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wmte stuff round her head? Part of it
J^med to be torn and a strip flutter^J ac o^'her closed eyelids. He went nearer He

And then the truth swept over him andalmost swept his senses^way. tC tWsimage m the comer was not she. but merelytl«^ waxen thing made by the sculptor in

Wm tn
S**/°""*«rf«it ^Wch had deceivedmm in the drawing-room of the flat

Then where was she ? And why was nottbs counterfeit in its coffin, in wWch rt had

iZ r? "t^
''" *^*' "*«« °f the Church ?

feet with Its brass plate, which had rusted

Sn«HVT"' ""^ ^^'^'^ ^*' ^'^ «o'"o "de-fined depth, was another coffin, the sarco-

fhS\? ^"^°'' ^'"««'^- «« Btooped andshifted the candle. On Camilla's coffin were

directions
;
only one screw was in its placeHe seized the screwdriver - and in that

ZlTt: *rrA°' ^^ -temgence fotdle sure to decide that this screwdriver wasslightly longer than the one he had use^

st:X^ ir'^' P-P0se-a„;1ieTn-
screwed the sohtary screw and raised the lid


