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CHAPTER 1





The Majestic Hotel



No seaside town in the south of England is, I think, as attractive as St Loo. It is well named the Queen of Watering Places and reminds one forcibly of the Riviera. The Cornish coast is to my mind every bit as fascinating as that of the south of France.

I remarked as much to my friend, Hercule Poirot.

‘So it said on our menu in the restaurant car yesterday, mon ami. Your remark is not original.’

‘But don’t you agree?’

He was smiling to himself and did not at once answer my question. I repeated it.

‘A thousand pardons, Hastings. My thoughts were wandering. Wandering indeed to that part of the world you mentioned just now.’

‘The south of France?’

‘Yes. I was thinking of that last winter that I spent there and of the events which occurred.’

I remembered. A murder had been committed on the Blue Train, and the mystery—a complicated and baffling one—had been solved by Poirot with his usual unerring acumen.


‘How I wish I had been with you,’ I said with deep regret.

‘I too,’ said Poirot. ‘Your experience would have been invaluable to me.’

I looked at him sideways. As a result of long habit, I distrust his compliments, but he appeared perfectly serious. And after all, why not? I have a very long experience of the methods he employs.

‘What I particularly missed was your vivid imagination, Hastings,’ he went on dreamily. ‘One needs a certain amount of light relief. My valet, Georges, an admirable man with whom I sometimes permitted myself to discuss a point, has no imagination whatever.’

This remark seemed to me quite irrelevant.

‘Tell me, Poirot,’ I said. ‘Are you never tempted to renew your activities? This passive life—’

‘Suits me admirably, my friend. To sit in the sun—what could be more charming? To step from your pedestal at the zenith of your fame—what could be a grander gesture? They say of me: “That is Hercule Poirot!—The great—the unique!—There was never any one like him, there never will be!” Eh bien—I am satisfied. I ask no more. I am modest.’

I should not myself have used the word modest. It seemed to me that my little friend’s egotism had certainly not declined with his years. He leaned back in his chair, caressing his moustache and almost purring with self-satisfaction.

We were sitting on one of the terraces of the Majestic Hotel. It is the biggest hotel in St Loo and stands in its own grounds on a headland overlooking the sea. The gardens of the hotel lay below us freely interspersed with palm trees. The sea was of a deep and lovely blue, the sky clear and the sun shining with all the single-hearted fervour an August sun should (but in England so often does not) have. There was a vigorous humming of bees, a pleasant sound—and altogether nothing could have been more ideal.


We had only arrived last night, and this was the first morning of what we proposed should be a week’s stay. If only these weather conditions continued, we should indeed have a perfect holiday.

I picked up the morning paper which had fallen from my hand and resumed my perusal of the morning’s news. The political situation seemed unsatisfactory, but uninteresting, there was trouble in China, there was a long account of a rumoured City swindle, but on the whole there was no news of a very thrilling order.

‘Curious thing this parrot disease,’ I remarked, as I turned the sheet.

‘Very curious.’

‘Two more deaths at Leeds, I see.’

‘Most regrettable.’

I turned a page.

‘Still no news of that flying fellow, Seton, in his round-the-world flight. Pretty plucky, these fellows. That amphibian machine of his, the Albatross, must be a great invention. Too bad if he’s gone west. Not that they’ve given up hope yet. He may have made one of the Pacific islands.’

‘The Solomon islanders are still cannibals, are they not?’ inquired Poirot pleasantly.


‘Must be a fine fellow. That sort of thing makes one feel it’s a good thing to be an Englishman after all.’

‘It consoles for the defeats at Wimbledon,’ said Poirot.

‘I—I didn’t mean,’ I began.

My friend waved my attempted apology aside gracefully.

‘Me,’ he announced. ‘I am not amphibian, like the machine of the poor Captain Seton, but I am cosmopolitan. And for the English I have always had, as you know, a great admiration. The thorough way, for instance, in which they read the daily paper.’

My attention had strayed to political news.

‘They seem to be giving the Home Secretary a pretty bad time of it,’ I remarked with a chuckle.

‘The poor man. He has his troubles, that one. Ah! yes. So much so that he seeks for help in the most improbable quarters.’

I stared at him.

With a slight smile, Poirot drew from his pocket his morning’s correspondence, neatly secured by a rubber band. From this he selected one letter which he tossed across to me.

‘It must have missed us yesterday,’ he said.

I read the letter with a pleasurable feeling of excitement.

‘But, Poirot,’ I cried. ‘This is most flattering!’

‘You think so, my friend?’

‘He speaks in the warmest terms of your ability.’

‘He is right,’ said Poirot, modestly averting his eyes.

‘He begs you to investigate this matter for him—puts it as a personal favour.’

‘Quite so. It is unneccessary to repeat all this to me. You understand, my dear Hastings. I have read the letter myself.’


‘It’s too bad,’ I cried. ‘This will put an end to our holiday.’

‘No, no, calmez vous—there is no question of that.’

‘But the Home Secretary says the matter is urgent.’

‘He may be right—or again he may not. These politicians, they are easily excited. I have seen myself, in the Chambre des Deputés in Paris—’

‘Yes, yes, but Poirot, surely we ought to be making arrangements? The express to London has gone—it leaves at twelve o’clock. The next—’

‘Calm yourself, Hastings, calm yourself, I pray of you! Always the excitement, the agitation. We are not going to London today—nor yet tomorrow.’

‘But this summons—’

‘Does not concern me. I do not belong to your police force, Hastings. I am asked to undertake a case as a private investigator. I refuse.’

‘You refuse?’

‘Certainly. I write with perfect politeness, tender my regrets, my apologies, explain that I am completely desolated—but what will you? I have retired—I am finished.’

‘You are not finished,’ I exclaimed warmly.

Poirot patted my knee.

‘There speaks the good friend—the faithful dog. And you have reason, too. The grey cells, they still function—the order, the method—it is still there. But when I have retired, my friend, I have retired! It is finished! I am not a stage favourite who gives the world a dozen farewells. In all generosity I say: let the young men have a chance. They may possibly do something creditable. I doubt it, but they may. Anyway they will do well enough for this doubtless tiresome affair of the Home Secretary’s.’


‘But, Poirot, the compliment!’

‘Me, I am above compliments. The Home Secretary, being a man of sense, realizes that if he can only obtain my services all will be successful. What will you? He is unlucky. Hercule Poirot has solved his last case.’

I looked at him. In my heart of hearts I deplored his obstinacy. The solving of such a case as was indicated might add still further lustre to his already world-wide reputation. Nevertheless I could not but admire his unyielding attitude.

Suddenly a thought struck me and I smiled.

‘I wonder,’ I said, ‘that you are not afraid. Such an emphatic pronouncement will surely tempt the gods.’

‘Impossible,’ he replied, ‘that anyone should shake the decision of Hercule Poirot.’

‘Impossible, Poirot?’

‘You are right, mon ami, one should not use such a word. Eh, ma foi, I do not say that if a bullet should strike the wall by my head, I would not investigate the matter! One is human after all!’

I smiled. A little pebble had just struck the terrace beside us, and Poirot’s fanciful analogy from it tickled my fancy. He stooped now and picked up the pebble as he went on.

‘Yes—one is human. One is the sleeping dog—well and good, but the sleeping dog can be roused. There is a proverb in your language that says so.’

‘In fact,’ I said, ‘if you find a dagger planted by your pillow tomorrow morning—let the criminal who put it there beware!’


He nodded, but rather absently.

Suddenly, to my surprise, he rose and descended the couple of steps that led from the terrace to the garden. As he did so, a girl came into sight hurrying up
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The Mysterious Affair at Styles

A country house

A murder

A Belgian detective

After the Great War, life can never be the same again. 

Captain Arthur Hastings is invited to Styles to recuperate from injuries sustained at the Front. It is the last place he expects to encounter murder. 

Fortunately he knows a former detective, a Belgian refugee, who happens to be staying nearby …

Here, for the first time, meet Agatha Christie’s legendary creation: Hercule Poirot

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘Altogether a skilful tale and a talented first book.’

Daily News

‘Almost too ingenious … very clearly and brightly told.’

Times Literary Supplement


Also available

The Murder on the Links

Stabbed in the back

A piece of lead piping nearby

It should be a simple case …

Poirot is summoned to France, but arrives 

too late to save his client, whose body now lies face 

down in a shallow grave on a golf course.

Why is the dead man wearing his son’s overcoat? 

And who was the intended recipient 

of the love-letter in the pocket?

Before Poirot can answer these questions, 

the case is turned upside down by the discovery of 

a second, identically murdered corpse …

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘The plot is really clever.’

Literary Review


Also available

Poirot’s Early Cases

Eighteen fiendish mysteries

One great detective

Aristocrats, royalty and millionaires,

beautiful actresses and disappearing

cooks, family curses and precious jewels,

sleights of hand, poisonings and kidnappings,

thieves, fraudsters, cheats and murderers.

In stories harking back to the earlier

years of his career, this superlative collection of

tales from the Queen of Crime shows Hercule Poirot

applying his famous ‘little grey cells’ to

ever more impossible problems.

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘Superb, vintage Christie.’

Sunday Express


Also available

The Murder of Roger Ackroyd

Think you know whodunnit?

Think again.

Poor Roger Ackroyd. 

He knew the woman he loved had been harbouring 

a guilty secret. And then, yesterday, she killed herself.

But guilty secrets rarely stay secret. 

Who had been blackmailing her? Had it really driven 

her to suicide? Sadly, Roger Ackroyd wasn’t going to 

live long enough to find out …

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘Makes breathless reading from first to the unexpected last.’

Observer

‘A classic – the book has worthily earned its fame.’

Irish Independent


Also available

Murder on the Orient Express
 
‘The murderer is with us

– on the train now …’

It’s just after midnight, and the famous

Orient Express is stopped in its tracks by a snowdrift,

isolated by the storm. A passenger lies dead, stabbed

a dozen times, his door locked from the inside.

The world’s greatest detective, Hercule Poirot,

must identify the prime suspects from among the

small but disparate group of remaining passengers

– before the murderer decides to strike again.

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘Ingenuity at its height … the idea is utterly novel.’

Woman’s Journal

‘Very real, and keeps readers enthralled and guessing to the end.’

Times Literary Supplement


Also available

The ABC Murders

Murder is a very simple crime

As easy as ABC

The whole country is in a state of panic.

There is a killer on the loose, growing more

confident with each successive execution

– Alice Ascher in Andover, Betty Barnard

in Bexhill, Sir Carmichael Clarke in Churston –

laying a trail of deliberate clues to taunt the

world’s greatest detective, Hercule Poirot.

Which might just be the killer’s first mistake …

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘Christie is to be congratulated on the perfection of her invention.’

The Times

‘It’s Agatha Christie at her best.’

Daily Mirror


Also available

Death on the Nile

The girl who has everything …

Including a bullet in the head

A cruise down the Nile on a river steamer 

sounds like the perfect way to get away from it all 

– a luxurious retreat, miles from civilization.

But the warm and tranquil Egyptian evening 

is thick with hot passions and cold malice. When 

everyone on board has a motive, Hercule Poirot must 

abandon the mysteries of ancient Egypt and focus 

on altogether deadlier matters …

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘As ingenious an alibi as can well be imagined.’ 

Sunday Times

‘The descriptive work hits the Nile on the head.’ 

Observer


Also available

Hallowe’en Party

Trick or treat?

No one believes young Joyce Reynolds 

when she boasts she once witnessed a murder. 

Until, that is, she is found drowned, face down in an 

apple-bobbing tub. What exactly was it she saw?

Then the victim’s brother is found drowned too, 

and the mysteries multiply. 

Hercule Poirot and Ariadne Oliver must 

race to get at the truth, and prevent further tragedy.

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘A thundering success … a triumph for Hercule Poirot.’

Daily Mirror

‘Complex and sinister, with echoes of old legends and no flagging of the accustomed verve.’

Sunday Telegraph


Also available

Evil Under the Sun

The perfect holiday …

For a passionate crime

It was not unusual to find sun-loving Arlena Stuart 

stretched out on a beach, face down. Only, on this occasion, 

there was no sun … and she had been strangled.

Ever since her arrival, the air had been thick with 

sexual tension. Each of the seaside guests had a motive 

to kill her, including Arlena’s new husband.

But Hercule Poirot suspects that this apparent ‘crime of passion’ conceals something much more evil …

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘I never cease to admire the fertility of Agatha Christie’s imagination. Her characters are vivacious and entertaining.’ 

Sunday Times

‘She springs her secret like a land-mine.’

Times Literary Supplement


Also available

Cards on the Table

A dangerous game

A deadly outcome

Mr Shaitana has the most unusual hobby: 

he collects criminals who have evaded justice.

Among his dinner guests are four suspected murderers.

And, to match them, four experts in crime, including Hercule Poirot.

To understand which of them went on to kill their host, 

Poirot must delve deep into the psychology of each suspect.

Which of them has the mind of a cold-hearted killer?

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘The finest murder story of her career … Mrs Christie has never been more ingenious.’ 

Daily Mail


Also available

Lord Edgware Dies

Divorce can be murder

Sometimes literally

When a beautiful American actress approaches Hercule Poirot 

for help in divorcing her aristocrat husband, the great detective is intrigued.

But when Lord Edgware is found murdered, 

it emerges that he’d already agreed, in writing, to a divorce. 

So why would she kill him? And how, 

when multiple witnesses can attest that she was at a dinner elsewhere at the time of the murder?

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘The whole case is a triumph of Poirot’s special qualities.’

Times Literary Supplement


Also available

Cat Among the Pigeons

Schooldays can be tough

Who will learn the fatal lesson?

Late one night, two teachers investigate a mysterious flashing light while the rest of the school sleeps.

In the sports pavilion, among the lacrosse sticks, they stumble upon the body of the unpopular games mistress – shot through the heart from point blank range.

The school is thrown into chaos when the ‘cat’ strikes again.

Unfortunately, schoolgirl Julia Upjohn knows too much.

In particular, she knows that without Hercule Poirot’s help, she will be the next victim …

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘Immensely enjoyable.’

Daily Express

‘Truly distinguished, deliciously smooth upon the palate.’

Sunday Times


Also available

Dead Man’s Folly

When games turn deadly

No one is quite what they seem

While organising a mock murder hunt for the village fête,

a feeling of dread settles on the famous crime novelist Ariadne Oliver.

Call it instinct, but it’s a feeling she just can’t explain … or get away from.

In desperation she summons her old friend, Hercule Poirot – and her instincts are soon proved correct when the ‘pretend’ murder victim is discovered playing the scene for real, a rope wrapped tightly around her neck.

Under the surface of the supposedly harmless game, everyone is playing a part …

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘The solution is of the colossal ingenuity we have been conditioned to expect.’

Times Literary Supplement

‘A classic Christie and one of the best.’

Elizabeth Bowen, Tatler


Also available

Mrs McGinty’s Dead

‘Mrs McGinty’s dead!’

‘How did she die?’

‘Down on one knee, just like I!’

The old children’s game now seemed rather tasteless.

The real Mrs McGinty was killed by a crushing blow to the back of the head and her pitifully small savings were stolen.

Could the answer lie in an article the deceased clipped from a newspaper two days before her death?

Suspicion falls immediately on her lodger, hard up and out of a job. Hercule Poirot has other ideas.

With a desperate killer still free, Poirot will have to stay alive long enough to find out …

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘Highly ingenious – Christie is still able to vary the tricks she plays.’

Robert Barnard

‘So simple, so economical, so completely baffling. Every clue scrupulously given with superb sleight of hand!’

Sunday Times


Also available

Sad Cypress
 
Heartbreak is cruel

But is it a motive?

Beautiful young Elinor Carlisle stood serenely in the dock, accused of the murder of Mary Gerrard, her rival in love.

The evidence was damning: only Elinor had the motive, the opportunity and the means to administer the fatal poison.

Yet, inside the hostile courtroom, only one man still presumed Elinor was innocent until proven guilty: 

Hercule Poirot was all that stood between Elinor and the gallows …

The little grey cells hold the solution

‘Poirot solves another tough, exciting case.’

Daily Mail

‘Agatha Christie has done it again, which is all you need to know!’

Observer
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