitellius would be allowed to kill someone in the course of her job . . . But although I did not believe it, we could not discount her until we had proved to ourselves that she had not done it. That was part of our Detective Society code.

So there were our six suspects, and there were their motives. But how were we to rule five of them out? I shrugged at Daisy, as if to say, What next?

She rolled her eyes at me again – I rather resented that – and took up the pencil.

[image: img]

I raised both eyebrows at that list. I did not see how we were to accomplish 2 and 3 – and even 4 and 5 seemed very hopeful.

Despite Daisy’s optimism, I felt that we really were stuck.

And then someone knocked on my father’s door.
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We heard it through the half-open connecting door, and the wall (they really were very thin, the partitions between compartments).

‘Come in!’ called my father.

‘Oh, Mr Wong!’ said Mrs Vitellius in her sweetest voice. My heart jumped, and Daisy and I stared at each other. What did it mean? ‘Good morning. I’m so sorry – did I disturb you?’

‘Not at all,’ said my father. ‘How may I help you?’

‘Well . . . you see, I have just had some elevenses delivered to my compartment, and it really is rather enormous. Much too much for me! And I thought, why, perhaps I could invite your two girls in to help me eat it? What with the awful things that have happened, I thought it might be nice to give them a little distraction.’

‘How kind of you!’ said my father. ‘But—’

‘Oh, we’ll be perfectly safe,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘It will take their mind off things, I’m sure. We can talk about dresses – it will be such fun!’

‘Hmm,’ said my father. He does not approve of me thinking about clothes too much – he says that it distracts me from important things like history and sums. I’m sure I can think of both. But I heard the note in his voice that meant he was about to agree. ‘Very well, then. They are through that door, in my secretary’s compartment – and no doubt listening in. But keep a close eye on them, won’t you? It’s been . . . Well, you know what has been happening.’

I heard the sound of Mrs Vitellius’s high-heeled footsteps, and then she popped her head round the connecting door, in her tangerine dress, even more striking than yesterday’s.

‘Girls!’ she said. ‘How should you like to come with me and eat cake?’

Daisy and I were ushered along the corridor. I felt horribly prisoner-like, even when we went into Mrs Vitellius’s compartment and saw what was waiting for us there: in the middle of the room, on a handsome wooden stand, was a great silver tray, piled high with creamy cakes and little fruit tarts and iced fancies. Three china cups stood ready next to an enormous silver jug, which steamed deliciously. Mrs Vitellius had obviously been expecting us.

We sat down, and she poured, flooding the whole room with the spicy smell of chocolate. It was hardly hot chocolate weather – the compartment was already warm, with the sun pouring in through the window – but I did not mind. It looked glorious.

Mrs Vitellius leaned forward and took the plumpest, creamiest cake, absolutely oozing with jam. ‘Go on, girls,’ she said, winking at us. ‘I know how you like your bunbreaks.’

‘Is this a trick?’ asked Daisy, folding her arms.

I folded my arms too, in solidarity with her, and tried not to gaze at the cakes. I knew what Daisy would say: that a good detective must never put personal comfort before the needs of an investigation. But they did look excellent.

‘This,’ said Mrs Vitellius, ‘is a discussion. Is that all right with you?’

‘No,’ said Daisy, sticking her chin out. ‘I don’t like it. Before we go any further I want you to show us your official letter from him – the person we shall call M. Just so we know that you really are doing what you say you are, and it’s all right. And you can give us your alibi as well.’

Mrs Vitellius glared at us, all jolly pretence dropped. ‘You girls!’ she began. Then she sighed, reached into her fashionable little clutch bag and pulled out a piece of paper. ‘Here you are,’ she said. ‘From M himself, officially confirming that I am here to do the business of the British government – and not murder anyone, in case that was what you were thinking.’

I craned over Daisy’s shoulder, and we read the letter together. It was typed on thick cream paper with a beautiful lion and unicorn crest.
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‘Well,’ said Daisy. ‘That all seems to be in order. And your alibi? If we’re not satisfied, I warn you, we can scream terribly loudly.’

‘Daisy, don’t be ridiculous.’

‘I’m not! I’m not the person on a top-secret mission which could be compromised at any moment.’

‘Very well,’ snapped Mrs Vitellius. ‘As you no doubt already noticed, I left the dining car last night with Madame Melinda, who is in the next compartment to mine. Tiresome woman. She saw me to my door, and when I went in I heard her muttering away to herself. It was so loud that I knocked to quiet her – and a moment later I heard the scream. I ran out of my compartment at the same moment that Madame Melinda came out of hers. Happy?’

Daisy frowned. ‘It sounds plausible,’ she said. ‘We shall have to compare your story with Madame Melinda’s before we accept it absolutely, of course, but it will do for now.’

I agreed with her. We would have to hear from Madame Melinda in order to be utterly sure, but if she confirmed the story, it seemed as though we could rule out not only Mrs Vitellius, but Madame Melinda as well.

‘Did you hear anyone running past your compartment after the scream, by the way?’ asked Daisy.

‘I did not,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘Which does not mean it didn’t happen, of course – the murderer could have removed their shoes – they wouldn’t have been heard on the carpet. I expect the murderer dodged into their own compartment, and then rejoined the crowd in the corridor once it was large enough. Now that I have cleared up the matter of my innocence, may I speak about why I called you here?’

‘All right then,’ said Daisy. ‘If you must.’

I picked up my fondant fancy at last and bit into it, letting the sugar melt against my tongue. Uncomfortable situations, I feel, are always made slightly less so by food.

‘I want to speak to you about the murder. It’s a dangerous business, girls.’

‘We know that!’ said Daisy scornfully.

‘Well then, it should be only too obvious that if you want to keep yourselves safe you must have nothing further to do with it,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘I know you’re cross with me for getting your father to prevent you detecting – but this is no place for you. Whether or not the murder is linked to the case I was ordered on to this train to investigate—’

‘Oh, do you think it is?’ asked Daisy brightly.

Mrs Vitellius glared at her before continuing, ‘As a representative of the British government, I must now investigate this murder of a British citizen, and I don’t want you dragged into it. I know you girls solved the Fallingford murder, but this is quite different.’

‘How is it different?’ asked Daisy heatedly. The wrinkle had appeared on the bridge of her nose, just as I knew it would. ‘Anyway, we’re part of it now. We were there when it happened! And we haven’t just solved the Fallingford murder. We have solved two murder cases. We are detectives. We have badges!’

‘I know, Daisy,’ said Mrs Vitellius, sighing again. ‘But I have to think about what M would want, and I know that although he trusts you—’

‘If he trusts us, then you should!’ cried Daisy, putting down her fondant fancy. ‘This simply isn’t fair of you! You’re being awful! You shouldn’t be stopping us detecting, you should be helping us. We can’t leave everything to that dreadful Dr Sandwich. We’re much better detectives than he is, and you know it.’

Mrs Vitellius sucked in a breath. Her nostrils pinched in and she drew her eyebrows together. ‘Daisy Wells!’ she said. ‘You are a very difficult child.’

‘I’m not a child, I’m a detective, and if you ban us from detecting I shall tell the whole carriage who you really are. I don’t want to, but I will if you make me,’ said Daisy, folding her arms again. ‘Heroes often have to do rather awful things to make sure that everything turns out all right in the end.’

‘Stay out of this case!’ snapped Mrs Vitellius. ‘If I catch you poking your noses in, I shall do my very best to stop you.’

They glared at each other, and I realized that if I did not say something we might be stuck here for ever. Neither of them was the sort to give in.

‘What if we promised to stay safe?’ I asked. ‘We don’t want to be hurt any more than you do.’ (This was not entirely true. Daisy does not mind the idea of being hurt simply because she does not believe in danger. She imagines herself the heroine of her story, and everyone knows that heroines cannot die.) ‘If we stay safe, and you don’t see us detecting – isn’t that enough?’

Mrs Vitellius opened her mouth to say no. But then she took a deep breath. ‘You’ll stay away from the spy?’ she asked.

‘Unless they turn out to be the murderer, yes,’ said Daisy grandly.

Mrs Vitellius pressed down on a piece of cake with her fork – so hard that it became a sort of paste on her plate.

‘Oh!’ she said. ‘You can be sure M will hear about this! You are dreadful.’

‘Only when someone crosses us,’ said Daisy cheerfully. ‘Don’t worry, you shan’t hear a peep out of us until we solve the case.’

‘Until I solve the case, you mean,’ said Mrs Vitellius.

They glared at each other again.

‘Well,’ Mrs Vitellius went on, ‘the one thing we can agree on is that it won’t be Dr Sandwich. The man’s a bungler of the first water. If it were up to him, the murder would never be solved.’
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Now that we seemed to have almost reached an agreement, I took a fruit tart and nibbled at it thoughtfully. I wondered again whether Mrs Vitellius knew as much as we did about the spy. Ought we to tell her what we had seen in Milan, and what we suspected about Il Mysterioso? But no, Daisy would be furious with me.

The room was very warm now, what with the hot chocolate and the three of us crammed into it. I looked at the window and wished it would open properly. Everything on this train was so close – it was really horrid to think how near the murderer must be, only separated from us by a few doors, and none of them locked.

That made me think of the locked-room mystery, of course. If Daisy was right, the murderer we were up against this time had planned what they had done, quite carefully – could we really be safe if we tried to unmask the culprit? How long would it take for them to realize that we were on their track?

I jumped when there was a knock on the door. ‘Come in!’ called Mrs Vitellius, and the door opened to reveal Hetty. She was shifting from foot to foot, looking most concerned. I suddenly realized how odd this must be for her. Luckily, she is very good in odd situations.

‘Good morning, Mrs Vitellius,’ she said. ‘I’ve been sent by Miss Wong’s father to collect the girls from you.’

‘We were having a lovely time, weren’t we, girls?’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘Thank you, Letty – oh, no, Hetty.’

‘Yes, madam,’ said Hetty, dead-pan. ‘If I may, madam . . . Come along, girls. You’re to come back to Mr Wong’s compartment.’

It was an order – yet another one – from a grown-up who meant well but who was hampering our efforts to investigate the case. I glanced back at Mrs Vitellius as we left, and I thought she looked rather cheerful. She knew that she had the head start on us – how could we hope to solve the case before she did?
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We sat down in our old places in Maxwell’s compartment. I was still struggling to understand how the murder had happened at all. How could the murderer have locked both Mrs Daunt’s main door and the connecting door, then somehow manage to get out of the room and escape without anyone seeing or hearing them? Even though Jocelyn had been in the Calais–Athens coach when the murder had happened, surely one of the other passengers would have seen the murderer? Only a few moments had passed between Mrs Daunt’s scream and everyone in the dining car rushing along to her compartment. It seemed like a magic trick, or something from a murder mystery novel – but was the fact that we had a magician and a crime writer amongst our suspects important, or just a red herring?

Daisy seized the casebook and wrote, crossly:

[image: img]

I nodded and wrote:

[image: img]

‘Yes!’ said Daisy. We both automatically looked up at the connecting door to my father’s compartment. Just like the one between Mr and Mrs Daunt’s compartments, each side had a shiny silver bolt – it could be locked by either person, or both at once. There was no way for anyone on one side of the door to push back the bolt if it was locked on the other side. Madame Melinda had been able to open the door the evening before because only Mrs Daunt had pushed her bolt home – on Mr Daunt’s side it was unlocked.

So could someone have set it up to allow them to close the bolt from the other side? If they had tied a bit of string to the bolt, perhaps, closed the door and tugged on the string to pull the bolt home?

I stood up, the better to peer at the connecting door’s bolt, and Daisy came to stand next to me. I pointed at the bolt, and mimed tying on a bit of string – I saw that it could be done: there was a handle on the bolt to attach it to. Quick as a flash, Daisy was kneeling down to undo her shoelace. She wrapped it round the bolt in a clever little knot, and then handed the other end to me with a nod. I realized what she wanted me to do. I stepped through the doorway, lace tucked into my hand, and pulled the door closed behind me. Maxwell and my father looked up, surprised.

‘Hello,’ I said, rather weakly, and gave the string in my hand a sharp tug. The bolt caught, and I tugged again – and there was a click. I had done it.

‘Are you all right, Hazel?’ asked my father.

‘Er,’ I said. ‘Yes. I just wanted to come and see you.’

Daisy’s knot was not coming undone. I pulled at it once more, and stepped into the room, to put even more pressure on it. At last I felt it give, and it slipped through the door to hang from my fingers. I balled it up in my fist and said, ‘Mrs Vitellius was very nice. She gave us cake.’

‘Good, Hazel,’ said my father, eyebrows raised. ‘Do you need anything?’

‘Er,’ I said again. ‘No. I just wanted . . . to say hello.’

‘Hello.’ He smiled at me. ‘Bearing up, are you?’

I nodded. ‘I’ll – er – go back to Daisy now,’ I said, and only remembered then that the connecting door was locked. ‘Er, through the main door. It’s . . . a sort of game we’re playing. Goodbye.’

I glanced back as I went out, and saw my father giving me a very concerned look. I could tell that he was worried that I was behaving strangely again. ‘Leave the door open,’ he called after me.

Daisy clapped me on the back as soon as I slipped into Maxwell’s compartment. ‘Excellent!’ she whispered. ‘You see? I have faith in you, even if you haven’t. Really, you are much better than you think. We’ve proved that it could be done, and quite easily! That’s one question answered: the locked-room trick isn’t impossible after all. Now, another question: where was the blood?’

‘Oh!’ I said. I remembered all that blood – on Mrs Daunt, on the carpet . . . So why was it that no one in the corridor – not one of our suspects – had blood on their clothes? I remembered them all, clearly lit by the chandeliers: everyone had been quite unspotted. I thought for a bit, and wrote:
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Daisy added her comment:

[image: img]

‘Cloak!’ I whispered. ‘Do you think—?’

‘It could be,’ Daisy whispered back. ‘Put that together with the locked room – it really could be . . .’

[image: img]

I nodded. It was funny – sitting hunched over this casebook with Daisy, snatching the pencil between us and writing over each other’s words, I suddenly felt very safe and close to Deepdean – although we were miles away, in a quite alien place, surrounded by strangers.

[image: img]

I paused to think. Then I answered:

[image: img]

My head was spinning.

And that was when we heard voices coming from behind our heads in Il Mysterioso’s compartment.
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Il Mysterioso’s compartment, you see, is one along from Maxwell’s. They back onto one another, although they do not share a connecting door, and so, leaning our heads against the wall, we could listen in quite easily.

‘Excuse me?’ said Alexander’s voice. ‘Mr Mysterioso? Dr Sandwich and Mr Buri would like to see you in the dining car now.’

There was a pause. ‘Thank you,’ said Il Mysterioso – and was it my imagination, or did I hear anxiety in his deep voice? ‘I am just coming. Wait outside.’

The compartment door closed, and then there was a brief flurry of movement – a creak, a shove, as though someone were standing on the seat and shoving something onto the luggage rack – and then the door opened again and we heard Il Mysterioso’s voice once more, out in the corridor this time.

‘Here I am,’ he said. ‘Do your worst.’

‘Yes, sir,’ said Alexander, and then the compartment door closed, and they were gone.

Daisy and I stared at each other. We had to seize the moment somehow – but was it more important to search through Il Mysterioso’s room, or eavesdrop on his interview?

‘You – dining car!’ hissed Daisy. ‘I’ll go to his room!’

‘No!’ I whispered. ‘I need to stay close to my father. If he finds us gone, I can stall.’

‘No!’ said Daisy automatically. ‘Oh – well – bother, Hazel, all right. But search thoroughly!’

I very nearly rolled my eyes at her, but decided at the last moment that it would be simply too Daisy-ish of me. Instead, as quietly as I could, I slid off the seat, its plush surface prickling my legs, and tiptoed towards the door, Daisy padding after me. In the other compartment, the voices still droned on about business.

I eased open the main door and turned left. Daisy followed me, as softly as a cat, and I tried to mimic her – no crashing, or galumphing, or unladylike movements. I do not think I did so badly. I slipped across the corridor carpet and pushed, very carefully, on Il Mysterioso’s door, thanking everything that Jocelyn had asked for all doors to remain unlocked. It opened and, breathing in, I slid inside.

The blind was down, and the room was hushed and dark and hot. It was also chaotic: shirt fronts and collars and suit jackets lay strewn everywhere. Since the bed had already been folded away, Il Mysterioso must have made the mess very recently. Below the mirror sat a selection of wicked little blades – I was quite horrified for a moment, until I realized that they must be beard trimmers. Next to them was a collection of square glass bottles that gave off a heavy, dangerous smell, just like Il Mysterioso himself.

I knew I had to be quick. My heart was pounding. Il Mysterioso seemed so menacing – I hated to even imagine what he might do if he found me in his room. I combed through his clothes, looking for suspicious specks of blood, but they were all quite clean. Then I looked for anything that might have provided a covering to a murderer, but although Il Mysterioso seemed to have a marvellous collection of long silk cravats and cloaks, none of them were stained. I could not see the missing necklace, either.

Then I remembered those noises we had heard, and looked at the mess again. There was something to find in this room, and I would find it. I climbed onto the folded-away bed and, on tiptoe, reached for the luggage rack. I was too short to be able to look up into it, so I had to go on the evidence of my fingers.

A large suitcase . . . a smaller one . . . a briefcase . . . and, pushed back into the far corner, a small square box that did not seem to have any hinges or openings at all. Intrigued, I lifted it down. It was a magic box – the sort that is impossible to open unless you know the trick, with a pattern of vines and fruit wriggling across the lid. It was really clever, as hiding places went – a policeman might struggle away at it for hours without making any headway at all.

However, my father has a collection back home in Hong Kong, and he used to test me on them, holding up his pocket watch and saying, ‘Ten minutes, Hazel . . . eleven minutes – you’re slipping . . .’ If there is one thing I know about, it is magic boxes. This one looked quite ordinary, as magic boxes go: I pressed its edges and tapped its side, and with a satisfying pop! it sprang open. Inside was a crackling packet of papers.

I squinted at them in the gloom, holding my breath and trying to hold my nerve. Were these the plans we had been looking for? Was this the final piece of proof we needed to show that Il Mysterioso was not only Mrs Vitellius’s spy, but Mrs Daunt’s murderer as well?

But it was very odd. The papers did not look like plans stolen from the British government. They were not even in English. I thought my eyes were playing tricks on me at first – but the letters really were all mixed-up – not Chinese, not French, not anything I could read. Geburtstag, I read on the first sheet, stumbling. Charakter. Religion. Abstammung. Charakter I could guess at, but I was not sure I was guessing correctly. Religion seemed straightforward – but was it one of those lying words, like pain in French, which means bread instead of hurt? I flipped through the pile of papers on my knee, and saw that they were all very similar: a kind of form, with different words inserted in the spaces. One word, though, came up again and again: Katholisch. Katholisch. Katholisch.

I sat still, reading and not understanding, and cross with myself for being so ignorant. I ought to. These were words, and words were what I was good at. Daisy would be furious at me, but I knew I could not take any of the papers with me, in case Il Mysterioso knew exactly how many there were in the packet. I was far more afraid of him than I was of Daisy Wells. I would just have to remember what they said. But how could I remember so many consonants, all jumbled together like nonsense?

As quickly as I could, I clambered up and shoved the box back where I had found it. I listened carefully at the door . . . No noises outside. So I crept thankfully back into the corridor, blinking in the bright light, and slipped into Maxwell’s compartment once more. Daisy was not back yet, and I held my breath – had my father noticed that we’d gone? But when I slid the bolt quietly back and pushed open the connecting door a little way, I heard his voice carrying on, threaded through with Maxwell’s queries. It was just as though I had never put myself in dreadful peril at all.

It was so strange – the difference between what my father thought I was doing and my real life – that I had to pop my head round the door and stare in at them. My father looked up over his glasses and gave me a brief, reassuring smile, like a touch on my shoulder. I smiled back, and felt as if I were being pulled in two.

‘Hello again, Hazel,’ he said. He was sitting in a high-backed chair that must have been specially brought in, and Maxwell was on the folded-away bed, taking dictation. ‘Don’t worry. I’ll just be a few more minutes – and then why don’t we all do a crossword together?’

‘Yes, Father,’ I said, hoping desperately that Daisy would come back soon.

Then my father turned back to Maxwell and said, ‘And the property to be sold . . .’

‘And the property to be sold,’ muttered Maxwell, ‘currently owned by the aforementioned Mr Diaz, must be—’

‘Auctioned,’ said my father, ‘auctioned on the—Apologies, Hazel, I’ll be with you soon.’

I pulled my head back. Once again, although my father was dealing with money and business and all those complicated things, it seemed as though he were the innocent one, and I the grown-up.
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I waited and waited, but Daisy still did not come back. Whatever could she be doing? I became so twitchy that I could hardly stay in my seat. Had she been caught spying? Was she in trouble? Did she need my help?

I decided that I had to act.

‘Father!’ I called, putting my head round the door once more. ‘I’ve ripped my stocking. Can we go and ask Hetty to patch it up?’

My father looked up, concerned.

‘We’ll be perfectly safe,’ I said hurriedly. ‘I promise. We’ll come back if even the smallest bit of danger happens.’

‘Very well, then,’ said my father. ‘But be careful, Hazel.’

‘Yes, Father,’ I said, hiding a sigh. I knew that I had confused him by looking in on him so many times: he thought I was frightened, instead of spying, but sometimes I think parents don’t realize how old you really are, or how much you can do.

‘Come on, Daisy!’ I said brightly to the empty room, and then I walked out into the corridor, sounding as much like two people as I could.

It was empty again, all the doors closed. Although I could hear dim voices from the dining car, Daisy was not loitering outside, so I turned the other way, trying to guess where she might be. Then I heard a little scuffling noise coming from Mrs Daunt’s compartment.

I crept up to the door, as softly as I could, and inched it open.

‘Wotcher, Watson,’ whispered Daisy, looking up from where she was kneeling on the floor, over a dark stain that made me shudder. ‘Come in!’

‘How did you know it was me?’ I whispered back, wriggling through the gap and pushing the door closed behind me.

‘Hmph,’ she said. ‘I always know it’s you. I would know you out of every person in the universe. You roll your feet out when you walk, and you step with your heel instead of your toe. How did you know it was me?’

‘You weren’t near the dining car,’ I said. ‘And anyway, a grown-up would have been much noisier. I told my father that I’d ripped my stocking, and we were going to visit Hetty to get it fixed. What have you found out?’

‘Oh, Il Mysterioso is a dreadful witness,’ said Daisy, rolling her eyes in the gloom. ‘All he’ll say is that he was alone in his compartment, practising a new trick, and he was so engrossed that he didn’t hear the noise. He’s either perfectly innocent or lying through his teeth. It was all becoming very boring, so I thought I’d take the opportunity to investigate the crime scene instead. Did you find the necklace?’

‘No,’ I said. ‘And no bloodstains, either. I suppose he might have covered himself with something, the way we thought, and then thrown it out of the window after he’d finished killing Mrs Daunt.’

‘Indeed,’ said Daisy. ‘The only thing that could go out of those windows is clothes.’

‘I found documents, though,’ I said. ‘Hidden in a magic box. They look important – I think they must be what he’s going to hand over to the Germans!’

Daisy’s face brightened with excitement.

‘Where are they? Show me!’

‘I, er, left them,’ I said guiltily. ‘I didn’t want him to miss them.’

‘Hazel! You chump! Why ever did you do that? But what did they say?’

I felt worse and worse. ‘They . . . I think they were in German. I couldn’t read them. But there was something that looked like Character, and something about Catholics.’

‘Oh, Hazel!’ Daisy frowned. ‘They must be proof that he’s the spy. They might even prove that he killed Mrs Daunt . . . And you left them!’

‘Sorry,’ I whispered. I felt more and more guilty. I really ought to have taken one, but I’d been terrified that Il Mysterioso might realize, and come after us. I imagined him striding towards us, cloak flapping about him like a bat, beard terrible. He would surely not hesitate to hurt us, and if it came out that we knew his secret . . . I shuddered. If he was the murderer we were searching for, as well as the spy, he was our most terrible foe yet.

‘Well,’ said Daisy. ‘Although you have not behaved as a Detective Society Vice-President ought, there is still time to redeem yourself. Let’s decide on our next steps. As agreed in our Plan of Action, we must find Mrs Daunt’s will to confirm who really does benefit from it.’

‘But why would she bring it on the train?’ I asked. ‘Surely it’s more likely to be in a safe at her house, or in a bank?’

‘Well, you never know, do you? She brought the necklace on the train, didn’t she? Anyway, there may be something else useful to be discovered. Now, hunt!’

I was not sure – but all the same, I obeyed. Daisy went through Mrs Daunt’s drawers and patted down her dresses, while I lifted down her small attaché case and sifted through the papers in it. After what I had said, I was sure we would not find anything; but then, beneath a deed of sale – with an astonishing number of noughts at the end – and an insurance document for the ruby necklace, I found The Last Will and Testament of Georgiana Daunt.

‘Daisy!’ I whispered. ‘It’s here after all!’

Daisy gave a low whistle. ‘Watson!’ she said. ‘Why, you clever thing! I suppose I can nearly forgive you for leaving behind that crucial evidence before.’

I bit my lip and said nothing. We read the will together. It was quite simple, one page only. It had been drawn up only a month ago. There was £2,000 to Mr Robert Strange ‘in memory of Mama’, £5,000 to Madame Melinda Fox ‘in gratitude for her help in a difficult time’ (‘Good Lord!’ whispered Daisy, goggling. ‘That must have been a dreadful lot of help!’), and everything else went to ‘my beloved husband William Daunt’.

We stared at each other. ‘Well,’ said Daisy. ‘Two thousand pounds is enough to commit a murder for, especially if you’re hard up. And we know that Mr Strange is.’

I nodded. ‘So is five thousand, though.’

‘Yes – if only Mrs Vitellius hadn’t already given Madame Melinda an alibi! What a bother. Still, I think we’ve found some useful—’

And that was when the door opened again.
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We stood there, frozen – and through it came Alexander. He was on tiptoe, and when he saw us he jumped.

‘What the heck are you doing here?’ he hissed.

‘What are you doing here?’ asked Daisy, with great dignity. ‘We were here first.’

‘Yes, but . . .’ Alexander’s eyes narrowed as he looked at us, surrounded by papers. ‘Wait. Are you detecting? You told me you didn’t care about crime!’

‘We don’t!’ snapped Daisy. ‘We’re . . . tidying up. Girls tidy up. And I suppose you’re here because Dr Sandwich told you to come?’

‘Erm . . .’ said Alexander. ‘Not exactly. He doesn’t – precisely – know what I’m doing. He told me to take a break, but I thought I’d just come in here first and . . . check some stuff out.’

Suddenly I wanted to laugh. Alexander was doing just what we were. For all that he was a boy, and American, underneath it all he was exactly like us. He was a detective too.

‘I know you’re detecting,’ he said. ‘You can’t hide it from me.’

‘You dare tell!’ hissed Daisy.

‘I won’t tell anyone!’ Alexander looked at her anxiously. ‘After all, you caught me at it too. You could drop me in it just as badly, so I won’t say anything if you won’t. Pax?’

Daisy pursed her lips and folded her arms. I knew she was about to refuse – and I made a decision. I stepped forward and held out my hand. ‘Pax,’ I said. ‘You’re right. We’re detecting too.’

‘Hazel!’ cried Daisy, scandalized.

‘He can tell us about the interviews,’ I said. ‘Oh, Daisy, don’t be like that! It’ll just be while we’re on the train.’

‘I’ll swap you,’ said Alexander. It was strange, I thought, how I could hear both American and English in his accent all at once. ‘The interviews for Mrs Daunt’s will.’

‘How do you know we know about Mrs Daunt’s will?’ Daisy asked. ‘You’re making dreadful assumptions.’

‘Because that’s what you were looking at when I came in,’ he said, raising his eyebrows at us. ‘Good thick paper, several signatures at the bottom, a lawyer’s crest – what else could it be?’

I had to admit that Alexander seemed like a rather good detective. Daisy scowled, which I knew meant that she had come to the same conclusion.

‘All right,’ she said, the words dragged out of her reluctantly. ‘Share and share alike. But only for this journey. You are not becoming a proper member of the Detective Society.’

‘That’s OK,’ said Alexander cheerily. ‘You can’t be a member of the Junior Pinkertons either. My friend George would kill me. Now, how d’you want to fix the rest of these interviews?’
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The dining car was deserted, all the starchy white tables looking quite empty and unloved without their crystal and tableware. According to Alexander, Dr Sandwich had retreated to his compartment to rest, and Jocelyn had gone to organize the other attendants in the Calais–Athens coach. The interviews would resume at eleven. By my wristwatch, it was five minutes to. We had to hurry.

On one of the tables a notebook lay open, its pages weighed down with black squiggles. I peered at it – I couldn’t make head or tail of it.

Alexander translated it for me. ‘“I was practising my new trick in my compartment, concentrating so hard that I did not even hear the scream.” Told you I knew shorthand,’ he said with a grin, and I began to wonder whether I ought to learn, for the good of the Detective Society. ‘Now, what did that will say?’

‘What did Il Mysterioso say in his interview?’ Daisy countered. She was still acting as though we were at war.

‘You first,’ said Alexander, fiddling with his short cuffs. ‘Honour bright, I’ll tell you after that.’

I believed him. ‘All right,’ I said, and I explained about the will. I did not mention the spy, though. I did not like to think what Mrs Vitellius might do to us if we betrayed her and the British government – and I knew that Daisy would be desperate for us to keep at least one piece of information exclusively for the Detective Society.

‘Now for mine,’ said Alexander, once I had finished. ‘The prints have been wiped off Mr Strange’s knife – it’s no good looking for the murderer that way. Mr Strange keeps on saying that it must have been stolen from his room, but he doesn’t know when. And he’s awfully muddled about what he did after dinner. He said that he knocked on Mrs Daunt’s door, but she didn’t answer – and then he changed his story, and said that he never had. I think the first story’s got to be the truth. He’s desperate for money – definitely desperate enough to kill Mrs Daunt for two thousand pounds – but what I want to know, even though it hasn’t occurred to Dr Sandwich, is how he bought a ticket for this train if he’s so penniless.’

I sat up. This was an extremely good point. How could Mr Strange afford the Orient Express? Daisy had gone very still, and I knew that she was kicking herself for missing this.

‘Mr Daunt thinks it was Mr Strange who killed Mrs Daunt, by the way,’ Alexander went on. ‘I can tell. In his interview he kept going on about the knife and how poor Mr Strange is. He’s furious with Madame Melinda, too, for driving Mrs Daunt out of the dining car. When he went after her, he knocked on her door and she told him to leave her alone. I think he’s feeling guilty now, for going back to the dining car and not staying with her.

‘Then there’s Il Mysterioso. He says he went to his compartment to work on a new trick, and didn’t even hear the scream. But I don’t see how that could be true – it was so loud! I think he’s hiding something.’

I thought of the papers I had found in Il Mysterioso’s room. But, as I had decided before, this was one piece of information that we could not share with Alexander. ‘We think the fact that he’s a magician is important,’ I said, to give him something. ‘After all, the doors were both locked.’

‘Oh yes,’ said Alexander. ‘I’ve been trying to work that out, but—’

Suddenly we heard Dr Sandwich’s nasal voice outside the dining car. ‘Ah, Mr Buri, are you ready to begin the next part of the investigation?’

‘Indeed, Dr Sandwich,’ said Jocelyn, although he sounded rather tired.

‘Excellent, excellent . . .’

I had frozen. Daisy’s fists were clenched on the table. We had to hide, otherwise they would come in and see us.

‘Quick!’ Alexander hissed. ‘Under the table! They’ll never see you down there!’

There was nothing else for it. I dived, bruising my knees and burning my hands on the carpet, and Daisy popped down after me like a rabbit.
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‘Oh, hello, Dr Sandwich, Jocelyn,’ said Alexander, quite calmly, from above us. I stared at his shiny shoes in a turmoil. Although we were quite hidden by the white starchy fall of the tablecloth around us, I felt as exposed as if I had been served up on a platter. We were trapped like mice in a cage – like the trunk at Deepdean all over again. Daisy butted her head against my shoulder, and I looked round at her in the gloom. She was making a face at me, and wriggling her fingers – it took me a moment to understand that she meant me to take notes. That is Daisy through and through: whatever bind we are in, she has to keep on detecting.

‘Hello, Mr Arcady!’ cried Dr Sandwich, in infuriatingly cheerful tones. ‘Most excellent. Now our party is back up to strength, and refreshed, I hope – so we move on to our next interview, with the medium Madame Melinda. And here she is now. Come in, come in, madame!’

I heard the beads on Madame Melinda’s gown clacking towards us, and then I saw her little buttoned boots gliding across the carpet. They looked very neat and secret under her skirt, and she tucked them under her chair as she sat down. She smelled very strongly of scent, and Daisy made a disgusted face.

‘Madame, it is so kind of you to volunteer your time. Mr Buri and I will be asking questions, and Mr Arcady here will be taking notes. At this stage we are merely making preliminary enquiries. Now, before we begin, is there anything you wish to tell us?’

‘I should think so!’ Madame Melinda’s voice was rich and heavy, and her scent made my nose tickle. ‘If you ask me, this is all the fault of poor, sweet Georgiana’s husband. That man! He was the most dreadful, dangerous influence – one always felt that he was on the verge of doing something really violent. If you’re looking for an explanation of what happened last night, I can only suggest that you look to him.’

‘Madame Melinda,’ said Dr Sandwich reasonably, ‘that is all very well, but you must know that Mr Daunt is quite above suspicion. Why, he was in the dining car, in the company of several other guests and attendants, when Mrs Daunt screamed.’

‘Well, on a physical level he was,’ said Madame Melinda darkly, ‘but spiritually he was up to no good. He is a wicked presence. Why, I have never met a person so able to darken the mood of a room. Even if he had not been so patently unsupportive of my séances, I would have had to banish him from them. You mark my words, whichever hand held the knife, Mr Daunt was spurring them on.’

‘Thank you, Madame,’ said Dr Sandwich. ‘Now, it would be helpful if you could give us an account of your relationship with Mrs Daunt – how did you meet, and what was the nature of your friendship?’

‘Dear Georgiana contacted me after the death of her beloved mother last year. She wanted to use me to contact the Other Side, and I am glad to say that the spirits were willing. We had some touching séances – truly touching – and I feel that I helped both mother and daughter accept their new situation. Mr Daunt, though, had the nerve to accuse me of being a charlatan. Me! Why, even as a very young child I saw faces and heard voices, and as I have matured—’

‘Thank you, Madame Melinda,’ interrupted Dr Sandwich. ‘Quite fascinating, I’m sure. What can you tell me about the events of last night?’

‘It is quite simple. I left the dining car in the company of the lady from compartment seven, next door to my own – Mrs Vitellius. We parted at the door, and then I sat at my dresser and began my toilette. I could hear people moving about in the compartments on either side, and that was when I was simply overcome with a communication from the Other Side. It’s so dreadful to think, isn’t it, that I must have heard Mrs Daunt’s killer enter the room? If only I had been paying attention . . . Of course, the communication was a premonition of Georgie’s death, but I had no time to understand the message properly. Then Mrs Vitellius rapped on our connecting wall for some reason – and the very next moment, poor Georgie screamed!’

I nudged Daisy. There, laid out for us, was the corroboration of Mrs Vitellius’s statement. She had knocked to tell Madame Melinda to be quiet, and Madame Melinda had heard – that placed them both in their rooms at the crucial moment, and thus above suspicion. We had ruled out two suspects!

‘Can you remember anything of what you heard from Mrs Daunt’s room?’ urged Dr Sandwich. ‘Anything at all? A . . . male voice, perhaps? Heavy shoes that could not have belonged to Mrs Daunt herself?’

Under the table I sat up, frowning. Daisy has taught me that it is important not to ask leading questions.

‘A male voice?’ asked Madame Melinda. ‘Oh – well . . . it could have been. I cannot deny it, certainly. I was in such a state, but . . . well, there was certainly someone in the room with her. But you mustn’t take my word for it! Why, you can ask Mrs Daunt herself!’

I heard an exclamation from Jocelyn, and Dr Sandwich said, ‘Whatever do you mean?’

‘I plan to hold a séance this evening,’ said Madame Melinda, as though it was as ordinary as holding a tea party. ‘If the spirit of Georgiana has passed over to the Other Side, I will be able to contact her and hear the true story of last night’s events. I wish to help you bring her murderer to justice!’

‘Madame Melinda!’ said Jocelyn, sounding rather faint. ‘Our other guests . . . please, the disruption—’

‘No, no, Mr Buri, wait!’ said Dr Sandwich. ‘Think. Is this not a marvellous opportunity to get at the truth? Whether or not one believes in the spirit world (I am sure that there is room for both science and mystery), this will bring all our suspects together, and who knows what secrets may come out? Madame Melinda, you have our full approval in this endeavour. If you will allow us to sit with you, and watch – why, we may have this case wrapped up before the train reaches Belgrade!’

‘Of course you may,’ said Madame Melinda. ‘Your energies are positive. Yes, I think you will contribute nicely to the evening. May I leave?’

‘Indeed, indeed,’ said Dr Sandwich. ‘That will be all for now, thank you.’

I could tell that, mentally, he had already moved on, but I wanted to hear more about this séance – where did Madame Melinda mean to hold it? Would we be allowed to be there? Was she really going to contact Mrs Daunt? I felt creepy when I imagined it. And, I thought suddenly, Dr Sandwich had forgotten to ask Madame Melinda what she had seen when she reached Mrs Daunt’s compartment after the scream. What if she had some crucial piece of evidence? But Madame Melinda’s little button-shoed feet were already moving past my nose, in small, precise, rolling steps, and then she was out of the door and away.

‘The Countess next,’ said Dr Sandwich.
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‘Ah,’ said Dr Sandwich above me. ‘Good morning, my lady.’

‘Good morning, Dr Sandwich, Mr Buri, Alexander,’ said the Countess, and her feet – and her elegant little cane – stumped over to our table. I had a momentary vision of the cane shooting out to poke us, revealing our hiding place to the world, but she leaned it against her chair.

‘Ought my grandson to be present at this interview?’ asked the Countess. ‘It seems highly irregular. Why, you have no way of being sure that he won’t alter my answers to protect me!’

‘Grandmother!’ said Alexander.

‘So you believe you need protecting?’ asked Dr Sandwich quickly.

‘Certainly not,’ she retorted, her voice sharp. ‘It was merely my joke. Surely you can recognize a joke when you hear one, Dr Sandwich?’

She said his name in a way that showed me she was utterly scornful of everything to do with him.

‘I have been told that I have an excellent sense of humour,’ said Dr Sandwich. ‘Although I am not one to boast. Now, tell us about what happened at dinner – anything that you can still remember.’

‘If you please, my lady,’ added Jocelyn. He at least could see that Dr Sandwich was setting the Countess’s teeth on edge.

‘Dinner,’ she replied coldly. Jocelyn had not appeased her in the slightest. ‘Well. Now, I am an old and feeble woman, but I can still remember the events of the evening before, if I try very hard. Dinner . . . it was soup, was it not, followed by chicken and fish? And then crêpes – but I never eat sweet things. They are bad for my digestion. That common man who stole my necklace had a falling-out with his wife, and then an argument with that fool who pretends to be able to speak to ghosts. Alexander and I ignored them, of course.’

She was obviously trying her hardest not to say anything important at all. In the half-dark I could see Daisy grinning admiringly.

‘Why do you say that it was your necklace, my lady?’

‘Because it is!’ said the Countess sharply. ‘Alexander, stop writhing about like that. Alexander does not understand moral ownership, you see. He is too modern. Our family may have had to sell the jewel to pay for passage to England after the troubles in Russia, but it is a part of us, and a part of us it shall always remain. I told Mrs Daunt so last night.’

‘When?’ asked Dr Sandwich eagerly.

‘How should I remember?’ snapped the Countess. ‘I said it several times.’

Jocelyn cleared his throat.

Dr Sandwich went on, ‘But after dinner – did you speak to Mrs Daunt about the necklace after dinner?’

‘You expect me to recall that?’ asked the Countess. ‘I am an old, infirm woman – quite near death.’

I had never met an old person who was so obviously not infirm. Her voice was sharp and clear and her brain was spinning far faster than Dr Sandwich’s.

The Countess must remember getting up after dinner, saying that she was going to speak to Mrs Daunt – I certainly did. And judging by the way Alexander’s foot tapped against the table leg, he remembered as well. Had she found her? Had they argued, and had something dreadful happened? Was that why the necklace was missing?

‘So when you heard the scream, you were—’

‘In my compartment,’ said the Countess coldly. ‘Quite alone, and quite innocent. I heard the scream, I stood up – rather slowly, as I am getting on in years; I need this cane – and went limping out into the corridor to find the other guests already there. Once Mr Daunt had broken down the door, I looked inside and saw the body – and noticed that the necklace was missing.’

Was it true that she could not walk without her cane? I wondered. If so, it would be a point in her favour. After all, we knew that the murderer must have moved fearfully quickly to escape from the compartment before we appeared in the corridor. But after not saying why she had left the dining car last night, I was not sure whether I could trust anything the Countess said.

‘Yes, the necklace may be an important clue,’ said Dr Sandwich.

‘A clue!’ cried the Countess. ‘It is the most important part of this case!’

‘Come now, my lady . . .’ He cleared his throat like he was teaching a lesson. ‘We are dealing in murder! There is no crime more serious that one man can commit against another. Theft, though important in its way, cannot be compared to the loss of a human life.’

‘You, Dr Sandwich, have obviously never owned a truly excellent stone,’ said the Countess sharply. ‘Jewels mean something, and their loss is to be mourned. Do not despise what you cannot understand.’

I wanted him to press her – did she have a hand in the theft of the necklace? And was that connected to the murder? But he only said, ‘Thank you, my lady, that will be all.’ My fingers were itching – Dr Sandwich could not be trusted to do anything properly.

And then, from the corridor outside, we heard a knock. I thought one of the passengers must be knocking on a compartment door – but then I heard a pattern to it; a pattern that spelled out S-O-S. There was only one other person on the train who would contact us using Morse Code. It had to be Hetty. And if she was trying to alert us covertly – well, it could only mean one thing: if we did not get out of the dining car soon, Daisy and I would be in very serious trouble indeed.
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I clutched Daisy’s arm in panic. She sat hunched up, her face tense. Hetty had given the danger signal, we both knew that – but what were we to do? I ought to have been used to this sort of thing by now – most of Daisy’s ideas are dangerous: all or nothing; jumping off the ledge and hoping that there is something to land on. But I was still terrified. I clenched my fists in despair.

‘You may go, my lady, thank you,’ said Dr Sandwich, from above me. I only heard him dimly, my mind was whirring so hard. Could we crawl out after the Countess? But how could we get all the way to the door without anyone noticing two little (or not so little) girls wriggling across the carpet? I decided that, for all they were glamorous, and served glorious food, I disliked trains. There was nowhere to creep in them – it was out in the open or nothing.

‘Grandmother,’ said Alexander. ‘Here, let me help you to the door. It isn’t so very far.’

I was confused by his contradiction, but then his shoe nudged my hand, and I realized what he was doing. He had heard the code as well, and was helping fellow detectives in trouble. I decided that we had been quite right to confide in him.

The Countess stood up, leaning on her cane. After her went Alexander, and after them we had to go.

Out from under the table I crawled, on my elbows and knees, shuffling across the carpet, and Daisy followed like a snake. She even crawls gracefully. I was terrified that Jocelyn or Dr Sandwich would look down and see us – but thankfully, they did not.

‘Alexander,’ whispered the Countess above me, and I hoped like anything that she was looking up at him as she said it. ‘Listen, I want you to promise me . . . Really, bend down – it isn’t reasonable of children to grow the way you do! It’s up to you to look after the family honour. If they try to search my compartment . . . You know what a shock that would be to me. You mustn’t let them.’

‘Grandmother!’ said Alexander, lowering his voice too so that Dr Sandwich could not hear. ‘You haven’t done anything, have you?’

‘Don’t ask questions!’ she snapped. ‘Just remember what I said. Don’t disappoint me. Now, let go of my arm – I can manage perfectly well on my own.’

I saw her stand up straighter – she seemed to be barely leaning on her cane. Was she telling the truth about needing it to walk?

The doorway was in front of me. We were nearly there. Feeling desperately daring, I gripped this casebook between my teeth and pitched forward once again, the thick pile of the carpet rubbing against my hands and knees.

With the Countess stalking ahead, mercifully not looking down, we went out into the corridor. I rolled and almost bumped into Hetty, who was leaning against the wall. Daisy got to her feet, and then, from halfway down the corridor, there was a shout.

‘HAZEL WONG! WHAT are you doing crawling about on the floor like a worm?’

I was on my feet so quickly that it made me dizzy. Ahead of me, I noticed, the Countess had hunched back over her cane, the very image of a helpless old lady.

My father was striding towards me, a most unimpressed expression on his face.

‘I was . . .’ I said. ‘We were . . . playing a game.’

‘Hazel! You are not six years old any longer! Really, this is all deeply . . . unladylike!’

‘Terribly sorry, Mr Wong!’ said Daisy cheerfully. ‘Hazel and I were pretending to be Melusine, you see, and she hasn’t any legs.’

‘In front of these people?’ asked my father, gesturing at the Countess and Alexander, who had stopped and turned to look at us.

I wanted to curl up in a ball and hide. It was dreadfully embarrassing.

‘Children will be children,’ said the Countess. ‘I never seem to know what my grandson is getting up to these days. Pretending to be a detective – hah!’

My father shot me a very suspicious look. I shook my head desperately.

‘You, girl!’ said the Countess suddenly, glaring at Daisy. ‘You’re Lord Hastings’s child, aren’t you?’

Daisy’s chin went up. ‘Yes, my lady,’ she said.

‘Terrible trouble, that,’ said the Countess. ‘You know, I often think that it’s important for dreadful things to happen to you. It makes you more of a person. But it’s important to stand up to them – not wriggle about on the floor in distress. Remember that.’

‘Thank you, my lady,’ said Daisy – and I heard in her voice that she really meant it.

Then the Countess turned and disappeared into her compartment.
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My father was most confused. He was desperate to accuse us of breaking the rules he had laid down – but apart from some very unmannerly wriggling on the carpet, he could not see exactly what we had done wrong.

‘It really is strange of you, Hazel,’ he told me. ‘Why can’t you be a leader? You ought to be showing Miss Wells how to behave. Now, I want the two of you to come and sit quietly in Maxwell’s compartment until lunch and do a crossword puzzle – use your brains properly.’

‘Yes, Father,’ I said. ‘I’m sorry, Father.’

‘That’s my good girl,’ said my father, and patted me on the head as if I were still a shrimp.

So back we went to Maxwell’s compartment – I was thoroughly sick of it by now – and I put this casebook back on my lap and scribbled away in it. We had narrowed the suspects down to four – Il Mysterioso, Mr Strange, Sarah and the Countess.

I reflected, not for the first time, how very unusual my life was. We were on the Orient Express, discussing spies and murder and theft – and it was not our imagination, but hard, cold facts. I had seen the body, and I had read the letter proving that Mrs Vitellius really was on the trail of a dangerous spy. But there is truth, and then there is what is believable, and I knew that we could not stop until we had every link in the chain ready to wrap around our murderer and our spy (or both, if Il Mysterioso were guilty).

But what if the murderer realized that we suspected them? This had been worrying me. If they came after us, we should have nowhere to hide. Our only disguise was who we were – which also meant that we could not announce our suspicions until we were absolutely sure. It was true that we were both detectives and schoolgirls – but it was not likely. And unless we could narrow our four suspects down further, we would never be believed.

I wrote in my casebook:

[image: img]

Daisy, looking indignant, replied immediately:

[image: img]
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Daisy had cleverly – although rather creepily – used a Ouija board during our first murder investigation, and it had been extremely effective.

Daisy huffed.

[image: img]

‘Daisy? Hazel?’ said my father from next door. ‘How are you, girls?’

‘Very well, Mr Wong!’ Daisy called back, winking at me. ‘We’ve just solved a rather important clue. Ten down: innocence. The puzzle is beginning to fall into place.’

[image: img]
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Lunch was a very subdued affair. Mrs Vitellius picked at her food, Madame Melinda wrung her hands and glared at Mr Daunt, who sat hunched over his plate, his eyes bloodshot, and Mr Strange scribbled on another bit of paper, glancing guiltily about the room. Il Mysterioso was not even trying to eat. He had pushed his pork loin away from him, as though it offended him, and was glaring at it. I felt my father’s eyes on Daisy and me at every moment – and it did not help that Daisy was seething at the fact that the interviews were over and we had not even been questioned.

‘Dr Sandwich has dreadfully poor judgement,’ she whispered as she took a bite of pork. I quite agreed; I felt indignant as well. Although my father and Maxwell had been questioned about what they had seen and heard at dinner the previous day, Dr Sandwich had not spoken to me or Daisy. He did not know what he was doing, and I had no faith that he would be able to solve such a complicated murder. I had found out from Hetty that he had not spoken to the servants either, which was very short-sighted of him. Daisy and I knew from the mystery at Fallingford that servants often observe more than anybody else.

Of course, Hetty didn’t know anything about the murder – she had been with us in the dining car – but Sarah was different. I saw that Hetty was speaking to her, but Sarah was ignoring her and watching Mr Daunt. She was not looking at him in the same hateful way I had seen earlier, either – was this important?

Just then, Daisy went quite still. I looked at her questioningly, and she mouthed, ‘Listen!’

And as soon as I listened, I understood. There were noises coming from the corridor – muffled thumps and bangs; doors opening and closing. Every time I think I have learned to notice everything, Daisy reminds me that, compared to her, I am really quite blinkered. Of course, the attendants were searching our rooms while we were having lunch. But what would they find?

The thumpings grew louder, and now some of the other passengers heard them as well.

‘Excuse me!’ said the Countess, sitting up in alarm. ‘Excuse me! What is that noise?’

One of the waiters, seeing her unhappy face, slipped out, and came back with Jocelyn. He stood in the doorway and cleared his throat.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ he said. ‘If I may have your attention for a moment . . . There is no cause for alarm, but I must inform you that we are currently searching your compartments.’

The Countess gasped. She stood up, leaning heavily on her cane. ‘How DARE you?’ she cried. ‘Don’t you know who I am? Why, if we were in Russia, I should have you whipped!’

‘We are conducting a murder investigation, my lady,’ said Jocelyn apologetically. ‘If you remember, I asked you not to lock your doors today – this is why.’

‘This,’ said Madame Melinda loudly, puffing herself out until she seemed to fill the room with indignation and black taffeta, ‘is a breach of privacy. It is quite ridiculous.’

‘Are you trying to interfere with the investigation into my wife’s murder?’ bellowed Mr Daunt, glaring at her. His stained napkin from lunch was balled up in his fist, and he looked as if he wanted to crush Madame Melinda in exactly the same way.

Mr Strange was white-faced and the Countess was trembling, but neither of them looked as terrified as Il Mysterioso. He was shaking all over – and when I turned towards the doorway, I saw what had upset him. Dr Sandwich had appeared, and in his hands was the magic box I had discovered that morning.

‘Aha!’ he cried. ‘Observe – a clue!’
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I could tell at once that, as far as Il Mysterioso was concerned, nothing worse could have happened.

‘That is a magical prop,’ he said shakily, his Italian accent stronger than ever. ‘That is from my private collection – private, I tell you – as a magician, I must be allowed certain secrets.’

‘Quiet, sir,’ snapped Dr Sandwich. ‘Sit down at this chair and open it at once, or I shall arrest you for murder.’

‘He can’t do that!’ hissed Daisy in my ear. ‘Who does he think he is?’

Il Mysterioso began to sit – and then he bucked upright and made a dive for the door. Jocelyn sprang across to stop him, and two waiters pinned him firmly against the wall, making the cutlery rattle.

‘Sit down,’ said Dr Sandwich, clearly enjoying the drama terribly, ‘and open this box.’

‘You’ll have to smash it first,’ said Il Mysterioso.

There was a clicking noise and he flung his arms upwards; when he swept his cloak back, we all saw that he had attached his wrists to the metal luggage rack above the tables with two heavy silver chains. It was a most excellent magic trick – I couldn’t help gasping.

The Countess clapped her little gloved hands together, and for a moment she stood up straight, her cane forgotten. Madame Melinda made a noise rather like a snort, and Mr Daunt growled.

‘Jocelyn,’ said Dr Sandwich, pursing his lips, ‘fetch some bolt cutters immediately.’

My father got to his feet, looking very neat and ordered. ‘Excuse me,’ he said, ‘but I believe I can be of assistance.’

‘You?’ said Mr Daunt. ‘What are you going to do, Fu Manchu – magic it open?’

I flinched, and my cheeks burned with horror, but my father has had years more than I have to learn calm. I told myself that it did not matter if most people in the West could not see him properly. He was still kinder, and cleverer, than all the other grown-up passengers on this Orient Express put together. But all the same, I wished that I were not the only one who knew it.

‘Alas, I have no more magical powers than anyone in this carriage,’ my father said politely – which was a very neat hidden dig at Il Mysterioso and Madame Melinda. My father has no time for mystery and magic. Everything must be logical and measurable. I am very glad he never knew about our second-form Spiritualist Society. ‘However, I do know the trick of these boxes. They are all built along the same lines, you see. If I may . . .?’

After a pause Dr Sandwich grudgingly motioned him towards the box. ‘But no funny business, do you hear me?’

‘None,’ said my father, and only I (and perhaps Daisy) detected an edge to his voice. He sat down at the table across from Il Mysterioso, his square, sensible hands in full view, and began to run them across the box’s surface, tracing its leaves and flowers and half-hidden birds. Even faster than I had, he made it click and spring open, and the papers spilled across the table-top.

Geburtstag, I read once again. Katholisch. What did it mean?

My father quickly shuffled through them, his eyes taking everything in. Would he be able to explain the mystery?

‘These appear to be birth certificates,’ he said mildly, looking up at Il Mysterioso. ‘How did they come to be in your possession?’

‘Excuse me, I am in charge of this investigation, and I shall be asking the questions,’ said Dr Sandwich, nose bulging with excitement. ‘You! How did these birth certificates get into this box?’

‘I put them there, naturally,’ said Il Mysterioso, and despite his fear I could hear a sudden hint of mocking laughter in his voice.

‘But why? What is all this? Explain yourself at once.’

‘They are my family’s birth certificates,’ said Il Mysterioso. ‘As a good Catholic, I naturally have many family members.’

‘Good Catholic!’ cried the Countess dismissively. ‘Nonsense. You’re a Jew!’

Dr Sandwich sat up in great excitement. ‘Jewish?’ he cried. ‘Are you sure?’

‘Of course I am!’ said the Countess firmly. ‘I suspected as much, but I saw the truth at lunch today. He didn’t touch his pork.’

‘Hah!’ said Dr Sandwich, his eyes lighting up. He turned to Il Mysterioso. ‘And I’ll be bound these are forged documents that you are smuggling across Europe. Mrs Daunt discovered your game, didn’t she? She was going to alert the authorities, and so you had to kill her to keep your secret!’

‘Jews can’t be trusted,’ the Countess announced. ‘They make their sausages from children. It happened in Russia all the time.’

‘Grandmother!’ cried Alexander, embarrassed. ‘You can’t say things like that. It isn’t true.’

‘I have never murdered anyone!’ said Il Mysterioso. ‘Those papers have nothing to do with the murder. Last night I left the dining car to work on a new piece of magic. When I work, I am lost to the world – that is why I did not hear the scream at once.’

‘Unlikely,’ said Dr Sandwich. ‘And what magic trick do you claim to have been working on?’

‘A . . . a locked-room escape,’ said Il Mysterioso.

‘Hah! Mrs Daunt’s doors were both locked, as you well know. I have been wondering how the murderer managed it – but a trained magician would have no trouble at all. You went into her room, you cut her throat and you ran out again, locking the door behind you with some cunning trick. I would have asked these attendants to put you in handcuffs, but you have saved me the trouble. All that remains is to discover where you have hidden Mrs Daunt’s necklace, and the mystery will be solved. Ladies, gentlemen, you have nothing to fear. We have found Mrs Daunt’s murderer, and this investigation is over!’
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‘Excuse me . . .’ One of the other attendants was standing in the doorway, a worried expression on his face. ‘Sir, excuse me.’

Jocelyn looked up, and then hurried over, and they whispered together, looking oddly similar in their blue jackets, with their hair neatly clipped against their necks.

‘You shall be confined to a compartment of the guards’ van – constantly watched, of course. We don’t want you escaping!’ said Dr Sandwich, chuckling at his own joke. He rubbed his hands together, and I felt ill.

Everything was going wrong. This was not rigorous, it was not fair, and it was not finished. We did not understand what the documents in Il Mysterioso’s magic box meant. They must be evidence of his spying – I looked over at Mrs Vitellius and saw her covertly watching him – but were they evidence of murder as well? We had not proved that Il Mysterioso had been in Mrs Daunt’s compartment at the moment she screamed. And we had not proved that Mrs Daunt had discovered his secret and threatened to expose him. Yes, he could certainly be the murderer, and he could certainly have accomplished the locked-room trick – but we did not know, and that made all my detective senses tingle uncomfortably.

‘Dr Sandwich,’ said Jocelyn. ‘If I might have a moment—’

‘Anything you say to me you can say to the other passengers,’ said Dr Sandwich grandly. ‘We have no secrets any more, after all! The thing is solved!’

‘If I could just—’

‘Spit it out, man!’

Jocelyn frowned. ‘Dr Sandwich,’ he said, ‘Raoul has told me something. He was the attendant who turned down the compartments last night after the . . . incident with Mrs Daunt. Il Mysterioso’s door was locked, and as there was no noise he opened it with his master key, and—’

Il Mysterioso writhed. ‘No!’ he cried. ‘Please!’

‘And inside he found Il Mysterioso. Dr Sandwich, he tells me that the magician was . . . in difficulties.’

‘Please!’ cried Il Mysterioso again. Everyone in the dining car was staring from him to Jocelyn in utter confusion. What was going on?

‘Raoul says that he was lying on the carpet, chained from hand to foot, and attached to the luggage rack. He seemed to be in great pain, and had clearly been struggling to free himself for some considerable time – an hour, at least. He had to ask Raoul to fetch the key, which was stored in one of the drawers. He told him that he had become entangled while practising his new magic trick.’

‘I deny this utterly!’ cried Il Mysterioso. ‘It is a lie! I was working on my trick – that was why I did not come out when I heard the scream. I was never trapped – I did not—’

‘But, sir,’ said Jocelyn, ‘if this is true, you have an alibi for the time of the crime!’

Was it true? I wondered. Could it be? If Il Mysterioso was a magician, couldn’t he have simply pretended to be stuck, to create a false alibi? But I looked at Il Mysterioso’s face, furious and ashamed, nearly in tears, and somehow I believed it. It was the answer to the question of why he did not come out into the corridor when Mrs Daunt screamed: because he could not. And he could not explain why without ruining his reputation as a magician.

‘Nonsense!’ said Dr Sandwich, but he sounded panicked. ‘The man’s a magician – he must have been pretending—’

‘Sir, I am sure he was not,’ said Raoul, rather shyly. ‘I apologize – I have to speak now, even though the gentleman begged me not to. He told me he would pay me—’

‘Oh God,’ said Il Mysterioso, slumping so that the handcuffs cut into his wrists. It looked dreadfully painful, and I winced. ‘I’m finished. No new trick for years, and now stuck performing a simple stunt like that! I shall be a laughing stock.’

‘So . . . you’ – Dr Sandwich was almost spitting, like a bubbling pot – ‘you didn’t do it?’

‘I told you, I was developing a new trick! It went . . . wrong.’

‘And you would have preferred to be arrested for murder?’ cried Jocelyn. ‘Sir!’

‘I didn’t do it!’ shouted Il Mysterioso. ‘And those papers – they have nothing to do with anything. Why can’t you leave me in peace?’

‘I can’t believe it!’ whispered Daisy. ‘Oh, this is glorious!’

I knew she meant Dr Sandwich’s embarrassment in front of all the passengers. That was quite wonderful – but in ruling out our best suspect, the mystery was wide open once again. Il Mysterioso might still be the spy, but judging from Raoul’s evidence, he could not be the murderer. So who else could it be?
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But the revelations were not over yet. Another attendant came into the dining car, clutching something in his hand.

‘What is this?’ cried Dr Sandwich, struggling to regain control of the situation.

‘Pardon me, Dr Sandwich,’ said the attendant. ‘We have discovered something in Mr Strange’s compartment.’

He held out his hand. From it dangled something that had once been white, but was now smeared with thick, rusty brown stains. It looked like a large handkerchief.

Mr Strange froze.

‘Is that blood?’ asked Mrs Vitellius faintly.

‘That isn’t mine,’ said Mr Strange, getting up in a hurry. ‘I’ve never seen it before. I don’t know what . . . In my room, you say?’

‘In his suitcase, Dr Sandwich,’ said the attendant apologetically. ‘We have also discovered some, er, bits of paper covered in writing. These notes – they all concern the stabbing of a young woman. Mr Buri, Dr Sandwich, we felt sure that they were relevant to the case.’

‘I am a crime writer!’ said Mr Strange. ‘Those are plans for my next novel – it is to feature a murder on a train. They’re not real.’ It was the worst answer he could have given.

‘Arrest him!’ cried Mr Daunt, swinging his heavy hand at Mr Strange.

I saw Dr Sandwich’s face contorting – it was almost funny, watching his certainty flaking away like nibbled pastry. I could tell that Daisy was enjoying it most awfully as well, although of course her face gave nothing away apart from appropriate horror.

Mr Strange was trembling. ‘Don’t you dare!’ he gulped. ‘I’ll . . . You shan’t be able to hold me. You’ll see – when the police arrive they’ll let me go!’

‘Take him to the guards’ van!’ said Dr Sandwich. ‘Away from the body, mind. And I want his room searched again! We will get to the bottom of this.’

‘Ladies and gentlemen!’ said Jocelyn as Mr Strange was led away, and two attendants rushed to fetch bolt cutters to free Il Mysterioso. ‘Please! Sit down, please – finish your meal . . .’

There was a general outcry. Madame Melinda began to shout about Georgiana and the séance, and Jocelyn, looking absolutely exhausted, began to direct and organize, listening to Madame Melinda as Mr Strange was led away, a Wagon Lit attendant on each side of him. Alexander looked as though he wanted to come and speak to us, but my father was hovering protectively and he could not get close.

‘Mr Daunt, Mr Daunt,’ said Sarah, getting up and hurrying over to Mr Daunt’s table. ‘Are you quite all right?’

‘Do go away, Sarah. Can’t you be quiet?’ he snapped at her.

Sarah stepped back, a shocked look on her face, and then turned and stormed out of the dining car.

‘Servants can be so difficult,’ said the Countess. ‘Alexander, I feel faint. I need you to help me back to my room. My cane will not suffice.’

As Alexander walked past our table, I glanced up at him and he gave me a little smile. I smiled back – but I was wondering again about the Countess. How frail was she, really? Her weakness seemed to come and go to order.

My father leaned over to me and Daisy. He looked very stern, and I wobbled a bit – I knew he was not cross with us, but all the same I felt his anger against my chest, like a battering ram. ‘From now on I want you to stay with a grown-up at all times,’ he said. ‘This whole thing is being managed dreadfully – how are we to be sure that the murderer has been apprehended? Shocking, putting a man like that in charge!’ He glowered at Dr Sandwich.

‘Can we go and sit in Hetty’s compartment?’ asked Daisy brightly. ‘I’d feel safer there, away from all this.’

I guessed what she was doing. She wasn’t worried about our safety. She was making sure we were as close as possible to the one suspect we had still not investigated properly: Sarah.

‘Very well,’ said my father. ‘You may go to Hetty’s compartment. I will speak to her now, and tell her to watch over you. I must say, Miss Wells, that this is a very sensible suggestion. I’m pleased. Perhaps my daughter has been making an impression on you after all . . .’

‘Hazel’s caution is rubbing off on me,’ agreed Daisy. ‘That must be it.’

I narrowed my eyes at her. Really, she was laying it on frightfully thick. But my father was too distracted to see it.

‘Come on, Hazel,’ she went on, winking at me quite outrageously. ‘Let’s go and be safe.’
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When we reached Hetty and Sarah’s compartment, it was empty. Hetty, of course, was still in the restaurant car speaking to my father, but where was Sarah? The window was shut, and the room was dark and close. I wriggled uncomfortably. ‘Daisy,’ I said, ‘what are we doing?’

‘The same as always,’ she said, rolling her eyes. ‘Investigating, of course. Anyway, it’s not as if we’re not supposed to be here. Hetty’s our maid, after all. Now, quick – before anyone comes in, let’s start looking—’

But we had no time to look for anything. With a thump, the door burst open. ‘Sarah,’ boomed Mr Daunt, ‘follow me – I need to speak to you . . .’

And through the door they both came. But as soon as they were inside Sarah’s arms went around his neck, and he bent his face to hers, his nasty moustache rubbing against her mouth.

They were kissing.

We stood there, frozen in amazement. Then Mr Daunt saw us and jumped away from Sarah with a yell. Sarah screamed.

‘What are you DOING in here?’ Mr Daunt bellowed at us.

‘We were waiting for Hetty!’ gasped Daisy, all shocked innocence. You would think she had never seen anything scandalous before in her life. ‘What were you— Oh!’

‘I was giving Sarah her orders,’ growled Mr Daunt. ‘Whatever you thought you saw – you saw nothing, d’you hear?’

‘Yes, sir,’ I whispered. At that moment I was quite simply afraid. Mr Daunt was so fierce! And was this the motive we had been looking for, for Sarah? It had not made sense for her to have murdered Mrs Daunt merely because she hated her – but if she was in love with Mr Daunt, everything was suddenly quite understandable. I was only shocked at Mr Daunt: he had loved his wife, and here he was, less than a day after she had been murdered, kissing someone else. I suppose grief makes people do odd things.

‘You! Fix this!’ Mr Daunt snapped at Sarah, then stormed out without another word.

‘Nosy children!’ snapped Sarah. ‘If you say anything, I shall—’

But we never heard what she would do, because at that moment Hetty came in, gasping and saying, ‘Oh, isn’t this dreadful?’

For a moment I thought she meant Sarah and Mr Daunt – but of course she only meant Mr Strange’s arrest.

Sarah snapped her mouth shut, sat down and pulled out some mending – one of Mr Daunt’s jackets. She began to sew a button back on it, her fingers jerking the needle through viciously, like someone tightening a noose, and then biting off the thread with her teeth, lip curled and angry. I could see that she wanted to do the same to us. I wondered again why Dr Sandwich had not thought to question Sarah and Hetty. Of course, in crime novels the servants are not proper characters, but in real life they are. They fall in love, and hate people, just like anyone else. Sarah could just as easily be the murderer as the Countess or Mr Strange.

‘Girls, perhaps this is not the best place for you,’ said Hetty to us, looking at Sarah. ‘Shall we go out for a . . . a walk?’

I nodded frantically. I felt a grateful swell in my heart towards Hetty. I loved the red frizz of her hair and the thin bones of her wrists, and I could have hugged her then and there, if that had been the proper English thing to do.

Down the corridor we walked, and I ought to have felt relieved to be out of that compartment, but instead it was as if the train itself were closing in on me. There was danger all around – and until the murder was solved we could not be safe. ‘I want to go outside properly,’ I said suddenly.

‘Do you think that’s a good idea?’ asked Hetty. ‘Not that I wouldn’t like to, but your father . . . the bomb, Miss Hazel.’

‘Oh no, let’s!’ said Daisy. ‘It’ll make such a lovely change!’

Suddenly Alexander emerged from the Countess’s compartment. He looked nervous – I could see that something had upset him.

‘Excuse me,’ he said. ‘If you’re going outside, may I come with you?’

Daisy frowned. ‘I’m not sure if that’s a good idea,’ she said. ‘After all, you are a strange man, and we oughtn’t to go walking with strange men.’

‘I’m not a strange man!’ said Alexander. ‘I’m me! Please say yes.’ I could see that this really mattered to him – although I could not understand why.

‘Really, Daisy!’ said Hetty. ‘Manners! If Miss Hazel’s father agrees, Master Arcady, of course you may come.’

She turned away, and quick as a flash Alexander leaned over to us. ‘You’ve got to help me!’ he whispered. ‘Something’s happened!’
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‘Mr Wong!’ called Hetty.

My father popped his head out into the corridor, glasses tilting down his nose. ‘What’s all this?’ he asked. ‘Hazel, why are you back so soon?’

‘The girls and Master Arcady would like to go for a walk outside, sir,’ said Hetty, ‘But . . . well . . .’

My father was staring down at me as though he could burrow straight inside my head and see every bad thought there. ‘Are you sure?’ he asked at last.

‘Yes please,’ I said, although I was not sure any more. ‘We’ll be safe. We’ll stay close to the train.’

‘Well . . . I suppose I can watch you out of the window . . .’

‘Oh, would you?’ asked Daisy – laying it on rather thick, I thought. But my father smiled. It’s frightening how good Daisy is at reading people.

Back we went to put on our sunhats and outside shoes, and then we were ready for our expedition. Of course, heads came popping out of compartments all along the corridor to see what was going on.

‘Outside!’ said Madame Melinda. ‘Surely not! It sounds most dangerous. There are dark energies all around us – I can feel them! Better to stay inside, surely.’ She wrung her plump little hands. I thought how hot she must be in her black dress – but perhaps mediums were above all that.

‘The English and their fresh air!’ exclaimed the Countess. ‘And you are going, Alexander?’

‘Yes, Grandmother,’ he replied nervously.

‘Will you be chaperoning?’ asked the Countess, turning to Hetty.

‘Yes, my lady,’ said Hetty, bobbing a curtsey.

‘Well, then – keep a sharp eye on them, that’s all I can say,’ said the Countess in a very carrying voice. ‘You know what young people are like!’

Alexander and I went crimson. I thought I should die of shame. Why must grown-ups always say these things? Daisy inspected a spot of dust on her collar, and did not react.

‘Yes, my lady,’ said Hetty again. ‘I shan’t let them out of my sight, my lady.’

So out we trooped, into the light summer air. The sun felt very surprising against my skin. I turned my head as we walked past Mr Daunt’s compartment and saw him glowering out at us. He must still be cross about what we had seen. Mr Daunt, I thought, really was a very unpleasant man.
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‘What is it?’ I whispered to Alexander, as soon as we were out of the train. It had stopped in a flat grassy clearing in the middle of the woods – though the trees were lurking only twenty paces away on all sides. We were in a tunnel of brightness, but it would not take long to step out of the light and be swallowed up by the forest.

‘I told you, something’s happened,’ said Alexander. ‘Listen. I was in Grandmother’s compartment just now, helping her to find some things, and I looked in a drawer I shouldn’t have. Grandmother yelled at me, and I closed it – but before I did, I saw what was in there. It was the necklace!’

‘The necklace?’ said Daisy sharply.

‘You know – Mrs Daunt’s. The one that Grandmother thinks is ours. And now I don’t know what to do. Grandmother can’t be the murderer – she says awful things sometimes, but that’s just the way she is, she doesn’t mean it. All the same, if she’s managed to get it, she’s obviously done something stupid, and I don’t know how to help her. I’ve taken it out of her room – it’s safe in my pocket – but I don’t know what to do now. She’s family, see – I can’t just turn her in!’

Daisy froze, and so did I. For all that we were out in the warm European sun, I felt suddenly dragged back to Fallingford in the rain, and all the dreadful things that had happened there.

‘See, Grandmother sometimes doesn’t behave the way normal people do. I think she actually did whip people in Russia, and I know she really was royal.’

‘So?’ said Daisy, still frozen.

‘So she might not understand that she shouldn’t have stolen the necklace. But I’m afraid that if I give it to Dr Sandwich, he won’t see that this has nothing to do with the murder.’

‘Are you sure it doesn’t?’ Daisy’s chin was up and her eyes were flashing. ‘Just because someone’s in your family – well, all criminals are part of someone’s family, aren’t they?’

Something jumped inside me. ‘What do you want us to do?’ I asked.

‘Help me prove she didn’t do it,’ said Alexander. ‘Please. I’m consulting you as fellow detectives.’

I looked at Daisy. Would she help? Or was it too much like remembering the past? There was a pause, and then:

‘You must understand one thing. We don’t help. You help us. And there is a pledge that we need you to make before we go any further. This is very important. Do you swear not to tell anyone about what we do? If you don’t, we will hunt you down and inflict dreadful medieval tortures on you.’

As a version of the official Detective Society pledge, it was chopped down and rather cruel. Daisy had clearly not quite forgiven Alexander for being a rival detective, as well as a boy.

‘Um . . .’ he said. ‘OK.’ Then he broke into a nervous grin.

‘Excellent,’ said Daisy. ‘Now, tell us: did you find anything else in her room – any bloodstained clothes, for example?’

‘No! No way! Look, she couldn’t have done the murder.’

‘How do you know?’ asked Daisy. ‘What is she like without her cane? Can she move about without it?’

‘Oh yes,’ said Alexander. ‘Although she always tries to hide it, she’s terribly spry. She can almost out-walk me. But that doesn’t mean she did it! She doesn’t know any magic tricks – she couldn’t have managed to lock that door.’

He sounded so certain, but I could not help frowning. It was all very well to tell Alexander that we would help him – but what he said didn’t really rule out his grandmother at all. On the contrary, he was making her seem even more suspicious. If the Countess could move quickly when she wanted to, she might have had time to kill Mrs Daunt and escape – and we now knew that she had the necklace hidden in her room. And that made the case even odder. We had a bloody piece of fabric and incriminating documents from Mr Strange’s room, but now the necklace had been found in the Countess’s. All three were good clues, but spread out like that, what did they mean? The evidence seemed to point to two people at once – and now that we had discovered a motive for Sarah, it seemed that any of our remaining suspects might have committed the crime.
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Daisy led us towards the back of the train, along the line of compartments.

I wondered why she had chosen that route – and then, of course, I realized. She was on the track of possible clues – and by walking past the compartments, she would find anything that might have been dropped there. It was a long shot – surely the murderer would have thrown whatever it was out of the window moments after Mrs Daunt screamed, which meant that it would be miles back down the track, and quite lost – but it was better than no chance at all.

I tipped my head back and felt the warm of the day. I did like being in the sun, and I did like knowing that the murderer was safely in the Orient Express behind us. But then I stumbled on the rough stones, and although I had wanted to be free of the train, I suddenly felt exposed, like a snail peeled out of its shell. I thought of the bomb that had exploded on the line ahead of us, and shivered. Nowhere in the world was really safe, was it? There were always things lurking, ready to throw your life off balance.

While we walked Alexander made polite, cheerful conversation about the scenery, and the weather, and Daisy’s pretty hat – no truly English boy would have done it, but I was glad he was filling up the air: no one who heard us from the train would suspect that we were detecting. There were no awkward pauses and silences, and no shy moments. I even found myself replying, although I did not need to. Alexander was all right, whatever Daisy thought.

On we went, almost as far as the dining car – and there, trapped in the coupling between the carriages, fluttering in the breeze, was a splash of dark red.

For a moment I thought it was a bloodstain, and my fingers went cold – but of course it was not.

‘Oh dear,’ said Daisy. ‘Someone’s dropped their scarf out of the window.’ She reached gracefully across and unhooked it, dangling it from her fingertips. It ripped a little, then fanned out through her fingers – it was fine, silky material: a lady’s scarf. ‘Does anyone recognize it?’

My heart was pounding. This was the clue we had been looking for – it must be! It was a plain dark red, but I could see that there were darker dashes and marks speckled across it. Was that blood?

Hetty had her worried face on again. I could tell that she knew the scarf was important, but could not decide whether to be responsible and tell someone – or curious.

Alexander looked worried too. ‘I don’t know . . . I don’t think I’ve seen it on Grandmother.’

‘But might it be hers?’ asked Daisy casually.

‘No!’ said Alexander. ‘Maybe. I can ask.’

‘It’s fine stuff,’ said Hetty. ‘Pretty.’

‘Too pretty to be Sarah’s?’ asked Daisy.

Hetty frowned. ‘She’d never be able to afford anything like that, but—’

I heard what she did not want to say: but we knew that Sarah sometimes helped herself to Mrs Daunt’s things. What if this were one of them?

‘Daisy, we ought to hand it in to Dr Sandwich,’ Hetty pointed out.

‘Oh, don’t be silly,’ said Daisy. ‘He won’t know what to do with it. He’s a bumbler!’

‘Miss Daisy,’ Hetty scolded.

‘Anyway, they’ve already found the handkerchief that was used in the murder. It was in Mr Strange’s room, remember? There’s no need to confuse things.’

‘Miss Daisy!’ said Hetty again.

‘I will give it in!’ said Daisy. ‘Eventually. But let’s wait a little. Please. Be a dear, Hetty.’

‘Oh,’ said Hetty, ‘well . . .’ I could tell that she was thinking of Dr Sandwich. ‘As long as you give it in eventually,’ she finished.

‘But what is it doing here?’ asked Daisy, and I understood the question she was trying to ask. Who had thrown it out of their compartment, and why? It was all very puzzling.

‘It might have fallen out by mistake,’ said Alexander, looking upset. I understood. This was a new clue – and it had not ruled out the Countess at all. On the contrary, if it really was linked to the murder, it seemed to point to a woman rather than a man – either Sarah or the Countess, rather than Mr Strange.

‘So we’re agreed,’ said Daisy. ‘We keep this our secret – for now.’

We all nodded. I was full of nerves – and it only took a moment before I recognized the feeling I always get when a case begins to rush down into its conclusion. We were close – and getting closer – but could I hold onto all the separate pieces of the case until we reached the end?

‘What do we do now?’ I asked.

‘Turn back, of course,’ said Daisy. ‘I want to see the other side of the train before we have to go inside again.’

So round the cold stopped engine we went; it loomed above our heads like a great black cliff, so solid and stationary; I could hardly believe that at a moment’s notice it could be fired up and set off down the track. Then we began walking along the carriage again, on the corridor side this time. It really was strange to see it from the outside, as if we were looking at its reflection. The windows were too high up for me to be able to peep in properly, but I saw the heads of people drifting past, ghostly behind the glass.

And suddenly, there in front of us, tucked into the gap between our sleeping car and the dining car, we saw two figures. They were lurking close together, standing out of the sun, but all the same I recognized them at once. It was Mrs Vitellius and Il Mysterioso. Her face, under the dramatic picture hat, was tilted upwards, and he was hunched over her – exactly like a vampire.

Then he caught sight of us. He threw out his arm and Mrs Vitellius staggered against him. I was sure he was about to do something dreadful to her – she must have been confronting him about his spying – and let out a yelp.

‘UNHAND HER AT ONCE!’ cried Daisy, rushing forward.

‘What’s Daisy doing?’ asked Alexander.

‘He’s the spy!’ I said frantically. ‘I mean, there’s a spy on the train, and he’s it!’

‘Oh,’ said Alexander. ‘Right. YOU! LEAVE HER ALONE!’ and he rushed forward too.

Mrs Vitellius waved her arms. I thought she was warning us to run and save ourselves – until I heard what she was shouting. ‘Stop it!’ she shrieked. ‘Stop – good heavens – DAISY!’

Il Mysterioso turned away from her and, quick as a wink, grabbed Daisy with one hand and Alexander with the other. He must have been really strong – they both struggled, but seemed to make no headway at all.

‘Children – stop!’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘Good heavens, do you want the attendants after us?’

‘But – Il Mysterioso – is the spy!’ Daisy puffed.

I was in a panic. What should I do? How could I save everyone?

‘Don’t be an idiot, Daisy!’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘He’s no more the spy than I am. Oh, stop for a moment and let us explain!’
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At first I was not sure that Daisy would obey. In fact, I was not even sure about obeying myself. Should we listen to Mrs Vitellius? What if Il Mysterioso were forcing her to pretend that everything was all right? I stared at him, and he held his hands up, letting go of Daisy and Alexander.

‘Listen to her,’ he said.

Daisy rubbed her shoulder, eyes narrowed.

‘I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised to find that you’re still interfering,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘Or that you’ve dragged more people into your schemes.’

Hetty bobbed a curtsey, blushing, and Alexander said, ‘What’s going on? Is he really a spy?’

‘You can’t ask a detective not to interfere!’ said Daisy, eyes blazing. ‘Hazel and I and our assistants are doing our jobs, just like you, and I don’t see that you have the right—’

‘Daisy,’ said Mrs Vitellius, ‘for all your many good qualities, you are fourteen years old. The British government has not hired you.’

‘Yet,’ Daisy muttered to me.

‘You cannot come blundering into the middle of an interview and—’

‘So this is an interview? I thought you said he wasn’t a spy!’

‘I did,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘And if you’ll listen to me for one moment, I can explain. Mr Zimmerman’s story is quite a different one.’

‘Mr Zimmerman?’ I said, confused. ‘Who’s that?’

‘That is my real name,’ said Il Mysterioso, and he bowed to us all. ‘Pleased to make your acquaintance.’

‘German really is an important skill, the world being what it is today,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘I recommend that both you girls learn it. If you had been able to read those documents, you could have solved the mystery of Mr Zimmerman some time ago.’

‘But . . . we know what the papers were, don’t we?’ I asked, bewildered. ‘Birth certificates, forged ones. Or isn’t that right?’

‘No, that’s perfectly right,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘And that’s why I am speaking to Mr Zimmerman now. As soon as I saw them, I knew that he was not the spy I’m after. Those birth certificates are meant to confuse governments, certainly – but not the British government. You see, if you happen to be Jewish, as Mr Zimmerman is, and you live in many of the countries of Europe, you find yourself in a very difficult position at the moment. If you try to leave your country with your own identity papers, you will be stopped. But if you stay, you will be treated very badly indeed. Alas, short of going to war, which of course we all want to prevent, there is really nothing we can do to help the Jewish people. It is left to people like Mr Zimmerman to step in – he carries forged identity papers across international borders and hands them to his Jewish friends, so they can escape.’

‘But . . . that’s smuggling!’ I exclaimed. ‘Isn’t that wrong?’

‘It is,’ said Il Mysterioso in his rumbling deep voice, ‘but in this instance, not smuggling would be worse. The Fascists in Europe are not well-disposed to people like me.’

‘Why can’t you just bribe officials to let you cross the borders?’ asked Daisy. ‘Aren’t European policemen frightfully lax about things like that?’

‘The officials in question hate Jews more than anything else,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘And most Jews, like most people, do not have enough money to bribe anyone.’

‘Why would they hate the Jews?’ asked Daisy. Her nose was scrunched up, and I could see that, to her, it was not logical. But of course, there are some things that Daisy will never see; things that I know. The way people look at me, and speak to me – I have to tell myself not to mind, and so when Mrs Vitellius said what she said, about hating Jews, I understood.

Mrs Vitellius stared at me, and I gritted my teeth and looked away. Sometimes I do not like it when people understand me.

‘People do not like difference,’ Mrs Vitellius went on. ‘You ought to know that, Daisy.’

It was a reprimand, although a very gentle one.

‘Mr Zimmerman’s . . . unfortunate incident with his new magic trick proved to me that he was not guilty of the murder of Mrs Daunt,’ said Mrs Vitellius. Il Mysterioso rubbed his beard awkwardly. He was obviously still dreadfully ashamed of what had happened. ‘And from what I saw of the documents that were found in his compartment, I guessed what he was really doing. But I needed to make sure, and so I made an excuse to take this walk with him, to ask him to confirm my thoughts.’

‘And you told him about what you do?’

‘It was the only way to get him to trust me,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘I’m sure you both understand.’

I remembered the moment, at Fallingford, when we discovered who Miss Livedon really was. Had Il Mysterioso been as surprised as we had been? I peered up at him, and suddenly found that I was terribly embarrassed. Everything I had thought about him had simply been wrong. He was not wicked, or dangerous, or a murderer. Underneath his beard and his cloak and his frightening face he was a nice man who was only trying to help other people, just like we were.

‘I’m sorry,’ I said to him.

‘No she isn’t,’ said Daisy. ‘We have to suspect everyone, otherwise it wouldn’t be fair. We were only doing our jobs.’

‘The girls won’t say anything about this,’ Mrs Vitellius told him. ‘They’re very good at keeping secrets – aren’t you, girls?’

‘We have been known to be,’ said Daisy. ‘For a good cause – which I suppose this is. Oh, all right then. And Alexander and Hetty won’t say anything either.’

She turned to Alexander and mouthed, ‘Medieval tortures!’ at him.

‘Of course I wouldn’t!’ said Alexander. ‘He’s helping people. It’s exactly what the Pinkertons would do.’

‘I won’t say a word, madam, sir,’ said Hetty. ‘Cross my heart.’

‘The next time I’m in London I shall give you all tickets to my performance,’ said Il Mysterioso.

‘After you’ve perfected your trick, do you mean?’ asked Daisy, a little mischievously. ‘And will we get ices in the interval?’

For a moment Il Mysterioso looked as though he were about to say no. Then he unclenched his jaw and said, ‘Naturally.’

‘Have you ever been to America?’ asked Alexander excitedly. ‘Did you know Houdini?’

‘I travel all over the world,’ said Il Mysterioso. ‘New York is no exception – and yes, I met Harry.’ Alexander’s eyes lit up, and even I was amazed. Fancy having been able to call the world’s most famous magician by his first name! ‘Funny, that was where I met Madame Melinda, though she was calling herself Mrs Fox then. Quite an astonishing act she put on – she truly had talent. Had the whole place spellbound. Pity she’s gone into mediumship now, but I suppose it pays better.’

‘What did she do?’ asked Alexander politely.

‘Oh, a voice act, you know . . . Very impressive.’

So we had been wrong about Madame Melinda being an actress! But this was even better. I giggled at the thought of her singing.

‘Now,’ said Mrs Vitellius, ‘we ought to get back to our carriage before we’re missed. It really will begin to look odd if I spend any more time with you.’

‘Indeed,’ said Daisy blandly. ‘People might think you were our governess.’

‘Oh, heaven forbid,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘My hats are much too nice.’

And she turned and hurried off, stumbling rather on the loose stones in her high heels; the courteous Il Mysterioso offered her an arm back to the steps.

We walked behind her, and suddenly I felt rather deflated. We had been so wrong about Il Mysterioso!

‘Oh, buck up, Watson,’ said Daisy cheerfully. ‘We’ll get there. I’m sure we’re on the right track.’

‘But it isn’t Grandmother!’ said Alexander. He looked horribly worried again, and I did not blame him. Daisy ought to be nicer to him, I thought – after all, she knew exactly how he must be feeling. But Daisy is not very good at noticing when she is like other people.

‘It’s a good thing neither of you blabbed to Mrs Vitellius about the scarf we found,’ said Daisy. ‘We may have established a truce with her, but we are still rivals in this mystery. We must get to the truth before she does! Alexander, you must keep watch on Dr Sandwich’s investigation. Let us know if he does discover anything useful by mistake. Hazel and I will follow the clue of the scarf, and see if we can narrow down our suspect list again.’

‘OK,’ said Alexander. ‘I – I hope you do.’

I wanted desperately to reassure him that we would prove his grandmother hadn’t done it – but that would not have been good detective work. I knew by now never to make promises I wasn’t sure I could keep. So I only smiled at him, and he smiled back; a half-smile not at all like his usual wide grin.

‘Come along, the three of you,’ called Hetty. She was next to the carriage door, waving at us – I think she wanted to get inside again.

‘Coming, Hetty!’ Daisy called. ‘All right?’ she said to Alexander.

‘All right,’ he replied. ‘Gosh, I’ve never worked with other detectives before.’

‘Well, with is—’ Daisy began. I glared at her. ‘No, nor us,’ she went on smoothly, as though she had never meant to say anything else. ‘We’ll see you at dinner. Come ready to hand over your information in the most cunning way possible.’
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When we got back to Maxwell’s compartment, my father had a surprise for us. He had ordered a delicious afternoon spread. There was a plate of éclairs and lemon tarts, and a pot of tea. It’s funny how my father has embraced so many English things – even drinking tea when the weather is hot. After a year and a half of English school, I have nearly come to terms with it, but it still surprises me sometimes.

‘Did you enjoy your walk?’ he asked, smiling at us.

‘Yes, thank you, Mr Wong,’ said Daisy prettily.

‘I have good news,’ he told us. ‘I have done all the work I can until we get to Belgrade, and so I shall be able to spend time with you again. I know I’ve been dreadfully remiss this holiday – not much fun for you, is it, having to amuse yourselves? And after I promised to show you Europe—’

‘But we are seeing Europe,’ I said, thinking of the policemen, and the bomb, and Il Mysterioso’s secret identity, and the unknown spy (who was it?) still waiting to hand over the papers in Belgrade.

‘This is not the real Europe,’ said my father firmly. ‘Europe is history, and culture, and beauty.’

Daisy stared at him, and I knew she was marvelling at how blind grown-ups can be sometimes. But I felt very defensive about my father. He did not understand, but that was not his fault. For once, it was up to me to look after him.

‘We could solve some of the puzzles in our books,’ I said, and was rewarded when he smiled at me.

The three of us sat together and worked at crossword clues. It was oddly peaceful, and although I thought I should feel frustrated, I found myself enjoying it. It was good to be with my father, playing the sort of logic games that we used to in his study in Hong Kong, before I went away to school. I could tell that Daisy was frightfully bored, of course, but she disguised it well, and even pretended to get a few questions wrong, so that my father could be proud that I was cleverer than her.

At last the tea was finished, and all the éclairs and tarts had been quite eaten up. I felt hot and full, and very sleepy.

‘Why don’t you go back to your compartment and rest?’ asked my father, noticing my eyes begin to droop.

‘Oh, smashing idea,’ said Daisy, yawning daintily behind her hand. ‘I simply can’t seem to think any more.’

She was so convincing that I quite believed her – until we got out into the corridor, where she turned right and stopped outside the Countess’s door.

Jocelyn was back at his post, the room searches over. I smiled at him politely, and tried to look as though I was not at all worried about what Daisy was planning.

I could hear scuffling inside the Countess’s compartment – bumps and scrabbles, which stopped the moment Daisy knocked on the door. There was a pause, and then the Countess opened the door. She looked flushed, little spots of colour on her thin cheeks. Behind her I could see clothes and bottles of scent and pots of face cream all flung about the floor – she must be searching for something, and I knew exactly what it was. She had discovered that the necklace was gone. I saw one other thing too – her cane was leaning against the far wall. The Countess had been searching her room without it; she was indeed more spry than she let on.

‘Hello, my lady,’ said Daisy, bobbing a curtsey. ‘We’re so terribly sorry to disturb you, but Hazel and I have just found a scarf, and we wondered if it might belong to you. It’s a red one – terribly pretty—’

‘It is certainly not mine,’ the Countess interrupted. ‘I don’t wear red. It brings back too many dreadful memories. Those Soviet barbarians – they called themselves Russians, but no true Russian would behave as they did!’ She seemed ready to launch into her favourite topic once more.

‘Oh dear,’ said Daisy politely, ‘how terrible. Many apologies for having disturbed you. We’ll leave you now.’

‘Indeed,’ said the Countess. ‘You have excellent manners, young lady. Not like some young people these days. If there must be a new generation, I suppose it is a good thing that children like you are a part of it.’ And she shut the door on us.

Daisy made wide eyes at me. I was not sure what to think. The Countess had sounded certain about the scarf – and not at all afraid or worried – but then again, she was such a fierce person that she would be able to bluff.

Daisy was off again, heading for our compartment – but of course she went on to the door next to ours and knocked on Sarah and Hetty’s door. Hetty opened it.

‘Is Sarah there?’ asked Daisy.

‘What do they want?’ called Sarah behind her.

‘We’ve found a scarf!’ said Daisy – before Hetty had the chance to shoo us away, as I could see she wanted to. ‘It’s red silk. Is it yours?’

Sarah popped her head round the door, and her face, unlike the Countess’s, did look worried.

‘None of your business,’ she snapped, and I could tell that this time her fierceness was put on. ‘Go away.’

‘We were only trying to help. You oughtn’t to be so rude. What would Mr Daunt say?’ asked Daisy.

‘He’d say that you shouldn’t be annoying me,’ said Sarah. ‘I may only be a maid now, but just you wait a few months and you’ll see who’s the grand lady then.’

‘Oh!’ I said, before I could stop myself. Hetty’s mouth was an O of surprise as well, and I saw a glint of excitement in Daisy’s eyes – though of course she was pretending to be quite offended. It sounded very much as though Sarah was expecting something concrete from Mr Daunt. But did she really think he would marry her? Servants didn’t marry their masters; it was terribly shocking – but, then again, Mr Daunt had been kissing her. It was only then that I realized how extremely odd that was. And so soon after Mrs Daunt’s death!

‘Perhaps you ought to go to your compartment, girls,’ said Hetty, making a face at us. ‘It’ll be time to dress for dinner soon.’

‘Yes, Hetty,’ said Daisy obediently. ‘Come along, Hazel.’

‘So,’ she whispered, as soon as we were back in our compartment with the door closed behind us. ‘Detective Society meeting, I think. It’s long overdue. Yes?’

‘Yes,’ I said, getting out this casebook.

‘Excellent. All right. Present – well, you know all that. Now, to the clues. What have we just discovered?’

‘That Sarah thinks she’s going to marry Mr Daunt,’ I said. ‘And that she and the Countess won’t tell us whether the scarf we found is theirs or not. I don’t think we should believe either of them when they say it isn’t.’

‘Mmm,’ said Daisy. ‘I quite agree. Both of them are untrustworthy – did you see the Countess without her cane?’

‘Yes!’ I said. ‘So we know that she might have been able to move quite quickly after the murder.’

‘That scarf, though . . .’ Daisy went on. ‘It’s odd. Now we’ve got that and the handkerchief from Mr Strange’s room. They’re both bloody, so which did the murderer use to cover their clothes? If it was both, why only get rid of one?’

‘I don’t know!’ I said. ‘There are too many clues, aren’t there?’

I had meant it as a sort of joke, but Daisy’s eyes suddenly went wide.

‘Hazel!’ she said. ‘Oh! I’ve just had a most interesting thought! We agree, don’t we, that this murder was planned in advance – it didn’t just happen.’

I nodded.

‘So, if you were planning a murder, wouldn’t you try to shift suspicion away from you, onto someone else?’

I nodded again, suddenly understanding where she was going.

‘And part of that would be to drop false clues, wouldn’t it? So we must assume that at least some of the things we’ve found were meant to be discovered. They’re not real, they’re only red herrings. So, how are we to know which is which? Well, in all my books it says that the planned murders are the ones where the murderer is most likely to slip on some little thing that they couldn’t possibly have foreseen. Therefore all we must do is work out what those unforeseen things were. Certain events have happened that can’t have anything to do with the murder, and if we consider those, then we begin to see all the places where the murderer’s clever planning went wrong.’

‘What things?’ I asked.

‘The bomb,’ said Daisy at once. ‘Even the very cleverest murderer in the universe couldn’t have known that rebels would plant a bomb on the line ahead of us. They would have known that the train would probably be stopped by someone panicking and pulling the emergency cord when the murder was discovered, but we ought to have been on our way again almost immediately. After all, if you have a body on a train the first thing you want to do is get it to a place where the police can look at it, and that’s Belgrade. So us still sitting here . . . that’s a flaw in the plan. Which means that the scarf we just found . . .’

‘. . . oughtn’t to have been found at all!’ I finished. ‘It was meant to be lost in the woods somewhere, not caught on the coupling for us to find while the train was stopped. Oh, I see! So we were supposed to believe that the stained handkerchief Dr Sandwich found in Mr Strange’s room was what the murderer used to cover themselves.’

Daisy nodded. ‘Whether it was planted by the killer because it was supposed to lead the police to Mr Strange, or whether it was a cunning double bluff set up by Mr Strange himself, we don’t yet know – but we must consider that as the planted clue, and the scarf we found this afternoon as the real one; the one the murderer never meant us to find.’

I had to admit, it was one of Daisy’s cleverer moments.

‘What about the other clues?’ I asked. ‘The knife?’

‘The knife must have been planted as well,’ said Daisy. ‘It was wiped clean of prints, remember? Alexander told us so. If the murderer had enough time to wipe it after they used it to kill Mrs Daunt, they had enough time to dispose of it too – yet they didn’t. Why leave it with the body unless that was all part of the plan?’

‘That’s a clue that leads to Mr Strange as well,’ I pointed out. ‘We all saw him carrying it about before the murder, didn’t we? So when we saw the knife next to Mrs Daunt . . .’

‘. . . we were bound to think of him at once,’ said Daisy, nodding again.

My heart was racing. Suddenly a pattern was building up – the two planted clues, so obviously implicating Mr Strange. Had we stumbled on something important? But then I remembered . . .

‘The necklace!’ I said glumly. ‘That doesn’t point to Mr Strange at all, does it? It was in the Countess’s compartment.’

‘I’ve been thinking about that,’ said Daisy. ‘We can’t tell whether that is a planted clue or a mistake. Yes, it’s terribly suspicious, but we know, because Alexander said, that the Countess is the sort of person who simply doesn’t care about the law. Whether or not she is the murderer, she wanted that necklace – which means that there are three options. First, she is the murderer, and she simply couldn’t imagine that she’d need to hide the necklace properly once she’d made the other clues point to Mr Strange. Two, she is not the murderer, but the real murderer knew that she would be an excellent second suspect, if Mr Strange was ruled out for some reason. And third—’

‘Third, the necklace was planted in Mr Strange’s room by the murderer along with the other false clues, but the Countess went hunting for it, and pinched it from there while the interviews were going on!’ I said. ‘After all, the compartments weren’t locked, and Jocelyn wasn’t guarding the corridor then either, because he was in the dining car. Anyone could have gone to his compartment without being noticed.’

‘Exactly!’ said Daisy. We looked at each other, terribly excited. ‘So if we take away the clue of the necklace, what we’re left with is this: the planted clues definitely lead back to Mr Strange. He’s Mrs Daunt’s brother and he needs money, which we know he’ll get from her will. He really is the perfect scapegoat.’

‘So if we’re sure they were planted, then Mr Strange has to have been framed!’ I said.

Daisy nodded. ‘And framed very well, considering he’s locked away at the moment, under guard. Oh, Hazel, well done to us! We’ve gone and ruled out a most important suspect! We’re down to . . . two – Sarah and the Countess – and either of them could have done it. All we have to do is work out which.’

‘And how they did it . . .’ I said slowly.

Daisy frowned at me.

‘Think about the knife,’ I explained. ‘We know that the murderer wiped it – but how was there time? The Countess might be able to move without her cane, and Sarah might be quick on her feet, but Mrs Daunt screamed as her throat was cut. How could either of them have had time after that to steal her necklace, wipe the knife, lock the main door, set up the trick with the connecting door and leave through Mr Daunt’s compartment, taking the scarf on the way, and hiding it and the necklace? All those things must have happened – we know they did – but how? And why didn’t anyone see the Countess or Sarah coming out of Mr Daunt’s compartment?’ The questions kept on tumbling out of me. I suddenly saw what a tangle everything was in. ‘Nothing makes sense!’

‘It doesn’t yet,’ said Daisy, ‘but it will. I still say that we’ll be able to clear up this murder before tomorrow!’

I couldn’t agree with her. Something was wrong – terribly wrong – with our deductions.

‘All we need to do is re-create the crime,’ Daisy went on. ‘Just as I said earlier. We’ve been guessing about timings, haven’t we? Let’s find out for sure. You have to be Mrs Daunt.’

I sighed. Some things never change.

Daisy went to stand by the door, pushing the bolt home. ‘All right,’ she said. ‘As soon as I touch you, begin timing with your watch.’

I took out my wristwatch, and looked at the second hand. Daisy stepped towards me, and as she reached out her hand I shivered. But all she did was draw it across my throat in a sharp movement. I opened my mouth, in a pretend scream, and began to count. Daisy pulled at my neck, as if she were unclasping a necklace (fifteen seconds). She stepped back, brushed something off her front (twenty seconds), and then used it to wipe something in her hands. She made a dropping motion – the knife – and hissed, ‘On the floor!’

I lay down on the carpet (twenty-five seconds) and watched her step over towards the connecting door, fiddling with it (thirty seconds), pretending to push it open (thirty-five seconds) and then closed again (forty seconds). She mimed stepping through it (forty-five seconds) and then turned to me and asked, ‘How long?’

‘Forty-five seconds,’ I said, propping myself up on my elbows. ‘At least. Daisy – how can it be? We must have made a mistake. It only took us a few seconds to reach the corridor, and I remember Sarah and the Countess were already there!’

Daisy frowned. ‘But it must have happened,’ she said. ‘We know it did.’

‘I know!’ I said, frustrated. ‘Oh – perhaps we’ll find out more this evening. What do you think Dr Sandwich is thinking, letting Madame Melinda hold the séance?’

‘He doesn’t know what he thinks,’ Daisy said. ‘He has no logic or method. He’s an infernal bungler and he is confusing everything. However, even the world’s greatest bungler may do something useful by mistake, and I think this séance will be useful to us. We must just watch Sarah and the Countess – will they try to direct proceedings towards Mr Strange’s guilt? Will they “remember” something that isn’t possible? One of them has to be guilty.’

‘I know what we’re looking for, Daisy,’ I said – a bit crossly perhaps, because I was trying not to worry about what we had just discovered in our re-creation. I have been detecting for just as long as Daisy, and if I did not know how to watch suspects by now, I would not be a worthy Vice-President at all.

‘I never said you didn’t,’ said Daisy, holding her hands up. ‘Goodness, Hazel, you have got forceful this holiday.’

I turned away from her angrily and began to write up everything that had happened, but I felt as if I was only going in circles around the problem. How would we ever move forwards? Both Sarah and the Countess might have done it, but there was nothing to choose between them; no way of knowing which of them we should point at and say, It was you! What if we never understood what had happened – and what if, when we arrived at Belgrade, the police believed all the murderer’s red herrings, and arrested Mr Strange officially? He would never escape once he had been arrested, even though he’d protested that he would. Even though I did not particularly like Mr Strange, everything in me knew that it was wrong for an innocent person to be punished for something he did not do. It was not justice – and that was the point of being a detective, wasn’t it? To make sure that justice was done.
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At dinner Madame Melinda talked rather a lot about spirit energy, and Mr Daunt took the bait. They had another of their furious arguments – it was absolutely clear that they despised each other, and both blamed the other for Mrs Daunt’s death. The rest of the passengers tried to pretend that they weren’t listening.

After we had finished we were sent back to our compartments. When we returned to the dining car, it had a very different atmosphere. The curtains were drawn, and the candles were just little soft pulses, like red hearts. The electric wall lamps had been turned off – Madame Melinda explained that bright light interfered with the vibrations from the spirits, and I felt Daisy’s silent huff of amusement against my hair.

‘I’ve gotten these!’ Alexander whispered to us as we all filed in. ‘Papers from Mr Strange’s compartment – there were lots. No one noticed me taking them!’ He was so proud of himself that my heart sank. He was not to know that we had narrowed down our suspects again, and proved that Mr Strange could not be one of them. These papers must be just notes for his new crime novel.

‘We don’t have much new,’ I whispered back, feeling dreadful, as Daisy folded them away in her little bag. ‘No one’s claiming the scarf.’

We all sat down in a slightly awkward circle, arranged around two tables pushed together, so we had to stretch out our hands across the white tablecloths. I looked at them all clasped together – my hand in Daisy’s on one side (rather loosely, to show that although we were Detective Society for ever, I had not quite forgiven her for her earlier comments), and my father’s on the other. I had thought my father would refuse to allow us to take part, but he had looked at me very searchingly over his glasses and said, ‘If it is going to happen, then in the spirit of scientific enquiry we ought to watch it. It is important to know about the things that go on in the world.’

I thought then that there were many more things going on in the world – and in our train carriage – than he knew. He might be good at business, but this holiday he had not been so good at seeing what Daisy and I were up to. Then I felt guilty. He had been busy with work; the work he needed to do to look after me and my mother – and my two little half-sisters and their mother, my father’s concubine – and all the people who made our wedding-cake house in Hong Kong run as smooth as silk. I felt full of remorse, so I stared at my father’s rather square, short fingers, with their deep knuckles and clean nails, and felt very fond of them. Once this adventure was over, I told myself, I would be a good daughter again, the very best there could ever be.

But only when this was over. For now, there was a murderer to be caught, and Daisy and I could not stop until the thing was done.

I looked up again, and around at the dim room. Beyond Daisy was Alexander, then the Countess, Mr Daunt (looking very crossly at Madame Melinda), Mr Strange (he had been let out of the guards’ van, and Dr Sandwich was hovering proprietorially behind him), Il Mysterioso (everyone else still giving him a wide berth), Mrs Vitellius, Madame Melinda, Maxwell, and then my father again. Hetty and Sarah hovered at the edge of the room. Daisy and I had agreed that I should watch Sarah while she watched the Countess.

My hands tingled – with excitement, I reminded myself, not because of spirit energy. I very determinedly did not let myself get carried away by Madame Melinda’s words. Auras, knockings, smells and lights – they were all so many lies; magical red herrings to pull your eyes away from the real trick. This is what Daisy had told me firmly; and as was so often the case, Daisy was right.

Dr Sandwich, though, was very enthusiastic. I could not tell whether he truly believed that Madame Melinda would be able to call back Mrs Daunt’s spirit – but he certainly wanted to see her try.

Madame Melinda cleared her throat, and we all looked at her. ‘Good evening,’ she said, her rich deep voice like treacle. It seemed to ooze like treacle too, all the way into my head and down my spine. I shivered. I wasn’t sure whether I liked it or not. Mr Daunt snorted rudely, and Madame Melinda glared at him.

‘We are here tonight, together, to commune with the spirits, and to call back from beyond the curtain the soul of our dear departed friend Georgiana Daunt. Spirits, we would know of you whether Georgiana now exists with you in joy – but we would also know of you whether she has darker memories, to help us discover the truth of her last few moments. Pitiful as they are, painful as they are to recall, we would ask you, spirits, to help us understand, to show us the way – spirits, are you there?’

As she said this, she raised her head, and half raised her arms, so that Mrs Vitellius and Maxwell had to lift their hands too – and on around the circle the jolt went, each of us carried along with it without even meaning to be.

Then there was silence; a silence that buzzed with anticipation and made my hairs creep. Nothing would happen, I told myself – and then there was a hollow rap. It seemed to come from the tabletop itself, but I looked around at all the hands and saw them stretched out and touching, absolutely innocent.

Another rap, this time from – I could have sworn – the other side of the table; and then a perfect volley of them, so we all looked around in half-panic (though the grown-ups tried to hide their fear, and Daisy was only pretending). Off to the side, Sarah squealed, and I glanced through the dimness at her and Hetty. She did not look so much guilty as terrified.

‘The spirits are here!’ cried Madame Melinda, lifting her face up even further – it seemed to glow in the darkness, and I blinked, for of course that could not be. ‘The spirits are here!’ and then – and this made my skin crawl with horror – her mouth opened again, but the voice that came out was not Madame Melinda’s at all. ‘We are here,’ she moaned, high and shrill. Then, deeper, ‘We are here,’ and, ‘We are HERE!’ cried a voice so hard and heavily accented I could not tell where it came from.

‘My spirit guides!’ whispered Madame Melinda. ‘Welcome!’

I thought to myself that I would not welcome those voices anywhere, and gave up trying to hold Daisy’s hand lightly.

‘Spirits, we are here to contact one of the newest of your number, known in this sphere of existence as Georgiana Daunt. We would speak to her – is she there? Bring her forth!’ Madame Melinda’s head rolled, and the whites of her eyes shone. Strange noises came from her throat – groans and half-howls – and around us the knocking became a frenzy, until the whole air seemed to snap and shake.

Next to me, Daisy shivered. I squeezed her fingers tighter. That even Daisy should be afraid! She leaned her head against mine, trembling – and whispered two words: ‘Ouija board.’

And of course, then I knew that Daisy was not frightened at all. She was not shivering. She was laughing. Ouija board meant, for us, the way Daisy had faked a ghostly presence to announce Miss Bell’s murder to the school. Her trick with the Ouija board counter had been so clever that for five horrid minutes I had believed in the ghost. What Daisy was trying to tell me was that Madame Melinda was faking the knockings and spirit noises in exactly the same way that Daisy had faked Miss Bell. Nothing I was seeing or hearing was real; Daisy was reminding me of what had happened so that I should stop being afraid, and begin to be a detective. Again, I peered through the darkness at Sarah, and saw her shaking with terror.

‘Spirits!’ shrieked Madame Melinda, rolling her head from side to side like a spinning top coming to rest. ‘Speak!’

All at once, everything stopped. The carriage was bathed in another electric silence. And then a voice growled, ‘SHE IS HERE.’

It did not seem to come from Madame Melinda’s mouth, but from the empty air in the middle of our circle.

‘She cannot speak for herself,’ the voice went on. ‘She is still too weak. She has not yet come into her full spirit powers. I, Baliostra, must translate.’

Mr Daunt snorted loudly.

‘Baliostra!’ muttered the Countess. ‘Ridiculous name.’ She clearly did not believe in the séance either – she did not seem afraid in the slightest.

Dr Sandwich, however, looked excited. ‘What does she remember about the night of her death?’ he asked. ‘What did she see?’

But it seemed that the spirits could not be hurried. Baliostra, speaking in very low growls (I worried rather about the state of Madame Melinda’s throat), told us that Mrs Daunt was at one with the light. She felt no more pain; only love towards those who loved her best. I suspected that this was a dig at Mr Daunt. But then: ‘She wishes William to know that all is forgiven. The bonds of family love are strong – strong – and rise above earthly disagreements. But – oh! – when they are broken! That is the cruellest thing! When trust is betrayed – when family ties are disregarded . . .’

‘Yes?’ cried Dr Sandwich, tightening his grip on Mr Strange. ‘Go on!’

‘In a place of light, she cannot speak of such dark matters,’ said Baliostra – but what was unsaid was left hovering in the air. My heart began to beat faster. There were no spirits. There was no Baliostra. There was only Madame Melinda. So why was Madame Melinda, so full of anger at Mr Daunt, still pointing the finger at Mr Strange? Was it because she had been swayed by the planted clues, and really believed he was guilty?

‘She merely remembers . . . a knock on her door. Unhappiness in her soul. A figure – a figure from her earliest life, one she knew so well . . . and words that have no place in the spirit realm. Oh! Something flashing in the dimness! Oh! Her jewels ripped from her neck!’

‘And after . . . after she was called into the light?’ asked Dr Sandwich eagerly. ‘How did the murderer escape?’

‘A cunning trick,’ moaned Baliostra. ‘Wicked – I cannot see – my eyes dazzle. The killer fled, to hide in plain sight . . . Oh, wickedness. Foul crime! Oh!’

And the carriage was pierced through with the most dreadful shriek. It filled our ears – it seemed to come from all around us, bouncing off the walls of the dining car and making it feel horridly small and claustrophobic. We all dropped hands in horror; the Countess exclaimed; Mr Daunt jumped to his feet and Mr Strange slumped backwards in his chair, trembling with horror like a figure in a ghost story. Sarah was screaming. Was this her guilty conscience at last?

‘Rather impressive,’ said Il Mysterioso. His eyes were glittering with professional interest. ‘Still up to her old tricks, I see.’

Madame Melinda groaned and raised her head. ‘What happened?’ she asked in a kitten-weak voice. ‘Did I see anything? Did I help?’

I was waiting for the Countess to mention the necklace – and so, quite obviously, was Alexander. He looked nervously at her, but all she said was, ‘This really is quite enough. I refuse to put up with this any longer. Take us to Belgrade immediately.’

My stomach lurched. Was she silent now because she was finally feeling guilty for having stolen it – or because Madame Melinda had reminded her what had happened when she took it from Mrs Daunt? Up to this point, I had not particularly cared about any of the suspects in this case, but helping Alexander had made me remember that, as always, real people were involved – people who mattered, people I liked.

‘My lady, you need have no fear,’ said Dr Sandwich grandly. ‘As soon as we receive word that it is safe to proceed, we will do so – and we will do so having cleared up this unpleasant business. I think I can say that my suspicions about the death of Mrs Daunt have now been confirmed. The murderer is, without a doubt, Mr Strange.’
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Mr Strange slumped down in his chair. His thin face looked more pinched than ever, weak and unpleasant with terror, and he put his hand to his neck as though shielding it.

‘I didn’t,’ he said. ‘Look here, I didn’t—’

‘There’s no need to deny it any longer, Mr Strange,’ said Dr Sandwich, puffing out his chest in triumph. ‘We know everything. Your books haven’t been selling well, have they? You needed money. You followed your sister, Mrs Daunt, onto this train – using the last of your dwindling royalties, I assume – and begged her to help you. And almost everyone agrees that they saw you walking up and down the corridor brandishing a knife—’

‘It’s a letter opener!’

‘A knife which you then pretended was stolen just before dinner last night. Very opportune, I must say. Did you believe you would get away with that? Then the murder. You left your table at dinner and went to your sister’s compartment. You covered your white shirt front with this cloth’ – like a rather second-rate magician Dr Sandwich pulled the bloodstained handkerchief that had been found in Mr Strange’s luggage out of his pocket – ‘you took out your knife and you attacked her. Poor lady, she only had time for one scream before the end. Pulling the necklace from around her throat, you ran from the compartment, locking the connecting door behind you with a cunning trick.’

‘What trick?’ snapped Mr Strange, rallying slightly. ‘I’m not a magician – unlike some people on board!’

‘There will be time enough to discover that later,’ said Dr Sandwich, and I gritted my teeth at how very unrigorous he was being. ‘I’m sure a crime novelist would have no trouble concocting something. We shall get to the bottom of it, never fear. As I was saying, you dashed back to your own room, only to join us again in the corridor a few moments later.’

Hearing that, I knew again that his explanation of how the murder happened could not be true. There was simply not enough time for any murderer to have done all that!

‘Meanwhile, how do you explain that handkerchief? It was found in your luggage, after all. And those rather unpleasant stories we discovered – the ones about cutting a woman’s throat—’

‘Those are stories! I am a writer, an artist. I would never— Look here, man, it’s fantasy. There’s a vast difference between writing about a woman’s throat being cut and actually doing it. The doing is far quicker, for one thing.’

It was a very unfortunate joke. ‘DISGUSTING!’ bellowed Mr Daunt. ‘Take him away at once. Georgie’s own brother!’

‘Wicked, wicked man!’ said Madame Melinda. ‘I’m only glad I helped bring him to justice.’

‘You?’ said Mr Daunt. ‘That penny trick of yours . . . help? That was a show, and a very bad one. It’s the evidence that got him. We’re in the twentieth century, not the sixteenth.’

‘We heard of his guilt from the lips of the spirits themselves, from dearest Georgie! How can you say such ignorant things! The ways of the spirits are the future; much is still to be revealed . . . Why, one day I believe that we shall live side by side, gleaning knowledge from each other equally.’

While she was talking, Mr Strange was led out of the room by two attendants; he was still protesting weakly.

‘I wonder,’ said Il Mysterioso, ‘how Mr Strange had time to lock that door behind him, and how he left no trace of his method of doing so? I am not sure even I could do it.’ Then, before Dr Sandwich could say anything, he turned on his heel and, with a red swish of cloak, disappeared through the door. He certainly knew how to make an exit. I caught Daisy looking after him admiringly, and suspected that, next time she was taken to her dressmaker, she would develop a most mysterious interest in capes.

‘He has a point,’ said Mrs Vitellius into the silence. ‘How did he?’

‘Mystery writers . . .’ said Dr Sandwich, waving her away. ‘They’re cunning. He’ll have come up with a clever way, and we’ll get it out of him, never fear.’

‘And he ran the length of the corridor without being seen or heard afterwards, to emerge from his compartment again!’ Mrs Vitellius went on. ‘Heavens, he must have been clever. I feel quite frightened to have been near him. Oh!’

‘He ran very quickly, I’m sure,’ said Dr Sandwich, evidently not interested in the discussion. ‘In his stocking feet. They do it in all the books.’

And just like that, I knew for certain that Dr Sandwich was wrong – not just about Mr Strange, but about how the murder had been done. What he was saying . . . it could not be. And that meant . . . that meant that we were looking at everything wrong. But how? I could not think. It all seemed very real, but underneath it must be as faked as the séance.

I suddenly knew that I’d had a most important thought.

‘Father,’ I said, trying to breathe calmly and hide my excitement, ‘can Daisy and I go to bed?’
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There was no time. There simply was not enough of it for the murder to work.

It was impossible, but we had believed it because it had to be true. But what if . . . it was not true after all?

‘What is it?’ Daisy asked, as soon as we were back in our compartment.

‘Daisy – what if neither the Countess nor Sarah did do it? What if we’ve been looking at this all wrong? What if it wasn’t just the locked door that was a trick? What if everything was?’

Hetty came in then, to help us get ready for bed, and we had the most horrid pause. I was shivering with the effort of pretending to be normal, and Hetty said, ‘Are you all right, Miss Hazel? You can’t really be cold!’

She turned out the light and closed the compartment door, and quick as a flash there was a rapping on the bunk: W-a-i-t.

O-K, I rapped back, though it almost hurt to agree. I closed my eyes and tried to calm my whirling brain. We waited until we heard Hetty going into her compartment next door, and then I heard a rattle – and almost shrieked when up onto my bed, like a serpent bursting out of the sea, came Daisy, eyes wild, hair flying.

‘Hazel!’ she breathed, so close that it made my nose tickle. ‘What is it?’

‘I think – I think I’ve worked something out!’ I whispered.

‘Go down and see if it’s safe to talk,’ hissed Daisy.

I clambered carefully down, crept over to the door and popped my head outside. It was a warm night, almost sticky, and the night-lights were on. The corridor was empty, although at the other end Jocelyn was sitting at his station, eyes drooping, his usually jolly face crumpled in a frown. He looked as unhappy with Dr Sandwich’s explanation as I was, but he seemed almost asleep. I closed our door again – it gave a tiny thump – and climbed back up the ladder.

Daisy had wriggled down to the foot of my bunk, sitting up very straight. She picked up the torch and flicked it under her chin, so that light fanned out over her face and the gold of her hair. She looked slightly mad, and utterly fascinating.

‘What is it?’ she repeated. ‘Oh, do hurry up, Hazel. I don’t like waiting!’

I took a deep breath. ‘The timings don’t make sense,’ I said. ‘We’ve proved that. So we have to listen to ourselves. There simply isn’t enough time for the murderer to have got out of Mrs Daunt’s room to safety. No one could have killed Mrs Daunt the way we all think they did and got away with it.’

‘So?’ asked Daisy.

‘So,’ I said, ‘it must have been done another way entirely, at a different time. And if that’s true, it means that everything – the scream, finding Mrs Daunt’s body – was faked. It was all a trick, not just the locked room!’

‘Oh!’ said Daisy, and I could tell that she had understood. ‘So you think the scream—’

‘It can’t have been the sound of Mrs Daunt dying!’ I said. ‘We can’t prove it was, after all. We heard a scream, and we ran out into the corridor and saw Mrs Daunt dead in her compartment. We assumed that Mrs Daunt had screamed, and then died – but what if it was the other way round? It sounds impossible, because dead women don’t scream—’

‘Only they do, Watson,’ said Daisy, and she began to grin like a rat-trap, ‘when Madame Melinda makes them.’

I wanted to hug her. ‘Yes! That ghastly wailing noise at the end of the séance was just like the one we heard after dinner. No one realized what that must mean, because we were too busy thinking that it was a communication from the spirits. But of course, we know that Madame Melinda was controlling the séance, so if there was a scream, she made it.’

‘Goodness, Hazel, I never thought I’d hear you being sceptical about ghosts! But you’re right, you’re exactly right! Why mightn’t she have thrown her voice from her compartment into Mrs Daunt’s last night? Their compartments are next to each other, after all, and we know from Mrs Vitellius that she was in her compartment at exactly the moment when the scream happened. And didn’t Il Mysterioso tell us earlier that she used to perform in music hall shows? We thought that he meant acting or singing, but what if he meant that she was a ventriloquist?’

Suddenly I saw a flaw. ‘But . . . Daisy, why would she? She liked Mrs Daunt. Why would she kill her? And anyway, we know that she was in the dining car all evening; she left it with Mrs Vitellius, and then she was in her compartment from that point until the moment the scream happened – so there was never any opportunity for her to actually commit the murder. Madame Melinda can’t have killed her!’

‘No, Hazel, you’re not thinking quite widely enough. She can’t have committed the murder – but she must have been helping whoever did. And she had a very good reason: Mrs Daunt’s will. Five thousand pounds, Hazel! It’s enough to turn anyone’s head— Oh, don’t argue, anyone unless they were as nice as you.’

‘But who was she helping?’ I gasped.

‘Mr Daunt, of course,’ said Daisy. ‘Who else could it have been?’
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There was a sudden shaking all around us. The compartment began to rock and judder, and the jug and glasses beside our basin made little jingles, over and over and over again. We were on the move!

I stared at Daisy in horror. If we were moving, we had a few hours at most before the train pulled in to Belgrade. Once again we were racing against time – we had to unravel the mystery as quickly as we could. Was Daisy right in what she said?

‘W-wait,’ I said, stammering. ‘No – no, it can’t be him – he hates Madame Melinda and he loved Mrs Daunt! And he was at dinner the whole evening until the scream—’

Except there I stopped. Because Mr Daunt had left the dining car, hadn’t he? Yes, he had been in his seat at the moment of the scream, but earlier, just after he and Madame Melinda had argued and Mrs Daunt had fled to her room, hadn’t he gone to look in on her? He had come back a few minutes later shaking his head and asking Sarah to see what her mistress wanted, as if he had tried to get into his wife’s compartment and been sent away – but how did we know that was what had happened? Sarah had gone to see Mrs Daunt later as he had asked – we knew that – and we had also heard her tell Hetty that she had knocked on Mrs Daunt’s door and got no answer. Could it be that Mrs Daunt had given no answer, not because she was cross, but because she was already dead?

Mr Strange had also said that he had knocked on Mrs Daunt’s door and not heard anything, hadn’t he? Again, we had thought that this was because Mrs Daunt was cross with him, or, worse, that he was lying, and he had gone in and killed her – but what if he was speaking the truth too? What if Mrs Daunt’s double silence was not a coincidence, but a pattern? What if . . . what if . . . what if . . .?

My brain was suddenly filled with what ifs, questions sizzling through it and turning my face hot with horror and amazement.

‘But they hate each other,’ I whispered again.

Daisy looked at me pityingly. She was in control of the dénouement once more.

‘Partners in crime always pretend to hate each other,’ she said. ‘It’s in all my books. The more two people argue in public, the more likely they are to be making plans in private. Unless they’re not, of course. But this is not one of those times.’

‘So,’ I said, ‘if they did do it—’

‘They did,’ said Daisy, ‘and here’s why. First, Mrs Daunt was rich. She had pots of money from her mother, and we saw her will – most of it was going to Mr Daunt. And even though he behaved as though he was rich as well, we know that was down to Mrs Daunt’s money. She saved him when they married – it must have been her money he spent on the necklace, really. I know that he behaved as though he adored her when they were in public, but we heard them arguing when they thought they couldn’t be heard, didn’t we? She was so silly and spoiled – I’ll bet he was sick of her. And that’s why she was so upset all the time: because he was being cruel to her in private. When we saw Mr Daunt kissing Sarah, we thought that it was a motive for her, but it’s also really a motive for him. If he was in love with Sarah and he divorced Mrs Daunt, he’d lose all her money – so why not kill his wife? That way he could keep her money and have Sarah as well.

‘He and Madame Melinda must have banded together and decided to set the whole thing up, using Madame Melinda’s skill at ventriloquism to create a murder that seemed impossible. That’s why it all seemed like a play, Hazel! We thought so at the time, didn’t we, only we didn’t see what that could mean.

‘Look, it’s perfectly simple, really. They must have planned the crime before they boarded the train – but for it to work, they needed to wait for a moment when Jocelyn went through to the Calais–Athens coach. That happened at dinner, remember, and that was their signal. They staged an argument, knowing that it would upset Mrs Daunt and send her running to her room. Then Mr Daunt followed her, and that’s when he killed her. He must have locked the main door behind him, protected his white shirt front with that red scarf we found so as not to stain his shirt – the scarf could even have been Madame Melinda’s; perhaps she lent it to him – and covered her mouth so she couldn’t make a sound when he killed her. Then he took off her necklace, wiped the knife with the scarf, put it next to Mrs Daunt and left the room through the connecting door into his compartment. Then he came back into the dining car as though nothing had happened.’

‘But how did he lock the connecting door from the other side?’ I asked. ‘Do you think he used a bit of string or a shoelace, like when we tried it out on Maxwell’s door?’

‘He didn’t lock it at all,’ said Daisy. ‘And that’s the real reason why the murderers must be Mr Daunt and Madame Melinda. We were being far too complex with our ideas. We were forcing things, to make the impossible work. But the truth is far simpler. It’s that old logic puzzle: how can someone get out of a locked room? There are only three possible answers. First, they weren’t in the locked room at all. We know that can’t be true in this case, because Mrs Daunt clearly didn’t kill herself, so there had to be someone else in the room when she died. Second, they stayed hidden in the locked room until the rest of us arrived – we know that can’t be true here either, because we all saw that there was no one in there when Mr Daunt burst through the door. The compartment simply wasn’t big enough to hide them. So, once you’ve eliminated those two as impossible, only one solution is left: that the compartment wasn’t really locked. We saw Mr Daunt break down the main door, and that made us all think that the whole room was locked – but remember how he went running into his compartment and came back out saying the connecting door was locked? We all simply believed him.’

‘But the connecting door was locked!’ I said, remembering. ‘We heard Madame Melinda opening it— Oh.’

‘Exactly!’ said Daisy. ‘She must have pushed the bolt to and fro to make it sound as if the door were being unlocked – but she can’t have unlocked it because the murderer – Mr Daunt – has to have left the room through it after he killed Mrs Daunt. He didn’t need to play about with string: he knew that his accomplice would make it appear to be locked later. Anyone not helping the murderer would have commented that the door wasn’t locked, so the fact that Madame Melinda didn’t mention that it wasn’t proves that she must have been involved. And both of them shouting that the other did it afterwards, when we knew that they couldn’t have, just made them both look absolutely innocent. That must have been part of their plan.

‘Then, later, one of them crept into Mr Strange’s compartment and hid the necklace and the handkerchief in his luggage. They weren’t to know that the Countess would go hunting through the compartments for the necklace and steal it before the attendants could find it! They really did have an awful lot of rotten luck.’

I suddenly remembered something else that made my skin crawl. ‘Daisy, when Madame Melinda opened the connecting door, she was holding a scarf in her hand. What if . . .’

‘. . . it was what Mr Daunt used; the scarf we found snagged between the carriages. They must have tried to get rid of it, just in case there was something on it that might lead the police back to them. If they had prepared it beforehand, they could be sure that the handkerchief they planted to frame Mr Strange was quite clean of everything but Mrs Daunt’s blood. But . . . why didn’t Mr Daunt take the scarf with him when he left after killing Mrs Daunt?’ Daisy frowned.

‘Could it have been just another mistake?’ I asked. ‘What if Mr Daunt dropped it in his haste to leave, and when Madame Melinda saw it, she had to hide it quickly? So she picked it up and threw it out of her compartment window as quickly as she could – but she didn’t do it properly, and that’s why it got snagged.’

‘Yes!’ said Daisy. ‘She couldn’t plant it in Mr Strange’s room with the other cloth and the necklace, could she, as it was a woman’s scarf, and quite possibly hers? It wouldn’t have been believable. Oh, very good, Watson! What a lovely little detail.’

My heart was pounding. What we were saying . . . it was all so incredible. But for the first time since the murder, what we were saying sounded true. I could feel that we were on the right track at last – and the logical part of my brain agreed. All those details that had refused to add up before had slotted into place quite beautifully. Daisy’s eyes met mine, and we glowed at each other.

And then our compartment door slammed open. In the soft light stood a dark, furious shape. We both gasped. My heart was pounding. We were trapped! There was nowhere to go. Had Mr Daunt found us?

A moment later a part of me was almost wishing he had – because when the figure stepped forward, it was not Mr Daunt at all, but my father, and I had never seen him look so furious.

‘WONG FUNG YING!’ he bellowed. ‘WHAT ARE YOU DOING?’

‘Who’s that?’ whispered Daisy. ‘Who’s he shouting at?’

‘Me,’ I said miserably. ‘He’s shouting at me.’
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I know that things are bad when my father uses my other name. He strode into our compartment, and I saw that behind him was Jocelyn, hovering rather uncomfortably. We clambered down from my bunk and stood before them nervously.

‘Wong Fung Ying,’ said my father, deadly calm, ‘I asked Mr Buri to let me know if he saw any suspicious movements around your room. I was doing this for your safety, but when he knocked on my door to say that he had seen you peeping out a few minutes ago, and I came to make sure that you were safe, I heard you . . . making the most ridiculous, fantastical assertions about two of your fellow passengers! Hazel, this is not polite or ladylike! And I told you that on this holiday I wanted you to be on your best behaviour! I did, did I not?’

‘Yes, Father,’ I said, my voice catching in my throat and having to be forced out through a lump as big as a toad.

‘Oh, Mr Wong!’ said Daisy. ‘We were just talking. We were making up silly stories—’

‘Silence,’ he snapped. ‘Hazel, what were you doing?’

My head spun. It was no good pretending any more. I had to tell my father the truth about what we had been doing – and show him that we had disobeyed him because we had to. If we did not speak out, Mr Strange would be arrested for the murder, and tried, and found guilty.

It was just like the Easter holidays again – a nightmare moment. In order to save a life we had to be believed, but how could we prove what we knew, and how could we make my father believe us? I knew I had only a few very short moments’ grace. I had to speak more carefully and cleverly than I had ever spoken before.

‘We were investigating,’ I said quietly. ‘I’m sorry. We were. But . . . Father, we had to. We know who really murdered Mrs Daunt. It wasn’t Mr Strange, it was Mr Daunt and Madame Melinda, and we have to tell someone, because if we don’t Mr Strange will be arrested for a murder he didn’t do. You’ve always told me . . . You told me that justice was important, and if Mr Strange is accused of murder that won’t be justice. It can’t be wrong to find out the truth; not if it saves someone – that’s why we went on with the investigation after you told us not to.’

‘Explain,’ said my father. ‘Explain why you would accuse two people whom you had never met three days ago of the worst crime known to mankind.’

‘Because Dr Sandwich was going wrong!’ I said. ‘And—’

‘Because they did it!’ cried Daisy.

I elbowed her. Not hard; only enough to warn her to keep mum. If she kept on, she would ruin everything. She shot me a look, but did not say any more.

‘We wouldn’t have accused anyone until we were sure,’ I said, ‘but we are sure now. That was what we were talking about. None of the other suspects add up – none of them could have done it in the time. There simply wasn’t time, if you believe that Mrs Daunt was murdered when we heard that scream.’

‘Dr Sandwich accused Mr Strange because of the knife, and the bloodied cloth, and his poverty, Hazel,’ said my father sadly. ‘This is not your business. Anyway, you know Mr Daunt couldn’t have done it. We all saw him in the dining car.’

‘But the scream we heard was faked!’ I said, clenching my fists. ‘By Madame Melinda! She threw her voice, just like she did in the séance, to make us think that we knew when Mrs Daunt was murdered. But it really happened much earlier – when Mr Daunt left the dining car after his wife. He killed her without her making any noise, locked the main door behind him and then left through the connecting door. That’s how the murderer had time to escape without being seen. Those clues you mentioned – those are all nonsense; they were planted by Madame Melinda and Mr Daunt. Daisy and I found the real scarf Mr Daunt used to mop up the blood and clean the knife caught between the carriages this afternoon when we went outside for a walk.’

My father paused. ‘Hazel,’ he said at last, ‘this all sounds like the worst kind of detective fiction. I don’t like what I am hearing – I don’t like my little girl getting mixed up in all this nonsense.’

‘But I’m not little!’ I shouted. ‘I’m nearly fourteen, and I know what’s true and what isn’t. I’ll swear on anything you like that Daisy and I aren’t making this up – honour bright we aren’t. I don’t tell lies: you taught me not to, so you ought to know that I’m telling the truth.’

My father clenched his jaw. I held my breath. I had never spoken to him that way, never – how would he react? I should be beaten for it, I knew.

‘Send a telegram,’ I begged. ‘Once we get to Belgrade. You can find out about Madame Melinda’s music-hall act – whether she really was a ventriloquist. And can’t you look at Mrs Daunt’s will? We’ve seen it – it proves that Mr Daunt and Madame Melinda both had a motive to kill Mrs Daunt – for her money.’ As I said this, I realized how thin it sounded. Mrs Daunt had left something to Mr Strange as well – and that would only seem to prove his guilt the more.

‘The scream,’ I said desperately. ‘Please . . . the scream. Didn’t you hear it at the séance? It sounded exactly like the noise we heard last night, when Mrs Daunt died. Isn’t that too much of a coincidence? Don’t you see? If it was Madame Melinda who screamed then, doesn’t it follow that she could have screamed on the evening of the murder as well? She and Mr Daunt are working together, we know they are. You just have to prove it. Please!’

It was a long speech for me, and I was amazed at myself. I was being almost Daisy-ish.

‘I ought to consult Dr Sandwich,’ said Jocelyn, frowning.

‘Wait, Mr Buri,’ said my father. ‘Is that advisable? Dr Sandwich does seem very set on his present conclusion.’

I had been looking down at my hands, defeated – but my head whipped up to stare at him. Beside me, Daisy squeezed my arm so hard I had to clench my teeth. Was he really saying . . .?

‘Is there perhaps a way to test this theory – carefully, of course, without letting it be generally known? If my daughter and Miss Wells are wrong, they will of course apologize to you and the Compagnie Internationale des Wagons-Lits most humbly, in writing, and be subject to some rather dreadful punishments – but I do know Hazel, and she is an honest girl. She would not make an accusation like this if she did not feel she had grounds for it.’

I gasped. I knew that this was a sort of test – would I crack and weep, and admit that I had been lying? But of course I couldn’t, because I wasn’t. My father and I looked at each other in the dimness of the compartment, and somehow his face seemed new, although it was still as familiar as ever – I suppose I was only seeing him in a new way. I wonder if he was thinking the same about me.

‘This is only a suggestion,’ said my father, ‘but could you perhaps pretend to arrest Madame Melinda? This scarf the girls found, and the faked scream – could that be enough? I do not suggest arresting Mr Daunt, because he appears to have an excellent alibi, and he is also a very influential man. If he is innocent, you would be hearing about it for the next twenty years. But Madame Melinda – she is a safer bet all round, and if she thinks she is being accused of the murder, who knows what she might say?’

Jocelyn frowned again. He clearly found it all most irregular and worrying – but all the same I could see that he had been bothered by Dr Sandwich’s less scientific methods. He wiped his hand across his forehead and came to a decision.

‘If these are your orders, sir . . .’ he said.

‘They are my orders,’ said my father, looking at me unblinkingly. ‘Arrest Madame Melinda.’
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In the sleeping corridor, the noise of Jocelyn’s knock on Madame Melinda’s cabin door was thunderingly loud.

Daisy and I waited almost in the doorway of our compartment, and my father stood next to us. The train swayed as it went round a corner, and my father’s hand on my shoulder steadied me. I still wasn’t quite sure whether he was angry with me or not – was he doing this to shame me, and prove to me that I was still a little girl after all?

I craned round to look at him, and found him staring down at me, a crinkle of worry on his forehead. My father is still taller than I am, and for a moment I really did feel small and young and hopelessly foolish next to him. But then Jocelyn knocked again, and Madame Melinda’s door opened.

Daisy clutched my hand, and I took a deep breath. Whatever my father thought of me, things were happening, and it was our duty to watch them.

Madame Melinda popped her head out into the corridor. Her heavy make-up had been wiped clean, and her face looked quite naked, bald as an egg and undefined. I barely recognized her.

‘What is it?’ she said. ‘I’ll have you know I was busy communing with the spirits in the realm of dreams. They were giving me a most important message that is now lost.’

‘Madame,’ said Jocelyn, ‘my apologies for waking you. Alas, I have an important question to put to you. Do you recognize this scarf?’

He brought up his hand and dangled the red – and red-stained – scarf that Daisy had given him in front of Madame Melinda.

I saw her face twitch. ‘Of course not,’ she said. I knew then, with absolute certainty, that she was lying.

‘You are sure? It does look rather like one of yours,’ said Jocelyn, still apologetically.

‘It certainly is not,’ said Madame Melinda, drawing herself up to her full height and sticking out her bosom imposingly. ‘I only wear black. Now, please leave me alone.’

‘Madame,’ said Jocelyn, and I was concerned. He seemed rather at a loss. ‘There is just one more thing I would like to ask you . . . Forgive me. Is it true that you have had experience in music halls?’

Madame Melinda gasped. It was an inrush of air so loud that we all heard it quite distinctly. ‘How DARE you?’ she cried. ‘How dare you insinuate that I might perform on the stage? I am an artist, a sensitive, I would never—’

‘But the séance . . . your ability is obvious, Madame. The scream – it was the work of a truly professional ventriloquist.’

‘Not bad!’ whispered Daisy, impressed. I quite agreed. Jocelyn sounded so appreciative that for one second – and one second only – Madame Melinda’s guard dropped. But a second was all it took.

‘My talent was unequalled,’ she said with satisfaction – and then there came a horrid pause.

‘That casts a rather different light on things,’ said Jocelyn, in quite a changed tone. ‘I was hoping you would admit it. Taking into account the scarf – which I believe is yours – and your vocal abilities, I believe that there is enough evidence to place you under arrest for the murder of Mrs Georgiana Daunt.’

‘What nonsense!’ cried Madame Melinda. ‘I was in my room at the time of the murder! I was—’

‘But, madame, if the scream we all heard was nothing more than your thrown voice, how are we to know the true time of the murder? You might have gone into Mrs Daunt’s room at any time that evening and killed her – is that not right?’

‘No!’ said Madame Melinda, her powerful voice reverberating along the corridor. ‘No! I did not murder dear Georgiana – how dare you insinuate that I would ever do such a thing! I am innocent – I am an innocent. I am in touch with the spirit world, next to which this mortal coil is base and ignorant. How DARE you!’

Doors were opening up and down the corridor and heads were popping out. The Countess came darting out, immaculate in a beetle-green robe, sleeping gloves and her lacquered cane, and out came Mrs Vitellius, pretending to blink and yawn in a gloriously racy red silk peignoir. Il Mysterioso appeared, wrapping himself in his cloak, and then Alexander, looking curious and rather dazed. And out too came Mr Daunt. I found I was holding my breath.

‘You stood to gain by Mrs Daunt’s death,’ said Jocelyn, warming to his theme. ‘And you provided the scream that confused us as to the time of her death. I dare say you played another music-hall trick on us with that locked door. Madame, unless you can prove that you did not commit the murder—’

‘I did not kill Georgie!’ shrieked Madame Melinda. She sounded quite beside herself, and threw up her hands theatrically. ‘I tell you I am innocent. I did not kill Georgiana . . . HE did!’

And she pointed, with a trembling finger, at Mr Daunt.
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I could have cheered. I wanted to jump up and down and hug Daisy. Instead I stayed still – and watched.

Mr Daunt swung his great bull-like head round to look at Madame Melinda. He had gone very red – puce was the word, I thought happily. He was puce with rage.

‘You . . .’ he growled. ‘You . . . you—’

But Madame Melinda had clearly had quite enough. ‘It was you!’ she shrieked at him. ‘I know it – I can prove it. I never killed her – my hands are clean; it was you who did it – you murdered your wife!’

‘Because YOU told me to!’ roared Mr Daunt.

Sarah gave a sort of strangled cry.

‘It was YOUR idea!’ he went on. ‘I’ve been following your wicked plan! I can prove it – I’m just the dupe!’

‘Dupe, nothing!’ cried Madame Melinda. ‘If you hadn’t wanted to get rid of her to marry your servant, I would never have suggested it. I was acting on your orders. I’ve lied for you, I’ve cleared up your mistakes – and it was you who held the knife. I’ll tell everyone – it wasn’t me, it wasn’t me!’

There was chaos in the corridor. Sarah began to scream and sob. ‘It isn’t true!’ she shrieked. ‘It isn’t!’

Mr Daunt ignored her. ‘You stupid woman!’ he shouted at Madame Melinda, and actually flailed out with his fists at her. Jocelyn had to dart between them, blowing his whistle to summon help. ‘You told me this would be foolproof!’

Down the corridor came a gaggle of yawning, confused attendants, and behind them was Dr Sandwich. He looked bewildered, his robe only half on and his moustache fluffy.

‘What’s all this?’ he cried. ‘Good Lord! What a commotion!’

‘Mr Daunt and Madame Melinda have just confessed to that foolish woman’s murder,’ the Countess told him, with great satisfaction in her voice.

‘Nonsense – Mr Buri, what is all this?’

‘Countess Demidovskoy is quite right,’ said Jocelyn, rather wearily. ‘They have both confessed. Gentlemen, if you would please release Mr Strange from the guards’ van and put these two in their place?’

‘Mr Buri, this is quite . . . What is going on? How could they possibly have done it?’

Dr Sandwich was obviously struggling with this new information. For a moment I felt almost sorry for him. How embarrassing to be so wrong!

‘Good Lord, man, they confessed!’ said the Countess, rather gleefully. ‘It’s as simple as that. We all heard them – didn’t we, Alexander?’

‘Yes, Grandmother,’ said Alexander, and he leaned back against the wall. Then he edged along towards us, as casually as he could; as soon as he was close enough he whispered, ‘Thank you! Thank you!’

I smiled at him. I was so glad, I realized; so glad that he did not have to worry about his grandmother any more. Daisy merely nodded, and looked away.

‘You’ll . . . put it back?’ I breathed.

‘Already done,’ whispered Alexander. ‘Won’t they get a shock when they check Mrs Daunt’s room at Belgrade!’

I was impressed with him all over again. He must have been so terrified – and he had kept his head.

Alexander grinned irrepressibly. ‘I owe you,’ he said. ‘Have you looked at the papers I gave you yet? They’re terribly funny.’ And with that, he wriggled away back to the Countess. I saw him whispering something to her, and her exclaiming, and then they both disappeared into her compartment.

Now Mr Daunt was bellowing and Madame Melinda was shrieking as they were led away down the corridor. They were both accusing each other of the most dreadful things – Mr Daunt blaming Madame Melinda for not getting rid of the scarf before the train stopped, Madame Melinda shrieking at Mr Daunt that he had not left the connecting door properly closed, so she had nearly fallen through as she pretended to unlock it.

‘Hazel,’ said my father, ‘Miss Wells, I think you have seen enough. Back to your compartment, if you please, and try to get some sleep before Belgrade. And once we are there – why, you deserve anything you want as a reward.’

‘Anything?’ asked Daisy. She nudged me, and I knew what I had to say.

‘We don’t want anything,’ I said. ‘Only . . . from now on, will you let us do what we like? We really can look after ourselves.’

‘That remains to be seen,’ said my father, ‘though you have certainly acquitted yourselves well here. I think I can give you a longer leash from now on. I always knew I had a clever daughter, but it pleases me when I discover just how clever she really is.’

Back we went to our compartment, and his words rang in my ears like bells.
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Of course, we did not get to sleep. I was writing everything up in my casebook, and Daisy was doodling on scraps of paper, trying to fill in the gaps.

‘Do you think they knew Mr Strange would be on the train?’ she asked. ‘Or perhaps they had planned to frame Il Mysterioso until Mr Strange got on the train too . . . Think what a perfect scapegoat Il Mysterioso would have been: a magician who knew all about locked-door tricks!’

‘What is in the papers Alexander gave us, by the way?’ I asked, not really listening.

‘Oh,’ said Daisy. ‘They are frightfully funny. They’re horribly badly written! Lots of heaving chests and bloodstained nighties. What a dreadful writer he is. It’s almost— Hazel!’

Her voice had changed, and I looked up at last.

Daisy was staring down at the paper on her lap, electrified. ‘I held one up to the light just now – and look!’

She raised it again and put it against her lamp, rather dangerously close. I was worried it would singe. But as she did so, brilliant little pinpricks were picked out on its surface – a constellation of bright specks.

‘That’s odd,’ I said. ‘There are holes in it.’

‘And the holes,’ said Daisy, ‘correspond to letters in that rubbish he was writing. Look – there’s one over this b, and this a, and this t – and here’s another t, and an l, and an e, s, h, i, p – which spells—’

‘Battleship!’ I gasped. ‘Daisy!’

‘And look! This says secret, and this five thousand – Hazel, I do believe that, quite by accident, we have solved the mystery of Mrs Vitellius’s spy!’

‘It was Mr Strange!’ Suddenly it made sense – why he had been behaving so oddly; why he, just like Il Mysterioso, was so reluctant to let on what he had been doing the evening before; and why he could afford to be on the train. That was what he was doing to get money – spying for the Germans! We had cleared him of murder, but he had been guilty of something else the whole time. And to think that Alexander had given us the crucial evidence!

Daisy and I both leaped out of our beds and dashed out into the corridor. A blue-jacketed Wagon Lit attendant was standing there, feet apart, on guard. He gazed at us rather ferociously.

‘Excuse me,’ gasped Daisy, ‘but we absolutely must go and see Mrs Vitellius immediately. We’ve been arguing for ages about what we should wear in Belgrade and she’s the only one who can help us. Please.’

‘It is two in the morning, miss,’ he pointed out.

‘Oh, I know!’ said Daisy. ‘We have no time to waste! Do excuse us.’

And she hammered on Mrs Vitellius’s door.

Mrs Vitellius was not asleep either, though she pretended to be, stretching and yawning as she opened the compartment door. But I could see books open on her bed behind her, and after she let us in she stood up straighter, not sleepy at all.

‘Well, girls,’ she said, sounding slightly rueful, ‘I must admit, you have done it again. I didn’t like it, and I still don’t, but it would be remiss of me not to offer my congratulations.’

Daisy accepted them with a nod. Of course, she thought they were only her due.

‘As I told you before,’ she said, ‘it is the most excellent luck for you that we were on this train. Not only did we discover the identity of the murderer – before you, I may add – but we have now uncovered the spy! It is—’

‘Mr Strange?’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘Yes, indeed. Now that, I think, I knew before you. I should call our scores one all.’

That took the wind out of Daisy’s sails. ‘But how did you know?’

‘I am a professional, Daisy. I can make deductions. If it wasn’t Il Mysterioso, there was really only one person who fitted the profile: a frequent traveller, someone in need of money, someone easily led, with a rather loose sense of personal loyalty,’ said Mrs Vitellius. ‘I have been suspicious of him for a while. And his comments about being released – he must have hoped to get in contact with his German masters once we reached Belgrade. I put two and two together and got my man. Now I’ve put a signal out of my window, where my contact will see it. He will know to arrest Mr Strange – but I do wish that I had found some of those papers he intends to hand over.’

‘Aha!’ cried Daisy, buoyant again. ‘We have them!’

‘Alexander gave them to us,’ I said, feeling I had to be honest, ‘though we were the ones who decoded them.’

‘Look – he’s been hiding his spy notes on the bits of paper he’s pretending to use to write his book. If you hold them up to the light, you’ll see . . . those dots! They’re code.’

Mrs Vitellius, frowning, held up the piece of paper. Then her serious face broke into a smile. ‘Daisy Wells,’ she exclaimed. ‘You’ve done it again.’

‘Hazel and I did it together,’ said Daisy – to my surprise. ‘But we did! You see, without Hazel, I would never be on this train in the first place, and so you would all have been deprived of my brilliance.’

I grinned. It was an utterly Daisy-ish thing to say.


8

We reached Belgrade at seven in the morning, under wet grey clouds that made the dark grey stones of the city look deeply gloomy. I was sticky-eyed from tiredness, but all the same I was quite overwhelmed with excitement. Our detective work had paid off again – that was three real cases that the Detective Society had solved! Now no one could claim that we were not proper detectives, not even my father.

As soon as we pulled up in the echoing, smoky station, policemen swarmed around the train. They came rushing up the steps, muddying the lovely carpets with their boots and knocking against the beautiful wooden walls with the barrels of their guns.

‘Just like our English clodhoppers,’ said Daisy, mock-sorrowfully.

Then on jumped one more policeman, raincoat flapping. The golden hair under his cap gleamed and there was the quirk of a smile on his handsome face. He looked down at us through his monocle, and his expression did not change at all, apart from one elegantly raised eyebrow. Daisy raised an eyebrow back. I tried not to grin. I had no idea how M had come here – but here he was.

The golden policeman turned to Mrs Vitellius, who had come out of her compartment and was standing beside us. There was a brief moment when they stared at each other quite blankly, Mrs Vitellius squaring her chin and the policeman raising his eyebrow again. ‘Fetch Mr Strange,’ he barked to the two men behind him.

Then he said, in quite a different tone, ‘Mrs Vitellius, I believe?’

‘Indeed,’ she replied. ‘And who might you be – so English and so far from home?’

‘Who I am is no concern of yours,’ said the policeman. ‘Although I could show you papers proving that, despite my accent, I am Serbian. But I have some news for you. Your husband, Mr Vitellius, has made some . . . rather unwise investments, and is therefore no longer waiting for you in Istanbul. Instead, he is in this city, under arrest. Given the situation, I would ask you to accompany me to where he is being held.’

‘Good heavens,’ said Mrs Vitellius, quite calmly. ‘How dreadful! At once, you say?’

‘Immediately,’ said the golden policeman. ‘Although it would be remiss of me if I did not allow you to collect your hats.’

And he winked at her, just once.

Mr Strange was heaved off the train, protesting, and five minutes later Mrs Vitellius and the policeman left together, her hand on his escorting arm – and as he passed us his free hand brushed against Daisy’s, just for a moment.

Afterwards, in our compartment, Daisy opened the letter he had given her.

[image: img]

Daisy folded it up and put it in her little bag.

‘Now will you tell me what your uncle does?’ I asked – for what I had just seen seemed to confirm more of the school legends I had heard.

‘Of course I won’t,’ said Daisy. ‘Official secrets. Really, though, if I had to be related to anyone – I’m glad it’s him.

‘This whole business of the spy – how odd that it was going on at the same time as our murder! It’s quite funny, really – all the things that are going on all the time. That’s what makes murder so cluttered. If other people were as logical as me, every one of our cases would be solved in five seconds flat. What are you smiling at?’

‘Nothing,’ I said, putting my arm through hers.
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Madame Melinda and Mr Daunt were taken away by more police. Madame Melinda shrieked, and Mr Daunt bellowed, but Jocelyn was more resolute than I could ever have imagined. He stood to one side, his face set, while the other passengers poked their heads out of the train windows and looked scandalized.

Off they went, in manacles, and there was peace.

But then I looked out of the window again – and caught one brief, smoky glance of Il Mysterioso, fading away down the platform, his cloak wrapped tightly around him and his papers, in their magic box, quite safe in the case he swung from one powerful arm. It was almost like one last magic trick: I blinked, and he was gone. I wondered about those people, the ones he was taking those papers to . . . What would it mean to them, that Il Mysterioso was still free? I could not imagine not being safe in my own home – and then I thought that perhaps I could. Here in the middle of Europe I could float, neither English nor Chinese, but I would always be going to somewhere, from somewhere, and where those places were mattered.

I turned back to our compartment – to Daisy, who was so good at pretending to fit in, but all the same was just as different as I was – and she smiled at me.

‘Why the long face, Hazel?’ she said. ‘You ought to be dreadfully pleased. After all, we solved a murder. Again! Although really I was the one who tumbled to the answer.’

‘I suppose you did,’ I said. For once, I decided, I would allow Daisy her triumph.

‘Although you were helpful,’ she conceded. ‘Good at hiding under tables, and so on. Excellent Watsoning.’

‘Idiot,’ I said, making a face. ‘I’m not sure my father will ever forgive me, really.’

‘Yes he will,’ said Daisy. ‘He’s ever so proud of you, I can tell. Lucky you, having a father who knows you like that.’

For a moment I could not look at her.

‘But I suppose it’s back to holidaying properly now,’ said Daisy. ‘Hmm. I suppose I could holiday for a while.’

‘I don’t know,’ I said, grinning. I thought of Alexander, and the Junior Pinkertons. Despite what Daisy said, I thought how nice it was to know that there were other detectives just like us. It made the world feel very wide, and very interesting. ‘We’ve still got almost a day before we reach Istanbul. Anything might happen.’
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Agatha Christie’s Murder on the Orient Express has fascinated me since I first read it fifteen years ago. I love its characters, I love its neat, astonishingly clever dénouement, and I’ve watched the 1974 Albert Finney film version twenty times at least. So, of course, it took my wise editor Natalie Doherty asking whether Hazel and Daisy could solve a murder on a train for it to occur to me that I could write my own tribute to it. My first thanks, therefore, have to go to her – for the original idea, and for all the work she has done to shape the story since.

As part of the research for First Class Murder, I decided that I needed to experience as much of the Orient Express as possible (minus the murder). So on 4 October 2014 I took a lunch excursion in an original British Pullman train, laid out just as the Orient Express dining cars of the 1930s would have been. Many thanks to the staff I met on my journey – especially Jeff Monks for answering all my strange questions (as a result of our conversation, I regretfully removed ice cream from my menu), and Arthur for looking after me so well. The meal Daisy and Hazel eat on the evening of the murder matches the lunch I was given – apart from the crêpes Suzette, for which I used my imagination.

Hazel’s Chinese name appears in this book for the first time – it is Wong Fung Ying, or [image: img] (Wong appears first here because Chinese convention is to put a person’s family name before their given name.) Literally translated, ‘Wong Fung Ying’ means ‘Royal Phoenix Brave’ or ‘Royal Phoenix England’. My friend Scarlett Fu did incredible research into Hong Kong naming conventions of the 1920s to come up with this name – many, many thanks to her for the time she took. She gave me several auspicious options, and I could not resist this one. It seemed to me that Mr Wong, with his fondness for England and his belief in the importance of knowledge, would have given his daughter a name that was not just beautiful, but extremely strong.

As always, this book could not exist without the help of many fantastic people. Thank you to my agent, Gemma Cooper, who is quite simply one of the best people I have ever met. She has never come across a problem she could not defeat, and I am proud to be her client and a client of the Bent Agency. Thank you to early readers Kathie Booth Stevens and Melinda Salisbury (I took the liberty of borrowing Melinda’s first name for this book, though not, I promise, her character). Thank you to Harriet Reuter Hapgood for the excellent title, and to all of Team Cooper for their help, support and judicious provision of wine. Thank you to everyone at Penguin Random House, in the editorial, PR, marketing, design and sales teams, and especially to Natalie Doherty, Harriet Venn, Annie Eaton and Francesca Dow, for their work in creating and promoting my books. Thank you to Laura Bird and Nina Tara, for another gorgeous cover. Thank you also to all the other people who have supported me through this process: my friends, my family and my colleagues at Egmont, who are all so accepting of my author alter ego.

And finally, thank you to you – to each of the booksellers and bloggers and readers who have supported this series in the most incredible way. Thank you for every recommendation, every reader email, every tweet, every review, every event and every bookshop display. In particular I would like to mention Waterstones, who have simply gone above and beyond in their incredible enthusiasm about the books – but I have been completely astonished by the way every one of you has personally supported my heroines and their stories. Meeting and speaking to my readers is one of the most special things about being an author – if I could, I would give each one of you your own Detective Society badge.

Long may the adventures continue.

Robin Stevens

March 2015
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We were all looking up, and so we missed the murder.

I have never seen Daisy so furious. She has been grinding her teeth (so hard that my teeth ache in sympathy) and saying, ‘Oh, Hazel! How could we not notice it? We were on the spot!’

You see, Daisy needs to know things, and see everything, and get in everywhere. Being reminded that despite all the measures she puts in place (having informants in the younger years, ingratiating herself with the older girls and Jones the handyman and the mistresses), there are still things going on at Deepdean that she does not understand – well, that has put her in an even worse mood than the one she has been in lately.

And, if I am honest, I feel strangely ashamed. The Detective Society has solved three real murder mysteries so far, and yet we still missed a murder taking place under our noses, in our very own Deepdean School for Girls – the place where we began our detective careers one year ago.

It really is funny to think about that. It seems in a way as though we have not moved at all – or as though we have made a circle, and come all the way back to the beginning again. I suppose I still look almost exactly like the Hazel I was when I ran into the Gym and found Miss Bell, our Science mistress, lying on the floor last October. I am not much taller, anyway. When I measured myself last week, I found I have hardly grown at all – or at least, not upwards. My hair is still straight and dark brown, my face is still round, and I still have the spot on my nose (I suppose it must be a different spot, but it does not look that way). Inside, though, I feel quite different. All the things that have happened the past year have made me quite a new shape, I think – one who has faced up to the murderer at Daisy’s home, Fallingford, and defied my father to solve the Orient Express case. On the other hand, sometimes I think that even though Daisy keeps on shooting upwards, and becoming blonder and lovelier than ever, she has stayed the same inside. She bounces back from things, like a rubber ball – not even what happened at Fallingford could truly alter her.

Before the fifth of November, I had not been enjoying Deepdean much this term. Just like the changes that have taken place in me, the school has felt different from last year, and not at all in a good way. It has felt as though something awful were rushing towards us all term. Last night was dreadful, but now it has happened I feel almost relieved. It is like the difference between waiting to go in to the dentist and sitting in his chair. And now that there is a murder to solve, Daisy and I can be the Detective Society again. It is sometimes difficult being Daisy’s best friend, but being her Vice-President and Secretary is much more simple. This case, though, will not be simple at all.

You see, the person who has died – who we think has been murdered – is our new Head Girl.
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This case began yesterday, on Tuesday the fifth of November, but all the same, to explain it properly I must wind backwards, all the way to the end of summer term.

That was when Daisy and I were preoccupied with our upcoming holiday on the Orient Express, but although we were not paying much attention to them at the time, extremely important things were happening with Miss Barnard and the Big Girls.

For the purposes of this new casebook, I must mention who Miss Barnard is. You see, after the case of Miss Bell was over, there were almost no mistresses left at Deepdean. This means that everyone except red-haired, dramatic Mamzelle, old Mr MacLean, and Miss Lappet with her big bosom, is entirely new since last December. Miss Barnard is our new Headmistress. She is slender and tall, and I think quite young – at least, there is still brown in her hair. She is also calm, and kind, and sensible, and she has a way of making you feel safe – something Deepdean badly needs, after last year. But sometimes kindness is not the best thing. As Daisy always says, it is no good being nice if the people you are being nice to are not nice themselves.

Now Miss Griffin, our last Headmistress, always chose the next Head Girl at the end of each school year. She knew every girl’s character, and judged it carefully before she made her choice. But Miss Barnard did not know any of the Big Girls really well by the time it came to make her selection last summer term, and so instead of choosing, she let it go to a vote. And that was quite disastrous, for it meant that Elizabeth Hurst could bend the vote her way, and have herself elected Head Girl.

The outside of Elizabeth Hurst was not particularly remarkable. She was tall and broad-shouldered, with a pale face and sandy hair, just like most of the girls at Deepdean. The only clue as to what was inside her was the smile at one side of her mouth. It never went away, and it was not a very nice smile. It looked as though she was remembering something nasty about you, and deciding whether or not to say it aloud. That smile was the truth about her, for Elizabeth was in the business of secrets.

That makes her sound somewhat like Daisy – but while Daisy likes to know things just for the pleasure of it, to make things fit in her head, Elizabeth used the things she knew. Just like a cat snatching little birds out of their nests, she took all the information she could find about each girl at Deepdean, and kept it. And she didn’t simply use the information she gathered – or at least, not immediately. Instead, she would store it up like a present for the day when it would become useful to her. And when it did – well, then you would be ruined.

There had been one girl, Nina Lamont, generally thought to be the front runner for the Head Girl position – until Elizabeth was seen paying Miss Barnard a visit one morning, looking very grave. Later that day it came out that Nina had stolen from the Benefactors’ Fund. And after that no one could vote for her at all. She did not even come back to Deepdean this year. Apparently, she had been sent to prison – although Daisy said that this was not true, and that it was only to a school in France.

Elizabeth led a group of five girls, the oddest and angriest and most hateful in their year. They were Elizabeth’s helpers, like a bruising, bullying version of Daisy’s little informants, and they went about prising facts out of all us younger years and feeding them back to Elizabeth. We called them the Five, and we hated them.

So you can see why everyone at Deepdean was quite terrified of Elizabeth, and why we all got the most horrible thrill when we heard that she had indeed been elected Head Girl – and, as was tradition, had chosen five other Big Girls to be her prefects. Of course, she chose her helpers – and so when we came back to Deepdean this year, Elizabeth and the Five were running the school.
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We had been afraid of Elizabeth and the Five, but all the same, I do not think we quite understood how dreadful the new year would be until we were a few weeks into it. At first, the autumn term felt as clean and full of possibility as ever – new timetables, new pencils and inkwells, and exercise books with none of their pages torn out to pass notes. We were fourth formers, closer than ever to being Big Girls, and we undid our top buttons daringly in celebration. Kitty even tried to leave her hair down, although Miss Lappet told her off at once. Clementine had a new contraband bracelet, and Beanie had a dormouse which she hid in her tuck box (it was called Chutney, and all it did was sleep). It seemed as though this term might be better than the last – the shadow of Fallingford had finally lifted, for The Trial was over and the murderer in prison.

But then the Five began their punishments.

Elizabeth was absolutely in control of the school’s discipline, and behind everything that happened, but the genius of her was that she never carried out any of the punishments. It was only ever the Five who came after us, and they did it quite dreadfully.

Red-headed, fierce, athletic Florence Hamersley, captain of the hockey team and in training for the hurdles at next summer’s Olympics, was a stickler for laziness. If you were late to breakfast or dinner, or slow at toothbrushes in the evening, her hand would come down on your shoulder and the next thing you knew you were running ten laps around House in the cold and the rain. If you did it slowly, you had to run twenty.

Dark-haired Lettice Prestwich was even nastier. She ought to have been pretty – she would have been, if she were not so thin. With her, we lived on shifting sand, waiting for the catastrophe. Any flaw in your uniform at all – a missing button, an undone tie – and she would pounce on you, shrieking. She made the shrimps cry almost every day. Once she marched into our dorm and, hearing squeaks from Beanie’s tuck box, discovered Chutney the dormouse. She took him to Matron at once, who put him outside – Beanie sobbed, of course, and we were all furious. Beanie, our friend and dorm mate, is very small, and not at all good at schoolwork – but she is good, and that counts for quite a lot. But there was nothing to be done. Chutney was gone.

Una Dichmann is from Germany, where her father has a most important position in the Nazi Party, and she is blonde and pretty as a fairy-tale princess – but if you failed to treat her, or any of the rest of the Five, with the respect you ought, she would have you carrying her books between lessons and shouting at you if you did not move quickly enough.

Enid Gaines does not look as threatening as the others, at first. She is a swot, Deepdean’s great hope for a Classics place at Oxford next year, and her nose is always in a book. She is small – almost as short as I am – and has a dull, forgettable face. But if you laughed in the corridors, or whispered in Prayers, she would turn on you, and you would find yourself writing lines – I must obey my elders and betters – a hundred times at lunch break.

The last member of the Five is Margaret Dolliswood. She is large and angry – unhappiness radiates off her in waves. Fail to get out of her way, or draw attention to yourself at meals and bunbreaks, and you would find your food snatched out of your hands and your wrists pinched. I have gone hungry many times because of her – which I think the worst cruelty of all.

The Five’s punishments were dreadful, and there was no escape from them. When we went up to House, one would always be taking our Prep, and another supervising the common room, and they all sat at the end of our tables at dinner. We were under siege, and the worst thing was that none of the mistresses or Matron noticed. Grown-ups never do see this sort of thing – to them, any harm children do to each other does not really matter.

It felt as though we were rabbits waiting for the fox to pounce. Elizabeth and her five prefects patrolled the school, and their viciousness spread down, until we were all at each other’s throats. They made us all so miserable that even the nicest girls began to argue and snipe at each other horribly. Under the force of the Big Girls’ nastiness, we all became nastier too – the fifth formers to the fourth, us to the third, the third to the second and so on. All the old alliances broke down under the pressure of it. Deepdean itself was changed, so much so that although its black-and-white corridors and wide windows and chalk smell was no different, I could barely recognize it.

Daisy, of course, was furious. There are certain places that, in her own mind, belong to her. Deepdean is one of them, and the fact that it had gone wrong sent her into an absolute rage. I had decided that this year would simply have to be endured, like any other unpleasant thing, but Daisy does not endure. She cannot bear not to try to solve any problem that she comes up against, and Elizabeth and the Five became the most fascinating of problems, all the more so because the truth was that there was nothing she could do about them. She did not even have her old confidant King Henry to give her prestige among the Big Girls – for, of course, King Henry was no longer our Head Girl. She was far away at Cambridge, where Daisy could not use her.

‘I’m watching them,’ Daisy told me, over and over again. ‘I’m watching her. Elizabeth can’t think she’ll get away with it. She can’t be allowed.’

It seemed to me that she could – and that she was. Elizabeth had committed no crime apart from nastiness. Her blackmail was so subtle that there was nothing we could pin on her, nothing we could detect. In fact the Detective Society had no cases at all this term, apart from the strange case of Violet Darby which Daisy solved in a day in September. (Daisy is rather proud of that case.)

‘I’d like to squash Elizabeth’s head,’ said Lavinia furiously as Beanie sobbed over her fifth detention in two weeks (for misspelling the word ‘privilege’ in the essay she wrote for her fourth detention. This was not fair at all. Beanie struggles with making her words the right shape, and her numbers add up properly on the page). ‘I’d like to squash her into pulp.’ We all agreed with her, but all the same we (except Daisy) understood how hopeless it was to expect anything to change.

That is, until what happened on Guy Fawkes Night.
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TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN

The woman who has given you this letter is LUGY
LIVEDON, member of the Metropolitan Police Force,
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KING GEORGE V, Supreme Ruler of the British Empire.

m.





OPS/images/p279.jpg
G PARTSIX o

THE DETECTIVE SOCIETY
SOLVES THE CASE..

535





OPS/images/prhuklogo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





OPS/images/puffinLogo_small.gif





OPS/images/imgvii.jpg
TURDER





OPS/images/p150.jpg
=

L4

PLON OF 0L TION

Speae. to MRS Vikelius and 0K Ner. For
e full adioi. She ought aUso o e Aok to
SNow US NeR [eH<R of RefeRente FRom
+he goveRnment.

Find Mes Dawnt's wil to see wiho gains
from heg deatn.

GAOIN Qeeess to the ANNG—t0R. iNFeRNiEWS.
OPbHAUN tlues.

Receente tne ctime.






OPS/images/PCHI_1.gif





OPS/xhtml/toc.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		About the Author



		By the Same Author



		Dedication



		The Orient Express



		Part One: All Aboard for Murder



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6











		Part Two: The Spy, the Knife and the Scream



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11











		Part Three: We Are Stopped in Our Tracks



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10











		Part Four: The Detective Society Practises Some Deception



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10











		Part Five: On the Right Track?



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6











		Part Six: The Detective Society Solves the Case



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9











		Daisy’s Guide to the Orient Express



		Acknowledgments



		Read More



		Copyright











OPS/images/p181.jpg
-G PART FOUR o

THE DETECTIVE
SOCIETY PRACTISES
SOME DECEFTION~~





OPS/images/p332.jpg
out of Yo 1N0JR, ok oF least, Hhat's
wWhot Pve neord.

Tollette - the word Fok patting oN o
AKiNG oFF Yo MaKe-tp.

TSR - e Rssan word fok. King. IN %
the Nosty Sovieks went mag d nod 0.
Revolwtion: +hey stormed the Rucssiw
paloce Ond Killed +he +sar and all his
Fumily, even tine lirtlest ones. The Soviets
WeRe Not good 2ggs.

Tuuiua dowN - e phRase For. tidying
Room. ONd MOXING Suke +he Dlowkets ond
IiNens 0Re Ol Nite. ON 0. HROUN, HNis MeoNs
Poldwg down tne bunis iNto beds each
LVENING.

View-Nalloo - 0 specidd hunting word +hot
AN lso e used WNEN yol ARe 0FFeR 0.
CRIMING), ONd Ooowt to ekt Hhem.
WAgoN Lt - Hhe FReNeN foR. Slecping AL,

WIZARD - 0. SN wWord +hot means
spw#Fwﬂ oR exeelient





OPS/images/p331.jpg
Soviets - the Communist sot of
Ruassians. They go ot woing Red
ONNRS ONd dtPDSINﬂ +5083, ONd ORe
genNeRaly Not the SoRE of people yoin wold
lie to meet,

SteNogropNe. - 0. pRofessNd Nobe—takeR.

Shereostope - s is 0. veRy cleve.
ot looks lice DiNotwlags, out when Yo
put it to your eyes yow see photogRiphs.
They 0Re especinlly dlever, Fhough - Fne
look. 05 i they 0R¢ Qosolutely Re0d and
jamping towagds Yot ROFNCR FNON st
oeing Flut ond dudl

Toxe someone down Q. peg ok two - this
MeONS FOLNiNg Someone 0. lessoN. IF v,
0Re SHULK Up, yow Need HOKING down O
peg ok two. HLZel is wRoNg Moot me
Needing Hhis sometimes - | om o_b&nlvd-d«?
perfect; ond do Not Need HOKiNG dow

of all.

Teslo. maching - His is 0. Very oxiting
electRicdl mashine iNvented ‘m? O moN
olled MR Teslo, I maes SpIRKS come





OPS/images/p330.jpg
Mui joi - anotner ChiNese word. This is 0.
SoRt of WOMOWN SeRVONT IN CHiNG. Who
lookes OFHeR O Fu,mw‘%. Hozel nos one.

Pox - +his word medns ‘pedse' iN LOFiN.
Iis 0wy of OSKiNgG Sofneone to be Yok
FRieNd, OF least Fok 0 while.

Peignoir. - 0. ot of Ry Nightie ok
QROWN-Ups.

Plus Fours - golfing Hrowsers +hat stop
o+ 70\% KNees.

Prawgers - +he Deepdean word for.
Qssembly. we Nave to suffer Fnrougn
Pm:ﬂuu eveRy MORNING duRiNg FeRm—time.

Shorthond - 0 Wiy of wRiting. It is
usePul becdmse it LN e Noted down s
Quickly 05 speech. | e FRied o peRsunde
Hozel to oo ity but so PR she has
DeeN stwoborN. (FHer. Hhis ease, thougn, |
Fhinke sne will see +he point.

Sheimps - tne smalier. giels o Deepdedn
Sehool.





OPS/images/p334.jpg





OPS/images/p149a.jpg
Mrs Yitellins. MOTIVE: Noxe that we can
ste get. But e kot that ske is ot who others believe
hex to be. She mas also in the sleeping cAv At the moment

when Mys Daunt soceamed.





OPS/images/p149b.jpg
Mow Never Know. wnot it MRS Dt were

the W?





OPS/images/p165a.jpg
No one's dothes pere divky. Jud theve s wo time for
Angone to get changed





OPS/images/p165c.jpg
W st get iNto Il Mysterioso's Room. 0Nd
oo FNRougn s possessions.





OPS/images/p165b.jpg
They must hive oeen covered with
Something while they dd Fhe owful deed. we
must be oN He look—out For 0. loodsHined
0 of chthivg. Peenogs 0. ol ok 0 cloake





OPS/images/p051.jpg
Nce) PART TWO o

e
THE SPY THE KNIFE
AND THE SCREAM





OPS/images/img003.gif





OPS/images/img004.gif





OPS/images/p321.jpg
Dear Detectives,

Jolly good show, and excellent work once again. [
ought to punish you, of course, bus I obviously have
10 control over you whatsoever — and besides, you
seem to be doing perfectly well on your own. I am
proud to never know what you will do next.

m.





OPS/images/img005.gif





OPS/images/p205.jpg
from kex will; ov ke might have killed her out of spite at

Kaving been overlooked, o jealousy.

NOTES: His kuife as the muvder meapo. He said it
inas stolew — is this true? He pas in the sleeping car at
the woment ihex Mos Paunt soceamed. He pites ocisme
novels — is this suspicious? He says ke Aid not kg that
the Poaunts would be on the beain — is this true?

e knop that ke gains 2,000 from Mrs Daunt’s
#ill — enough to make the muvder seem wovthhite. Hom
did he pag for his journey on the Orient Express? e

wust investigate.

The Countess. MOTIVE: She butieves that Mys
Poaunt's vuby wecklace is veally kers. The necklace is wom
wissing. PIA she kill Mys Daunt to steal it2

NOTES: Sie iaas in the sleeping cax At the moment
ke Mys Daunt soceamed

She is hiding the fact that she left the dining car to
speak to Mus Daunt from Dv Sandmick. s it true that
she can only RAlk fith 4 cane, ox is she Just pretending?

N Mysteriaso. MOTIVE: Joe beliewe that ke is
the spy Mrs Ditellus is investigating. Did Mrs

Poaunt discover kis seoret, forcing him o silence hex?





OPS/images/p329.jpg
Good ¢gg - RoFner lice o briv. This is &
PERSON Who tAN alwmﬁ be tRsted to do
e corgect Fhing.

Honoug. bRight - 0. saered pRomise. ONee
o, NONE SWORN Fo do Something "Moo
oRight') vou, must do it ok No oNe will
eveR HRust Yo 09N

Ketp mum - sty quiet. IN moxy
detective situtions it is cRucil) to Keep
mum,

Magguetry - 0. Skt of shiny wood
decortioN FNOE CON e iV Fhe shope of
FloweRs of. iRds. I+ is very prethy Fo look
OF, out ofneRwise wuseless.

Melusing - 0. Wotker Nymph FRom. .
She nad o toil iNsteod of legs, so i sne
nod beeN put down N 0. coRRidoR She
wowld nove cRwled.

MistResses - ok word t Deepdeon For.
femlle Hedehers. We Nove nad to get lots
of New oNes OFFeR the mugders last
L&CM.





OPS/images/p207.jpg
RU-ED ONUT: Mos Vitellius left the dining car
with kev, and heavd ke in kv compavtment At the

moment of the soream

SArah. MOTIVE: Sie sumed o disike Ms
Pomant. e ko from Hetty that she as stealing from
hex, and it sam hee threatening to give in hev wotice. But
is unhappiness itk ke job enough to make kev kill kex
wmistress? Ox Aid Mos Daunt find out about the thefts
And threaten to kand kev ovex to the police?

NOTES: She ioas in the sleeping oav at the moment
when Mys Daunt soreamed.

Saval is still A mystexy to us — e must investigate
her fuvthert

s Btettias MO T e Mot e
St Bt RS S ROt oo St etz
v tobe St s ot e stegptigy oAy it the moment
e MY e SevemTA

RU-ED ONUT: She left the dining car with
Madame Melinda and s keard in hev compartment
by kex Just befove the soveam





OPS/images/p328.jpg
o 02 el ONd woldbling, ONd Hhat, iN
Q detective, wil Never do.

Choglaton - o uﬂwﬂ Sokt of peRsoN who
pRetends to be Mmc‘rhwa H\ua 0Re Not
for. Money.

CoNewbing - Hhis is Not At oll an Englisn
WoRd. I+ meONs 0. Chinese Iy wio is Not
Q mMON's fiRst wife, out is Kept doowt his
Nouse.

CopptR magnate - & INOEe IS QL peRsoN
Who i Rih FRoMm. owNiNg lobs of DuusiNesses.
( coppeR mognate simply meons someone
who has got VeRy Rih FRoMm. owNiNg CoppeR
MiNes.

Dorm - he Room iN ouR DodRdiNg Nouse
 sunool wineRe we 0l sleep. Kitty,
Lowini. 0N Beanie 02z )l iv oul dorm.

Bom de Nil - Fhis is 0 coloR, 0. SoRE of
poke green.

FiRe RN - Wit Punny words Ho.zel nos
cnosen! Oks eveRyone Knows, £1iS s something
retal HOE o wse to poke 0. FiRe.





OPS/images/p206.jpg
NOTES: He was in the sleeping car at the moment
e Mos Daunt soreamed, but ke Aid kot appear in
the covvidor hen Mrs Daunt's body was discoveved,
despite the roise. POhy Aid ke sty in his compartment?

Owd he is o PROGUON = Wi €lse. would

oe Qole o perfoRm Q. lotked—Room ik

so well? He is cheagly hiling somekhing Feom
DR Sowdwiich. we Found suspitiows pipeRs iN
s compoRiment, ot do Not Know what
Hhey sy, wie st FiNd ot

e et MO Five oot
kv Tt s pagig ev-to-woRtavt e et Tother
A T ot At Tttt e s gt o gt
Wtte ARy trom Mot ettt =t
Pttt T o Tt tosr v Tt
TRt S o Homget-Hort St omt gt
trom s TRt STttt e
NOFES Sttt stezptig Tav Rt wowe:
e TS it SereRmeA ST Atso wseAto T AT

TS =t oMyStertoT St ST =So STy

Jook At prevAtig:






OPS/images/p327.jpg
Daisy's Guide
to the ORient EwpRess

Onee 0goiny Hazel hos 0.5ed e o exploin
some of Fne words sne nas used iN Hhe Cose of
e Greatr TRON Muder. | had expected moke
of them to be oot HRAINS, butk Hazel is Not
0wgs veRy RigoRos With NeR. destRiphions.
Nevertneless, | shall do ny oest with whot |
howve oeen gven.

o Blind - 0. tRik. It is #Rom 0. hutin
WoRd: NUNHERS hide oehind covers cilled
olinds, So FNt the phedsants cOnNot see
them wntil it is too lake.

o Brick - 0. goad SoR¥ of peRson, SommcoNe
Who Keeps inpoRFONT SeeRets withowd
eiNg Qsied ONd SNORes ot Ony Food
Hw? 08 gveN. Hd—h? is 0. oRicK.

o Buek up - His is 0N ofder HOF medNs
+hot Yo Need o HUe hold of Wb\lsd(;
ond oe Figm. I# Yo 082 Not busked up,





OPS/images/acknowledgement.jpg
ACKNOWLEDGMENTS





OPS/images/p162b.jpg
Hole Aid the muvdexex escape from 4 locked voom? My
Doaunt kad to break dojok the main doot 4o 4et into the
compartment, s0 e knops that s locked from the
inside. That doov could only be locked from the inside by
someone it the voom sliding the bolt Acvoss, or from the
outside using 4 J0agon-L.it Attendant’s master key, And
e had heavd Jocelyn say that none of the mastex kegs
had gone wmissing. And e sa Madasme Melinda
unlock the conesting doov ihes ske poanted to get into
My Dankt's compactment and lie dojon for 4 moment

— 50 e ko that someone must have locked it from
Ms Daunt’s side. The mindops dow't open propexty, e
both kot that £00, AA e SAs that the voom AS empty
apact from Mvs Daunt. Theve isi't angkere o kide i
those compavtments — so ko did the muvderer manage

o kill Mys Daunt and escape pithout angoe noticing?





OPS/images/p162a.jpg
So mony (uestions!





OPS/images/readMoreBanner.jpg
Read > More





OPS/images/copy_logo.jpg
Penguin
Random House
UK





OPS/images/p077.jpg
but is this just 4 blind? Although she lives in England,
ske is wot “Britisk — might she be piling to sell Britisk

seaxets to Axother county?

COMPARIMENT 9 Ctmo berths) =

Klexandee Kxeady, geandson of the Countess
AKmexican, though ke goes to school in England. t seems
unlikely that he would be able to travel unsupevvised — he

can veally be discourted.

ComerraMeNT 10 Ctwo berths) =
Hacel Wong, Secvetary and Vice-President of the
Detective Soiety

Doaisy Wells, President of the Detective Society.

CoMPrRIMENT 1 Ctno berthsd =
Hetty Lessing, maaid. X good egq.
Savak Sweet, maid to Mys Daunt. e keacd ke being

vude to ke mistresst

CoMPARIMENT A2 Ctmo bexths) =

M Robert Jteange, cxime priter. Brother of Mys
Daunt. Left out of his mother's will. Sags ke did not
ko that kis sister ould be on the beain, and he is heve
for veseavch — is this true?





OPS/images/p231.jpg
7 PARTFIVE S

ON THE KIGIT
TRACK?





OPS/images/p204a.jpg
[ dortt But she does. And she might frighten hoever
Aid it into believing too. Angmay, dou can't get on gour
high hovse. Remember the Ouija board!





OPS/images/p147a.jpg
The Countzss. MOTIVE: Ske believes that Mys

Doaunt's vuby necklace is veally kevs. The necklace is nop

wissing. ¥id she kill Mys Daunt to steal it?
9

NOTES: Jhe roas in the sleeping cax at the moment
hen Mys Daunt soreamed.

N Mysterioso. MOTIVE: e believe that ke is
the spy Mos Ditellius is investigating. Did Mys

Doaunt discovex his secret, forcing kim to silence hev?

NOTES: He raas in the sleeping cav at the moment
sker Ms Daunt soceamed, but he did not Appear in
the covvidor mhen Mys PDaunt’s body was discoveved,
Aespite the woise. IDhy did he stay in his compartment?





OPS/images/p204c.jpg
Sauseecs Lgr

My Strange. MOTIVE: He is Mrs Daunt's

brothe, Axd did Kot get Any money from theix mother's

will. Ske got evexything. He does not seem to be making

g money from kis books eithex. Thevefore ke might have
killed Mys Daunt because ke hoped to 4et something





OPS/images/jolly.jpg





OPS/images/p204b.jpg
That wos quite dibberent. Bust Yo
ove O poiNt. We mist Keep waken.
Constont vigiante!





OPS/images/p147b.jpg
O e is 0. MOGUON - wiho else would e
ke o perform 0. lovked—Room ik so wel?





OPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
o N
AL Asone For MuRDER .. RN

D FOR

ROBIN STEVENS





OPS/images/p076.jpg
COMPARIMENT 4 = M Wiliam Daunt,
opnex of Daunt’s Diet Pills. e kuoge that kis business
is doing iell And ke is vexy vick — ke must be, to kave
bouglt that necklace — so ke car't be spying for money.
“But could ke have another veason? After all, ke does not
Seem At All& kice man, Axd ke must travel often for kis

business

COMBRRIMENT 5 = Mrs Gorgiana Daunt,
ife of My Daunt. e ko that she is 4 vexg vick
heivess. She seems quite useless, but is this just an act?
Could she be the spy?

COMPRRIMENT 6~ Madame Melinda Fox,
wedium. She sags she is heve to help Mys Daunt
contact hex dead mothex — against My Daunt’s wiskes.
“But could this just be 4 cover?

COMPARIMENT F = Mrs Helex Vitelis,

wife of M Vitellius, copper magnate. Of couvse, this is
An Assumed wame. She sags that she is after the spy

— A 45 o koot that ske is pat of the “Bitisk police
force, it seems logical to believe hev:

COMPRRIMENT & = The Countess Doemidovskoy.
She seems vexy angey about Mys Daunt’s necklace —





OPS/images/p075.jpg
PASSENGER JIST

COMPARIMENT 1 = I Mysterioso, magician.
He is wot “British, but ke must teavel often for shogs.
DOk is ke on this tain? [s it significant that ke is

practising A new magic trick? He must be patched.

COMPRRIMENT . = M John Maxnell,
seeretavy to My Wong. He kas not been in Britain

since Ast summey, o he cAn be discounted.

COMPRRIMENT B — Mr Vincent Wong
Our Detective Society Vice-President's father. As ke
has Kot beex in Britain Al eav, it Also seems impossible

that ke could be the spy.





OPS/images/img002.gif





OPS/images/p148b.jpg
SArAh. MOTIVE: She seemed to distike Mrs
Doaunt. We ko from Hetty that ske was stealing from
hex, and e sap hev threatening o give in hex wotice. But
s unkappiness with hev Job enough o make hev kill ker
mistress? Ov did Mvs Daunt find out about the thefts
A theaten to hand ket ovex to the police?

NOTES: Jhe as in the sleeping cax at the moment
hen Ms Daunt soreamed.





OPS/images/p148a.jpg
Madame Melindn. MOTIVE: e ko that
Mes Daunt s paging hev to contact hev dead mothex,
and My Daunt did not like it. He as teying to get kis
wife anay from Madame Melinda — Madame
Melinda can't have manted to lose Mys Daunt’s
money. Might she have thought that she would gain
from Mrs Daunt’s will

NOTES: She s in the sleeping cax 4t the moment
hen Ms Daunt soreamed. Ske also used to be ax
Actess — (L Mysterioso said so — so she must be vexy

good at pretending.





OPS/images/p144b.jpg
00 gt Bk . weitivg some of e enties.





OPS/images/p144a.jpg
Lagree. But pe ca't talk. JOhy dor't [ begin our suspect
list — and gou can stop me if | povite Angthing jovong. Al
vight?





OPS/images/p144c.jpg
Present: Daisy Wells, President, and Hazel Wowg,
Dice—President and Seovetay.

To be investigated: The case of Mys Daunt's murder.
Date of death: Sunday 7 July 1935,

Time of death:





OPS/images/p020.jpg
Dear Hazely

1 hope you are well, andl stufying diligently. As agreed,
[ witl arrive to collect you andl Miss Wells on the
morning of Saturdlay & July. | wonlsl appreciate you
foth being readfy for 4 prompt departure - we have a
train to catck.

1 now that this term das beon olifficntt for you and
gonr friendl, andl | Kope that this change of sceme will b
ool for you foth. | kave deen in contact with Miss

Wells's parents, ardl they agree. It does seem to me that
Miss Wells fas a way of getting yon into wralesiratle
sitwations, anel that you Kave a way of going along with
Ler. | want gou'to try 1o influence Ker this kolidlgy — you
st be on gour fest bekavionr. | don’t want any talk of
crime. You have Laclfor too muck of that already. You
will e discovering Eucrape, anclenyaging gonrselies = |
want you to promise me that you witl be a good, sersile
91y anelshow Datsy Wells aw to b ik

Your loving
Father





OPS/images/p011.jpg
7 PART ONE 5w~

ALL ABOARD
FOR_MURDER





OPS/images/p145a.jpg





OPS/images/p145b.jpg
Tiome of death: 3.8 pw.
Mauder weapon: M Stvange's knife.
Marder method: Throat slit





OPS/images/p010.jpg
_y
THE ORIENT EXPRESS
—— e





OPS/images/p003.jpg
PUFFIN





OPS/images/p002.jpg
fl

08T
UNLADYL!KE
ik

fOR )
TE





OPS/images/p125.jpg
“7¢5 PART THREE =~

WE ARE STOFFED%

IN OUR TRACKS





OPS/images/p009.jpg
s
DAINT

AR

0 CALAIS

AR STIANGE

s V|

R Vo

|

=.
=
&
=
=
=

SSTUIXT LNAQ FH ],

DAWNT,

Ty

s

OTHER

&

o TASSINGES

& B
T CALAIS — ATHENS COACH

AND RITGHEN:

L AvsTnoso

AADARE ANDA

AAxvL

DY

e ouvress

AXANDE






OPS/images/p008.jpg
1S

=
Z
=
o
=

5
4

SSIUIXT LNGINO A1,

AR Fonecr

HETTY Less
s swer

iz Yoo
DY Vs

AN
AEAY

| comvimss
D wovRROY

~L s

= S WL

| Aananr
| ApoA ot

LA Gronaana
N E DA
| AR AR

DA

AR YT
Yoo

Y
[ Gowicros

N
DRNING CATTIAGE






OPS/images/p203b.jpg
Seanees! Hozel, wuk? Yo st stop
bchcvwg N ghnm





OPS/images/p203a.jpg
Pexhaps Madame Melinda's séance will kelp.





OPS/images/p146b.jpg





OPS/images/p146a.jpg
Jauseecs Ligr
My Jtrange. MOTIVE: teis Mrs Daut's

brother, and did kot get ang money from their mother's
will. She got evevything. He does not seem to be making
Ay money from kis books cither. Thevefore ke might have
killed Mrs Daunt because ke hoped to 4et something
from kee ill; or ke might kave killed kex out of spite ov

JeAlousy for having bees overlooked.

NOTES: His kuife was the murdex weapon. He said it
toas stolen — is this true? He poas in the sleeping cav at
the moment when Mys Paunt soreamed. He prites oxime
wovels — is this suspicious? He says he Aid not knoge that
the Daunts would be o the traik — s this true?





