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It was a typically warm, sunny February afternoon in 1932 when people started checking out of the 
opulent Cataract Hotel in Aswan. The luxury hotel was built by Thomas Cook in 1899 specifically to 
offer accommodation to European travelers visiting Egypt. The exodus from the well-known 
establishment was not one of criticism, but to join the Steamboat Karnak that was departing for a voyage 
along the Nile. The river trip was arranged by Lady Nancy Stuart, in honor of her own sixtieth birthday. 
She could have hosted the crowd on her 34-foot yacht, Guillemot, given to her in 1924 as a present by a 
friend of her late husband; but while it was possibly large enough to hold all the guests, it was designed to 
sleep only a few comfortably. Besides, she had not used it for some time, and the boat was sitting in 
Aberystwyth Harbour with a “For Sale” sign on it. Lady Stuart took satisfaction from knowing that the 
term “yacht” came from a Dutch word meaning “hunt,” as it was first applied to the fast vessels the Dutch 
navy employed to pursue pirates and other transgressors.

One of the first to board the steamboat (rather than the yacht)—moreover, one of the first to have 
checked into the hotel the previous night—was Jean-Luc Peeters, the famous Belgian detective admired 
across both continents. Peeters, not known for his modesty, would tell you he was recognized for his 
skills throughout the world. Though he was small, almost wiry or insignificant in stature, and was not 
very quick afoot, he was of a quick mind and had been very successful in solving some of the most 
perplexing cases. Now, he was intent on enjoying a relaxing voyage, just for pleasure. At least, for the 
most part.

Peeters had been hired within the last month to investigate the disappearance of 18th-century Thomas 
Wallis sterling silver cutlery that seemed to go missing one piece at a time from the Stuart household in 
Stratford-upon-Avon England. The theft, or thefts, actually, had been called to the attention of Lady 
Stuart by her lady’s maid, Sabine Brent, whose titles included chambermaid, maidservant and 
housekeeper, over the nearly thirty years she had worked in Stuart Mansion. Her duties, however, seemed 
to encompass more than merely cleaning the huge house. The servant was ordered by Lady Stuart to fetch 
detective Peeters to investigate. This led to Peeters staying in the home of the wealthy dowager, ostensibly 
as a guest of the elderly widow, for the past month. It seemed natural that he be invited to attend the 
birthday celebration on the steamboat, rather than be left alone in the old mansion.

During his time in the Stuart home, he learned that Lady Stuart had married Baronet Stuart Stuart at 
the beginning of the century. The then-young baronet improved the family fortune built on his father’s 
shipbuilding industry by adding the operation of an automobile manufacturing concern, which was less 
affected than other industries in the United Kingdom by the economic depression following the war. The 
baronet’s father wanted to name the boy after himself, but didn’t like the nomenclature “so-and-so the 
2nd”, so he merely bestowed his last name as the boy’s first name as well. Stuart Stuart was wounded 
during the last Zeppelin raid on Britain on August 5, 1918, when four Zeppelins bombed targets in the 
Midlands where he was working. He was helped by a nurse, Susan David, who saved his life by carrying 
him out of a burning building and treating him after the bombing. She was part of the Voluntary Aid 
Detachment (VAD), a unit of civilians providing nursing care for military personnel in the United 
Kingdom that was active throughout World War I, and she was hired after the war to continue nursing 
him. She carried on serving the family after Stuart Stuart succumbed in the summer of 1922. Miss David 
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still lived in the Stuart home, providing basic health services to all those living in the home.
Lady Stuart was a difficult woman to work for, work with, or even be with. She inherited her late 

husband’s vast estate and large fortune, yet she was considered a stingy, even miserly woman when it 
came to spending anything on herself, much less her family or staff. She had let the butler and valet go 
after her husband’s death, fired the chauffeur since she didn’t go out much and Miss Brent could drive, 
and dismissed a second maid, the gardener and the cook. “Miss David can cook and tend the garden,” 
Peeters once heard her say. “She has nothing else to do.”

Peeters walked around the deck, observing the placement of cabins on both sides of the boat, a sitting 
area in the bow, and the captain’s bridge atop the stern. The steamer’s paddlewheels were beneath the hull 
on both sides at the stern, rather than behind the boat as was true of American riverboats. The main 
saloon of the Karnak was large, with windows on two sides revealing the river banks on both sides of the 
Nile. The room was decorated more like a trophy room than a stateroom. Above the window were various 
ornate knives and daggers of unusual shapes, decorated small guns and large rifles, an early bow and 
arrow, and a battle-axe and a khopesh. The more valuable objects, like the serpent-head scepter, the silver 
ankh, and even a gold-tipped boomerang said to have been found in King Tutankhamen’s tomb, were 
locked in glass cases affixed to the wall.

There were a few tables—one large enough for a game of six-player Egyptian Ratscrew, a card game 
based on matching—and small side tables next to the one sofa, plus numerous end tables next to the 
many plush chairs. Traditional three-legged stools were strewn around the room as well. Mirrors, 
considered to be good luck as they reflected the soul, were attached to all the walls, enhancing the light 
coming through the large windows along two sides of the room. Ancient Egyptians produced 
unbreakable mirrors made from silver, gold, brass or bronze that were considered extremely valuable and 
said to possess mystical attributes; one such brass mirror was set into the aft wall.

One of the reasons for the detective’s early appearance on the vessel—or almost anywhere he went, for 
that matter—was his keen interest, some would say need, to observe the arrival of the other guests. After 
checking out the boat thoroughly, he positioned himself mid-deck along the port side, where the boat’s 
gangway met the dock from the rocky shore. He recognized some of the passengers whom he had met at 
the Stuart home. Peeters knew Allison Glenn and Helen Glenn, daughters of the Stuarts, both of whom 
still lived in Stuart Mansion. The two sisters approached at the same time. They had both married Mark 
Glenn—first Allison, in 1929 when she was twenty-five, and then, after the divorce in early 1930, Helen, 
when she was twenty-five; that marriage took place later in 1930. The staff used to joke that Mr. Glenn 
wanted a younger woman. Mark Glenn, serving in the British military, had been away for months and 
would not be joining the gathering aboard the boat. 

Peeters watched as Dr. Kobie Alexander boarded the boat. The good doctor, as he was called, made 
frequent visits to Stuart Mansion, always in response to a call from Miss David who said that Lady Stuart 
was complaining about one of her varied maladies, real or otherwise, and insisted on seeing the doctor. 
On one of the few occasions Peeters had a chance to talk with him, he said that Lady Stuart was generally 
in good health and could live to be eighty. When Peeters asked about the medications the irascible 
dowager was taking, the doctor mentioned drugs that were generally benign pacifiers.

Next to join the group was Miss Leticia Spellings. The spinster was a secondary school teacher and 
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worked as a governess to the Stuart children. The baronet had a will that left everything to his wife, with 
the exception of a trust set up for the two daughters, leaving each one a million pounds upon reaching 
her thirtieth birthday. He also stipulated in the trust that Miss Spellings would be paid and housed in the 
mansion as long as she stayed, caring for his daughters. The fact that the two “children” were now in their 
late twenties had no bearing on the situation, and the governess teacher continued to live in the stately 
home.

Then the lady of the manor, accompanied by her housekeeper-companion, boarded the vessel. Peeters 
greeted each with something of a mixture of a bow and a nod. “Mr. Peeters,” Lady Stuart said, saying no 
more. The housekeeper, Sabine Brent, was a strong-looking, tall woman, with a weathered face and 
almost blank expression that made her look much older than her forty-four years. As she helped the gray-
haired woman up the sloping gangway, one could see the strong hands that had toiled for a lifetime.

A much softer-looking woman was not far behind. June Albert was a fair, unexceptional woman with a 
sweet, innocuous manner about her. Peeters had met her on many occasions since she, too, lived in the 
large house. She had joined the Stuart family by marrying James Stuart, older brother of Allison and 
Helen, when she was sixteen and he was fifteen; that was before the 1929 Age of Marriage Act raised the 
minimum age to sixteen. They married the day James went off to war, delaying his departure until after 
the 8 a.m. marriage; England’s Marriage Act of 1836, which was still in force, forbade marrying between 
the hours of six in the evening and eight in the morning. The marriage didn’t last long for James Stuart, 
and neither did the war that killed him in 1918 when he was only sixteen. June Albert, who went back to 
her maiden name, was devastated by his death, but that was fourteen years ago. “Hello Jean-Luc,” she 
smiled, as she walked by Peeters. She was the only one who called the detective by his first name.

The next person to board, also a woman, was well known to Peeters, and they greeted each other with 
warmth and surprise before exchanging pleasantries. Cynthia Thomas, a statuesque woman who looked 
nothing like one would expect of a private investigator, was just that, and if she was on the Karnak, one 
could be certain it was not a pleasure voyage for her. 

“Peeters!” she greeted him. “What are you doing here? And who is, hic, who is this?” Lady Stuart asked 
of the new arrival, trying to control her hiccups. Miss Thomas was the only one not known to the Stuart 
family.

“Cynthia Thomas,” she replied, extending her hand. “An old friend of Peeters here,” though ‘friend’ 
may not have been the most operative word. “He asked me at the last minute to join him.” She knew he 
would play along.

Lady Stuart gave Peeters one of her intense glares, with a frown that said his inviting a stranger to her 
party was nothing short of impertinent.

After the hostess walked away, Peeters asked, “What would you have told her if I weren’t here?”
“I would have thought of something. Anyway, it’s a wonderful surprise to see you.”
At that moment, Miss Thomas’ attention turned to the gentleman walking along the dock toward the 

ship. Peeters could tell he was the reason she was here.
“Larry Anders,” the man announced, thinking Peeters and Miss Thomas were the reception 

committee. “Now where’s the young party girl?” As he made his way to Lady Stuart with a “Hey, Nancy!” 
Cynthia Thomas remarked, “Larry Anders, Lawrence Anderson, Lars Anderssen – depending on what 
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scam he’s running and which country he’s running it in. Don’t let him try to sell you anything.”
The final person to board the Steamboat Karnak was Donald Braithwaite, the Stuart family solicitor 

from the firm of Travers Smith Braithwaite. Mr. Braithwaite had drawn up and executed baronet Stuart’s 
Last Will and Testament and set up the trust for the baronet’s two daughters. He was pleasant, if a trifle 
officious, and he greeted Peeters and Miss Thomas, both unknown to him, with a nod rather than an 
exchange of names or polite niceties. Peeters later found out he was rarely at Stuart Mansion, and only at 
the behest of Lady Stuart. His last visit, before Peeters’s month in residence, was regarding the sale of the 
family yacht.

The captain of the Karnak, whose name the linguistically astute Peeters could never quite pronounce 
correctly, notified the guests that he was ready to leave, and upon receiving a nod from Lady Stuart, went 
to the bridge to start the steamboat on its voyage on the Nile.

After a pleasant day of quiet relaxation cruising up the serene river, there was a sumptuous repast in 
the grand saloon. It had been said that for Peeters, eating was not only a great pleasure for the 
physical senses, but “intellectual research.” 

 After dinner, the gentlemen took control of the cleared table and began to play Ashok, an Egyptian 
card game built around deceit and cheating, taught to them by Dr. Alexander. Peeters sat between Larry 
Anders, who shuffled the cards like a card shark, and Donald Braithwaite, who fanned the cards in his 
hand slowly, so as to reveal them one at a time. “This is a great saloon for card playing,” Larry Anders 
said, pronouncing the word as someone from the American West would call a town’s main drinking 
establishment.

“I know it is supposedly your mother tongue,” Peeters began, “but your mother should have taught you 
that although it is spelled ‘saloon’ it is pronounced ‘sah-lahn.’”

Since it was basically a ‘friendly’ game, Peeters lost only eighty cents by the end of the evening but was 
considerably richer from his observations of the three men.

The next morning, the vessel arrived at Luxor, with its magnificent temple and gorgeous carvings. 
They were the only people wandering around Amun-re and the Great Hypostyle Hall of the Temple of 
Karnak, from which the steamboat took its name. And wander freely they did, there being so many 
columns to examine and corridors to explore. Peeters liked to wander at his own pace and soon became 
separated from most of the others. He could see Helen Glenn and, much further away, Donald 
Braithwaite, when he heard a man bellow, “Look out!” There was a crash and a shriek, and Peeters, Helen 
Glenn and Donald Braithwaite all started to run. When they reached the same place, they saw Lady 
Stuart lying on the ground in the center of a clearing. She was trying to get up but was unable to find any 
strength in her legs. A foot away from her was a slab of rock. Leticia Spellings stood behind her, and Dr. 
Alexander, whose voice Peeters recognized as the one that yelled out the warning call, was attending to 
the badly shaken woman. Eventually, all the others converged upon the scene. Once he saw that Lady 
Stuart was bruised but otherwise uninjured, Peeters looked up, straight up, and observed the columns 
and the rock face from which the stone slab must have come.

“The piece of rock must have broken off from that rock face there,” June Albert suggested.
“Impossible,” Peeters countered, but when he said it, it came out “eem-puh-SEE-bl.”
Lady Stuart was not harmed, save for two scraped knees and a scratch on the palm of one hand. “I saw 
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a black cat run through here just before that rock fell,” she said. 
“According to Egyptian superstition,” Peeters offered, “a black cat is a sign of good luck. Maybe that’s 

why the rock missed you.”
“Let’s get, hic, out of this place,” she demanded, “it’s, hic, too dangerous!” Besides her embarrassment, 

now Lady Stuart had to deal with another case of the hiccups. Everyone started back for the boat, and 
Peeters was pretty sure the danger was leaving with them. Unnoticed by anyone other than Peeters, 
Cynthia Thomas had picked up the rock slab and brought it on board after everyone else boarded.

Once back aboard the Steamboat Karnak, the familiar surroundings and the calming effect of the Nile 
seemed to soothe everybody’s nerves. Dr. Alexander had given Lady Stuart a sedative—much stronger 
than what he usually prescribed—and sat with her in her cabin until she fell asleep.

The next day, no one spoke of the events of the previous day. It was warm and sunny, as usual, the 
views were calming, and the boat trip was relaxing. Once again, there was a nice dinner in the evening, 
followed by another card game. This time Peeters lost only forty-five cents. One of the women 
complained that no one remembered to bring along a mah-jongg set. Libations flowed freely, and the 
passengers began to wander back to their respective cabins. Everyone was looking forward to the next 
day, which would mark Lady Stuart’s actual birthday.

Later that night, around midnight, a loud scream was heard—so loud that it woke almost everyone on 
the boat. Most of the boat was dark, but lights were on in the saloon. Cynthia Thomas was the first to 
arrive; it would take detective Peeters a little longer, since he first had to remove various nets and 
contraptions that covered both his hair and his strangely curled black moustache. As other passengers 
started to arrive at the saloon, all of them looked through the glass windows into the room to see the 
detective, the private investigator and Allison Glenn, the one who had let out the blood-curdling scream, 
standing alongside the body of Lady Nancy Stuart, who was lying on the floor in the middle of the room, 
hands by her side. There was, on top of her clothing just above her heart, a glob of blood trickling to the 
ground. She looked very much at peace.

“Everybody remain out there,” Peeters barked, “except you, doctor.” Peeters and Miss Thomas already 
knew it when Dr. Alexander announced that Lady Stuart was dead. He ripped the clothing from her 
macramé collar and blotted away the blood to reveal a deep, perfectly round hole that went directly into 
the woman’s heart. 

Allison Glenn collapsed into a nearby chair, holding her face in her hands. Her sister Helen was not 
there to comfort her, and when Miss Spellings went to the cabin the two sisters shared, she found—as she 
reported later—that Helen was still fast asleep. Meanwhile, before even being asked, Allison Glenn was 
saying that she couldn’t sleep, so she had come into the saloon, turned on the light, and saw her mother 
lying there. 

In spite of the detective’s order, people had started to drift into the room. “Is there a knife missing from 
the wall?” June Albert asked. “What about a sharp, pointed scepter or ankh?” Susan David offered. “She 
couldn’t have been shot with a bow and arrow,” Leticia Spellings remarked.

“Go back to bed everybody,” detective Peeters demanded. “There’s nothing more to see here; there’s 
nothing more you can do.” Peeters, Miss Thomas and the good doctor did do a little more: they carried 
the body back to her cabin, put her on her bed, and examined the wound more closely.
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By morning, the Steamboat Karnak was already on its way back to Aswan; it was expected to arrive 
back at the dock early the next morning. Peeters had spoken with some of the passengers, calmed other 
passengers, and discussed with Cynthia Thomas what he suspected. He learned from Donald Braithwaite 
that, besides the trust left for the daughters, the property would go to the two sisters. All the remaining 
money was to be divided evenly among the other members of the household including the staff. 

That evening, during dinner, Peeters asked that everyone remain in the saloon, and anyone who was 
absent should be asked to return. There would be no card playing that night. When all the passengers 
were present, he began.

 “The journey is nearly over. And the game is over. I, Jean-Luc Peeters, know who murdered Lady 
Nancy Stuart. Lady Stuart, I can now tell you, had hired me to investigate the theft of silver cutlery that 
was being stolen one piece at a time from Stuart Mansion. Hence, I remained there in residence, 
observing the comings and goings of various persons. Then I had the pleasure of everyone’s company on 
this voyage. In due course, I will explain to you what I know. But for the moment, Miss Thomas, would 
you like to begin?”

“Love to,” she answered, as she gave Peeters a wink. “Larry Anders,” she called out. Anders jumped up, 
startled.

“We didn’t really get a proper introduction. I’m Cynthia Thomas, private investigator. And I know 
things about you that no one else here knows. For one, I know that you’re the only one here who’s got a 
criminal record and who’s spent time in the slammer, the hoosegow, the pokey—all terms you’re familiar 
with in your line of work. Mr. Anders, tell us what you hoped to get from Lady Stuart’s death.”

“Nothing! Nothing at all,” he said, quite agitated. “I was here a couple of months ago and I was called 
away, ah, on, uh, business. I made it back in time for this boat trip. I was trying to befriend the lady, uh, 
‘boy-friend’ her, if you will. The only way I could get anything out of her was if she was alive.”

“Yeah,” Miss Thomas said, nodding. “Peeters and I knew that...and now everybody else does.” She 
turned to Peeters, smiling. “Back to you, detective.”

“You can return to your cabin,” Peeters said to the disgraced conman, “so I can have the full attention 
of this gathering.

 “Lady Nancy Stuart.” He paused slightly between the words, enunciating each distinctly. “None of you 
liked her. I admit, even I myself did not like her. She treated her family like servants, and her servants 
like...servants. You have all been in her home. The murderer could have committed his or her crime there, 
but then escaping would be quite difficult. On this boat, however, in this gathering, the killer could 
escape by hiding in plain sight, as one suspect among many.

“Here we are on a boat, and most everybody knew Madame Stuart could not swim. So why did the 
killer not simply throw Lady Stuart overboard when nobody was looking? Ah, because if the body were to 
be carried away in the swift current, it could be seven years before the concerned parties could have her 
declared legally dead. So, the murderer would have to leave a more accessible dead body.

“The ‘accident’ at Luxor was no accident. Those rocks have not moved without human help for 
thousands of years. The slab of rock that nearly hit Lady Stuart did not suddenly come loose and tumble 
down the side of the pile of rocks. It was clearly thrown, falling well clear of any of the surrounding rock. 
Which tells me that this murder was premeditated, and the killer who failed the first time succeeded on 
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the second try.
“The scene of the murder is a trophy room, of sorts. We did not hear a gunshot, her body was not 

slashed with a knife, and, as Mademoiselle Spellings pointed out, Madame Stuart could not have been 
killed by the use of a bow and arrow. Interesting, is it not, that we always speak of ‘bow and arrow’ as 
one. A bow is worthless without an arrow. Ah, but an arrow...” Peeters looked to Cynthia Thomas and 
made a gesture with his arm toward the floor in the middle of the room. “If you please...” 

Understanding immediately, Miss Thomas lay down on the floor, facing up, with her hands on the 
floor beside her, assuming the position of Lady Stuart when she was found. Peeters then removed the 
arrow from its unlocked case and, using a handkerchief, gripped it in the middle with the end pointing 
down, continuing, “An arrow can work perfectly well without a bow.” The detective made two severe, 
violent thrusts downward over the heart of Miss Thomas, causing Miss Albert to let out an audible gasp, 
fearing that the arrow might actually reach Miss Thomas. “Voilà. I think the science of forensics will 
show that the wound fits this weapon perfectly. Or, more correctly, this arrow tip fits perfectly into the 
wound.”

“But that doesn’t tell us who the murderer is,” Miss Brent shouted.
“Correct. But these little gray cells,” he said, tapping his forehead, “they do.”

Now assemble the puzzle and see if you can solve the mystery of who killed Lady Nancy Stuart.
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Peeters caught Miss Thomas’ eye and then moved his head in the direction of the slab of rock that was 
lying on one of the tables. She lifted the slab easily and brought it to Peeters. “You can see the heavy rock 
is not super heavy; even Miss Thomas can lift it.” That was clearly an attempt at humor, since Cynthia 
Thomas was certainly stronger than the detective. “In fact, anybody could have lifted and hurled that 
rock, with the exception, perhaps, of Mademoiselle Albert and the victim herself.

“So, it becomes absolutely clear that the attempt to end the life of Lady Stuart was an act of 
determination, one which, unfortunately, was ultimately successful. And if it is the same single 
individual—the person who threw the stone is the person who thrust the arrow into the heart of Lady 
Stuart—then that eliminates the persons I myself saw when the rock crashed down at Luxor: 
Mademoiselle Helen Glenn and the solicitor Donald Braithwaite, and the person who called out the 
warning to Lady Stuart, Dr. Alexander.”

“And what makes you so sure it was just one person, and not two people working together?” Sabine 
Brent asked.

“Only by my great powers of deduction and the process of elimination. And two people peripherally 
connected working together to commit a crime is usually only the fodder of penny dreadfuls and dime 
novels.”  

The detective turned to another page of his notes, now looking through rather than over his out-of-
fashion pince-nez spectacles. “Susan David. All the people living in the house, yourself included, would 
receive a portion of Lady Stuart’s money, as the solicitor Donald Braithwaite told me this morning. That 
is a lot of money—some would say enough worth killing for.”

“I will try not to take your insult personally, Mr. Peeters, but I certainly hope this is not really what 
you think. You must know that the Stuarts drew up their wills long before the baronet was injured, and I 
came on the scene only as a result of those injuries. After his death, his will allowed me to remain living 
here—though any money I received was for the work I did around here—and I had no idea I was to be a 
beneficiary in any way after Lady Stuart’s death.”

“That’s correct,” Donald Braithwaite offered. “I never had any dealings with Miss David, and there 
would have been no way of her knowing the disposition of either will.”

“But you, Allison Glenn,” Peeters said, turning to the older sister, “you knew everything in your father’s 
and your mother’s wills. You knew you would inherit a lot of money if your mother died.”

“Poppycock!” Allison Glenn shouted. Peeters was certain she was unaware the word came from Dutch, 
meaning “soft poop.” “I get a lot of money even if my mother is alive...one million pounds in less than 
two years, when I turn thirty. One million pounds,” she repeated, highly annoyed at the detective’s 
shrouded accusation, “whatever that may be in your silly currency.”

Peeters was impervious to her swipe. He waited for her to calm down, then turned his attention to 
Miss Spellings. “Leticia Spellings, it works the opposite way with you, does it not? When both Allison and 
Helen Glenn reach thirty in the next two and three years, your work here ends. You are out of a job. 
Maybe even out of a place to live. By killing Lady Stuart, you have the money now to do with as you 
please.”

(Hold up to a mirror to read.)



Solution

9

It was the first time that anyone had ever seen Miss Spellings livid. Red-faced, she snapped at the 
detective. “I would have waited two more years so I could keep collecting my meagre salary and then I 
would have killed her!” Not everyone was aware she was being facetious. “I didn’t like her, I never liked 
her. I don’t even like her children, either one of them. Spoiled brats! But murder her?! Absurd!” She was 
working herself up into a frenzy. “I have no alibi. Arrest me! Put me in prison. It couldn’t be much worse 
than living in that place.”

“That won’t be necessary, just yet,” Peeters calmly assured her. “You see, I saw you standing behind the 
good doctor when he was attending to Lady Stuart in Luxor, and I know you could not have tossed the 
slab from the rocks above and gotten back down that quickly. And besides, I haven’t spoken with 
Mademoiselle Brent, yet.”

Leticia Spellings let out a sigh of relief—though one could see she was also considerably embarrassed 
for an outburst that turned out to be very unnecessary. Peeters felt bad that his flair for the dramatic had 
made Miss Spellings so uncomfortable. He then turned his attention to his primary suspect.

“So that leaves you, Sabine Brent, just you. We met when you approached me on the behest of Lady 
Stuart to find the culprit behind the stolen silver pieces. I surmise you had planned to murder Lady 
Stuart and thought reporting the stolen silver would take suspicion away from you. But if we search your 
belongings back at the mansion—which we will—I bet we will find those pieces of silver, n’est-ce pas? 
And this setting of a boatload of suspects served as the perfect backdrop for your murder plans.”

Clearly cornered, Sabine Brent snapped out a response that was as sharp and direct as the arrow she 
had plunged into her employer. “For twenty-eight years she ordered me about, she barked at me, she 
pushed me, literally, antagonized me, scolded me like a child, berated me, and never once, not once, said 
‘please’ or ‘thank you’ or showed the slightest kindness whatsoever.”

“Then why did you not leave her?”
“And go where? After the war there was the rebuilding, then a depression. What could I do besides 

clean somebody else’s house, starting at the bottom? Who would hire me at my age? And how could I 
even locate another position when I am forever locked in an isolated country house and can’t afford to 
give up that source of income until I find another one? I knew I would get something when she died—I 
once saw a copy of her will in her dressing table—and it would be much more than I have now and more 
than I make in a year. Plus, I could sell the silver.”

Peeters felt sorry for the poor woman. He could easily imagine what it would be like waiting on Lady 
Stuart hand and foot, day after day. “So how did you get her to lay on the floor?”

“Easy. She started hiccupping again and I told her I had just read about the perfect cure. She 
complained, of course, of having to lie on the ground, about getting her precious dress dirty, about how 
hard it was going to be to get up again. But I convinced her. I told her to take a deep breath and hold it 
and close her eyes, and then I grabbed the arrow from the case and stabbed her before she knew what was 
happening. She died pretty quickly—no chance to call out—but was alive long enough to know it was I 
who did it. I’m glad my face was the last thing this wretched woman ever saw.”

There were no tears in the eyes of Sabine Brent. No remorse in her voice. If anything, she sounded 
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like a woman relieved of years of burden. No one else in the room shed any tears either. And yet, it was 
one of the saddest cases Jean-Luc Peeters ever solved.

The Egyptian police met the Karnak the next morning and escorted Sabine Brent off the boat. The rest 
of the party went their separate ways, many back to Stuart Mansion.

Jean-Luc Peeters and Cynthia Thomas kissed—the peck-on-each-cheek kind—and he made his exit. A 
few weeks later, he did take Leticia Spellings to prison. He had arranged for her to get a job in Belgium 
teaching inmates and juvenile offenders, a job that provided a livable income and came with a small, 
private house.
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