
Passage 1 

 

Valentin’s black brows had come together somewhat crossly... “You are right,” he said. 

“Before we find out how he came to be killed, we may have to find out how he came to 

be here. Now listen to me, gentlemen….You will none of you leave the house till 

tomorrow at noon; there are bedrooms for all. Simon, I think you know where to find my 

man, Ivan, in the front hall; he is a confidential man. Tell him to leave another servant 

on guard and come to me at once. Lord Galloway, you are certainly the best person to 

tell the ladies what has happened, and prevent a panic. They also must stay. Father 

Brown and I will remain with the body.” 

 

 

Passage 2 
 

The meeting… took place in the year of Rome 747. The month was December, and 
winter reigned over all the regions east of the Mediterranean. Such as ride upon the 
desert in this season go not far until smitten with a keen appetite. The company under 
the little tent were not exceptions to the rule. They were hungry, and ate heartily; and, 
after the wine, they talked.  

"To a wayfarer in a strange land nothing is so sweet as to hear his name on the 
tongue of a friend," said the Egyptian, who assumed to be president of the repast. 
"Before us lie many days of companionship. It is time we knew each other. So, if it be 
agreeable, he who came last shall be first to speak."  
 

 

Passage 3 
 
The Thirty Mile River was wide open. Its wild water defied the frost, and it was in the 
eddies only and in the quiet places that the ice held at all. Six days of exhausting toil 
were required to cover those thirty terrible miles. And terrible they were, for every foot of 
them was accomplished at the risk of life to dog and man. A dozen times, Perrault, 
nosing the way broke through the ice bridges, being saved by the long pole he carried, 
which he so held that it fell each time across the hole made by his body. But a cold snap 
was on, the thermometer registering fifty below zero, and each time he broke through 
he was compelled for very life to build a fire and dry his garments.  

Nothing daunted him…. He took all manner of risks, resolutely thrusting his little 
wizened face into the frost and struggling on from dim dawn to dark. He skirted the 
frowning shores on rim ice that bent and crackled under foot and upon which they dared 
not halt. Once, the sled broke through, with Dave and Buck, and they were half-frozen 
and all but drowned by the time they were dragged out. The usual fire was necessary to 
save them. They were coated solidly with ice, and the two men kept them on the run 
around the fire, sweating and thawing, so close that they were singed by the flames.  
 

Passage 4 



 
By some happy fortune I was not seasick.—That was a thing to be proud of. I had not 
always escaped before. If there is one thing in the world that will make a man peculiarly 
and insufferably self-conceited, it is to have his stomach behave itself, the first day at 
sea, when nearly all his comrades are seasick. Soon a venerable fossil, shawled to the 
chin and bandaged like a mummy, appeared at the door of the after deck-house, and 
the next lurch of the ship shot him into my arms. I said: 

Good-morning, Sir. It is a fine day.”  
He put his hand on his stomach and said, “Oh, my!” and then staggered away 

and fell over the coop of a skylight.  
Presently another old gentleman was projected from the same door with great 

violence. I said:  
“Calm yourself, Sir—There is no hurry. It is a fine day, Sir.”  
He, also, put his hand on his stomach and said “Oh, my!” and reeled away.  
In a little while another veteran was discharged abruptly from the same door, 

clawing at the air for a saving support. I said:  
“Good morning, Sir. It is a fine day for pleasuring. You were about to say—”  
“Oh, my!”  
I thought so. I anticipated him, anyhow. I stayed there and was bombarded with 

old gentlemen for an hour, perhaps; and all I got out of any of them was “Oh, my!”  
I went away then in a thoughtful mood. I said, this is a good pleasure excursion. I 

like it…I. I like those old people, but somehow they all seem to have the “Oh, my” rather 
bad.  
 

 

Passage 5 
 
She sat at the window watching the evening invade the avenue. Her head was leaned 
against the window curtains and in her nostrils was the odor of dusty [fabric]. She was 
tired.  

Few people passed. The man out of the last house passed on his way home; she 
heard his footsteps clacking along the concrete pavement and afterwards crunching on 
the cinder path before the new red houses. One time there used to be a field there in 
which they used to play every evening with other people’s children. Then a man from 
Belfast bought the field and built houses in it—not like their little brown houses but bright 
brick houses with shining roofs. 
  

 


