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Why," hissed Jack Gibbons, "did you bring me here?"
Phillip Bethancourt, perspiring freely and smelling of horses, grinned and pushed his glasses more firmly onto the bridge of his nose. 
"To keep Marla occupied," he answered. "To enable me to play polo in peace."
Gibbons cast a glance at the spectacular beauty sitting several feet from him, shaded from the sun by a large hat and her frosty expression. Marla liked horses only when paid to pose with them by prestigious fashion magazines. As she was one of England's top fashion models, this was not an unknown occurrence. 
"I don't see why," said Gibbons."She doesn't like me."
"At least she's used to you," returned Bethancourt with unfailing cheerfulness. He was enormously fond of polo, if not a very expert player, and invitations to play did not proliferate in his life.
Marla, with whom Bethancourt had had other weekend plans, had only grudgingly agreed to come and that had been when she had thought the polo would be restricted to a couple of hours on Sunday. The news, on their arrival at the Marchbanks' country house, that there would be a Saturday practice and that in Colonel Marchbanks' house she and Bethancourt would stay in separate bedrooms had put the lid on things. The bridge party suggested after dinner on Saturday had not helped; Marla did not know how to play bridge and was not interested in learning.
"It's going to be a dreary drive back," remarked Bethancourt, looking thoughtfully at his girlfriend. "Why don't you take her into the clubhouse and get her a drink? Cheer her up a bit."
Gibbons looked doubtful at this suggestion, but said, "I could try, I suppose. I don't expect she'll go."
"Of course she will," answered Bethancourt. His gaze strayed to the Borzoi hound lying docilely and elegantly at Gibbons' feet. "You can take Cerberus as well," he said. "He looks like he could use some water."
"I doubt he'll go, either," said Gibbons. "He clearly feels that when you miss the ball it would be far more sensible to let him run out and carry it to the goal. He can't understand why I keep stopping him."
Bethancourt laughed. "Then—oh, they're calling me. I must mount up again. Do try to cheer Marla up, Jack. Otherwise it's going to be a very long ride back to London."
But the drive to London was destined to be postponed.
Mrs. Marchbanks was a small, tidy woman with greying hair, dressed in a summer frock. She was as fond of horses as her husband, but was far more alert to the needs of people than he. The polo match being successfully concluded, everyone had retired to the house to clean up before the celebration party. Bethancourt had just returned from the shower when Mrs. Marchbanks knocked on the door of the room he and Gibbons shared.
"Sorry to disturb," she said. Behind her thick glasses, her eyes were anxious. "There's been, well, a tragedy I expect is the best word for it. Paul Blair has just phoned—he played today and you met him and his wife last night at supper."
"I remember," said Gibbons. "They're your neighbours, aren't they?"
"Yes, that's right. Well, they just got back from the match to find their little girl killed. They've called for the police, but Paul asked if the two of you would mind awfully going round as well. As a sort of…" Her voice trailed off, unsure of how to tactfully refer to the expertise of the two young men in murder.
"Of course we'll go right over," said Bethancourt soberly. "We'll be happy to do anything we can."
"Thank you," said Mrs. Marchbanks. "It seems so dreadful—first old Mr. Blair and now little Gemma."
"Old Mr. Blair?" said Gibbons, startled. "He was killed as well?"
"Oh, no. Goodness, no." Mrs. Marchbanks shook her head. "I didn't mean to say that. No, he was very elderly and passed away about two months ago. But Paul and Diana were very fond of him. Well, I'd best let you finish dressing. I'll be downstairs."
"We shan't be a moment," promised Bethancourt.
"I don't mind going over, Phillip," said Gibbons as the door closed behind Mrs. Marchbanks. "But you realize, don't you, that there may be some awkwardness with the local authorities? I mean, they haven't even determined yet if there is a crime, much less called in Scotland Yard."
"Nonsense," said Bethancourt, drawing on a pair of trousers. "A detective sergeant of Scotland Yard is a boon to any investigation. Besides, they can't blame you for being practically on top of the scene of the crime—if there is one. So long as you don't try to lord it over them, I'm sure they'll cope beautifully."
"I hope so," said Gibbons. His expression was doubtful.
 
The back of the Blair property abutted the back of the Marchbanks property. It was a simple matter to make their way through the Marchbanks' garden, pick up the path to the stables, and go past the buildings across the field in which the horses were pastured. Cerberus trotted happily before them, waiting obediently at the stile over the dry-stone wall that divided the estates.
"It's really much quicker than driving round," said Mrs. Marchbanks, leading the way towards a footbridge spanning the four-foot width of a beck. "The Blair house is just over there. You can't see it because of the trees. We'll come up at the back—if Paul's not there, I expect Frank will be."
"Frank?" asked Bethancourt.
"The elder brother," said Mrs. Marchbanks. "We don't know him terribly well. He left home for America when he was quite young and has returned only recently. Six or eight months ago, I think."
"But he lives at the house?"
"Oh, yes. I think actually the house is his now. He was the eldest, you see, so old Mr. Blair left the family things to him. And, of course, he used to be married. To some American girl, I believe, and there was a daughter. In fact, until he came home, I don't think the rest of the family knew he was divorced."
"Quite a shock," murmured Gibbons. "Who else lives in the house?"
"Paul and Diana, of course, and their son, Benjamin. He's about eight. And Paul's sister, Gwen." Mrs. Marchbanks hesitated. "You won't have met her. She, well, several years ago her fiancé jilted her and she's had rather a drinking problem ever since. It was all hushed up while the old man was alive, but since his death, she's made a bit of a spectacle of herself a time or two."
"Very sad," said Bethancourt.
"Yes. That's the family, and I believe the only servants are the nanny and the housekeeper. Here we are—we'll just go round this way and come out at the terrace."
They could see the house between the trees, a massive structure of Georgian design but built, Bethancourt suspected, somewhat later. They skirted the formal garden, a procedure of which Cerberus apparently disapproved. He abandoned his position as the dignified head of the party and lingered behind, sniffing hopefully at each entrance to the garden.
"Come on, lad," said Bethancourt. "We are not going that way. You can chase rabbits or squirrels or whatever it is later. Now you must behave."
The dog looked wounded and managed to imply that he always behaved perfectly, even when it was wholly unnecessary.
Once through the trees, they found a graveled path that led them to the flagstone terrace and the French doors at the back of the house. These were open and Paul Blair, still in polo dress, his dark hair ruffled and his face very white, came through them.
"Thank God you've come," he said. His hand trembled as he reached for Mrs. Marchbanks. "Diana's upstairs," he continued. "She's quite hysterical and I'm afraid she'll hurt herself."
Mrs. Marchbanks was startled and showed it. "Surely Diana wouldn't deliberately do herself an injury?"
"No, no. I don't mean that. We hadn't told anyone yet, but she's pregnant again. Only two and half months, but, well, of course I—"
He broke off abruptly and turned away, his face working violently against the tears.
"I'll go right up to Diana," said Mrs. Marchbanks. "Don't worry about her, Paul. She'll be fine."
She went inside, leaving Bethancourt and Gibbons standing awkwardly on the terrace. There was a long pause while they exchanged glances and averted their eyes from their host's shaking back. Then Bethancourt stepped forward and laid a hand on Blair's shoulder, saying firmly, "I think you need a drink. Is it through here?"
"I'm sorry," mumbled Blair.
He allowed himself to be led into the house and seemed t have got himself until control again by the time Bethancourt and Gibbons had found the whisky and poured stiff shots all around. Blair sipped his politely, without any real interest.
"I expect it was silly of me to ask you to come," he said. "I just thought, well, at least you're someone I know."
"But you have sent for the local CID?" asked Gibbons, somewhat alarmed.
"Oh, yes, yes. Of course. They should be along any minute."
"Can you tell us what happened?" asked Gibbons.
"I don't know that I can. It all seems so incredible."
"But there must be a reason you felt it wasn't an accident?"
"Oh, yes." Blair's face was grim. "There are marks on her neck. It was no accident. Someone—no, I can't talk of it." He drew a deep breath. "You must excuse me. The shock … she's upstairs in her room if you want to see for yourselves."
"It happened there?"
"No, no—it was in the garden. Diana panicked, you see, when we couldn’t revive her, and carried her upstairs. She—she didn't want to believe Gemma was dead."
"Your wife found her then?"
"Yes. Frank ran Clara and the children home before the end of the match—Clara wasn't feeling well and the children were tired."
"Clara?" asked Gibbons.
"Our nanny," said Blair. "Clara Owens. When Diana and I got back, Clara said the children were in the garden and Diana went to get them. But only Gemma was there. The first I knew of it, Diana came upstairs carrying Gemma and shouting for someone to call a doctor. I sent Clara to telephone and went to see what the matter was. But as soon as I saw her, I knew. Diana wouldn't believe it. I left the housekeeper with her and called Mrs. Marchbanks and the police." He stared dully at them. "I know what happened, but I still can't believe it. Who would want to harm a child? She was only four years old."
To this neither Bethancourt nor Gibbons had an answer. Fortunately, at that moment there was an interruption. A thin woman of about fifty appeared in the doorway. She had clearly been crying, for her nose was red and her grey eyes were swollen and pink-rimmed, but she was more or less composed at the moment. She nodded at Bethancourt and Gibbons and then addressed Blair in a gentle, subdued voice.
"The ambulance is here, sir. They—confirmed what you thought. They're with Mrs. Blair now."
Blair's head drooped. "Yes, of course," he muttered. "Thank you, Martha."
She nodded and left, only to return a few minutes later with the police. Superintendent Blake, a solid, impressive personage, paused on the threshold, surveying the scene.
"Mr. Blair?" he asked generally, his eye going from one young man to another.
Blair stepped forward and introduced himself and his two guests, adding that Gibbons was a detective sergeant from New Scotland Yard. 
"On vacation," said Gibbons firmly, and Blake's lowering brows lifted a trifle.
"I understand," he said to Blair, "that the body was moved?"
"Er, yes," answered Blair. "My wife, you see, well … she didn't realize Gemma was…"
His voice trailed off and Blake hastened to interrupt before Blair broke down.
"I'd like to see where the little girl was found," he said.
"Right," said Blair, making an effort. Then he looked round doubtfully. "It was in the garden," he said, gesturing uncertainly out the French doors towards the acre of flowers and meandering paths.
"I expect," said Martha, "that she was in the children's corner near the terrace. That's where she usually played. I can show you where that is. The paramedics are still with Mrs. Blair just now."
She moved toward the French doors while Gibbons said, "You don't mind if we trail along, do you, Superintendent?"
Blake was not pleased with the request, but it would have been difficult to refuse. Besides, the last thing he wanted was to create a difficulty with Scotland Yard.
"I'll stay here, if you don't mind," said Blair. "I don't think I could—I mean …"
"That'll be fine, sir," said Blake.
Martha led the way down the steps of the terrace and along a path running parallel to the house. At the far end was a small square, nestled into a corner formed by the terrace on one side and the high hedge that separated the kitchen garden from its more elegant counterpart on the other. A square of well-tended grass lay in the middle of it, but along its borders were planted a bewildering variety of flowers and vegetables.
"The children wanted to plant their own garden," explained Martha, "so the master—the
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