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too—a little fishing village called Rathole. Don't tell me yours is
the same?”

“No. My village is called Polperran. It is situated on the west
coast of Cornwall; a very wild and rocky spot. I had been intro-
duced a few weeks previously and had found him a most interest-
ing companion. A man of intelligence and independent means, he
was possessed of a romantic imagination. As a result of his latest
hobby he had taken the lease of Pol House. He was an authority on
Thf ee Elizabethan times, and he described to me in vivid and graphic lan-
guage the rout of the Spanish Armada. So enthusiastic was he that
one could almost imagine that he had been an eyewitness at the
[NGOTS OF GolLD scene. Is there anything in reincarnation? I wonder—I very much

» wonder.”
“You are so romantic, Raymond dear,” said Miss Marple, look-

ing benignantly at him.

“Romantic is the last thing that I am,” said Raymond West,
slightly annoyed. “But this fellow Newman was chock-full of it, and
he interested me for that reason as a curious survival of the past. It
appears that a certain ship belonging to the Armada, and known

afair

n 18l

' give you the solution of ontain a vast amount of treasure in the form of gold from the
n ! :
one” said Raymond West, “because | ;,a e ] should like 1ish Main, was wrecked off the coast of Cornwall on the famous
) ; 0 C ]

i ting and $ : nd treach: 8 Rocks. F N Id
. were sO interes us we may treacherous Serpent Rocks. For some years, so Newman to
it. Yet the facts And pethaps between .

ptoblem.

to propound it to you as a

& attempts had been made to salve the ship and recover the trea-
al conclusion.

arrive at sOmMe logic

I believe such stories are not uncommon, though the number
happenings wa
“The date of these

hical treasure ships is largely in excess of the genuine ones. A

ent
5 two years ago, when 1 w

an called John Newman, il

down to spend Whitsuntide with a m 'had been formed, but had gone bankrupt, and Newman
Cornwall” —— en able to buy the rights of the thing—or whatever you call
“Cornwall?” said Joyce Lempricre s amere song. He waxed very enthusiastic about it all. Accord-
“Yes, Why?” place in Corl im it was merely a question of the latest scientific, up-to-date

i ta
«Nothing Only it's odd. My story 18 abou
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machinery. The gold was there, and he had no doubt whatever that

it could be recovered.

“I¢ occurred to me as I listened to him how often things happen
that way. A rich man such as Newman succeeds almost without ef-
fort, and yet in all probability the actual value in mONEY of his find
would mean little to him. I must say that his ardour infected me. 1
saw galleons drifting up the coast, flying before the storm, beaten
and broken on the black rocks. The mere word galleon has a romarn-

phrase ‘Spanish Gold thrills the schoolboy—and
1 was working at the time upon

, some scenes of which were Jaid in the sixteenth century,

a novel
and 1 saw the prospect of getting valuable lpcal colout from my host.

“1 set off that Friday morning
my trip. The carriage was empty except

for one man, who sat facing me in the opposite cornet: He was a
tall, soldierly-looking mar, and I could not rid myself of the imptes-
¢ other 1 had seen him before. 1 cudgelled my

sion that somewhere O
brains for some time in yain; but at last I had it. My travelling com-
ector Badgworth, and 1 had run across him when

of articles on the Everson disappearance case.
and we were soon

tic sound. The
the grown-up man also. Moreover,

its, and looking forward to

panion was Insp
[ was doing a series

«] recalled myself to his notice,
pleasantly enough. When 1 told him
remarked that that was a Tum coincidence,

also bound for that place. I did not like to seem inquisitive,

careful not to ask him what ook him there. Instead,

my own interest in the place, an
ish galleon. To my surprise the Inspector seemed tO
it. ‘That will be the Juan Fernandez,’ he said. “Your friend won'

know all abou!

from Paddington in high spit- -

chatting 3
1 was going o Polperran he
because he himself was
50 was

1 spoke of

d mentioned the wrecked Spane
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the first who h
as su i
. nk money trying to get mon
ity ey out of her. It is a

- And probably the whole story is a myth,’ I said. ¢ ,
ke e an il , 1 said. ‘No ship was
“‘Oh, the shi
- witi-l aegj:)l:; ij; sunk there right enough,’ said the Inspector—
knew how many wre kpany of others. You would be surprised if you
e cks there are on that part of the coast. A
, that is what takes me down there now. That is 'whs a
¢ ere

the Otranto was wrecked six months ago.’

1 CI b d b L] I H ¢
l'lg abpo .
“ (N l ' d h " ‘b H
g

lost. It is not

- ene

“ Yag?’ ) : rally known, but the Otranto was carryi '
es?’ | said, much interested ying bullion.”

“ ‘Naturall
y we have had diver
s at
but—the gold has gone, Mr. West. work on salvage operations,

“‘Gone!” I said, stari im. *
2 ng at him. ‘How can it have gone?’

. .
‘‘That is the question,’ said the Inspector. ‘Th
ctor. “The rocks
tore a

gaping hole in her stro
ngroom. It was eas
R y enough for the di
. Tc;, but they found the strongroom empty. Th i
9 » . The questi
gold stolen before the wreck or afterwards? Was iil o
? ever in

the strongroom at all?’
- Tt s
eems a curious case,’ I said

]
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removed within the last six months—and [ am going down fO look

into the matter’
] found Newman waiting to meet me at the station. He apolo-
gized for the absence of his car, which had gone © Truro for some

necessary repairs. Instead, he met me with a farm lorry belonging to

the property.

«] swung myself up beside
of the fishing village. We went up a steep
five, ran little dis-

him, and we wound carefully in and

aut of the nartow streets

t, 1 should say, of one in

ascent, with a gradien
at the granite—pillared

tance along a winding lane, and turned in

gates of Pol House.

“The place was 2 charming one; it Was situated high up the
cliffs, with a good view out 0 s€a. Part of it was some three ot four
hundred years old, and a modern wing had been added. Behind it

farming land of about seven Of eight acres ran inland.
‘And to the Sign

« Welcome tO Pol House, said Newman.
of the Golden Galleon! And he pointed to where, ovet the front
door, hung a perfect reproduction of a Spanish galleon with all

T o
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for thlelr pockets. There is a fellow here I should li
T ——— uld like you to see. He
“Next da .

b e anc;f t::’em.zd bright and clear. I was taken down into
i ;I;l;rociucedlto Newman’s diver, a man called
B ezt n-faced individual, extremely taciturn, and
B e e conversation were mostly monosylla:bles
dioumed to the Thre;rvzen them on highly technical matters we.
 ————— nchors. A tankard of beer somewhat l,

“ ‘Detectivy S i
. ‘Theyedog::ﬂ:;nan from London has come down,’ he
—— Ya at that ship that went down there last’ No-
B Shegw Ir:oz::al lot of gold. Well, she wasn't the first

“‘Hear, heat, chir:::l i;tt}: I?St.,

. ‘ ) e landlo
‘Tha:‘t (1lsrae ;r(ue vlvolrd you say there, Bill Il-li[gdgi(:cs:he Three Anchors.
on it is, Mr. Kelvin,’ said Higgins.

“l looked with
some curiosity at th
‘temarkable-looki the landlord. H
ooking man, dark and swarthy, with curio (; ‘Zas "
' usly broad

_url._ ol uldeI'S. i y y

0] y .

sails set.
“My first evening was & most charming and instructive one. My

host showed me the old manuscripts relating to the Juon Fernandez.

He unrolled charts for me and indicated positions on them with
which, 1

dotted lines, and he produced plans of diving apparatus,
may say, mystified me utterly and completely.
¢ told him of my meeting with Inspector

“ iW
€ don’t want i s
B t interfering foreigners on thi ;
ewhat truculently. s coast, he said,

h " ‘Me . p
aning the police?’ asked Newman, smiling

e IM .
j eani i
k- ng the police—and others,” said Kelvin signi
n't you forget it, mister.’ S

Badgworth, in which

he was much interested.
ound this coast, he said reflectivel

“« ‘They are a queer people ¢
‘Smuggling and wrecking is in their blood. When a ship goes

help regarding itas lawful plundet

Do yo k
Saidu now, Newman, that sounded to me !

as we climbed the hill homeward i
friend laughed. ards.

on their coast they cannot
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« Nonsense; I don't do the folk down here any harm. siresdfil dbssscsid et chnsm
«] shook my head doubtfully. There was something sinister and knowing that a slip of the f s, amongst which I was wandering,
uncivilized about Kelvin. 1 felt that his (nind might run in strange, hands of my clock pointi GOk m;ant death. I waked to find the
ing to eight o'clock. M
. My head was achin,
g

badly, and the te
rror of i
my night's dreams was still upon me.

unrecognized channels.
“] think I date the beginning of my uneasiness from that mo- “So strongly was:this so that wh
at when [ went to .
the window a
nd

¢ 1 had slept well enough that first night, but the next night my drew it up I started back with a fresh f
a fresh feeling of terror, for
; the first

men

; sleep was troubled and broken. Sunday dawned, dark and sullen, thing I saw, or thought I saw

; with an overcast sky and the threatenings of thunder in the air. 1 it wen o t_WaS a man digging an open grave,

A: am always a bad hand at hiding my feelings, and Newman noticed B o e gruvedigger Wcln\] to pull myself together; then I real-
. B i iy isthrz\zrman’s gardener, and the ‘grave’
' « "What is the matter with you, West? Youare a bundle of nerves on the turf waiting for the mome new rose trees which were lying
this morning’ " i the earth. nt they should be securely planted

« 4 don’t know, 1 confessed, ‘but 1 have got a horrible feeling of “The gardener looked up and sa d
w me and touched his hat.

“‘Good morni
orning, sir. Nice morning, sir.

“‘I suppose it is, I sai
; I said doubtfully, sti
: y, still
pletely the depression of my spirits unable to shake off com-

foreboding’
« q¢s the weather!

« *Yes, perhaps.

«] said no more. In the afterno:
tor boat, but the rain came o0 with such vigour that we were glad to ing. The sun was shining and the sky
he sky a clear pale bl
ue that promised

change into dry clothing. s ﬁne weather for the day. | went down to breakf: i
creased. Outside the storm Newman had no maids living in fhe house. Tw i :’;:;Stlmg W
. Two middle-aged sisters

the tempest calmed down.

on we went out in Newman's mo- UL owever as the gerd :
) e gardener had said, i
said, it was certai
ertainly a nic
e morn-

return to shore and
“And that evening my uneasiness in
d and roared. Towards ten o'’clock

howle
he window.
erfectly

Newman looked out of t
« i is clearing, he said. ‘I shouldn’ wonder if it was a p |

¢ half hour. If so, 1 shall go out for a stroll!

fine night in anothe
4] yawned. ‘lam frightfully sleepy; 1 said. 1 didn't get much sleep

last night. 1 think that tonight 1 shall tu

W }10 1IVEd ina Ia[[“h()llse e Illy came V to a]]e h 1 e
mp

, p i

Good morning, Elizabeth, 1 said. ‘Mr. N
| . Newman not

down yet!?’

" ‘H
: e must have
. been out very early, sir,’ she replied. ‘H ’
ouse when we arrived.’ P

rn in early’

“This 1 did. On the previous night 1 had slept little. Tonight I
slept heavily. Yet my slumbers were not restful. 1 was still oppressééi
with an awful foreboding of evil: I had terrible dreams. 1 dreamt

:
)
S orn-

g Newm W W a’
an had Ci
ome dO n to bl'eakfast some hat late Ild I
H
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didn’t fancy that at any time he was an early riser. Moved by those

forebodings, 1 ran up t© his bedroom. It was empty, and, more-
over, his bed had not been slept in. A
room showed me two other things. If Newman had gone out for a

stroll he must have gone out in his evening clothes, for they were

brief examination of his

missing.

«] was sure now that my premonition of evil wa
man had gone, as he had said he would do, for an evening stroll. For
or other he had not returned. Why? Had he met with
A search must be made at once.

s justified. New-

some reason
an accident! Fallen over the cliffs?

“In, a few hours I had collected a large band of helpers, and to-
gether we hunted in every direction along the cliffs and on the rocks

below. But there was no sign of Newmarn.
“In the end, in despair, 1 sought out Inspector Badgworth. His

face grew very grave.

« ¢ looks to me as if there has been foul play; he said. ‘There
not overscrupulous CUstomers in these parts. Have you
seen Kelvin, the landlord of the Three Anchors?’

«] said that ] had seen him.

« Djid you know he did a turn in gaol four years ag

are some

and battery’
« ¢ doesn’t surprise mey 1 said.
« ‘The general opinion in this place see
is a bit too fond of nosing his way into thin
him. ] hope he has come to o serious harm
“The search was continued
until late that afternoon that our €

ered Newman in a deep ditch in a corner of his own property:

hands and feet were securely fastened with rope, and a handkerc

o? Assault
ms to be that yout friend
gs that do not concern

with redoubled vigour. It was not
fforts were rewarded. We discov-

T
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had been thrust i :
— Ou:t into his mouth and secured there so as to prevent
“H .
friction‘:n:azft;ril;lblv lexhausted and in great pain; but after some
N wawr:{:s and. ankles, and a long draught from a
“The W;athel- ;; : e to give his account of what had occurred.
e 1l;lg gleared, be had gone out for a stroll about
to a spot commonl kY S5 ket Kl dlateince sl dg the oliffs
——— tOVb nfown as Smugglers' Cove, owing to the large
s e found there. Here he had noticed some men
| ——— rgl :’;/I]:I: a small boat, and had strolled down to see
B oo ic s b . atEVe.r tI'lxe stuff was it seemed to be a great
“With no real s?;?cj:;nz? mtohone of the farthermost caves.
Newman ha anything being amiss, nevertheles
being observ:d‘i”gzj;recll He had drawn quite near them wirhou:
B ol seafuri enly there was a cry of alarm, and immediately
unconscious. Wh ng men had set upon him and rendered him
B el‘l. next he came to himself he found himself ly-
@y e :;;’:-'jl’;:le of some kind, which was proceeding, wit‘};
- togstahas fallr as he could guess, up the lane which
‘turned in at the gate of Zi‘:g:f:h% his"[f"g FERL PRI S ety
ouse. ;
conversation between the men, they at leng}i:-:r:\ife}rli;‘:ilts}femj
an

._,&]I, !g p

Very unlik y i I Yy v e
\ 1 el fol' some fime. hen the lO['r dI'O € on and h
: 1 y
ht, paSS:{ld out th O‘ngh anothe gate some quarter o 1
i T I.lt T te uarter of a mile

; het Vt age. He could give no description of hiS assailants
tha hey were certainly seafari y

‘ Vs. ‘ ring men ﬁnd, b their SPBECh,

“Ins
pector Badgworth was very interested.
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«‘Depend upon it that is where the stuff has been hidden, he

cried. ‘Somehow or other it has been salvaged from the wreck and
here. It is known that we

has been stored in some lonely cave somew
have searched all the caves in Smugglers Cove, and that we are now
going farther afield, and they have evidently been moving the stuff
Iready searched and is not likely

at night to a cave that has been a
to be searched again. Unfortunately they have had at least eighteen

hours to dispose of the stuff. If they got Mr. Newman last night 1

doubt if we will find any of it there by now.
“The Inspector hurried off to make a search. He found definite

evidence that the bullion had been stored as supposed, but the gold

had been once more removed, and there was no clue as to its fresh

hiding place.

“One clue there was, however,
pointed it out to me the following morning.

« “That lane is very little used by motor ‘vehicles, he said, ‘and in
aces of the tyres very clearly. There is

one ot two places we get the tr
a three-cornered piece out of one tyte, leaving 2 mark which is quite
gate; here and there is a faint

unmistakable. It shows going into the
mark of it going out of the other gate, so there is not much doubt
that it is the right vehicle we are after. Now, why did they take it out

through the farcher gatel It seems quite clear to me that the lorry

and the Inspector himself

came from the village.
lorry in the village—not more than two or three at
the landlord of the Three Anchors, has one.
« W hat was Kelvin's original profession?’ asked Newman.
“ ¢ is curious that you should ask me that,

young days Kelvin was & professional diver!

T

Now, there aren't many people who own.a -
most. Kelvin,

Mr. Newman. In his

M' .
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{8
Newman and I lo
oked at each other. Thy
fitting itself together piece by piece I

({3}
You didn’t recogni i
gnize Kelvin as on
Sy e of the men on the beach?
“Newman shook his head.
“‘I am afraid I can’t
say anything as to that, i
1 really hadn't time to see anything’ e
“"l'h . .

1 e I:spector very kindly allowed me to accompany him t
the Thre =
"o ed ;chors. The garage was up a side street. The big doors
i sed, but by going up a little alley at the side we found a small

ucby m

oor that led into it, and the door was open. A very brief exami .

, . xa .
tmnloi1 the tyres sufficed for the Inspector. ‘We have got h'mm;
. . ‘ . 3 im,

J e exclaimed. ‘Here is the mark as large as life on the rear lefi

wheel. Now, Mr. Kelvin, I don’
R , I don't think g
wriggle out of this.’ ” ink you will be clever enough to

Raymond West came to a halt.
“W 11?” s ({3
" ell?” said Joyce. “So far I don't see anything to make a prob
__em:a out—unless they never found the gold.” A
‘Th |
1 ey never found the gold certainly,” said Raymond. “And
.ht]flr;ever got Kelvin either. I expect he was too clever for the
3, . m,
the Znt quite see how he worked it. He was duly arrested
e ev My
idence of the tyre mark. But an extraordinary hitch aros
e.

| g g t
h" thESE lads artists: Sall[l JC 5 :El laug}ll[lg
1 t

s attending her. The nurse who was on night duty had pulled
e
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window, where the blind was up. She de-

her armchair up t© the
clared that the motor Jorry could not have left the garage opposite
al fact it never left

without her seeing it, and she swore that in actu
the garage that night”
4] don’t think that is much of a problem,” said Joyce. “The nurse

of course. They always do”

to happen,” said M. Petherick,

judiciously; we are accepting facts without
accepting the testimony of the hos-

sufficient examination. Before
pital nurse, we should inquire very closely into her bona fides. The
spicious promptness is inclined to raise

went to sleep,
“That has—er—been known

“hyt it seems to me that

alibi coming with such su

doubts in one’s mind.” |
“There is also the lady artist’s testimony,” said Raymond. “She

declared that she was in pain, and awake most of the night, and that

dhe would certainly have heatd the lorry,
after the storm.”
“hat is certainly an additional fact.

it being an unusual noise,

and the night being very quiet
“H'm,” said the clergyman,

Had Kelvin himself any alibi?”
me and in bed from ten o'clock

“Ie declared that he was at ho

itnesses in support of that

onwards, but he could produce no Wi

statement.”
“The nurse went t0 sleep,” said Joyce,

people always think they have never slept a wink all night”
Raymond West looked inquiringly at Dr. Pender.
“Do you know, 1 feel very sorry for that man

me very much a case of ‘Give a dog @ bad name.

in prison. Apart from the tyre ma
markable to be coincidence,

him except his unfortunate record.”

“;nd so did the patient. -

Kelvin. It seems 0
' Kelvin had been

tk, which certainly seems to0 I&

there doesn't seem tO be much against

Mi :
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“You, Sir Henry?”

Sir Henry shook his head.

“As it hap 3 i

pens,” he said, smiling, “
; g “lk i

case. So clearly I mustn't speak.” S e

“Well,

- gc'J on, Aunt Jane; haven't you got anything to say?”

a ”» : ;
minute, dear,” said Miss Marple. “I am afraid I h
ave

counted wr
; ong. Two purl, three plain, slip one, two purl
right. What did you say, dear?” ) purl—yes, that’s

“What is your opinion?”
“You wouldn’t liki -
notice. It is better to S;“:o?;::;“s dear. Young people never do, 1
:I\:;Illlsiinse’ Aunt Jane; out with it.”
ell, dear Raymond,” said Mi .
ting and I?Oking across a,t helrdrl::;iehvia:flcei:)lzliziizzn :er :;n:'
more care shou,
b . ea:iyh::;l eY;)ul choose V?ur friends. You are so credulou:
 —_— Au s;llppose it is being a writer and having so
B e and had. e that st.ory about a Spanish galleon! If you
oo A re experience of life you would have been on
- sud-dentlnan you had known only a few weeks, too!”
. y gave vent to a great roar of laughter and
ed his knee.
“Got you this time, Raymond,” he said. “Mi
B i ' ) aid. “Miss Marple, yo
mwall but in DevZn T—f‘t. At the present moment he is not in
Tincetown prison WS gra—,Dartmoor, to be exact—a convict
ss, but over th(; r-ﬂe- idn't catch him over the stolen bullion
B T 10;k11;g of tlhe strongroom of one of the Lon-
- e UP hl.s Past record and we found a good
gold stolen buried in the garden at Pol House. It was
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rather a neat idea. All along that Cornish coast there are stories of
wrecked galleons full of gold. It accounted for the diver and it would
account later for the gold. But a scapegoat was needed, and Kelvin
was ideal for the purpose. Newman played his little comedy very
well, and our friend Raymond, with his celebrity as a writer, made
an unimpeachable witness.”

“But the tyre mark?” objected Joyce.

“Oh, I saw that at once, dear, although 1 know nothing about
motors,” said Miss Marple. “People change a wheel, you know—I FOUI'
have often seen them doing it—and, of course, they could take a
wheel off Kelvin's lorry and take it out through the small door into
the alley and put it on to M. Newman's lorry and take the lorry out
of one gate down to the beach, fill it up with the gold and bring it up
through the other gate, and then they must have taken the wheel
back and put it back on M. Kelvin’s lorry while, I suppose, someone
else was tying up Mr. Newman in a ditch. Very uncomfortable for
him and probably longer before he was found than he expected. 1
suppose the man who called himself the gardener artended to that

THE BLOODSTAINED PAVEMENT

«
It’s curious,” said Joyce Lempriére, “but I hardly like tellin

;:r:(.)rltt hfaflpened a long time ago—five years ago to be exi‘:’_“;‘t’

:rit___and oh l:11'mted me ever since. The smiling, bright, top part of

;&@ﬂmt t ;e esk 1dc;1:en gr.uesomeness underneath. And the queer thing

- ztc I painted at the time has become tinged with the
E Stselzpe(r:e(.)r\:/;:l;n you lo.ok at it first it is just a rough sketch
e stx:eet “Inth the sunlight on it. But if you look
ough at it something sinister creeps in. I have never sold it

U Ineverl("l i I Vv 1 orner w ce
It . L
al

side of the business.”
“Why do you say, ‘called himself the gardener, Aunt Jane?”

asked Raymond curiously.
“Well, he can't have been a real gardener, can he?” said

Miss Marple. “Gardenets don't work on Whit Monday. Everybody

knows that.”
She smiled and folded up her knitting.
“[¢ was really that little fact that put me on the right scent,” she

said. She looked across at Raymond.
“When you are a householder, dear, and have a garden of yout

4

own, you will know these little things. hing village, very picturesque—too . \
esque perhaps,




