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Introduction

Tom remembered a tall Englishman standing in a small dark kitchen that 
needed a new floor. The man— Trewbridge? Tewksbury?— had been rude 
when Tom introduced himself

“O h yes, Tve heard o f you,” was all he said. Tom hadn't tried to 
continue their conversation. Trevanny? Wasn't that his name?

Tom Ripley is an American living in France. He and his young 
French wife, Heloise, live in a lovely home, Belle Ombre, in the 
town of Villeperce. Ripley is a charming, cultured man: an art 
collector, a musician, and a talented gardener. He is also a killer. 
One night he is insulted by a man at a party. An ordinary person 
would just be upset by this, but Tom Ripley is not an ordinary 
person. Months later, when a friend asks him for help with two 
“simple murders,” he remembers that night and an idea comes to 
him— a way of getting his revenge. It is a kind of game— a very 
nasty game, in which he plays with another man’s life. But how 
far will he go?

Ripley's Game was written by the American crime writer Patricia 
Highsmith, and Tom Ripley became her most famous character. 
He was introduced in The Talented Mr. R ipley in 1955 and 
returned in Ripley Underground (1970), Ripley's Game (1974), and 
The Boy W ho Followed R ipley  (1980).

Tom Ripley is a dangerous mix of charm and evil. He can 
be caring and sensitive. But he can also kill— calmly, efficiently, 
without guilt. Many people have said that the Ripley character is 
probably the first example of a serial killer in modern literature. 
In Ripley's Game we are witnesses to the gradual effect of the 
“game” on Jonathan Trevannys life. Tom Ripley is an evil 
man but he looks after his garden with care, he is a loving and
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thoughtful husband, and he helps his friends. So, as readers, we 
can become confused, and have to remind ourselves of what is 
really happening.

The complicated character of Tom Ripley has attracted 
American and European film directors, and several movies have 
been made from the Ripley books. In Purple Noon  (Plein Soleil, 
Rene Clement, 1959) the French actor Alain Delon played 
Ripley. This was followed by The American Friend (Wim Wenders, 
1977). Matt Damon was Ripley in The Talented Mr. R ipley  
(Anthony Minghella, 1999), and in R ip ley’s Game (Liliana Cavani, 
2002) John Malkovich made an excellent Ripley because of his 
ability to move so easily between cool charm and violence.

The main characters in Patricia Highsmith s other stories are, 
like Tom Ripley, complicated and dangerous, and good does not 
necessarily defeat evil. For this reason, Highsmith did not have 
much success in her early years as a writer in the U.S., where the 
movie and book industries preferred stories with positive endings. 
However, the British film director Alfred Hitchcock loved her 
first book, Strangers on a Train (1950), and made it into a film in 
1951. It became one of his most famous movies.

Patricia Highsmith was born in Fort Worth, Texas, on 19 January 
1921. Soon after her birth, her parents’ marriage ended, and Patricia 
was raised by her grandmother until the age of six. She then 
joined her mother and her mothers new husband, both artists, in 
New York; she did not meet her real father until she was twelve. 
Highsmith had nothing good to say about her parents. When she 
was asked in an interview why she did not love her mother, she 
replied, “Because she made my childhood a little hell.”

Many of Highsmith s characters find it difficult to get close to 
other people and prefer to be alone. Tom Ripley only begins to 
share his life with his wife, Heloise, in the third part of his story, 
R ip ley’s Game. Patricia Highsmith did not have much success with
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her personal relationships, and she lived alone for most of her life 
although she had many love affairs.

Her writing career began as soon as she graduated from college 
in 1949. She worked at various jobs during the day to support 
herself and wrote in the evenings and at weekends, quickly 
producing her first four books: Strangers on a Train (1950), The Price 
o f Salt (1952), The Blunderer (1953), and The Talented Mr. R ipley  
(1955), which is also a Penguin Reader.

During the fifties and sixties, she lived mainly in New York, but 
she also traveled and lived in Europe. In spite of being a best
selling writer in Europe, she still had no success in the U.S., so 
she moved to Europe permanently in 1964. She finally settled in 
Switzerland, where she spent the last years of her life. She wrote 
over twenty books and several collections of short stories, and she 
won many prizes.

Americans have recognized Highsmith’s skill as a writer only 
since her death. Her most highly-praised works are still the 
Ripley books, and Ripley remains her most popular character. 
Readers enjoy the excitement of wondering each time how he 
is going to remain free after committing another terrible crime. 
Julian Symons wrote in the N ew  York Times, “You finish most of 
her books— and her powerful short stories— with the feeling that 
the world is more dangerous than you imagined.”

In her last years, Highsmith hardly ever saw other people. She 
lived with her cats in her house outside the town of Locarno, in 
southern Switzerland.

Like Tom Ripley, Patricia Highsmith was a complicated person. 
She was interested in the psychology of guilt and was attracted to 
unusual and dangerous characters. She changed the rules of crime 
writing and created some of the most exciting and evil characters 
in modern literature.





C h ap ter  1 T h e  Id ea  for  th e  G am e
“There is no perfect murder,” Tom said to Reeves. “And you’re 
crazy if you think you can plan one. O f course, there are a lot of 
unsolved murders. That’s different.”

Tom Ripley walked up and down in front of his large fireplace, 
where a fire burned brightly. He was bored. He knew he couldn’t 
help Reeves and had already told him that.

“Yes, sure,” said Reeves. He was sitting in one of the yellow 
armchairs, leaning forward, his hands together between his 
knees.

Reeves had a thin face, short, light brown hair, and cold, gray 
eyes. N ot a pleasant face, although it would have been more 
handsome without the ugly scar that ran from the right side of 
his face down across his cheek, to his mouth.

“A girl did it with a metal comb,” he had told Tom. “Can you 
imagine?” (No, Tom couldn’t.) “I was thrown from a horse and 
dragged along the ground,” Reeves had told someone else. Tom 
suspected it had probably been caused in a knife fight.

Now Reeves wanted Tom to provide someone to do one or 
two “simple murders.” He had come from his home in Germany 
to Villeperce, in France, to talk to Tom. He was going to stay 
overnight and return to Hamburg the next morning.

Murder wasn’t Reeves’s usual business— he usually bought and 
sold stolen property— but recently he had become involved in 
the illegal gambling world in Hamburg, and he hoped to protect 
his involvement. The Italian Mafia,* which wanted to control the 
gambling, had sent two men to Hamburg. Reeves wanted both 
of them murdered. This would, he thought, bring the presence of

*the Mafia: a large, organized group o f criminals who control many illegal activities
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the Mafia to the Hamburg police’s attention. They would then, 
Reeves hoped, throw the Mafia out.

“These Hamburg gambling club owners are all right,” Reeves 
explained to Tom. “They’re not hurting anybody.”

Tom stared at the fire. At that moment, Madame* Annette, the 
Ripleys’ housekeeper, came in from the kitchen.

“Excuse me, Monsieur* Tom. Would you like your drinks now?” 
“Yes, thank you, Madame Annette. And ask Madame Heloise to 

join us, would you?”
Tom returned to his conversation with Reeves. He shook his 

head.
“No, I can’t get involved. I’m connected with you,” he said. 

H e’d done some small jobs for Reeves in the past. “I have to 
consider my reputation,” he added.

Tom smiled as he remembered what he had done in the past. 
But at the same time he felt other emotions. He was proud of the 
beautiful life he had built in Villeperce— of his fine house, Belle 
Ombre. He felt safe now, too, six months after the Derwatt “problem.” 
He had managed to escape that. The Salzburg police hadn’t been able 
to prove that he had murdered Derwatt, because he hadn’t. Tom had, 
of course, burned Tufts s body after destroying his head with a rock, 
but he hadn’t actually killed the man. Tufts, who had forged Derwatt s 
paintings for their very profitable business, had killed himself, which in 
the end was very convenient for Tom.

“Surely you can find someone else,” Tom said.
“Yes, but the people I know are ... well ... known to the police,” 

answered Reeves. “You know a lot of respectable people, Tom.”
Tom laughed. “And why would a ‘respectable’ person want to 

murder someone?”
“For the money?” answered Reeves. “They don’t have to be

* Madame, Monsieur: French words for Mrs. and Mr., used here with first names 
for politeness
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experienced. We’d prepare them. And they’d be safe because the 
police would never suspect them!” He was excited. He knew  his 
plan would work.

Madame Annette entered with their drinks. She was in her 
sixties— a fine, strong woman and an excellent servant. Tom knew 
they couldn’t manage Belle Ombre without her.

Then Heloise came in from the garden and Reeves stood up. 
Heloise was wearing jeans and a short pink T-shirt. Her blond 
hair swung long and loose. Tom watched the light from the fire 
shining like gold in her hair and thought, W hat purity compared to 
what w eyve been talking about!

Gold made Tom think of money. His share of the money from 
the sale of the forged Derwatt paintings would soon come to an 
end because there would be no more paintings. But he still had an 
income from the inheritance that had come to him after he had 
forged Dickie Greenleaf s will. And of course, there was Heloise’s 
allowance from her father. No, he had enough. He shouldn’t be 
greedy. He had no need to get involved with Reeves. Besides, 
Tom hated murder unless it was absolutely necessary.

“Did you have a good talk?” asked Heloise in English as she sat 
back on the sofa.

“Yes, thank you,” said Reeves.
The rest of the conversation was in French, as Heloise wasn’t 

comfortable speaking English. Reeves spoke only a little French 
so they mainly talked about the weather, the garden ... Tom 
poured them all drinks.

Tom knew that Heloise disliked Reeves— didn’t trust him. He 
was the kind of person she wanted him to avoid. Tom was happy 
that he could honestly say he had refused to help Reeves with his 
plan. Heloise was always worried about what her father, a wealthy, 
very respectable businessman, would say. He had never liked Tom 
and had often threatened to stop his daughter’s allowance. Tom 
knew that they couldn’t afford their life at Belle Ombre without
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this money. But he knew that Heloise was more interested in his 
safety than in keeping her allowance.

“I’m glad he’s going in the morning,” she said later that night. 
“Why is he so tense?”

“H e’s always tense,” Tom said as he got out of the shower. 
“That’s probably why he’s so thin.”

“How did you meet him?”
Tom couldn’t remember. Five or six years ago. In Rome? Was 

Reeves friends with someone Tom knew? Tom was too tired to 
think hard and it didn’t matter. He knew a few people like Reeves, 
and he couldn’t remember where he had met any of them.

“What did he want from you?”
Tom put his arm around Heloise’s waist and kissed her cool 

cheek. “Something impossible. I said no.”
That night Tom lay with his arm around Heloise. He was 

thinking about a party they had been to a month before in 
Fontainebleau. A birthday party for a Madame— who? It was her 
husband’s name Tom was interested in, an English name. What was 
it? The man was a picture framer in his early thirties, and they had 
a small son. Tom had been persuaded to go to the party by Pierre 
Gauthier, who had an art supply shop where Tom bought all his 
brushes and paints. Gauthier had said, “Oh, please come along 
with me. Bring your wife. He wants a lot of people there. H e’s a 
little depressed ... And anyway, since he makes frames, maybe you 
can give him some business.”

Tom remembered a tall Englishman standing in a small dark 
kitchen that needed a new floor. The man— Trewbridge? 
Tewksbury?— had been rude when Tom introduced himself.

“O h yes, I’ve heard of you,” was all he said. Tom hadn’t tried 
to continue their conversation. Trevanny? Wasn’t that his name? 
Blond, straight hair. Tom was thinking now of Gauthier’s words 
later that evening.

“He doesn’t mean to be unfriendly. H e’s got some kind of
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blood disease. It’s quite serious— leukemia, I think. Also—you can 
see from the state of the house— his business isn’t doing well.”

Gauthier had one glass eye. It was a strange yellow-green color, 
like the eye of a dead cat. Tom always tried not to look at it, but 
he couldn’t stop himself. Gauthier’s words and that horrible eye 
had made Tom think of death at the time, and he hadn’t forgotten 
that moment.

“Oh yes, I’ve heard of you,” the man had said. Did that mean 
that Trevanny thought that Tom had murdered Tufts? O r perhaps 
he knew about Dickie Greenleaf? O r was he just angry because 
of his illness? Tom remembered Trevanny s wife now— friendly, 
trying to make everyone comfortable in that small living room 
with so few chairs.

Tom wondered. Would this man do the job that Reeves was 
planning? Tom had an idea— a game. It was nasty, but Trevanny 
had been rude to him. Besides, it would only last a couple of 
days— until Trevanny could see his doctor.

Chapter 2 T he G am e B egins
Ten days later, Jonathan Trevanny received a strange letter from an 
English friend, Alan McNear. Jonathan and his wife, Simone, had had 
a party for Alan a couple of months before because he was moving to 
New York. Jonathan noticed that Alan had written the letter the day 
after the party. One paragraph of the letter shocked him.

I was very upset to hear your recent news about the leukemia, Jon, and 
Vm still hoping that it isn’t true. I  was sad to hear that you knew how bad 
it was but weren’t telling any o f your friends. I  want you to know that i f  you 
need anything, you only have to ask. I  can’t really write what I  feel now. 
I  promise to do better when I  see you and we can talk properly. I ’m going to 
try to arrange a short trip back to France soon ...
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W hat was Alan talking about? Had Jonathans doctor, Dr. 
Perrier, said something to his friends but not to him? Dr. Perrier 
hadn’t been to the party for Alan, but had he said something to 
someone else? Had he spoken to Simone? Was Simone keeping 
bad news from him, too? And what about Dr. Perrier? He always 
had an optimistic and cheerful manner, but of course, they both 
knew that there was no cure— and that people with leukemia 
usually only lived for six to twelve years. Dr. Perrier had told him 
that when the end came, it could be quite fast. But when it came, 
would he hide it from Jonathan? Jonathan had to see Dr. Perrier 
to find out. He phoned the doctor’s office and made an urgent 
appointment for the next day.

He then went to his shop and tried to work as normal, but he 
couldn’t stop thinking about his situation. He had started his picture 
framing business a few years before. He enjoyed the work. He liked 
his finished products and the looks of pleasure on his customers’ 
faces. But the business wasn’t making much money. Jonathan 
looked around the small, rather untidy shop. If he died in a couple 
of months, Simone would have a lot of financial worries.

Jonathan thought about how little he had achieved in his 
thirty-four years. His brother, Philip, was a good, steady man. His 
teaching position at a university allowed him to support his wife 
and two children well. Jonathan had always thought that Philip 
was boring, but he felt differently now. Jonathan felt like the 
failure of the family, physically and in his work.

He had first wanted to be an actor, but after three years he had 
realized that he was never going to be anything special. He then 
worked for a man who sold antiques. That gave him the idea of 
opening his own antique business, but that hadn’t worked either.

No, the only successful thing in his life was his marriage. And 
the news of his disease had come in the same month he had met 
Simone Foussadier. He had thought that his tiredness and feelings 
of weakness came from being newly in love. But then one day he



had fainted in the street. After that came the tests, first with Dr. 
Perrier in Fontainebleau and then in Paris with Dr. Moussu, who 
Dr. Perrier had recommended. It was leukemia.

Simone had agreed to marry him in spite of his illness.
“It’s the love that’s important, not the time,” she had said. 
Jonathan had felt so safe then. Love had rescued him. In a way, 

he felt that it had rescued him from death, or at least from the 
fear of death. But now, six years later, was death here? And did his 
friend Alan know it? Jonathan didn’t know what to believe.

The following morning he went to Dr. Perrier’s office.
“How ’s my most interesting patient?” Dr. Perrier asked with his 

usual warm smile.
“I’m all right, thank you, but what’s this news about my tests— 

the tests you did two months ago. I’ve heard from a friend that 
they weren’t very positive.”

The doctor looked confused. “I’m sorry. I don’t understand.You 
saw the results.”

“Yes, but it’s difficult for me to understand them.”
“But I explained them to you at the time. W hat’s wrong? Have 

you been feeling tired again?”
“No, not really. But a friend of mine has learned somewhere that 

my situation doesn’t look good, that maybe I haven’t got long to live. 
Naturally, I’m wondering. Did this information come from you?”

Dr. Perrier shook his head and laughed. “Firstly, sir, if it were 
true, I wouldn’t tell anyone except you. That wouldn’t be right. 
Secondly, it isn’t true— as far as I know from your last tests. Would 
you like another test today? I can ring the hospital and . . . ”

“No, no, thank you,” Jonathan answered. “But if something were 
really wrong, you wouldn’t not tell me, would you? Just to make 
me feel better?”

“O f course not! Do you really think that I’m that kind of 
doctor?”

Yes, probably, Jonathan thought. He could imagine him not
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telling some people— but he deserved the truth. He was strong 
enough to deal with it. Should he go to Paris and demand more 
tests with Dr. Moussu?

“Your friend,” said Dr. Perrier as Jonathan was leaving, “- and I 
won’t ask who he is!— is either wrong or not a very nice friend. 
But you must tell me if you’re feeling tired.”

Later, at lunch, after their young son Georges had left the table, 
Jonathan told Simone.

“I had a strange letter from Alan.”
“Strange? W hat do you mean?”
“He wrote it just before he left for New York. It seems that he’s 

heard . . .” He watched Simone’s eyes. “ ... that I’m worse— that 
things are getting worse. Do you know anything about it?” 

Simone looked surprised.
“No, Jon. How would I hear? Except from you?”
“Well, I’ve just come from Dr. Perrier’s office. I checked with 

him, just to be sure. He says he doesn’t know about any change in 
my condition, but you know Perrier!” He watched her face closely. 
“Anyway, here’s the letter.” He took the letter from his pocket and 
read the paragraph to her. She looked shocked and upset.

“My God! Well, where did he hear it from?”
“Yes, that’s the question. I’ll write to him and ask.” Jonathan 

smiled. He could see that Simone really didn’t know anything 
about it.

W hen they had cleared the table, he took his coffee to his 
writing desk in their small, square living room and wrote to Alan.

... /  don’t really understand what you meant in your letter about my 
health. I  feel all right, but this morning I  spoke to my doctor to make 
sure he’s giving me the whole story. H e told me that, as far  as he knows, 
my condition is not worse. So, A lan, I ’m wondering where you heard this 
news. I t ’s probably ju s t a mistake. I ’d love to forget it but, as you can 
imagine, I ’m very interested to know.



Six days later Jonathan received Alan’s reply.

Dear Jon ,
I'm  so glad you spoke with your doctor and that the news is good. 

The person who told me was a little man with a glass eye— early forties 
maybe. H e seemed really concerned, so perhaps you shouldn't be too upset 
with him. H e probably heard it from  someone else.

The man Alan described was Pierre Gauthier. He wasn’t a 
friend of Jonathan’s, but he often sent people to him to have 
their pictures framed. Jonathan knew Gauthier wouldn’t do 
something like this to be nasty. But he wanted to know how 
Gauthier had gotten this idea. He decided to go to his shop and 
speak to him.

“Yes, monsieur, I did hear that. I hope it’s not true,” Gauthier 
answered with a very serious face when Jonathan told him the 
story. “You’d told me that Monsieur Alan was your best friend so 
I thought he knew. Perhaps it was wrong of me to say something 
to him. I’m very sorry.”

“Well, it’s nothing serious. I’ve just spoken to my doctor and it’s 
not true.”

“Oh! That’s very good news!” replied Gauthier.
“But I’d like to know where you heard this. W ho told you I was 

so seriously ill?”
Gauthier took a minute. He said it was a man—someone he didn’t 

know well—he couldn’t quite remember. It was clear to Jonathan 
that Gauthier was embarrassed and didn’t want to tell him.

Later that day Jonathan met Dr. Perrier on the street. The 
doctor waved to him to come over so he could speak to him.

“Monsieur Trevanny, about our discussion the other day, of 
course no doctor can be sure. I don’t want you to think that I gave 
you a guarantee of perfect health for life! We both know . . .”

“Oh, I didn’t think that!’’Jonathan interrupted.
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“So, you understand,” said Dr. Perrier, smiling, and he hurried 
into the bank.

♦

Shortly after returning to Hamburg, Reeves had written to Tom 
Ripley asking if he had thought any more about his plan and 
if he could suggest anyone. Tom hadn’t yet decided to involve 
Trevanny. He didn’t even like Reeves’s new interest, gambling. 
No, he had told Gauthier the story about Trevanny because he 
was curious about the effect and because Trevanny had been rude 
to him. He wanted to worry him. But would Trevanny weaken? 
Would he do a dangerous job like Reeves’s because he thought 
he didn’t have long to live? Tom doubted it, but he still wanted 
to make him suffer. He knew Gauthier was a terrible gossip, but 
had he told anybody about Trevanny yet? Tom decided to go to 
Fontainebleau, see Gauthier, and try to find out.

W hen he arrived, he first went to have a look at Trevanny’s 
shop. It was rather depressing, in need of paint. He could see 
Trevanny inside, talking to a customer. He watched him for 
a minute or two, and then he continued walking. Eventually, 
he found Trevanny’s house— the small gray house that he 
remembered from the party. Yes, it certainly seemed that Trevanny 
needed money. Tom’s next stop was Gauthier’s shop, where he 
bought some paints and brushes. As he was paying, Gauthier 
finally mentioned Trevanny.

“The story you heard about him dying? Well, it’s not true at all,” 
Gauthier said happily.

“Oh, I’m glad to hear it,” replied Tom.
“He even went to see his doctor. I think he was a bit upset. But 

tell me, Monsieur Ripley, you said somebody told you?”
“Yes. A man at Madame Trevanny’s birthday party I think—  

in February? I remember he was very open about it, so I just 
thought everyone knew.”
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Gauthier looked thoughtful.
“Have you spoken to Monsieur Trevanny?” Tom asked.
“No, I spoke to his best friend— at another party at the 

Trevannys’. And then he spoke to Monsieur Trevanny. How these 
stories travel! But you don’t remember who told you, Monsieur 
Ripley?”

“I’m sorry. I just can’t remember his name ... or even what he 
looked like. There were so many people there that night.”

“Because, you see, Monsieur Trevanny asked me who told me, 
and of course, I didn’t say it was you. I didn’t want to get you into 
trouble. Ha!”

“And I thank you for that,” said Tom. “It’s not nice to say things 
that aren’t true about people’s health.” He was smiling now, ready 
to leave. “But you did say that Monsieur Trevanny has leukemia, 
didn’t you?”

“Oh, yes, he’s had it for years.”
“Well, I’m glad he’s not in any danger. Goodbye, Monsieur 

Gauthier. Many thanks.”
Tom walked back to his car. So Trevanny had had a shock. It 

had only lasted a short time, until he was able to see his doctor, 
but perhaps it had worried him? That might be all that Reeves 
needed. The game could now move to the next level.

That evening Tom wrote to Reeves and gave him Trevanny’s details.

... although he may not be the type you want, he looks respectable and 
innocent, which could be very useful. W ha t’s more, he only has a short 
time to live, I ’ve fou n d  out. H e ’s got leukemia and has ju s t heard some 
bad news. H e might be willing to do something like this to earn some 
money now.

Tom suggested that Reeves go to Fontainebleau, arrange to 
meet Trevanny, and tell him about the job. He made it clear that 
Reeves mustn’t mention his name.
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As he finished the letter, Tom suddenly felt optimistic about the 
plan. He laughed when he imagined Reeves and the respectable 
Trevanny sitting in a hotel dining room discussing murder. He 
wouldn’t mind watching them. No, that would be too much. And 
it made him think. He then added a note at the end of his letter:

I f  you come to Fontainebleau, please don't telephone or write to me. 
Destroy this letter, too, please.

Tom

Chapter 3 Jonathan R eceives an Offer
On Friday afternoon, just as Jonathan was getting ready to close 
his shop for lunch, the phone rang.

“Hello?”
“Monsieur Trevanny? You speak English, I think. My name is 

Stephen Wister.”
“Wister?”
“Yes. W-i-s-t-e-r.You don’t know me. I’m in Fontainebleau for 

a couple of days, and I wonder if you could find a few minutes 
to talk with me about something— something that I think would 
interest you.”

The man had an American accent.
“I don’t buy pictures,”Jonathan said. “I’m a framer.”
“Oh, no— I don’t want to see you about your work. I can’t 

really explain on the phone. I was wondering if we could meet 
this evening after you close your shop— around seven? We could 
have a drink or a coffee. At my hotel? I’m staying at the Aigle 
Noir.”

“But— can you tell me why you want to see me?”
“I’m sorry, I’ll have to explain when we meet. Could you 

possibly come? It won’t take long— twenty minutes?”
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Jonathan thought for a minute. “Six thirty would be better for 
me.”

“Six thirty is fine. I’ll meet you in the bar. I’ll be wearing a gray 
suit.”

At six fifteen that evening Jonathan stood at the door, ready 
to leave. He was wearing an old sweater and jacket— not smart 
enough for the Aigle Noir, but why should he care? The man 
wanted to sell him something. It couldn’t be anything else.

The hotel was a five-minute walk from the shop. W hen he 
arrived, a thin, tense-looking man walked toward him. He was 
looking at him uncertainly.

“Mr. Wister?” Jonathan asked.
“Yes.” Reeves smiled nervously and held out his hand. “Shall we 

have a drink here, or would you prefer to go somewhere else?”
“Here’s fine.” As Jonathan answered, he noticed an ugly scar 

going down one whole side of Wister’s face.
The bar was crowded and noisy, and Wister looked very 

uncomfortable.
“Would you mind . . .” he said,“ ... coming up to my room? It’s 

quiet and we can have something sent up.”
The room was large and pleasant. Wister phoned room service, 

and Jonathan noticed that his French wasn’t very good.
A few minutes later, as Jonathan sat in the attractive room with 

his large drink, he began to relax. Wister, who had said nothing 
for a few minutes, suddenly spoke.

“Are you interested in making some money?” he asked.
“W ho isn’t?”
“I have a dangerous job— an important job— which I am 

willing to pay quite well for.”
It must be drugs, thought Jonathan. H e probably wants something 

delivered.
“What business are you in?” he asked Wister politely.
“Several. At the moment, gambling. Do you gamble?”
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“No,” smiled Jonathan.
“Neither do I, but that doesn’t matter.” Wister got up and walked 

around the room. “This job is connected with gambling. And I’ll be 
completely honest with you. I need one person murdered, possibly 
two.” He had a serious, hopeful look on his face.

Murdered?! The man wanted someone murdered? Jonathan was 
shocked.

“Where did you get my name?” he asked. He couldn’t believe 
what was happening.

“Never mind that. Would you be interested in ninety-six 
thousand dollars? That’s forty thousand pounds— about four 
hundred eighty thousand francs*— for shooting one man, maybe 
two. It’ll be safe for you. We’ll organize it well.”

Jonathan smiled and shook his head. “I’m sorry. I don’t know 
where you got my name. But I don’t do work like this. You must 
be confusing me with someone else.”

“No, not at all.”
The smile left Jonathan’s face as Wister stared at him.
“Would you mind telling me how you got my name?” he asked. 
“Well, you’re . . . ’’Wister looked like a man in pain. “You’re not 

going to live for more than a few months. You have a wife and 
small son, don’t you? Wouldn’t you like to leave them something 
when you’re gone?”

Jonathan’s face went white. He knew now that whoever had told 
Gauthier the story about his death was connected to this man. 

“Well, there was a crazy story recently but . . .”
Wister shook his head. “It isn’t a crazy story. Perhaps your 

doctor isn’t telling you the truth.”
“And you know more than my doctor? My doctor doesn’t lie 

to me. It’s true that I have a blood disease, but I’m no worse now 
than I have been for some time. I can’t help you, Mr. Wister.”

* francs: old French money, not used now
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Was Dr. Perrier lying to him? Should he check the test results 
from Paris again? Should he demand an explanation?

“Mr. Trevanny. I’m sorry if I’ve upset you and, of course, you 
must make your own decision. But I’m asking you to think again. 
With this money, you could enjoy the rest of your life and still 
leave your wife and child ... comfortable.”

Jonathan felt that he was going to faint. He stood up and took a 
deep breath. Wister was still talking, but he wasn’t listening.

“ ... the men that we want you to kill are Mafia men . . . ” 
“Sorry,” Jonathan interrupted, “but I’m not a killer. You’ll have 

to find someone else.” He walked toward the door slowly, as 
Wister continued to give him details about the job. “No, really. I 
... I can’t do this.”

“I’m here tomorrow and most of Sunday,” Wister told him. 
“Please think about it. Would you like another drink? You look a 
bit pale.”

“No— no, thank you. I must be going.”
It was after seven o ’clock now, and the streetlights had come on. 

Jonathan walked slowly. Had Simone asked him to buy anything? 
Bread, perhaps. He stopped at a local shop. Such a simple everyday 
job gave him great comfort now.

At dinner Simone was concerned. “Are you all right? You look 
worried. Did something happen today?”

“No, darling. Nothing happened.” He was glad she hadn’t 
noticed that he had been a little late— and that he had had a 
drink.

“Are you tired?”
“No, I’m fine. But I need to call a customer. I think I should do 

it now. I may need to see him this evening.”
He left the table and went into the living room. He was 

beginning to panic as he looked up Dr. Perrier’s home number 
in the phone book. He had to see him. He hoped he would be in 
tonight.
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The doctor was in— and after his surprise at hearing from 
Jonathan again so soon, he agreed to do another test at his home 
that evening so it couid be sent to the Paris laboratory the next 
day.

The test results given to Jonathan over the phone the next day 
were only slightly worse than his previous ones, but they worried 
him. He went straight to Dr. Perrier’s office and waited more than 
an hour to see him.

“Yes,” said the doctor, looking at Jonathan’s notes, “these results 
are worse— but only very slightly— not by an important amount. 
If I didn’t know you, I’d think you want to get worse! I can’t say 
any more until I’ve seen the laboratory’s full report on Tuesday. 
But you really must stop worrying.”

As Jonathan walked home, his head was full of questions. Were 
Stephen Wister and Dr. Perrier working together? Had they made 
the report a bit more negative so he would do the job? But no—  
the real truth was that he was a little worse, a little closer to death. 
And the problem was that he wanted to live. He was only thirty- 
four years old and he wanted to live.

W hen he reached his front gate, he stood for a few moments 
looking at the house. It was a depressing house— old, narrow, and 
dark. They hadn’t worried about this in the beginning and had 
been excited about making it into a family home. But after all 
these years it was still depressing, despite the work they had put 
into it. And it still wasn’t paid for. They had three more years of 
mortgage payments to make.

That Sunday, Simone and Georges went to Simone’s parents’ 
house for lunch as usual. Jonathan didn’t go. He said he was 
feeling tired. He needed to be alone— to think about everything 
that had happened in the last few days. Forty thousand pounds—  
that money could pay off their mortgage and give Simone and 
Georges a comfortable life. And they could all enjoy life now. 
Freedom from money worries. But then he thought about what
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he would have to do. Could he kill a man? How had Wister got 
his name? The man knew so much about him. Someone that 
Jonathan knew— or had met— had given Wister this information. 
Someone who wanted to hurt Jonathan.

Later that night, when he was lying in bed with Simone, he 
suddenly felt very depressed. His whole body ached. He thought 
of Stephen Wister again, probably relaxing on the plane back to 
Hamburg.

The next morning, a letter arrived from Wister with his business 
card inside.

Dear Mr. Trevanny;
I  was sorry not to hear from  you today. Here is my card with my 

address in Hamburg. I f  you change your mind, please call me at any hour, 
day or night. You could come to Hamburg, and we could discuss things a 
bit more. I  would pay fo r  your flights here and back.

In fact, wouldn’t it be a good idea to see a specialist here in Hamburg 
and get another opinion about your condition? This might make you feel 
more comfortable.

Yours sincerely,
Stephen Wister

Jonathan was surprised, annoyed, and amused all at the same time. 
More “comfortable.” So if a Hamburg doctor said he only had two 
months to live, that would make him more “comfortable”!? He put 
the letter and card in his pocket and left for the shop.

But however hard he tried to concentrate on his work, he 
couldn’t stop thinking about Wister s offer. German doctors were 
supposed to be very good, weren’t they? Some of the best in the 
world? And his flights would be paid for ... But then there was 
the job. He realized at that moment that he was thinking about 
doing it! Not for Wister—for the money. The Mafia were all 
murderers and criminals anyway, weren’t they? And Wister had
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said he would organize everything. Even if the worst happened 
and it all went wrong—if Jonathan was killed— Simone and 
Georges would have the money. No—Jonathan came back 
to reality— he couldn’t kill anybody. But a visit to a doctor in 
Hamburg— he wanted to do that. He would just have to pay 
Wister back. It would take time, but he would do it.

At lunchtime Jonathan called Wister s number in Hamburg and 
agreed to his suggestion.

“Great!” Wister replied. “I’m sure you won’t be sorry. Could 
you fly out tonight?”

“Tonight? No— that would be a bit difficult. But well, perhaps I 
could,” answered Jonathan.

W hen Jonathan got home and told Simone, she was shocked 
and worried.

“Tonight! But why so soon? What have you heard? I don’t 
understand!”

Jonathan tried to appear relaxed and confident. He told her 
that a visit to another specialist was a great opportunity and that 
Dr. Perrier had suggested it. He promised to write as soon as he 
got to Hamburg. He then quickly packed his bags and left an 
hour later.

C h ap ter  4 M urder in  H am b u rg
W hen Jonathan arrived in Hamburg, Wister was at the airport to 
meet him as promised.

“Welcome, Monsieur Trevanny! Good trip? My car is just outside.”
As they walked out to the street Wister talked and talked in his 

American accent. They came to a black Mercedes Benz, with an 
older man standing next to it.

“This is my driver, Karl,” said Wister.
Karl greeted Jonathan in German and put his suitcases in the
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back. It was a long drive to Wister’s large, modern apartment. 
Wister’s housekeeper, Gaby, brought them sandwiches and drinks 
in the living room.

“Now, the most important thing ...’’Wister began, “ ... your tests. 
I’ve arranged for you to see an excellent specialist tomorrow at 
two. H e’s world famous.”

“Oh, yes, thank you,” Jonathan replied.
“And about the other thing ... the job ... have you given it any 

more thought?”Wister asked softly.
“I’m afraid I haven’t changed my mind about that,” Jonathan 

replied. “And I will, of course, repay the money for the doctor. It 
might take me a few months, but I will.”

“Please, don’t even think about it,” Wister answered. He then 
continued to talk about the murder. “The Italian we want killed 
has a normal job. Can you believe it? Well, he pretends he does. 
He goes to a factory every afternoon and takes the subway home. 
O f course, we know that he spends every night at the gambling 
clubs. Oh! D on’t forget to eat. Please take a sandwich.”

He picked up the plate. Jonathan wasn’t really hungry, but he 
took a sandwich to be polite.

“Anyway, he gets off the subway at the Steinstrasse station 
every day at around six o ’clock, alone, looking like any other 
businessman coming back from the office. That’s when we want 
to get him. You shoot him in the back once— maybe twice to be 
sure. Then drop the gun and walk away in the crowd. It’s as simple 
as that, as you English say!”

“If it’s so easy, why do you need me?” Jonathan asked. “I’m not 
a killer. I’d probably make a mess of it.”

Wister just continued talking.
“The police will stop people in the station. But you won’t have 

the gun by then and of course, you’ll wear gloves, so there’ll be no 
fingerprints on the gun. You have no connection with the dead 
man. And with your letter from the specialist and your French
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identity card, you’ll be completely safe. No problems! I ... we 
don’t want to use anyone connected with the clubs, you see?”

This is all crazy, Jonathan thought.
The next morning Jonathan was introduced to Wister’s friend 

Rudolf, a medical student, who was going with him to the 
hospital to translate. W hen they got to the hospital, Wister waited 
in the car while Rudolf and Jonathan saw the specialist, Dr. 
Wentzel. The doctor spoke very little English and after a couple 
of short questions to Jonathan, he spent most of the time talking 
to his nurse and Rudolf in German. Although R udolf spoke 
very quietly, Jonathan heard him mention the name Herr* Minot 
several times. At one point, when the nurse asked him a question, 
he answered with the name Reeves Minot. R udolf never 
mentioned the name Wister. So Stephen Wister wasn’t Stephen 
Wister at all. His name was Reeves Minot. This didn’t surprise 
Jonathan much. O f course, he would probably use a false name.

The tests lasted about an hour and by the end, Jonathan felt 
exhausted. W hen they got back to the car, Reeves asked him all 
about the tests. He seemed very concerned.

“We’ll pick you up at seven for dinner!” he called out cheerfully 
when they left him at the hotel.

Jonathan got his key and went to his room. He took off his jacket, 
fell onto the bed, and lay there for a few minutes— completely 
still— not thinking. Eventually, he pushed himself up and wrote a 
short note to Simone telling her that everything was going well and 
he would be home in a day or two. He then lay back on the bed and 
thought about the tests. He knew he would receive a false medical 
report the next day. He didn’t trust Rudolf at all and believed that 
Reeves had sent Rudolf along to get the information for a false 
report. Despite his worries, he was too exhausted to stay awake.

He was woken up some time later by the ringing of the phone.

*Herr. the German word for Mr.
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“A Herr Karl is waiting in reception for you, sir,” a voice said.
Jonathan quickly got dressed and went down.
Reeves met him at the door when they arrived.
“Did you rest this afternoon? I hope so.”
As they relaxed with drinks before dinner, Reeves started 

talking about the murder again.
“I’d like to show you some pictures of the man we want.”
He showed Jonathan two pictures of a rather overweight Italian 

man of about forty with a square face and thick lips. In one of the 
pictures he was standing at a gambling table in a club with some 
other men.

“Salvatore Bianca,” explained Reeves. “He always wears a hat 
outside and a large, black overcoat.”

Jonathan felt tired. “So I’m supposed to find a man in a hat 
and coat in a crowded subway station? After seeing these two 
pictures?” he asked Reeves.

Again, Reeves seemed to ignore him. He brought out a map of 
Hamburg.

“A friend of mine, Fritz— you’ll meet him after dinner— is 
going to ride the same subway train from the Rathaus stop, 
where Bianca gets on, to the Messberg, which is the next and 
only stop before Steinstrasse. You’ll get on the subway with Fritz 
at Rathaus.”

I ’m sorry to disappoint you, Jonathan wanted to say. He felt a bit 
guilty— but why should he? He had never said he would do this! 
While he was thinking, Reeves continued.

“As I told you, there is definitely the possibility of a second 
murder. I want to make sure that you understand this.”

Jonathan was relieved when Gaby finally brought in their 
dinner.

Just before they finished eating, the doorbell rang. Herr Fritz 
had arrived. Fritz was a heavily-built man of about fifty. He wore 
a large overcoat and as he stood there, he held his cap in his hand.
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“This is Paul,” said Reeves to Fritz, pointing to Jonathan. “An 
Englishman.”

“Good evening,” said Jonathan.
Fritz smiled. He was a rough-looking man, thought Jonathan, 

but he had a friendly smile.
“Sit down,” Reeves said to Fritz, and poured him a drink. He 

turned to Jonathan. “Fritz is meeting you at Rathaus station 
tomorrow to show you which one is Bianca.” Reeves then 
explained exactly what would happen on the day.

W hen Fritz got up to leave, he took a small, black gun out of 
his pocket and gave it to Reeves. Reeves smiled and looked at 
Jonathan.

“Its an Italian gun— that’s very important.”
They said goodbye and Fritz left. Reeves then brought out a big 

overcoat for Jonathan, with a hole in one of the pockets. Jonathan 
was supposed to keep the gun in his jacket pocket, reach for it 
through the hole in the overcoat pocket, shoot once, and then 
immediately drop the gun.

“Everyone will step back when they hear the sound of the 
gun,” Reeves explained. “You do the same. Then just walk away.”

They had some coffee and talked about other things. Reeves 
asked Jonathan about his life and family. Then Karl drove Jonathan 
back to his hotel.

Jonathan wasn’t pleased when, the next morning, Rudolf 
was sitting in the Mercedes with Karl, waiting to take him to 
the hospital to get his test results. They went into the hospital 
together, but Jonathan took the report himself—directly from the 
nurse at the desk— before R udolf could get it. Was he imagining 
it or did Rudolf look disappointed? He didn’t come back with 
them in the car. Jonathan could understand very little of the 
report, which was in German. He had no choice. He would have 
to ask Reeves to translate it for him.

Back at Reeves’s apartment, Gaby brought in a cold lunch, but
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Jonathan wasn’t very hungry. Reeves read out parts of the report 
and explained them to Jonathan. It was only a little different from 
the Paris reports— his condition was slightly worse. But suddenly 
Jonathan felt extremely depressed— a bit sick. Was he just very tired?

“Why don’t you lie down?” suggested Reeves. He looked 
concerned. “This must all be quite difficult for you.”

Jonathan lay back on the sofa and closed his eyes. Reeves didn’t 
stop talking. He was saying something about the Mafia again. But 
Jonathan wasn’t really listening. He was lost in his own thoughts. 
He would do this murder. N ot because he was dying, but because 
the money would be useful for his wife and son— even half of 
forty thousand pounds. (He would only do one of the murders.) 

“You will do it, won’t you?” Jonathan heard Reeves asking. 
“Will you make sure that my wife gets the forty thousand 

pounds if something happens to me?”Jonathan asked.
“O f course, but what can happen? Please don’t worry.”
“And if there’s only one murder ...?” Jonathan added.
Reeves didn’t look so happy now.
“Then it’s half the money. But there will probably be two, to 

be honest. Full payment after the second. You’ll see how easy it is 
tonight! Now, I think you should rest.You’ll need your strength.” 

Reeves gave Jonathan a sleeping pill. Jonathan didn’t want to 
take it, but he agreed in the end. He was exhausted and wanted 
to forget everything. Karl then drove him back to his hotel, where 
he slept for a few hours.

At five o ’clock the phone rang. They were there to pick him up. 
Jonathan was ready. He rather nervously picked the gun up from 
his bedside table and put it in his jacket pocket. He then put on 
the overcoat and went out to meet Karl, who was standing by the 
Mercedes waiting for him.

“You have to meet Herr Fritz at Rathaus station. That is correct, 
sir?”

“Yes, Karl.”
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As Jonathan got out of the car at Rathaus, Karl said, “Herr 
Wister has told me to pick you up at your hotel at seven thirty, 
sir, for dinner.”

“Thank you, Karl.”
Jonathan suddenly felt lost. There were people everywhere, 

rushing. He looked around him, trying not to panic. A group of 
boys suddenly started laughing and ran down the steps. There, 
where they had been, was Fritz, leaning calmly against the wall. 
Jonathan wanted to shout with joy, he felt so relieved.

Fritz pointed to the stairs and started walking down. Jonathan 
followed, watching Fritz’s cap all the time so he wouldn’t lose him 
in the crowd. They both bought tickets. There was a train waiting 
in the station. Fritz suddenly speeded up and ran into one of the 
carriages. Jonathan ran in too, through a different door.

In the carriage, Fritz took out a newspaper. His eyes met 
Jonathan’s and he nodded his head slightly. He then looked to his 
left. And there Jonathan saw Bianca, closer to him than to Fritz. The 
Italian was staring ahead with an angry look on his face. Jonathan 
looked back at Fritz, who nodded again and smiled slightly.

At the next stop, Fritz got off without looking back. Jonathan 
looked again at Bianca. What should he do if the man didn’t get 
off at the next station? But as the train slowed, Bianca moved 
toward the door and got off.

It was difficult for Jonathan to stay behind Bianca in the 
crowd. They were coming to some stairs and no one could move 
quickly because the platform was so crowded. Jonathan kept 
moving—pushing gently through the bodies— until he was right 
behind Bianca. He was so close now that he could see the hairs 
on his neck. It was time. Jonathan pulled the gun from his jacket 
pocket— he was shaking badly. He opened the overcoat slightly 
and shot Bianca in the back.

“Ka-boom!”
Jonathan dropped the gun. People screamed and stepped back as
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they heard the sound. Bianca had fallen and everyone was moving 
away from him. There were shouts, and people were pointing at 
the gun lying on the platform. Someone started to pick it up, 
but was stopped before he could touch it. Many people— not 
interested enough or just in too much of a hurry— continued 
moving, around the crowd and up the stairs. Jonathan followed 
them and walked slowly up the stairs.

“Polizei!”* someone was shouting.
Jonathan reached the street and slowly walked away from the 

station. He took his hand out of his pocket and pulled the glove 
off, but he didn’t want to drop it there.

He decided to get a taxi back to the hotel. As he sat in the back, 
with the taxi moving slowly through the rush hour traffic, he kept 
looking out of the windows— to the right— to the left. Was he 
being followed? Was someone going to run up and stop the taxi? 
W hen he got to the hotel, he expected to see the police waiting 
for him in reception. But no— he was safe. No one was waiting 
for him.

W hen he had closed the door to his room, he took off the coat. 
The glove was gone— left in the taxi? He fell onto the bed and 
took out his cigarettes. For a few minutes the pure joy of smoking 
was all he knew. Then he made himself get up and wash.

As he was putting on a fresh sweater, the phone rang. Karl was 
waiting in reception. Jonathan went downstairs with the overcoat 
over his arm to give back to Reeves. He never wanted to see it 
again.

“Good evening, sir!” Karl was smiling. Did he know what had 
happened?

Jonathan sat back in the car and nervously lit another cigarette.
W hen they arrived at Reeves’s place, Jonathan gave Reeves 

the coat.

* Polizei:the German word for police
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“How are you? How did it go?” Reeves looked tense and 
concerned.

“All right, I think.” Jonathan then told Reeves everything. “I 
hope he’s dead,” he said at the end.

“But you saw him fall?” Reeves asked.
“Yes.”
“Then lets not worry about it.” Reeves poured them large 

drinks to celebrate. “They may know about this in Milan already,” 
he said cheerfully. “An Italian gun— an Italian bullet. Bianca was 
from the Di Stefano family. There are a couple of men from the 
Genotti family here in Hamburg, too. We re hoping that they’ll 
all start killing each other now. That will solve our problems 
nicely.”

Jonathan wanted to know about his payment. Why didn’t 
Reeves say anything about it? After dinner, while they were 
having coffee, Reeves finally mentioned it.

“I can’t give you more than five thousand francs tonight, I’m afraid. 
You see, I can’t get any more until the other four people pay me.”

Jonathan didn’t say anything. W ho were these other people? 
Why hadn’t they given Reeves the money before the murder?

Reeves continued. “Another thing—your money should be in 
Switzerland in a secret bank account. You don’t want it showing 
in your French account, do you?”

“No, definitely not. So when can you get the rest of the 
money?” Jonathan asked.

“Within a week, definitely. But don’t forget— there might be a 
second job. We’ll have to see.”

“And when will you know?” Jonathan was annoyed now, but he 
tried to hide it.

“Also within a week,” Reeves answered.
“But, to be honest, I think I should get more money than 

this— I mean, now,” Jonathan replied. He could feel his face 
getting warm.
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“Definitely. I agree— and I’ll do the best I can. I’ll start 
arranging your Swiss account tomorrow morning.”

“And how long will that take?”
“ No more than a week.”
“A week— and I’ll get half the forty thousand pounds?”
“Ah ... well ... I’m not sure if I can get half before ... you 

know, I explained to you, Jonathan, the men I’m working with 
expect a certain kind of result . . .” Reeves looked at him.

Jonathan could see that Reeves was waiting. Waiting for him to 
say that he would do the second job. But he didn’t speak.

“Well, take care,” said Reeves, as Jonathan got up to leave. “I’ll 
phone you and tell you what’s happening with the money and 
the bank account.”

Jonathan flew back to Paris the next day and arrived in 
Fontainebleau late that evening. Simone had waited downstairs 
for him and wanted to know all about the tests. Jonathan knew 
he needed an excuse to go back to Germany.

“They want to try some new drugs on me,” he lied.
“You mean, you’ll have to go back?” Simone looked worried. 
“It’s possible. But if I do, they’re willing to pay for it. They’re 

going to contact me in the next few days.”

C h ap ter  5 T om  G oes To F o n ta in e b le a u
The morning after he got back, Jonathan put the five thousand 
francs in their bank account. He used some of the money to buy 
Simone a new dress.

“Jonathan, we can’t afford this!” she said— but the look on her 
face was pure joy. Neither of them had bought any new clothes 
for a long time.

“D on’t worry about it. The Hamburg doctors have already paid 
me a small amount,” Jonathan said.
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On Saturday morning Reeves called. He was coming to Paris 
the next day and wanted to meet Jonathan. They arranged to 
meet in Reeves’s hotel room on Sunday evening, after Jonathan 
had had lunch with Simone’s family.

“Have a look at this,” said Reeves cheerfully as he handed him 
an envelope.

Inside was a letter requesting that a bank account should be 
opened in Jonathan’s name. There was also a check for eighty 
thousand German marks*— about a hundred twenty thousand 
francs. That was a little less than a third— not half—of the money, 
but Jonathan didn’t feel confident enough to say anything.

“You made a nice start. The boys in the gambling clubs are 
quite pleased,” said Reeves. “Now we want to kill a member of 
the Genotti family. We want someone important. There’s one guy 
called Vito Marcangelo. He travels nearly every weekend from 
Munich to Paris by train, on the Mozart Express. H e’s the head of 
the drug business in Munich . . .”

Jonathan listened nervously. He was waiting for the chance to 
tell Reeves he wasn’t going to do the second job.

“ ... kill him on the train . . .” Reeves was saying.
“Sorry, Reeves .’’Jonathan shook his head. “I can’t do it.”
Reeves looked disappointed. “Oh, I am sorry. Then I guess we’ll 

just have to find another man. And of course, he’ll get most of the 
money, I’m afraid.” But then he suddenly leaned forward and said, 
“But Jon, you did so well! It’s such a shame.”

“But a train ... I couldn’t shoot someone on a moving train.” 
“No, not a shooting. It’d be too noisy. I was thinking of a 

garotte,” said Reeves.
Jonathan couldn’t believe what he was hearing. A garotte!
“It’s the Mafia method— quick and, most importantly, quiet,” 

Reeves continued calmly.

* marks: old German money, not used now
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It was disgusting. Jonathan felt sick.
“No. I couldn’t possibly do that.”
Reeves took a breath and continued.
“This man has two bodyguards. They go everywhere with 

him. But on a train people get bored, get up, walk around ... You 
might get a chance— when the doors open— to push him out. 
But of course, that might not kill him.”

This is crazy, thought Jonathan, as Reeves continued talking. He 
imagined being caught— as a murderer. Simone wouldn’t touch 
the money then.

“I simply can’t help you,” he said as he stood up to leave.
“But you could at least ride the train— see if an opportunity 

comes?”
Jonathan shook his head. “No, I can’t do this! N ot on a train!”
“Have a look at this.” Reeves pulled a garotte out of his jacket 

pocket. He put it round the bedpost and jerked the cord quickly 
to one side. “You see? It’s so quick they don’t know what’s 
happened. They don’t have time to make a noise.”

Jonathan imagined the situation again. It might be quick—but 
surely not immediate. He would be holding this man, waiting for 
him to die! He stood up, put out his cigarette, and walked toward the 
door.

“Like a drink downstairs?” Reeves asked him.
“No, thanks,” Jonathan answered.
Reeves seemed almost ready to give up, but he tried one last time.
“Give it a bit more thought. Remember the kind of people 

we’re talking about— the Mafia. You can call me if you change 
your mind. O r I’ll call you— in a couple of days. Marcangelo 
usually leaves Munich around lunchtime. It would be good if it 
could be done next weekend.

♦

Tom Ripley had been amazed when Reeves had phoned after the
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first murder to tell him about Jonathan’s success. Had Trevanny 
really done it? He had looked in Madame Annettes Paris 
newspaper to check the details:

An Italian, Salvatore Bianca, forty-eight, was shot dead in 
a subway station in Hamburg. The killer was unknown. An 
Italian gun was found near the body of the dead man. Bianca 
was known to be from the Di Stefano family of the Milan 
Mafia.

The story was short, with no photograph, but this was only the 
beginning, thought Tom. It might lead to much greater things. 
Jonathan Trevanny— the innocent-looking, respectable Trevanny—  
had committed murder. And why? For money— only for money. 
O f course, Tom had done the same, when he had killed Dickie 
Greenleaf. Was Trevanny another Tom Ripley? He smiled. No—  
there was only one Ripley.

Later that week Tom received a phone call at home from 
Reeves telling him that Jonathan was refusing the second job. 

“Have you paid him?” asked Tom.
“Yes, about a third,” answered Reeves.
Tom knew that this wasn’t what had been promised, but maybe 

it was all right.
“You mean another shooting?” he asked Reeves.
“No,” Reeves spoke quietly. “It has to be a garotte. On a train. I 

think that’s the problem.”
Tom was shocked. He wasn’t surprised that Trevanny wouldn’t 

do it!
“Does it have to be on a train?” he asked.
“Yes.”
As Reeves explained his plan, Tom thought it sounded 

dangerous.
“Maybe our friend has just had enough.”

30



“No, I think he’s interested, but . . .”
Tom interrupted. “Make an arrangement with a gun.”
“A gun’s too noisy,” Reeves replied. “Can’t you help me persuade 

him? O r find me somebody else? It has to be done next weekend!” 
Tom was losing his patience. Why hadn’t Reeves paid Trevanny 

all the money? “There’s no better persuasion than money,” he said.
He thought about the past three days. They had had Heloise’s 

parents, the Plissots, staying with them. Would they have worked 
so hard to please that unpleasant, ungrateful couple if they hadn’t 
needed the twenty-five thousand francs a year that Jacques Plissot 
gave Heloise as her allowance?

“But I’m afraid he really won’t do it if I pay him all the money,” 
Reeves went on. “Besides, maybe I told you— I can’t get the rest 
of the money till he does the second job.”

Tom was glad when their conversation finally ended. He 
couldn’t stop thinking about Trevanny, though. He was a bit of 
a mystery. Tom tried to think of a way of getting to know him 
better. This was difficult because Trevanny didn’t like him. But 
perhaps he could take a picture to him for framing?

So a couple of days later Tom drove to Fontainebleau with one 
of Heloise’s paintings in the car. As he opened the door to the 
small shop, Trevanny was just finishing with a customer. At last he 
turned to Tom.

“Good morning,” Tom said. “I’m Tom Ripley. I was at your 
house in February—your wife’s birthday, I believe.”

“Oh, yes.” Tom could see in Trevanny’s face that his attitude 
hadn’t changed.

“I have a painting, done by my wife. I thought perhaps a narrow 
dark brown frame?”

They discussed different possibilities. Tom finally made his 
decision, and Jonathan was writing down his details. What should 
he say now?

“Perhaps you and your wife would like to come to my house
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for a drink sometime. Villeperce isn’t far. Bring your little boy, 
too.

“Thanks. I have no car,” Trevanny said with a polite smile.
“A car’s no problem. I could pick you up. And, of course, you 

could stay for dinner.”
Trevanny paused and put his hands in his pockets. Tom could 

see that he was thinking about it and was perhaps curious— about 
him.

“My wife’s quite shy,” said Trevanny, smiling for the first time. 
“She doesn’t speak much English.”

“Neither does mine, really. She’s French, too, you know. 
However, if my house is too far away, what about a drink now?”

It was time to close for lunch anyway, so Jonathan agreed to go 
to a small bar. Tom paid for their drinks.

“Why did you come to France?” Tom asked.
Trevanny told him about his antiques business. “And what about 

you?”
“Oh, fny wife likes it here. And so do I. I can’t think of a more 

pleasant life, really. I can travel if I want. I have lots of free time, 
you see. I paint ... look after our garden . . .”

As Tom talked, Trevanny had a strange look on his face. Tom 
thought he was probably wondering where the money came from 
to support all this “free time.” How much did Trevanny know 
about his past? O f course, the Dickie Greenleaf business— and 
Derwatt— had been in all the newspapers. It had also been in the 
papers that Tom had received money from Greenleaf s forged will.

“That sounds like a pleasant life,” Trevanny said, without 
smiling.

Tom watched him light a cigarette. He had large hands. He was 
wearing old clothes and unironed pants. But he was the type who 
could dress like this and still look like a gentleman. Anyone who 
saw this man sitting here would find it impossible to believe that, 
just over a week ago, he had shot and killed a man.Tom imagined
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he hadn’t told his wife about what he had done. He was sure that 
Reeves had described in detail the terrible crimes of the Mafia—  
and how it could never be a bad thing to hurt them. But no, Tom 
co u ld n ’t imagine Trevanny using a garotte.

“Do you know,” Jonathan asked, looking at Tom with his calm 
blue eyes, “an American called Reeves Minot?”

“No,” said Tom. “Does he live in Fontainebleau?”
“No, but he travels a lot.”
“Hmm ... I don’t think I’ve heard the name.”
“Well, anyway, I’d better go,” said Jonathan. “My wife’s expecting 

me. Thanks for the drink.”
“A pleasure!” said Tom.
As Tom walked to his car, he was thinking that Trevanny seemed 

to be a man disappointed with life. Surely he had been ambitious 
when he was younger? He remembered Trevanny’s wife— an 
intelligent woman who seemed steady and loyal. She was not 
the kind of woman who would push her husband to improve his 
situation. But Trevanny could be persuaded to do almost anything, 
Tom thought, if it was done sensitively.

That evening Tom called Reeves.
“Reeves, hello! It’s Tom. I can’t talk long. I just wanted to say 

I’ve seen our friend,Trevanny. Had a drink with him— in a bar in 
Fontainebleau.”

“Yes?” said Reeves. Tom could hear the tension and hope in his
voice.

“Well, I think it’s worth contacting him again. It might work. 
It’s only a feeling, but I think you should try. Give him a choice 
though— a gun or the garotte.”
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C h ap ter  6 O n  th e  Train
Reeves phoned Jonathan that Wednesday at his shop.

“I’ve found an excellent specialist for you— here in Munich. 
Dr. Max Schroeder. He can see you this Friday. What do you think?” 

“All right,” said Jonathan. He had known his next conversation 
with Reeves would be exactly like this, and he had already 
decided to go to Munich. The arrangements would be the same 
as in Hamburg. Reeves would book him a nice hotel. He would 
see a specialist. Then he would get on the Mozart Express. And 
then what? Would he do this second murder?

He closed the shop and walked along the street, lost in thought. 
He would demand to have a gun as well as the garotte. Could he 
use the garotte? Probably not. So it would be the gun. If he used 
the gun, he would, of course, be caught. Then he would have to 
shoot himself so he couldn’t be forced to give Reeves’s name to the 
police. He would arrange for Reeves to get the money to Simone.

“I had a phone call from the Hamburg doctor this morning,” 
he told Simone when he got home. “He wants me to see another 
specialist in Munich.”

Simone offered to look after the shop, as he would be away for 
a couple of days, and he left on the nine o’clock train to Paris the 
next morning.

Reeves met him at the airport in Munich and took him to his hotel. 
“Tomorrow morning we’ll buy you a new overcoat,” Reeves said, 

as he looked at Jonathan’s. “You’ll be traveling first class, you know.” 
Jonathan looked down at his own coat and had to smile. It was 

very old and worn. At least he had bought a new suit recently 
with Reeves’s money.

Reeves checked that the door was locked and took out a gun—  
Italian again. He then took out the garotte.

“Try it,” he said, “on the back of the chair.”
Jonathan pulled the cord. He didn’t get upset this time. In fact,
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he felt nothing at all. He wondered— if the average person found 
this on the street, would they even know what it was?

“You have to jerk it, of course,” said Reeves seriously, “and keep 
it tight.”

Reeves showed him some photographs of Vito Marcangelo. He 
was in his fifties with a round head, large heavy lips, and black 
hair with a little gray They then went out to buy a new overcoat.

During dinner that evening Jonathan asked Reeves if he knew 
Tom Ripley Reeves said the name was not familiar.

The next morning they went to the hospital together. Dr. 
Schroeder had nothing new to say about Jonathan’s condition. 
As they walked around Munich afterward, Reeves’s continuous 
talking began to annoy Jonathan. How could someone like him 
be so optimistic all the time? Today was going to be a day of 
failure, he thought.

They arrived at the train station early, so they waited in a 
small cafe. Reeves ordered coffees and bought a newspaper and 
a book for Jonathan. W hen the train arrived, their eyes searched 
the crowded platform for Marcangelo. Reeves suddenly pulled on 
Jonathan’s sleeve and pointed. Three men— Marcangelo and his 
two bodyguards— were getting on the train not far from them.

“That’s him,” Reeves said.
“You’ll make sure that my wife gets the money, whatever 

happens to me?”Jonathan asked.
“O f course— that’s a promise.”
Jonathan got on the train and found his compartment. It was 

big enough for eight people, but there were only two others 
inside. He put his suitcase and new overcoat above him and sat 
watching the streets and buildings of Munich go past. There were 
several stops before Paris, so there was still time to change his 
mind. He closed his eyes and listened to the comforting sound of 
the train.

He finally decided that it was time to take a walk and find
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Marcangelos compartment. He lit a cigarette and then stepped 
out into the aisle. It was difficult to walk because of the 
movement of the train.

He knew Marcangelo s compartment immediately when he came 
to it. Only the three Italians were inside— all asleep. He walked 
to the end of the carriage where the restroom was and smoked 
another cigarette. People came and went— some waited outside 
the restroom. He stood smoking, looking out of the window.

This is crazy, he thought. H ow  can you possibly kill someone here? 
There will definitely be witnesses. Even i f  you are lucky enough to fin d  a 
moment when no one is around, the people in the first compartment will 
certainly hear.

He walked back toward his compartment. As he passed 
Marcangelo’s, he heard laughter. So they were awake now But 
would they go to the restaurant car? If so, would they all go 
together? And what would he do if Marcangelo used the restroom 
at the other end of the carriage? Maybe he wouldn’t use the 
restroom at all. It was possible. If he couldn’t find an opportunity, 
Reeves would just have to think of another plan— a better one.

A few minutes later, as Jonathan stood in the aisle, a man 
walked past him. He was in his thirtiej^heavily built. Jonathan 
recognized him from the photos Reeves had shown him as one 
of Marcangelos bodyguards. Marcangelo might do the same—  
walk right past Jonathan! And what would he do? Stand and 
watch him? O r shoot— and then shoot himself? O r could he 
shoot Marcangelo, throw the gun out of the window— and walk 
calmly to the restaurant car and order dinner? This whole plan 
was impossible.

He was beginning to panic. He went into the restaurant car, 
ordered a bottle of cold white wine, and tried to calm down. He 
just needed some time. He sat and watched the green German 
countryside float past.

At last he felt able to go back. He paid his bill and walked
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back again to his place at the end of the carriage. Then he leaned 
against the wall, reading the book that Reeves had chosen— a 
silly murder mystery. His eyes moved down the pages, but he saw 
nothing. Simone would never take this money if she knew he had 
killed to get it. And she would know because he would be caught 
or killed. He laughed. Why was he even standing there? It was 
hopeless.

Someone was coming. Jonathan looked up. Tom Ripley! 
Jonathan stared, wide-eyed— his mouth fell open. Tom walked 
toward him, smiling.

“Jonathan,” he said. “Give me that thing, would you? The 
garotte.”

Some men were coming. Tom and Jonathan moved to one side 
to let them pass.

Tom spoke over his shoulder to Jonathan. “The garotte— we’ll 
try it, all right?”

So Ripley was a friend of Reeves’s? He knew about his plan? 
Jonathan— still shocked— pulled the garotte out of his pocket 
and gave it to Tom without a word, then turned to look out the 
window. He suddenly felt extremely relieved.

Tom pushed the garotte into his pocket and said quietly to 
Jonathan, “Stay there. I might need you.” He then went into the 
restroom and locked the door.

Inside, he prepared the garotte. He laughed when he thought 
of Trevanny’s face— the man had gone as white as a sheet! Tom 
was feeling a bit nervous himself. This was his first Mafia killing! 
But he felt responsible because he had gotten Trevanny into this. 
A n d  Trevanny might make a mess of it. So here he was. Reeves 
didn’t know. Tom wanted this to be Trevanny’s success. And 
there was the added advantage of killing one— maybe two—  
Mafia gangsters!

W hen he came out, there was no one except Jonathan in the 
carriage— smoking a cigarette. The Englishman immediately
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dropped the cigarette, like a soldier wanting to appear more 
efficient to an officer. Tom smiled, pulled out a newspaper, and 
pretended to read. Jonathan was looking down at his book. Tom 
moved a bit closer to Jonathan and whispered.

“I’ll try to get him in the restroom. Knock twice when it’s OK 
to come out. Then we’ll have to push him off the train.”

Tom lit a cigarette, stretched, and yawned, trying to appear 
relaxed. Jonathan, who had panicked badly again when Tom was 
in the restroom, was beginning to calm down. Why was Ripley 
here? Did he want some— or all— of the money? At that moment 
he didn’t really care. Even Ripley looked a bit nervous, which 
surprised Jonathan.

Then he saw a man walking toward them. He wasn’t one of the 
Italians. He went into the restroom. Then another man came—  
Marcangelo. He walked up to the restroom, saw that it wasn’t free, 
and walked back down the aisle. Tom smiled at Jonathan with a 
look that said, Our fish  has got away! But Marcangelo had stopped 
not far from them and stood looking out the window, waiting. 
Jonathan thought about the bodyguards. They would wonder 
where he was because of this delay.

The first man came out of the restroom, and Marcangelo started 
walking back toward them. Jonathan looked at Tom, but Tom was 
looking at his newspaper. Just as Marcangelo opened the door 
of the restroom, Tom jumped forward^ threw the garotte around 
his neck, and dragged him into the restroom, jerking the garotte 
tight.

Inside, Tom pulled the cord even tighter and watched it sink 
into the fat of the Italian’s neck. He reached up and locked the 
door, still holding the garotte. Marcangelo stopped struggling. 
His tongue began to hang out of his awful, wet mouth, his eyes 
closed in pain, then opened in horror. He had the terrible stare of 
a dying man. His face started to turn blue.

Jonathan was waiting outside. The silence worried him.
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What was happening? How much time had passed? He kept 
looking down the carriage, expecting to see one or both of the 
bodyguards coming. A man came, saw that the restroom door was 
locked, and walked into the next carriage. Jonathan thought his 
heart might explode.

When the carriage was finally empty, Jonathan knocked twice. 
Surely the Italian was dead now! Tom stepped calmly out, closed 
the door, and looked up and down. A woman was coming toward 
the restroom. Tom stood at the door, apologized, and told her that 
his friend was inside being sick. She nodded and walked away.

“OK! Help me,” Tom whispered to Jonathan and moved quickly 
toward the restroom door.

“Wait! One of the bodyguards is coming!” Jonathan whispered 
back.

The Italian bodyguard gave Tom and Jonathan a look, saw that 
the restroom was free, and went to look in the restaurant car, 
probably to see if Marcangelo was there.

Tom turned to Jonathan. “H e’ll be back when he doesn’t find 
Marcangelo. Can you hit him with the gun after I hit him? Hard!”

Jonathan nodded. The gun was small, but he was now, at last, 
feeling strong and ready. The bodyguard came back from the 
restaurant car, walking much more quickly now. Tom grabbed 
him as he passed and hit him in the mouth and stomach. Then 
Jonathan hit him on the head with the gun.

“The door!” Tom said, trying to catch the Italian, who was 
falling forward.

The man was still conscious— his arms were moving a little. 
But Jonathan had already opened the outside door— the noise 
of the train exploding into the carriage. They pushed and kicked 
the bodyguard out of the train. Tom almost fell out with him, but 
Jonathan grabbed him. Bang— they pulled the heavy door shut 
again.

Tom told Jonathan to make sure no one was coming. He could
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see Jonathan trying to calm himself and look like an ordinary 
passenger again. W hen he nodded to Tom, Tom kicked the 
restroom door open and dragged Marcangelos body out. Jonathan 
opened the train door again and together they dragged and 
pushed the body out through the doorway. Tom gave the body a 
final kick as it fell out. Tom held Jonathan’s arm as he pulled the 
door shut again. He then closed the restroom door.

“Go back to your seat and get off at Strasbourg,” he said as he 
tried to appear calm again. “They’ll be looking at everyone on the 
train.” He smiled, touched Jonathan’s arm, and said, “Good luck, 
my friend.”

He watched Jonathan open the door and go into the next 
carriage. He then walked slowly toward the restaurant car, entered, 
and sat at the first available table. He was expecting the second 
bodyguard at any moment. He picked up the menu and tried to 
appear relaxed.

Jonathan, walking down the carriage, came face to face with 
the second bodyguard, who rudely pushed him as he tried to 
get past. He got back to his seat, careful not to look at the other 
people in his compartment. Was the bodyguard dead? Maybe he 
would be rescued and describe him and Tom Ripley. And why had 
Ripley helped him? Should he even call it help? What did Ripley 
want out of this? Jonathan realized that he now owed Ripley. Did 
Ripley only want money? O r more? Some kind of service?

At that same moment, having ordered a meal and a bottle of 
wine, Tom saw the second bodyguard nervously looking around 
the restaurant car as he walked through. Tom didn’t lift his head 
as the Italian came past, but then he looked around and saw him 
talking to a waiter at the back of the car. The waiter was shaking 
his head. The bodyguard then left by the end door. He had looked 
hard at another young man, but not at Tom. Perhaps he was safe.

Tom then thought about Trevanny. He would definitely be 
wondering what Tom wanted. He laughed at the memory of
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Trevanny’s face when he first saw him in the carriage— and later, 
when he realized that he was there to help him. Tom felt a little 
ashamed that he was responsible for Trevanny’s involvement. He 
would have to make it clear that Marcangelo s murder would be 
Trevanny’s success— that Tom wouldn’t say he had been there, 
and that he didn’t want any money. He would ring Trevanny and 
arrange to meet.

O f course, the Mafia would be looking for the killers. It might 
take years, but they would never give up. It wasn’t enough to 
leave the country. But it seemed at the moment that Reeves was 
in more danger than Trevanny or himself. Tom lit a cigarette, sat 
back, and drank the last of his wine.

W hen Jonathan got off the train at Strasbourg, it seemed that 
there were more police than usual around. He felt exhausted. 
He put his suitcase down and looked around at the unfamiliar 
buildings. The streets were busy with people and traffic. He 
needed to sleep. Should he use a false name when he checked 
into a hotel? No— that would make him even more nervous. He 
was beginning to realize what he had done and he felt a bit sick. 
But he picked up his suitcase and walked slowly away. He still had 
the gun. He was afraid to drop it anywhere near the station. He 
imagined himself getting all the way back to his own house, still 
with the little gun in his pocket.

C h ap ter  7 T h e  M afia’s R e v e n g e
Tom got home to Belle Ombre in the early hours of the morning. 
As he lay in bed thinking about what had happened, he wondered 
about the bodyguard. Was he dead? Then he remembered 
Trevanny pulling him back when he almost fell out of the train. 
The Englishman had saved his life.

He slept late and had breakfast in the garden. As he sat there, he
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thought how good it all looked. He had worked hard on it this year 
and it showed. Madame Annette arrived at about eleven o’clock 
with her usual newspaper, and Tom went straight down to the 
kitchen to have a look. There was the story: Italian garotted— Vito 
Marcangelo, fifty-two, o f Milan— another seriously injured. Tom was more 
interested in the bodyguard, Filippo Turoli, thirty-one— also pushed 

from the train. He had several serious injuries and might lose an arm. 
He was still unconscious so hadn’t been able to speak to the police.

There was no mention of the second bodyguard, who was 
obviously keeping quiet.

So, Turoli wasn’t dead. Tom realized that the bodyguard had 
probably seen him quite clearly before he hit him and might be 
able to describe him. But he had probably not seen Trevanny, who 
had hit him from behind. They needed to talk. W hen Heloise left 
to have lunch with a friend, Tom called Trevanny’s shop.

“Hello. This is Tom Ripley. Are you alone right now?”
“Yes.”
“I’d like to meet you. It’s important. Can you see me after you 

close today? Around seven? I can . . . ”
“Yes.” Trevanny sounded as tense as a cat.
“I’ll come in the car. To the bar we went to before? We can 

drive somewhere and have a talk.”
“Right.”
Tom arrived in Fontainebleau early and bought the afternoon 

paper for the latest news on Turoli. There was nothing new, but 
the paper did say that the police thought the two Italians were 
from the Genotti Mafia family, and that their killers could be 
from a different Mafia family. That would please Reeves, he 
thought.

As Tom got back into the car, he saw Trevanny walking slowly 
toward him.

“Hello!” Tom said, opening a door. “Get in and we’ll go to 
Avon— or somewhere.”

42



Trevanny got in, with a quiet “hello.” It was a pleasant drive to 
Avon, along pretty country roads.

“Everything all right?”Tom asked pleasantly.
“Yes,” Trevanny said.
“You’ve seen the papers, I suppose?”
“Yes.”
“That bodyguard isn’t dead.”
“I know.” Jonathan had been worrying about Turoli giving 

perfect descriptions of him and Tom Ripley.
“You got home last night?”
“No, I— I stayed in Strasbourg and got a plane this morning.” 
“No trouble in Strasbourg? You didn’t see that second 

bodyguard?”
“No,” Jonathan answered.
Tom pulled over to the side of the road and stopped.
“I think,” he said as he took out his cigarettes, “that we did a 

pretty good job. That bodyguard is our only worry.” He offered 
Jonathan a cigarette, but he refused and took one of his own. 
“Have you heard from Reeves?” Tom asked.

“Yes, this afternoon, just before you called.”
“I hope he’s not giving you any trouble about the money,” Tom 

said. “I told him that he should give you all of it— now.”
A n d  how much would you like, Jonathan wanted to ask— but he 

decided to let Ripley come to that himself.
Tom smiled and sat back with his cigarette.
“You’re probably thinking that I want some of the forty 

thousand pounds— but I don’t.”
“Yes, I was thinking that.”
“Well, that’s why I wanted to see you today— one of the 

reasons. The other reason is to find out if you’re worried.”
“Well . . . ’’Jonathan spoke slowly, “ ... I don’t really understand 

... Why were you on the train?”
“To get the Mafia. It’s as simple as that. And I have to say, it was
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also a pleasure for me to put some money in your pocket. Are you 
worried about what we did? I’m not worried— not yet, anyway. 
But I want to know about you.”

“Was it you who started the story about me dying? Did you 
give Reeves my name?”

“Yes.” Tom felt a little ashamed, but he kept his voice firm “But 
it was your choice in the end, wasn’t it? You didn’t have to say 
yes to Reeves.” He waited, but Jonathan didn’t answer. “And the 
situation is much better now, isn’t it? It seems that you aren’t near 
death— and now you have some money, too.”

Tom’s face lit up with a big American smile. No one looking 
at him now would imagine that he could kill someone. But only 
yesterday he had garotted a man.

“So, do you do this often? Play games with people?” Jonathan 
asked.

“No. No, certainly not. In fact, this is the first time, really.”
“And you want nothing— nothing at all.”
“I can’t think of anything I want from you. N ot even to be your 

friend. That would be too dangerous.”
Jonathan realized he was playing with his hands nervously. He 

stopped. Tom spoke again. ^
“I have no control over you, you know. Remember— I did the 

garotting.You could report me, just as easily as I could report you.” 
“True,” Jonathan answered.
“But I would like to protect you.” Now Jonathan laughed— but 

Ripley’s face was serious. “O f course, it may not be necessary. 
The trouble is always other people.” Tom stared out of the 
window. “What about your wife? What have you told her about 
the money?”

Now this was a real problem. Jonathan told Tom what he had 
said to Simone about the German doctors paying him.

“N ot bad,” said Tom, “but maybe we can think of something 
better. She’s not going to believe that all this money has come
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from that. How about somebody dying in your family— back in 
England?”

“I’ve thought about that, but there isn’t anybody really”
Tom could see that Jonathan wasn’t used to lying.
“Well, we’ll have to think about it. Ah ... one more thing— the 

gun? Did you get rid of it?”
“Well, no. But I’d very much like to.” He took the gun from his 

pocket.
“Fine. I’ll deal with it.” Tom took the gun from Jonathan. 

“Better to get rid of it— as it’s Italian. Oh ... and tell Reeves that 
you did the job. He doesn’t know I was on the train. It’s much 
better that way.”

“But I thought you were a friend of Reeves’s.”
Tom could see that Jonathan was confused and beginning to 

feel nervous again.
“Oh, we know each other—we’re friendly— but we’re not 

friends really.” He paused for a moment. “No one except you 
knows that I was on that train. I used a different name to buy my 
ticket. Reeves had told me that you were having problems with 
the garotte idea. So I came along to help, that’s all.”

He started the car and began the drive back to Fontainebleau. 
Jonathan became very quiet. Tom knew he was thinking about 
something. After a few minutes Jonathan spoke.

“If I may ask again— why did you decide to choose me?”
Tom decided he might as well be honest.
“For a small, perhaps silly reason, I’m sorry to say. That night in 

February— at your party— you were rude to me— nasty, in fact.” 
Jonathan thought back. He remembered being in a bad mood—  

depressed. So he had been rude? And for that Ripley had gotten 
him into this?

The car had stopped now. They were back outside the bar in 
Fontainebleau.

“Well, I guess this is it,” said Tom cheerfully. “You won’t have
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to see me again. The job has been a success, I think, if we don’t 
hear anything from that bodyguard.” He then became thoughtful. 
“And you mustn’t allow yourself to feel bad about what we’ve 
done. Remember— those men were from the Mafia.”

As Jonathan got out of the car, Tom wondered whether he 
should apologize for everything— but decided not to. He called 
out to Jonathan.

“I’ll send a friend to pick up my picture.”
“As you like.”
“Do call me if you’re in trouble.” He smiled up at Jonathan.
Jonathan said nothing. He gave a small smile, turned, and started 

walking. He had to admit as he walked along that he did feel a 
little better— relieved, really— mainly because Ripley didn’t seem 
to be nervous.

W hen he got home, Simone was sitting at the kitchen table, 
drinking tea and reading the newspaper.

“Look at this.” She pushed the newspaper toward him as she 
got up to make him some tea. Jonathan looked at the story and 
the photograph of the dead man ... garotted ... other man may lose 
an arm ...

“Can you believe it?” she said. “I don’t want to think about 
how they did it, with other passengers ta lk in g  up and down— a 
garotte— ugh!”

Jonathan looked down at Georges, who was playing happily on 
the floor with his toys, and slowly drank his tea.

♦

Tom drove back into Fontainebleau on Sunday morning to get 
the English papers. He needed to find out what was happening 
with Turoli. He finally found a small story in the Sunday Times. 
The bodyguard had lost one arm, but he was going to live. His 
condition was improving, and he was being flown back to Milan 
for further treatment. He had probably already given a description

46



of Tom to his Mafia friends. The problem was that those people 
were always very closely guarded in hospital. There was no way 
for Tom to get at him. So, there was nothing to do really except 
wait. He drove back to Villeperce.

The phone rang just after ten o’clock that evening. Tom 
answered. It was Reeves, sounding extremely upset. Tom went 
upstairs to talk in private.

“My apartment— it was bombed today!” Reeves could hardly 
talk.

“What?! My God!”
“I’m calling you from Amsterdam.”
“Were you hurt?”Tom asked.
“No! That’s the amazing thing! I was out— and it was Gaby’s 

day off. Thank God. Those guys— they threw a bomb through 
my living room window! Neighbors said they heard a car rush 
up, stop, and rush away again. Then an explosion! I was out of 
Hamburg in less than an hour!”

“How did they find out?” Tom asked.
“I really don’t know. Fritz maybe? He was supposed to meet me 

yesterday but he didn’t come. I hope he’s OK. He doesn’t know 
our English friend’s name, you know. I called him Paul when I 
introduced them. I don’t think the Mafia really know anything— 
they’re just guessing. I think our plan has worked.”

Optimistic Reeves, thought Tom. H is apartment is bombed— he’s 
almost killed— but his plan has been a success.

“Were you interviewed by the police?” Tom was worried.
“Oh, yes, but they were polite— very helpful really.”
“Do they suspect the Mafia?”
“They didn’t say so. I’d better go. I’ll call you again tomorrow—  

but take my number here at the hotel, too, will you?”
Tom didn’t want Reeves’s number, but he realized he might 

need it.
“You’ve paid Trevanny all the money now?”
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“I did that yesterday,” said Reeves.
“So, you don’t need him for anything else, I suppose.”
“No, the Hamburg police are interested now. That’s what we 

wanted. And I heard that more Mafia have arrived, so our Mafia 
war is . . . ”

The line suddenly went dead. Tom stood there, phone in hand, 
feeling annoyed. If they had attacked Reeves, his plan of making 
them think another Mafia family had done the murders had 
failed. Had they finished? Would they look further? This was like 
everything Reeves got involved with— unclear. The only good 
thing was that Trevanny had been paid.

The next days were quiet. No more phone calls from Reeves 
and nothing more in the papers about Turoli. Heloise had gone 
away with friends, so Tom was alone. He painted and worked in 
the garden, enjoying the peace and quiet of Villeperce.

C h ap ter  8 A  S u sp ic io u s  D e a th
At the Trevannys’ Simone was beginning to worry about the 
money. She only knew about a small part of it— the five thousand 
francs Jonathan had put in their bank account— but she felt that 
Jonathan must be putting himself in some danger to receive such 
large payments for medical treatment. Jonathan knew he had to 
think of a better story, but he just wanted to relax and enjoy the 
freedom from worry that the money provided.

O n Sunday evening he took Simone to a special concert in 
Fontainebleau. They both bought new clothes for the evening. 
During the break they were having drinks in the bar when Pierre 
Gauthier came over and greeted them.

“Good evening to you both. Madame Trevanny, you look 
especially beautiful tonight!”

Before Simone and Jonathan had time to reply, Gauthier’s face
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suddenly changed as he noticed something. They followed his 
stare and saw Tom Ripley Ripley nodded at Jonathan and gave a 
small smile, but didn’t come closer. Simone saw a tall man— not 
very old— with brown hair. There was a very attractive, blond girl 
with him— his wife? As they looked, Gauthier moved away and 
back into the crowd.

“So? W ho’s he?” Simone asked Jonathan.
Jonathan’s heart was beating fast.
“I don’t know. I’ve seen him before, but I don’t know his name.”
“He was at our house— that man,” Simone said, “I remember 

him. Gauthier doesn’t like him?”
“I don’t know. Why?”
“Well, he left rather quickly!” Simone answered.
The bell rang and they went back in for the second half of the 

concert but Jonathan couldn’t relax. He could see that Simone 
wasn’t happy. She, like a lot of other people, had heard stories 
about Tom Ripley. Would she connect Ripley with him? The 
situation was getting messy, and possibly dangerous. He had to 
remain calm and keep pretending— keep lying to Simone. He had 
never lied to her before.

A few evenings later, Simone surprised him before dinner.
“I went to see Gauthier today.”
She sounded strange. Jonathan immediately felt nervous.
“Oh, yes?”
“Jon, wasn’t it Mr. Ripley who told Gauthier that you didn’t 

have long to live?”
“Well, as I told you, Gauthier wouldn’t say. So I don’t know.”
He continued to read the newspaper, but he could feel her eyes 

on him.
“So Gauthier told you it was Ripley?” he asked.
“Oh, no— he refused to say.” She sat holding her drink. He 

noticed her hand shaking slightly. “But Jon, I know—I know  it was 
Ripley. D on’t ask me how. I just do.” They sat in silence. She was
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thinking. “Its partly because hes a criminal. I don’t know what 
kind exactly— but he is. We’ve all heard the stories ... But what 
connection does he have with these German doctors? And are 
they doctors?” She was getting upset now.

“But darling, you’ve seen Dr. Perrier’s reports.”
“There’s something very dangerous about these tests, Jon, or 

they wouldn’t pay you so much. I have a feeling you’re not telling 
me the whole truth.”

Jonathan laughed a little. “W hat connection could Tom Ripley 
have with German doctors? H e’s American, anyway.”

“You saw those doctors because you were afraid that you were 
going to die soon. And it was Ripley— I’m almost sure— who 
started that story.” She waited for him to say something.

“I don’t know who told Gauthier,” he answered.
During dinner Jonathan could see that Simone wanted to 

believe him, but couldn’t. This was going to continue, he thought, 
unless he could think of a better story.

That same week, Tom came into the shop to pick up his picture. 
“Sorry,” he said. “It wasn’t so easy to get someone else to pick it 

up after all.”
Tom could see that Trevanny was quite tense and asked him 

what was wrong. Jonathan told him about Simone seeing 
Gauthier and thinking that Tom had started the story.

“Gauthier didn’t tell her. I don’t know how she knows— but 
she does. I’ve always told her that Gauthier refused to tell me who 
started it. But she connects you with the money now. I haven’t 
told her how much there really is, but she’s very upset about it all. 
I don’t think she believes my story about the tests.”

This was unfortunate, thought Tom. But did he need to worry? 
It wouldn’t be easy to connect him with the money— and even 
more difficult to connect him with the murders of the two men. 
He decided not to do anything for now— but he wouldn’t go to 
the shop again.
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On Sunday morning a neighbor rang the Trevannys’ doorbell. 
She was very upset.

“Have you heard the news, Monsieur Trevanny?”
“No, what? Please come in.”
“Monsieur Gauthier. H e’s dead. He was hit last night by a car. It 

was two boys.They drove off—didn’t even stopl”
When she had left, Simone and Jonathan sat for some time in 

silence.
“This is really shocking,” Simone said finally. “What do you 

think,Jon?”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, was it an accident? Do you think maybe it was 

planned?”
“Planned? But why?”
“Because he knew something. That’s why. Isn’t it possible? 

Why should an ordinary man be killed like that— in a quiet little
town?”

“Because these things happen sometimes,” Jonathan answered.
Simone shook her head. “You don’t think— possibly— that 

Ripley had something to do with it?”
Jonathan could see the anger in her eyes now.
“Ripley? Definitely not. I mean— how?”
Jonathan was sure that Tom wasn’t connected with this. He 

wanted to say more, but it would make Simone even more certain 
that he knew Ripley in some way.

“You know, it’s true that Gauthier didn’t tell me anything,” 
Simone said. “But I think he knew something. And I think he was 
killed because of that. In fact, I’m almost certain he was.”

She was in shock, thought Jonathan— upset and confused.
“Knew something about what?” he asked her.
“That’s the problem. I don’t know.”
The funeral for Pierre Gauthier took place in the main church 

of Fontainebleau. The church was filled with people, and more
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stood out on the sidewalk. As Simone and Jonathan were coming 
out afterward, they met Tom Ripley.

“Good morning,” Ripley said. “I’m glad to see you both here. 
You were friends of Monsieur Gauthier’s, I believe?”

They spoke about Gauthiers sad death and how much he 
would be missed. Tom Ripley seemed very concerned and 
asked them several questions about what had happened. As the 
Trevannys walked to their car afterward, Simone spoke.

“It is shocking— that this kind of thing should happen here. It 
makes me suspect— of course I could be wrong . . .”

“What do you mean,” Jonathan asked.
“Well, I wasn’t surprised to see Monsieur Ripley here today,” 

she answered.
Jonathan almost started to tell her that Tom had bought his 

painting supplies at Gauthier’s shop, but he realized that he wasn’t 
supposed to know much about Ripley.

“I think it’s possible that this Ripley found out from Gauthier 
that I spoke to him and asked him who started the story,” she 
continued. “I’ve told you I thought it was Ripley. And now 
Gauthier’s mysterious death . . .”

Jonathan didn’t reply for a minute. They kept walking.
“But darling, it couldn’t be worth killing a man for that, could 

it? Think about it.”
♦

As Tom drove back to Villeperce, he wondered about Gauthier’s 
death. Surely it had been an accident— unless Gauthier had been 
involved in some business that Tom didn’t know about? Later that 
evening, Reeves called Tom from Amsterdam and told him that, as 
well as bombing his apartment, the Mafia had tortured Fritz, but 
Fritz hadn’t given them any information about Trevanny.

Tom hoped that was true and felt sympathetic toward this man 
Fritz, although he had never met him. Fie knew that Reeves
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wouldn’t be as strong as Fritz had been if the Mafia tortured him. 
He would talk. Were they finished with Reeves? The situation 
didn’t look good.

Reeves was now using a false name— Andrew Lucas. He 
finished their phone conversation with one last piece of news.

“Oh, there was a murder in Hamburg on Saturday night— a Di 
Stefano man. I think the Genottis did it, which is just what we 
wanted.”

♦

Jonathan stood in his living room, looking out of the window, 
watching Simone and Georges in the garden. He thought about 
Gauthier’s body being lowered into the ground. He felt very tired 
and thought about how little energy he had these days— too little 
to enjoy the remaining time he had.

He suddenly started to feel strange— his ears were ringing— 
he fainted. W hen he was conscious again, he was lying, shaking, 
on the living room floor. Simone was on her knees beside him, 
wiping his face with a cool, wet cloth.

“Darling, I just fou n d  you here! Are you all right? Here— have 
some of this.”

She held his head up and put a cup of hot, sweet tea to his lips.
Jonathan was finally able to speak. “I think I might have to lie 

here for a few minutes.” He could hardly hear his voice— the 
ringing in his ears was so loud.

Simone tried to make him more comfortable. As she moved 
him, something fell out o f his pocket— the Swiss bank book. He 
saw her pick it up, open it, and then look at him with concern. 
Eventually, he was able to get himself to the sofa with her help 
and sit up.

“Would you like some more tea?” she asked.
“No, no thanks. I’m feeling better now.”
“Jon, what’s this?” she asked, holding up the bank book.

53



“Oh, that.” He was trying hard to think clearly.
“It’s a bank book, isn’t it?”
“Well, yes.”
The amount that was written in the book was more than four 

hundred thousand francs.
“Where did you get this money? What is this,Jon?”
“Well, it’s the payments— from the German doctors.”
“But it’s so much ...” She laughed nervously.
“I told you where I got it. I know it’s a lot of money. I didn’t 

want to tell you yet. I . . .”
Simone interrupted him. “Jon, I don’t believe you.”
“Well, you have to. I’ve told you the truth. I won’t have time to 

use this, but you and Georges will. It’s for you.”
“Jon, this is too much money for a few tests. Whatever you’re 

doing, you’re not telling me the truth.”
She waited for him to speak, but he said nothing, so she left the 

room.
They ate lunch in silence. Jonathan knew this was only the 

beginning. He had to do something or he would lose his wife.

C h ap ter  9 A  S tran ger C alls
Friday morning was lovely— light rain followed by periods of 
warm sunshine. Perfect fo r  the garden, thought Tom, as he sat with 
his coffee. The phone rang. It was probably Heloise, who had 
gone to Paris with a friend to do some shopping.

“Hello?” said Tom.
“Hello— ah— to whom am I speaking, please?” a man asked in 

French.
Tom suddenly felt tense.
“And who did you wish to speak to?” he asked slowly. 
“Monsieur Anquetin?”
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“No, this is not his house.”
Tom put the phone down. Was he worrying for nothing? The 

man spoke perfect French. But the Mafia weren’t stupid. They 
would use a French speaker— or an Italian with a perfect French 
accent. Had the Genotti family found Reeves in his hotel? Were 
they checking all the numbers he had phoned? If so, they would 
be suspicious now. Tom’s answer had been unnatural— his voice 
tense. And of course, there was his American accent. It was quite 
possible that the Mafia knew that he lived in Villeperce. The 
Derwatt story— with pictures of Tom— had been in all the papers 
just six months ago. Had the second bodyguard recognized him 
when he was looking for his boss in the restaurant car on the 
Mozart Express?

W hen the phone rang again, Tom was careful to sound relaxed. 
He was surprised to hear Jonathan Trevanny’s voice. Trevanny 
sounded worried and wanted to meet Tom. They arranged to 
meet early that evening in the same bar in Fontainebleau. Tom 
could guess what it was about. Trevanny’s wife was probably 
giving him trouble.

Jonathan was already at the bar when he arrived.
“She doesn’t believe me,” he said, as he told Tom what had 

happened with the bank book.
Tom was finding it hard to concentrate. The bar was crowded 

and noisy, and he was still worrying about the phone call that 
morning.

“I feel like my marriage is ending,” said Jonathan. “Things are 
really bad between us, and I can’t see how they’re going to get 
any better. I hoped you could think of something. I know it’s my 
problem really, but I just wondered.”

“I’ll try to think of an idea,” Tom shouted above the noise. Why 
did everybody always think that he could solve their problems? It 
was difficult enough to solve his own at times. But what would 
happen if Trevanny panicked? Tom needed him to remain calm.
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He wasn’t surprised that Jonathan was having problems with 
Simone. How do you explain so much money?

“What about telling<her the truth?” he asked.
“Impossible,” Jonathan answered. “She couldn’t live with it. 

She’d never forgive me.”
Tom kept thinking. An idea began to come to him. Maybe it 

could just work.
“What about a bet?”
“A bet?”
“Yes, let’s imagine that the doctors have bet— on your life. One 

doctor has bet the others that you’ll live your full life because of 
the drugs they’re testing on you.”

Jonathan smiled. It was completely crazy—but rather amusing, too.
Tom continued. “They’ve paid you extra money because of this. 

If you live, you keep all of the money. You could tell Simone that 
you hadn’t wanted to tell her because it is so strange. W hat do 
you think?”

“I don’t know what to think, really. But it is better than anything 
I’ve been able to think of. And who knows? It might work.”

“Good. I hope you’ve begun to enjoy the money a bit.”
“Well, we’ve bought some new clothes, and a new sofa— much 

needed.”
“Good.”
“Have you heard from Reeves lately?’’Torn asked.
“No, not for about a month, I think.”
So Trevanny didn’t know about Reeves’s apartment. Tom could 

see no reason to tell him. It would only upset him. They finished 
their drinks and walked outside to his car. He offered to give 
Jonathan a ride home.

“So you feel all right yourself? Nothing to worry about?” 
Jonathan asked as Tom drove.

“Well, you wouldn’t think so, but I do worry. I always try to 
think of the worst before it happens.” Tom laughed. “Speaking of
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worrying, I think you should take the gun back. Just keep it in 
y our shop. You never know. If anyone comes in who looks strange, 
you know you can protect yourself.”

Jonathan took the gun and put it back in his pocket.
“Do you really think I might need it?” He sounded nervous.
W hy not tell him? thought Tom. He needs to know— needs to be 

cautious.
“Well, yes. I had a phone call this morning. Wrong number. It 

probably doesn’t mean anything—but I don’t know. And Reeves’s 
apartment in Hamburg was bombed a couple of weeks ago.”

“Bombed! My God! Was he hurt?” Jonathan was clearly 
shocked.

Tom told him the whole story.
“But how much do they know? Do you think they have our 

addresses?”
“Reeves says everything’s OK. Your friend Fritz was very brave. 

He gave a false description of you. Believe me, if they had our 
information, we’d know.They’d be here now!”

“But how did they get your number?!”
“I can only guess. Maybe because Reeves was stupid enough 

to ring me from Amsterdam. Maybe the Mafia guys checked 
the numbers he’d phoned from his hotel.” They were at the end 
of Jonathan’s street now, and Tom pulled over to the side of the 
street. “Try not to worry,” he said as Jonathan got out. “But if you 
are seriously worried, call me. I mean that.”

“And the same to you. Call me if you need me.” Jonathan felt 
quite frightened now.

It was almost half past seven when he walked through his 
kitchen door. Simone was cooking.

“Hello,” she said as she took something out of the oven. “And 
what were you doing with Mr. Ripley this evening?”

Her voice was cold. How did she know, Jonathan wondered. 
Had she seen him getting out of Ripley’s car?
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“Oh.” He was thinking as quickly as he could. “He came to see 
me about some paintings. It was time to close, so we had a drink.” 

“Oh?” She looked at Jonathan, not moving. “I see.”
Jonathan went to the sink to wash his hands.
“Ripley wants to have several pictures done,” he said. “I might 

need to go to his house.”
“Oh?” she answered again— still in the same cold voice. 
Jonathan had planned to tell her the story about the bet at 

dinner, but decided to wait.
♦

Tom had stopped at a bar on his way home to ring Belle Ombre 
and see if everything was all right. Heloise answered, sounding 
relaxed. Tom suggested that they invite some friends over that 
evening.

“I know its late, but I just feel like seeing people. How about 
it?” Better to have a house fu ll  o f people tonight, thought Tom. The 
Mafia might prefer not to throw a bomb into a house when there are lots 
o f witnesses around.

Heloise was happy with the idea and said she would make some 
phone calls.

As Tom got near Belle Ombre, he saw a dark blue Citroen drive 
slowly past. There were two men inside. Were they watching the 
house? When he got inside, he went straight into the kitchen to 
check with Madame Annette about any phone calls that day.

“It’s very important. Did anybody call? Even by mistake?”
“Ah! There was one— around six thirty. A man asked for 

someone— another name. I can’t remember.”
“And what did you say?” he asked.
“I said that that person didn’t live here.”
“And did you give my name?”Tom asked.
“No. Did I do right, Monsieur Tom?”
“Oh yes, you did,” he answered.
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He smiled, relieved, and then went upstairs to check the two guns 
that he kept in the house.

“Tom, darling, you seem nervous. Is everything all right?” Heloise 
asked, as they got dressed for dinner.

“Yes, fine— I’m just a bit tired,” he answered. “An evening with 
friends is just what I need tonight.”

When she had gone down to check with Madame Annette on 
the food, he stayed in the bedroom and watched the road in front 
of Belle Ombre. He saw a car approaching. His heart beat a little 
faster as it started to turn into their drive. Thankfully, it was just the 
first of their friends arriving.

By the end of dinner that evening, Tom had decided to get 
Heloise and Madame Annette out of Belle Ombre by the next 
day. He mentioned this to Heloise as they were getting ready for 
bed.

“My dear, I have a feeling that something awful is going to 
happen— and I don’t want you here. I’d like to arrange for you and 
Madame Annette to leave tomorrow—just for a few days.”

Heloise looked very concerned.
“I knew it! I knew something was bothering you! What is it? 

W hat’s happening, Tom? You must tell me.”
“No,” Tom laughed. “And I’m probably worrying for nothing. 

But it’s always better to be safe, don’t you agree?”
“I don’t want a lot of words, Tom. Tell me— what is it? It’s Reeves, 

isn’t it? It’s something to do with him.”
“Well, there is a connection—yes. But darling, I’m sure 

everything’s going to be all right. I just want to be careful.”
“But what has Reeves done? And why are you worried, Tom? 

What have you done?”
“Nothing, darling.” He wasn’t even ashamed now.
“Then are you trying to protect Reeves?” she asked. She was 

getting very upset.
“No, darling, I want to protect you, Madame Annette— and Belle
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Ombre. So you must help me now.”
“Belle Ombre?”
“Yes,” he said calmly, with a smile on his face. “Please trust me.”
“All right, Tom.”
She wasn’t happy, but he knew she wouldn’t ask any more 

questions.
The next morning they both spoke to Madame Annette. She 

didn’t want to take a holiday now, but they eventually managed 
to persuade her to visit her sister in Lyon for a few days. Heloise 
arranged to stay with her parents for a couple of days, and then visit 
friends.

There was a letter from Reeves in that morning’s mail.

Dear Tom,
Ym  in Italy now. I  had to leave Amsterdam because the situation got 

quite dangerous. God! W hy won't they leave me alone! I'm  staying in a 
small fam ily hotel in Ascona. It's a pretty little town. Everything's all right 
at present.

A ll the best to you and Heloise,
R .

Tom tore the letter up and threw it in the fire. So it was as 
bad as he thought! The Mafia had obviously caught Reeves in 
Amsterdam and gotten Tom’s phone number. He told himself 
that he would never see Reeves again. He had said this before, of 
course.

Tom wanted Jonathan Trevanny to come to Belle Ombre that 
evening. If anything happened, he would need two people. He 
knew the Englishman wasn’t really a fighter, but he was all Tom 
had. And Trevanny might surprise him— he had done well on the 
train. Tom would have to drive him to Belle Ombre because there 
was no bus, and he didn’t want a taxi driver to remember that he 
had driven a man from Fontainebleau to Villeperce.
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C h ap ter  10 T om  A n d  Jo n a th a n  P repare
That morning hadn’t gone well for Jonathan. He had tried to tell 
Simone Tom’s story about the bet.

“I can’t believe that you think I would believe that!” she had 
almost shouted. She had tried to control herself because Georges 
was in the room. “Do you know what I think? I think you are 
holding illegal money for Tom Ripley. O f course, he’s paying you 
something for doing this for him. Couldn’t Monsieur Ripley hide 
his money himself—in his Swiss bank?”

Jonathan had never seen her like this. He had tried to continue 
and make the story more believable, but he had only made things 
worse. Georges just stood there, staring at his parents.

Simone finally ended the conversation. “Jonathan, I just don’t 
believe you.” She spoke quietly and calmly. “Come on, Georges, 
we have to go.”

She left the house without another word.
Since it was Saturday, the shop was very busy. The phone had 

rung all morning. Just after lunch,Tom Ripley phoned.
“Hello. Sorry to bother you on a Saturday, but I’d like to see 

you today if possible. Are you busy? Can you talk now?”
“Not really,” answered Jonathan. A customer was waiting.
“I need you to come to Belle Ombre— as soon as you can—  

and stay tonight.”
Jonathan was surprised. Tonight? He would need to close the 

shop. W hat would he say to Simone?
“O f course—yes.”
“I can pick you up. How soon can you be ready?”
“Um— an hour?”
“Fine— I’ll find you on the street there. Oh, and bring the gun.” 
Jonathan finished with the customers he had, put the Closed 

sign on his door, and quickly went home to get a few things. He 
was glad Simone was working all day. He didn’t know what to tell
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her and decided to leave a note on the kitchen table.

M y  dear,
I  won’t be home for^dinner and have closed the shop. I  have the chance 

o f a big job. I t ’s quite fa r  away. I ’m being driven there and will be back 
tomorrow.

Love,
j

He had never done anything like this before. But nothing could 
make things any worse between them than they already were, he 
thought.

“Hello,” said Tom when he arrived outside the shop in his car. 
“How is everything with you?”

“N ot very good, I’m afraid.” Jonathan answered. “Simone didn’t 
believe the bet story. She thinks I’m holding the money for you.”

“I see.” Tom knew that Madame Trevanny hated him by now. 
“But are you all right?” he asked.

“I guess so,” answered Jonathan.
“I sent my wife and housekeeper away. I have a feeling that 

something’s going to happen. Thanks for coming. I have no one 
else to ask. I can’t really bring the police in, can I? They might 
have some difficult questions if they found Mafia men around my 
house. But you don’t have to come. I’ll completely understand. 
There may be danger and there may not.”

“I see.” Jonathan felt frightened but tried not to show it.
“I don’t want to leave my home,” Tom continued. “I don’t 

want it bombed. Reeves is now in Italy. He had to run from 
Amsterdam. They found him.”

“Oh?”
Jonathan was feeling a bit sick now. Everything seemed to be 

falling apart around him. He could get out of the car now— go 
home and feel safe. He opened the window and took a deep
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breath. No— if he left Tom now, he would be a coward.
“I’m not a hero, you know,” Tom suddenly said. “If the Mafia 

got me and tried to beat some information out of me, I don’t 
think I could be as strong as Fritz.”

Jonathan didn’t say anything. Tom seemed to be as nervous as 
he was.

“Well, here we are. Belle Ombre,” Tom said as they pulled into 
the drive.

“What a beautiful place!” said Jonathan, looking up at the 
house.

Tom nodded and smiled. “A wedding present from my wife’s 
parents. Please come in.”

They had some tea and then Tom took Jonathan on a tour of 
the house. He showed him how the Mafia might get in and what 
they would need to do. They both checked their guns again.

“I want the enemy to think I’m alone here. If you . . . ”
He was interrupted by the phone ringing.
“Monsieur Ripley?” It was a Frenchwoman’s voice. “This is 

Madame Trevanny. Is my husband there?” She sounded very tense.
“Your husband? No, I’m sorry,” answered Tom, sounding 

surprised.
“Oh, I’m sorry to bother you. Goodbye.” She put the phone down.
Jonathan had been standing in the door, listening. “My wife?”
“Yes, I’m afraid so. You are having problems, aren’t you? I’m 

sorry. I said you weren’t here. You can call her back if you like. Or 
do you want to leave? It’s your decision, Jonathan.”

“No— thanks.” Jonathan was sure that Simone had known Tom 
was lying.

Tom started making them a late lunch. He couldn’t stop looking 
out the window. Very few cars passed— nothing suspicious yet. 
A phone call just before five o ’clock came like a scream in the 
silence. Tom let it ring a few times and answered in a relaxed 
voice. The call was from Heloise. She was very happy because she
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was leaving the next day with friends to help them work on their 
new house in the country.

“Are you all right, darling?” she asked. “What are you doing?” 
“Oh, not much— a little gardening.Yes, everything’s fine.”

C h ap ter  11 T h e  A tta ck
Around seven thirty in the evening, Tom saw the dark blue 
Citroen again. It drove past the house without stopping. It was 
difficult to see well as it was beginning to get dark, but Tom was 
almost certain it was the same car. It was time for them to get 
into their positions.

“I expect they’ll either try to shoot me as I open the door or 
throw a bomb through the front window. We’re going to need 
someone outside to watch,” he said to Jonathan. “The bushes—  
just beside the front door— would you mind hiding in there?” 

“N o— fine.”
“I’ll give you my hunting rifle. Use it to hit them from behind. If 

you have no choice, shoot, but it’s better if we can avoid the noise.” 
“Right.”
Jonathan took the rifle, went out, and felt his way into the bushes 

by the front door. He sat on the ground with his knees pulled up. 
The ground was cold and wet. After about thirty minutes the front 
door opened, and Tom brought him out a blanket.

“Take this,” he whispered. “It’s cold out here. You must be quite 
uncomfortable. Sorry.”

“D on’t worry about it,” Jonathan replied.
Tom went back inside to keep watch through the upstairs 

bedroom window. Each time he heard footsteps or a car on the 
road, his heart started racing, but they always kept going—past 
Belle Ombre. He was just turning to go downstairs to get some 
food for Jonathan when he heard the noise of another car. It
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drove slowly past Belle Ombre and stopped. He heard the car 
door being opened quietly.

Tom picked up his gun and went downstairs. Footsteps came 
along the road. Then they were in the gravel of the drive. The 
doorbell rang. Tom waited a few seconds and then spoke.

“W ho is it?”
“I would like to ask for directions, please,” a man asked in 

perfect French.
Jonathan heard Tom unlocking the door. He jumped up and 

swung the rifle with all his strength into the back of the man’s head. 
The mans hat flew off and he dropped onto the steps. Tom opened 
the door and dragged him inside. Jonathan followed him and closed 
the door quietly. Tom picked up a piece of firewood and hit the 
man hard again on the head. He then took the rifle from Jonathan 
and hit him again. Blood was spilling out onto the floor.

“Got him!” Tom whispered with satisfaction. “This is the other 
bodyguard.”

They dragged and pushed him further into the living room. 
Jonathan kicked the carpet out of the way so no blood would get 
on it.

“There may be more than one next time,” said Tom. “It might 
not be so easy.” He quietly locked the front door again.

They heard more footsteps on the gravel— one man. He rang 
the bell— two short, nervous rings. Jonathan and Tom stood 
silently by the door. The footsteps moved over to the window. A 
voice whispered.

“Angy? Angy?”
“Pretend you’re the servant,” Tom said to Jonathan. “Ask him 

what he wants in your best English accent.”
“Excuse me, can I help you?” Jonathan asked politely through 

the closed door.
“I would like directions, please.” This French accent wasn’t as 

good as the first man’s.
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“Let him in,” Tom whispered. Jonathan slowly opened the door. 
As the man walked in, Tom stuck his gun into his side.

“Drop your gun,” he said.
The Italian immediately dropped his gun and looked shocked 

when he saw Tom’s face.
“Ripley!” he said, staring wide-eyed at Tom.
Tom pushed him forward and Jonathan shut and locked the 

door again.
“Are there any more of you?” he asked the Italian, who 

shook his head. Tom made him take off his jacket so they could 
search him for more guns. His left arm was bandaged. It was 
Turoli.

“W hat’s your name?”Tom asked him.
“Lippo, Filippo,” said the Italian.
“OK, Lippo, if you don’t want to die, you’ll do what we say. 

Keep your hands—your hand— up.” The Italian raised his good 
right arm.

“Watch him, Jon, while I look at the car.”
Tom walked slowly out to the car— aiming his gun at it— and 

carefully opened the passenger door. It was empty.
“No one else out there,” he said to Jonathan when he came 

back in. “So, you’re all alone now, Lippo? Remember me? From 
the train?”

The Italian nodded his head.
“Jonathan, are you feeling OK? Tired?” Tom pulled up a chair 

so Jonathan could sit down. Just then the phone started ringing. 
It rang several times, but Tom ignored it. Jonathan hoped it wasn’t 
Simone again.

Tom picked up Lippo’s jacket and searched the pockets, pulling 
out a garotte.

“See this?” he said to Lippo. “This is what you’ll get if you don’t 
behave. Now, you’re going to make a phone call— to your boss. 
Where is he tonight? Milan?”
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Lippo didn’t answer. Tom picked up another piece of firewood 
and hit him hard on the side of the head.

“Aghhh!” the Italian cried out. “And me with only one arm!”
“Oh?You think it’s unfair, do you?You ....!” He swore at him 

in Italian and went to get a cigarette. He looked at Jonathan. 
“Cigarette?”

Jonathan took one and they both lit them. Tom waited a minute 
before beginning again. The Italian was breathing heavily and 
shaking now, looking down at his dead friend.

Tom turned the radio on and made sure the curtains were 
completely closed.

“Isn’t this boring?” he said to Jonathan. “He won’t tell me 
where his boss is.”

He picked up the wood and hit Lippo twice more, hard— once 
on the head, once in the stomach.

“Where is your boss?!” he shouted into the Italian’s ear. He then 
turned to Jonathan. “O f course, he’s as afraid of his boss as he is of 
us.” He picked up the garotte and played with it. “Well, Lippo?”

“Milano,” Lippo said quietly.
“Sorry? I didn’t quite hear you,”Tom said, smiling.
“Milano!” Lippo shouted angrily.
“Jonathan, will you bring the phone over?”Tom asked, and then 

continued calmly to the Italian, “So, you’re going to call your boss 
and I’m going to listen.” He held up a small ear piece, which he 
put into the back of the phone. He then dropped the garotte over 
Lippo’s head. “And if I don’t like what you say, I’m going to use 
this. Do you understand?”

The Italian nodded.
“This is what you’re going to say. You’re in France— with Angy. 

You’ve found the guy. But he’s not the man from the train. And 
you think you’re being followed by someone.”

Tom rang the number and put the phone to Lippo’s ear. He 
heard a voice answering the phone in Italian on the other end.
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Lippo began speaking— nervously. Tom pulled the garotte a 
little tighter and Lippo continued with the conversation. Tom 
understood most, but not all of it. Everything sounded all right.

“OK— say you have to go,”Tom ordered.
Lippo ended the conversation and Tom took the phone. Lippo 

knew he was finished now. He knew Tom wouldn’t let him live.
Tom looked at his watch. “It has to be done now. We still have a 

lot to do tonight. We have to get rid of these guys.”
He picked up the piece of wood again and brought it down on 

Lippo s head. Lippo fell to the floor and started dragging himself 
along, in a desperate attempt to escape.Tom grabbed Lippo, jerked 
the garotte hard and held it.

At that moment, they heard a car stopping in the drive. 
Someone got out, walked lightly across the gravel toward the 
door, and rang the bell.

“Monsieur Ripley? Jon?” a womans voice called.
“O h God! It’s Simone,” said Jonathan.
Tom, who had been on the floor by Lippo, went to look out of 

the window.
“Tell her to get rid of the taxi,” he said.
Simone paid the driver, and they heard the car pull away. Tom 

then stood up and tidied his clothes and hair. Jonathan started to 
open the door and Simone pushed through.

“Jon, I’m sorry, but I . . .”
Breathless, she looked around the room. She saw Tom Ripley—  

and then the two bodies— the blood— the garotte. Her purse 
dropped from her hand.

“My God! W hat’s happening here?!” she cried.
Jonathan grabbed her arm.
“D on’t look at them.” He spoke quietly and tried to lead her to 

a chair.
Tom walked toward her and began to explain. “Good evening, 

Madame. This must be a shock to you. We’ve had some trouble
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here. You see, these men were breaking into my home. They’re 
unconscious. Jonathan, why don’t you take your wife into the 
kitchen and get her a drink?”

Simone refused to move.
“They look— dead. Murderer! Jonathan! I can’t believe this!” 
Tom had poured Simone a drink and was bringing it to her. 
“Madame, I realize this is terrible. Very upsetting for you. But 

we had no choice. They came to the house to attack me. Your 
husband helped me.W ithout him, I . . .”

“ W ithout him?! W hat’s he doing here?!”
Tom stood straighten “Madame, I’m afraid I can’t explain. But 

we must leave now— with these men. Would you like me to ring 
for a taxi for you to take you back to Fontainebleau?”

“I will not leave my husband. And I want to know what he’s 
doing here— with yew!” Her eyes were filled with hatred.

Jonathan tried to calm her down. “Darling, you really must 
leave. I’ll explain everything to you later.”

“You must be crazy if you think I’m going to leave!”
She refused to move. Tom interrupted and asked Simone to give 

them a few minutes alone. She was too upset to argue. Tom and 
Jonathan went into the kitchen.

“Jon,” Tom began, “you have to make her leave. We have at least 
six hours’ work ahead of us tonight. We— or I— have to get rid of 
these bodies. Are you willing to help?”

By now Jonathan knew that he had lost Simone. He had 
nothing more to lose.

“Yes, of course. I’ll make her leave.”
“OK— thanks. I’ll see if I can find something to calm her down.” 
He went to the upstairs bathroom and found Heloise’s sleeping 

pills. W hen he came down, Jonathan was sitting on the sofa, 
holding Simone’s hand and talking quietly to her. Her drink was 
sitting on the table behind her. Tom quickly dropped two pills in. 
He then went to phone a taxi. Simone was quieter now. It was
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too soon for the pills to work. She was probably just exhausted.
Jonathan kept talking to her. “Darling, you must do as I say. This 

is your life. My life.” .
She didn’t answer. She sat quietly with her drink, looking at the 

floor. Eventually the taxi arrived. Tom looked through the curtains 
to check.Then Jonathan went out to the car with Simone.

W hen Jonathan came back, he was so upset that he couldn’t 
speak. Tom tried to offer him some comfort.

“D on’t worry. She’ll understand— in the end. It may take time, 
but she will.”

He then left Jonathan alone with his thoughts and started 
preparations for their night’s work.

C h ap ter  12 T h e  E nd  o f  a M arriage?
Tom took a large gasoline can out of the garage and put it in the 
back of his car. He and Jonathan dragged the bodies out to the 
drive and loaded them both into the Citroen.

“We have a long drive— at least three hours,” Tom said when 
the job was done. “We need to eat.”

While they ate, he explained what was going to happen. They 
were going to burn the two bodies in the Citroen. He was going 
to drive the Citroen, and Jonathan was going to follow in Tom’s 
car. Tom had planned their route. They would need to fill the cars 
and can with gas. Tom made them some coffee for the journey.

They arrived at the place Tom had chosen, Chaumont, at about 
three o ’clock in the morning and stopped at a gas station just 
outside the town.

“OK, now we need to find a quiet place,” said Tom. “Just follow 
me.”

They drove slowly until they came to a wooded area. Tom 
stopped the Citroen and got out to have a look.
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“Down there— that looks like a good place,” he said to 
Jonathan. “Leave the car here and walk down.”

He backed the Citroen, turned it, and drove down into the 
woods to a large open area. He took the gas can out of the back 
and poured gas over the bodies.

“Well, here we go.”
He lit a piece of newspaper and threw it on the bodies, which 

burst into flames inside the car.
“Great!” he said. “Couldn’t be better. Let’s just make sure the 

fire does its job.”
They stood and watched for a few minutes. Jonathan felt sick 

thinking about what was happening to the bodies. Then they got 
into Tom’s car and started the drive back.

W hen they were safely away, Tom pulled over to the side of the 
road and took out the coffee.

“Here— have some of this. You need it.”
Jonathan did need it. He felt exhausted. He drank and then put 

his head back on the seat. When he woke up, Tom was shaking him 
gently. They were outside Belle Ombre. It was early morning and 
getting light. Tom showed him to one of the upstairs bedrooms and 
he fell asleep again as soon as his head hit the pillow.

When he woke up later with the bright morning sun in his 
eyes, his first thoughts were of Simone. Where was she? What was 
she thinking now? He heard music somewhere. He felt exhausted 
and lay there listening until he eventually dragged himself out of 
bed and walked downstairs.

Tom was playing the piano in the living room. Jonathan stood 
at the door.

“Tom?”
“Yes?”
Jonathan felt even worse when he saw the worried look on 

Tom’s face. W hen he woke up, he was lying on the large sofa and 
Tom was wiping his face. He had fainted again.
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“Can I get you some tea or coffee? Do you have pills that you 
take?” Tom was asking.

Jonathan felt terrible. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to go to theshospital,” he said.
Tom drove him to the hospital and then drove straight to the 

Trevannys’ house to tell Simone. There was no answer when he 
rang the bell, but then he saw Simone walking toward the house 
with Georges.

She spoke before he could. “W here’s my husband?”
He hated telling her on the street, but he had no choice.
“I’m afraid he’s in the hospital, Madame. May I please come in 

for just a few moments?”
Simone hesitated for a moment— then agreed. W hen they were 

inside, Tom took a deep breath and began.
“We drove nearly all night. I think he’s just exhausted. I don’t 

think he’s in serious danger. I . . . ”
“Papa! I want to see Papa!” Georges suddenly shouted.
Simone took him upstairs so he couldn’t listen to their 

conversation. W hen she came back down, her voice was cold.
“ W hat have you done to my husband? H e’s not the same man 

since he met you, Monsieur. If you see him again, I— I will . . .” 
She tried to control herself. “ W hy  is he in your power?”

“H e’s not in my power, please believe that. And I think that 
now the job is finished we can . . . ”

“Job? W hat job?” She was very angry now. “Just what kind of 
work have you got him involved in?”

Tom continued to try to explain, but it was impossible. He offered 
to drive her to the hospital, but she coldly refused. She would go 
there alone. She didn’t come to the door with him when he left.

Jonathan was happy to see Simone and Georges when they 
finally arrived. But when they began to talk and Tom Ripley’s 
name was mentioned, Simone got angry again. Jonathan felt 
desperate after she left.
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When Tom called later, Jonathan told him he was fine except 
for the hopeless situation with Simone. Tom offered to go and see 
her again.

He arrived at her house later that afternoon with flowers from his 
garden. Simone received him coldly, but she did allow him to speak. 

“What is it that you want?” she asked.
“I really must explain everything, Madame.” Tom told her 

that Jonathan had been an innocent witness to Tom’s murder of 
the two Mafia men on the Mozart Express, murders that were 
necessary because the Mafia had a problem with him and refused 
to leave him alone. He didn’t stop talking even when he saw the 
shock on her face. He told her how he had asked for Jonathan’s 
help at the time— to watch and make sure no one was coming— 
and afterward to help him fight off the Mafia at Belle Ombre. 

“And you paid him for this help?”
“No, Madame. He did it out of kindness.”
“Kindness, I see. Very recently, Monsieur Ripley, my husband 

received a very large amount of money. Are you saying this has 
nothing to do with you?”

“Ah yes, he told me about that.” Tom repeated the story about 
the German doctors and the bet, exactly as he and Jonathan had 
discussed. Simone said nothing at first, then asked what he knew 
about the death of Monsieur Gauthier. Tom repeated the facts as 
everyone knew them.

“I see. So—you won’t be needing Jonathan again?”
“I wouldn’t call him even if I did,’’Torn answered politely.
“The police are really the ones to call, don’t you think?”
Tom could feel her hatred, but remained calm and polite. As he 

got up to leave, she spoke one more time.
“Monsieur Ripley, you’re an evil person. I would be grateful if 

you left both my husband and me alone in the future.”
Tom looked at the flowers he had brought. They were still lying 

on the table.
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“O f course, Madame. I apologize for any worry or trouble I’ve 
caused you.”

Tom understood what a shock she had had. He was also used 
to being criticized or disliked by people so her hatred didn’t hurt 
him. But he felt bad about Jonathan. He had tried to help— and 
failed.

♦

Jonathan came home the next morning. As usual, that day’s paper 
was lying on the kitchen table. The story was on the front page:

TWO BODIES BURNED IN CAR 

Simone’s eyes followed his.
“Yes, the two Italians. I saw it, too. And you helped Monsieur 

Ripley do that?” Jonathan said nothing. He went into the living 
room and Simone followed. “You know, he came here— your 
Monsieur Ripley. He told me your story— the story you two 
made up together. Do you honestly expect me to believe that 
by chance you were on the same train as him? And that you—  
completely by chance again— saw him kill two men? And you—  
an ordinary passenger— actually helped him? Do you really think 
I’m that stupid?”

Jonathan sat down and tried to think of something to say, but 
no ideas came to him. She stood up.

“Why are you being paid, Jonathan? Are you a killer? If so, you 
are a stranger to me. I’ve obviously never known you.”

She walked out of the room. He didn’t bother to follow her. 
They managed to sit at the same table at lunch, but not a word 
was spoken. They both made an effort to talk to Georges and ask 
him about his morning, and when he had gone to play, Jonathan 
tried again to talk to Simone.

“Darling, I know all of this has been a terrible shock. But
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please listen to me. I love you. And I love our son. I know—  
somehow— I can make you understand. I wanted to make your 
life comfortable. I wanted you to be safe.”

“Well, I don’t feel safe. I’m afraid the police— or even the 
Mafia!— are going to come looking for you at any minute. And I 
don’t need your money. You and I are finished. Georges and I will 
be fine on our own.”

“Oh Georges— my God, Simone, I’ll support Georges.” 
Jonathan could hardly believe they were talking like this. 

Simone got up, cleared the table, and left without another word.
Jonathan was depressed and needed to talk. He phoned Tom 

and arranged to meet at their usual bar, but when they got there 
it was noisy and crowded. Jonathan felt even worse with people 
laughing and drinking all around him, so he asked if they could 
go to Tom’s house. Tom made some fresh coffee and they sat at 
the kitchen table.

Jonathan told Tom what had happened with Simone, and Tom 
was very concerned. He didn’t think Simone would change her 
mind, but he didn’t want to say this to Jonathan. He thought 
how different she was from Heloise. He knew his own wife 
was ashamed of some of the things he did, but she could 
shut it out of her mind and concentrate on the good in their 
relationship.

As they continued talking and began to consider their future, 
the subject of Reeves Minot came up.

“He wants to come to France, but I don’t think that’s a 
particularly good idea if the Italians are still looking for him,” said 
Tom. “He has a new name, Ralph Platt, but they know his real 
name, and what he looks like. He should really go to Brazil, but 
the Mafia could still find him there. And of course, if they catch 
Reeves— and torture him— we’re not safe.”

“Listen,” said Jonathan. “I don’t have long to live. And now that 
Simone’s had enough of me ... Well, if you need me— in any
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way— however dangerous— I’m willing. You say the Mafia will 
want blood. Well, give them me!”

“N o— no, I don’t want that,” Tom said firmly. “O f course, if we 
do nothing, they may get Reeves and finish him.”

Tom’s remark surprised Jonathan and made him feel 
uncomfortable. Didn’t he care at all about Reeves’s life?

“It’s getting late,” Tom suddenly said. “You have to go home 
now and face Simone. You can’t give up.” He offered to go with 
Jonathan and try one last time.

“But what is there left to say?” Jonathan wondered aloud.
“Well, at least we can try to make her understand that the 

situation is a bit safer now. Unless, of course, you think I would 
make matters worse.”

“They can’t be worse. No, please come. I’d really like it, actually. 
I’m out of ideas now. But are things safe?”

“We can’t be sure, can we? I suppose it depends on Reeves.”

C h ap ter  13 A n  U n e x p e c te d  H ero
They were in Fontainebleau by ten o’clock that evening. Jonathan 
led the way up the front steps and rang the bell.

“W ho is it?” Simone called.
“It’s me,” Jonathan called back.
The door opened.
“Oh,Jon, I was worried!”
She started to move toward him, saw Tom, and her face changed 

completely.
“Yes,” said Jonathan, “Tom’s with me. Can we come in?”
She hesitated— then stepped back stiffly and let them pass.
“Good evening, Madame,” said Tom.
The television was on in the living room, and Georges was on 

the floor playing with a toy truck. Tom said hello to the boy.
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“Please sit down, Tom,” said Jonathan.
But Tom waited. Simone was still standing.
“And what is the reason for this visit?” Simone asked Tom.
“Madame, I— I’ve come to tell you again. You really mustn’t 

blame your husband. Everything that’s happened— it’s my fault. 
Please try to understand.”

“So, you’re telling me that my husband . . .” Simone suddenly 
remembered Georges. “Georges, go upstairs. Do you hear me? 
Please, darling.” Georges didn’t want to leave. He went slowly out 
of the room and up the stairs. Simone continued. “You’re telling 
me that my husband knew nothing— that he became involved in 
all of this completely by accident? And that this money comes 
from a bet between doctors?”

“Yes— the blame is mine. Maybe your husband made a mistake 
in helping me. But can’t he be forgiven? He is your husband.”

“H e’s a criminal now. Maybe this is because of you— but it’s still 
true.”

Jonathan sat down, realizing that the situation was hopeless. But 
Tom continued bravely.

“Madame, Jon came to see me tonight to discuss this. H e’s 
extremely upset. Your marriage is everything to him. His life 
would be destroyed if he lost you. Surely you realize this? And 
your son— he needs a father.”

“Yes, that’s true— but he needs a father he can respect,” she 
answered.

The sound of footsteps coming up the front steps made Tom 
look quickly at Jonathan.

“Expecting someone?” he asked Simone.
“No.” Simone shook her head.
Tom and Jonathan jumped up.
“Make sure the door’s locked. Ask who it is,” Tom whispered to 

Jonathan.
“W ho is it?” he asked.
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“Monsieur Trevanny?”
Jonathan didn’t recognize the man’s voice, looked at Tom, and 

shook his head. There would be more than one, thought Tom.
“Now what?” Simone asked, feeling annoyed.
Tom put his finger to his lips and pointed to the kitchen. 

Simone followed him there and watched as he opened cupboard 
doors, looking for something heavy.

“What are you doing!” Simone asked.
“Please, Madame,” he whispered, putting his finger to his lips 

again.
He eventually found a hammer— that would work. Then 

he heard the front door opening. Was Jonathan crazy! Simone 
immediately walked back into the front hall— then the door 
banged shut.

“Madame Trevanny?” said a man’s voice.
Simone started to cry out, but suddenly stopped. Then Tom 

heard movement coming toward the kitchen. He waited behind 
the kitchen door until Simone appeared, sliding on the heels of 
her shoes, being held by a man who had his hand over her mouth. 
Tom hit the man hard on the back of his head with the hammer. 
The man let go of Simone and fell to the floor. W hen Simone got 
to her feet, Tom pushed her back— out of sight.

There was probably another man in the house— and the 
silence made Tom think of a garotte. He went as quietly as he 
could toward the living room. He was right. The other Italian 
had Jonathan on the floor and there was a garotte around the 
Englishman’s neck. W hen the Italian saw Tom, he relaxed his hold 
on the garotte and reached into his jacket for his gun.

Tom hit him with the hammer before he could get it out, then 
quickly got down on his knees and tried to loosen the garotte. 
It was tight around Jonathan’s neck. Simone was suddenly beside 
him with a knife, which she managed to get under the cord. It 
eventually loosened.
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Tom sat back on the floor for a second, breathing heavily. Then 
he jumped up, ran to the window, and closed the curtains. He ran 
back, picked up the hammer, and ran to lock the front door again. 
There was no sound from outside.

“Jon,” Simone was crying.
Jonathan was trying to sit up now. He was coughing and 

rubbing his neck. The Italian was lying beside him, unconscious. 
Tom hit the Italian again— until he was dead.

They suddenly noticed Georges standing in the doorway, staring 
wide-eyed.

“Georges!” Simone shouted. “Upstairs! Now! Papa is all right!”
She ran over and pushed him out of the room and up the stairs. 

Tom helped Jonathan onto the sofa, and Simone came back down 
with a wet cloth to wipe his face.

“Really, I’m all right,”Jonathan said softly.
Tom was listening for footsteps.
“There are probably more of them out there,” he said.
He imagined what they must be thinking as they sat in their 

car. It was quiet, so they probably thought everything had gone 
as planned and the Trevannys were dead— beaten or garotted to 
death. Reeves had obviously talked. He had given them Jonathan’s 
name and address. Now they would expect their two friends to 
come out—job done.

Tom had an idea. What would happen if he and Jonathan put 
the dead men’s hats on and went out? They could probably get 
quite close to the car before the Italians realized they were not 
their friends. But he couldn’t ask Jonathan to do that. He would 
go alone.

“I’d better go out, before it’s too late,” he said.
“Too late?” Jonathan was beginning to feel better.
“Before they come to the door. They’ll be suspicious if their 

friends don’t come out. We don’t want them coming here, with 
Simone and Georges in the house.” He went to the window,
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opened the curtain slightly, and looked out. He could see the car. 
“I think we should get them out there. I can do it, Jon.”

Jonathan felt a sudden wild anger— a desire to protect his home 
and family.

“No! We’ll go together!”
They put the men’s hats on and took their guns. Tom hesitated.
“D on’t come with me, Jon. One of us is enough. I just want 

them to move away.”
“I’m coming,”Jonathan said.
Tom gave Simone a gun.
“I know you don’t want this, Madame, but you may have to use 

it.”
Just then they heard footsteps on the front steps again. Tom 

and Jonathan went to the door. Tom opened the door suddenly 
and grabbed the Italian by the arm. Jonathan stuck his gun in the 
man’s back.

“The car,” Tom said.
Together they walked toward the car, holding the struggling 

Italian. Tom knew they only had a few seconds before the men in 
the car realized what was happening.

As they came nearer, the driver started the car, put the lights on, 
and started driving slowly toward them.

“Now!” shouted Tom— and they threw the Italian into the side 
of the moving car.

The car stopped suddenly and the front door opened. Tom 
quickly shot at the driver, who, with another man, was trying to 
get the Italian into the front seat. Tom was afraid to shoot again 
because some neighbors who had heard the noise were running 
toward them. Then the back door of the car opened and someone 
was pushed out onto the street. The car started moving again, and 
Jonathan suddenly moved in front of Tom as a shot came from 
the back— then another.

The car drove away.
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Tom saw Jonathan lean forward and, before he could catch him, 
fall onto the street. A young man and a woman ran toward them.

“W hat’s happening?”
“H e’s been shot!”
“Police! Somebody call the police!”
“Jon!”
Jonathan was hardly moving. The young man helped Tom move 

him to the side of the road, and they saw that he had been shot. 
Tom also recognized the man who had been pushed from the car. 
It was Reeves. He was alive.

“We have to get Jonathan to the hospital!” Tom shouted to him. 
“Wait here while I get my car.” He ran to the house and shouted 
at Simone. “Jon’s been hurt. Come now! We have to get him to 
the hospital!”

Simone grabbed Georges and ran outside. Tom started his car 
and drove up beside Jonathan. Reeves helped him pull Jonathan 
inside, onto the back seat.

“But what about the ambulance?” someone shouted.
“There’s no time!’’Torn shouted back.
Simone got in the back with Jonathan. Reeves took Georges 

in front with him. Tom pulled away through the small crowd that 
had now gathered. His mouth was dry.

“This is Madame Trevanny,” he said to Reeves. “Madame, this is 
Reeves Minot.”

“Papa has fainted?” Georges asked.
“Yes, that’s right, darling,” answered Simone— and she started 

crying.
Jonathan heard their voices, but couldn’t speak. He couldn’t 

move— not even a finger. Everything was gray. He knew Simone 
was there, but she felt far away. Tom was there, too; he was driving. 
Was this death? Strange— he had thought so much about it, had 
tried to prepare— and now here it was.

An ambulance rushed toward them, probably on its way to the

81



Trevanny s house, but Tom kept driving. The silence in the car was 
terrible.

“This man is jlead l” said a young doctor when they took 
Jonathan out of the car at the hospital.

“But . ..?”Tom didn’t believe it. He couldn’t speak.
Only Simone gave a cry. They stood there in shock for a 

moment.
“Simone, do you ...?”
But Tom had no idea what he wanted to say, and Simone was 

now following the doctors as they took Jonathan inside. Georges 
was running behind her.

Tom started to run after them— to get Simone’s keys so he 
could get the bodies out of the house. But then he stopped. The 
police would be there by now. He turned and walked back to 
Reeves.

“We have to leave now, while we can,” he said. He didn’t want 
anyone to ask any questions or get his license number.

“Is he really dead?” Reeves asked as they drove.
“You heard the doctor,” Tom replied.
He still couldn’t believe it. And what about now? Was anybody 

going to follow them? They had just left a dead man at the hospital 
and driven away! What was Simone going to say to people?

After a long silence, Tom spoke again. “And what about you, my 
friend? Any broken bones? Any teeth knocked out?”

“Only cigarette burns,” Reeves replied weakly.
“I suppose you know what’s at the Trevannys’ house? Two dead 

men.”
“O h—yes— of course. That’s good.”
“We can’t go back there, of course. I’ll take you to my place.”
Neither of them spoke during the rest o f the drive. Tom 

couldn’t stop thinking about Jonathan— trying to work out 
exactly what had happened. Had Jonathan moved in front of him 
to save his life?
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“I didn’t want that, you know—-Jonathan dead,” said Reeves 
later at Belle Ombre. He told Tom how the Mafia had found him 
in Italy and tortured him. “I’m afraid I wasn’t as brave or strong as 
Fritz,” he said sadly. “I told them Jonathan’s name and where he 
lived.”

“Did they mention my name?”Tom asked.
“No— never.”
Tom hoped that Turoli’s phone call had worked. He then told 

Reeves what had happened at Belle Ombre.
“Well, they didn’t ask about you, so it looks like you’re safe. And 

you killed another two today! That’s amazing,Tom!”
Reeves was finally beginning to relax a little. They were both 

exhausted— too tired even to eat. Tom showed Reeves to one of 
the bedrooms and they both went to bed. Tom wondered whether 
the Mafia might try again that night, but finally decided that they 
would probably want to get far away for now.

The next morning he let Reeves sleep late. As he sat there in 
the kitchen with his coffee, he wondered about Simone. What was 
she telling the police? He would just have to wait and see. W hen 
Reeves eventually came down, Tom made them some breakfast, 
then drove him to the airport for a flight to Zurich.

C h ap ter  14 T h e  F in a l M ee tin g
Tom and Reeves arrived at the airport shortly after two o’clock. 
Tom had lent Reeves one of his suitcases and given him some 
clothes and money— enough to live on until he could organize 
things in Zurich.

“You needn’t wait with me,Tom, I’ll be fine,” said Reeves. “And 
thanks for everything.You’ve saved my life.”

Tom watched as Reeves went through the gate with one last 
wave goodbye. He drove home, feeling very depressed, which was
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unusual for him. He would call Heloise that evening, but he didn’t 
want to see anyone else. O f course, he might have an unexpected 
visit from the police.

But the police didn’t come. Tom made some dinner and wrote 
a short note to Madame Annette saying he hoped she was having 
a lovely time.

The radio news reported the story, but without many details. 
There was a lot more in the next morning’s paper: Jonathan 
Trevanny had been shot dead and two Italians found dead in 
the Trevannys’ house. Madame Trevanny had told the police that 
she had no idea why the Mafia had attacked the house. A friend, 
whom Madame Trevanny did not name, had helped her husband 
and then driven them both to the hospital in Fontainebleau. Her 
husband was dead by the time they arrived.

Tom began to relax a little. Simone was going to try to protect 
her husband’s honor— and the money. If not, why had she not 
told the police more already?

O n the day of Jonathan Trevanny s funeral, Tom worked quietly 
in his garden. He wanted to go, but felt it would be the wrong 
thing to do. The more he thought about what had happened at 
the Trevannys’, the more he believed that Jonathan had given his 
life to save him.

His thoughts turned to Simone again. Surely the police would 
ask her more questions? They would give her some time to 
recover and then come back. Who was this friend who had helped 
them? Why did the Mafia attack their house? Had they made a 
mistake? Were they looking for Monsieur Trevanny’s friend?

Tom could imagine Simone remaining strong and keeping to 
her story. Her husband was only trying to protect his home. The 
friend didn’t want his name given. And she wanted to forget that 
whole terrible time now.

♦
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About a month later, life was back to normal at Belle Ombre. 
Tom had stopped worrying about Simone. It was clear that she 
wasn’t going to tell the police anything more. There had been no 
more reports about the shootings.

Tom drove into Fontainebleau to buy some gardening supplies, 
and he was walking down the street, carrying a large, heavy pot, 
when he saw Simone walking toward him. He was surprised, as 
he had heard that she had bought a house in Toulouse and moved 
there with Georges.

He wanted to put the pot down and rest his arms, but he kept 
walking. He didn’t think that Simone Trevanny would want to 
talk to him, and he thought he could just manage to avoid her if 
he turned into the next street. But it was too late. She had seen 
him, and she was now staring at him with hatred.

Tom continued walking toward her and began to smile. As she 
came near, she paused and Tom started to greet her.

“Good m or-”
But she spat at him and walked away. She didn’t turn around.
So was this her revenge? She had decided to keep Jonathan’s 

money in the end. It was the only reason Tom wasn’t in prison 
now. Maybe she was slightly ashamed of herself. Had spitting at 
him made her feel better?

Tom hoped that this would be the end of i£—that he would 
never hear from her again. Perhaps she would be able to live with 
the situation more easily now that she had done this. Then he 
thought about her husband. Tom knew that if Jonathan Trevanny 
had still been alive, he wouldn’t have been able to rest as easily as 
his wife.
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ACTIVITIES

Chapter 1

Before you read
1 Look at these words in the Word List at the back of this book. 

allowance bank account forge gamble garotte 
inheritance leukemia mortgage rifle scar
serial killer torture will
a Which words are connected with injury and/or death? 
b Which are connected with money?

2 Read the Introduction to the book and answer these questions, 
a Who is Tom Ripley? What do you know about him?
b Why is the book called Ripley’s Game? 
c Why does Tom Ripley start this game?

While you read
3 Are these sentences true (T) or false? (F). Correct the sentences 

that are wrong.
a Reeves Minot wants to have two gambling 

club owners murdered, 
b Reeves wants Tom Ripley to do these murders, 
c Reeves wants to get the Hamburg police involved, 
d Tom Ripley needs money, 
e Reeves is a good friend of Tom’s.

After you read
4 Answer the questions. Why:

a does Reeves want the two men murdered? 
b doesn’t Tom want to help Reeves?
c is Heloise’s father’s allowance important to Tom and Heloise? 
d doesn’t Heloise like Reeves? 
e was Trevanny rude to Tom? What does Tom think?

5 List what you know about each of these people, 
a Reeves Minot
b Madame Annette 
c Heloise 
d Dickie Greenleaf
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e Derwatt 
f Tufts
g Pierre Gauthier 
h Trevanny s

Chapters 2-3

Before you read
6 Look at the Contents page and read the titles of Chapters 2 and 3. 

Then discuss possible answers to these questions.
a What do you think Tom Ripley’s game is? 
b What is the offer that Jonathan Trevanny receives? 
c Why will Jonathan want to see his doctor?

While you read
7 In which order do these happen? Write the numbers 1-8.

a Jonathan makes an appointment with Dr. Perrier. ......
b Jonathan finds out who told Alan McNear about

his health.......................................................................................
c Jonathan visits Pierre Gauthier. ......
d Jonathan meets “Stephen Wister.” ......
e Jonathan decides to go to Hamburg. ......
f Tom visits Pierre Gauthier. ......
g Jonathan receives the first letter from Alan McNear. ......
h Tom writes to Reeves. ......

After you read
8 Work with a partner. Discuss how Jonathan feels about: 

a his business
b his brother 
c his marriage 
d his life

9 Finish these sentences.
a Jonathan makes an appointment with Dr. Perrier 

because ...
b Jonathan thinks Dr. Perrier and Simone are lying 

to him because ...



c Tom tells Gauthier the story about Jonathan’s 
health because ... 

d Tom gives Jonathan’s name to Reeves because ... 
e Jonathan finally agrees to go to Hamburg because ... 
f The money that “Stephen Wister” offers is important 

to Jonathan because ...

Chapters 4-5

Before you read
10 Work with a partner. Discuss possible answers to these questions, 

a What do you think will happen at the hospital in Hamburg?
b Do you think Jonathan will do the murder for Reeves? If not, 

why not? If he does, will he be successful?

While you read
11 Complete the table about the first murder and plans for the second 

murder:
Vito Marcangelo in the subway station Salvatore Bianca 
with a garotte on a train with a gun

Who? Where? How?

First Murder

Second Murder

After you read 
12 Why:

a does Jonathan agree to do the first murder? 
b does Jonathan know that Stephen Wister is really Reeves Minot? 
c doesn’t Jonathan trust Rudolf? 
d does Jonathan refuse to do the second murder?
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e does Tom decide to meet Jonathan in Fontainebleau? 
f does Tom tell Reeves to try again with Jonathan?

13 List what you know about these people and sums of money, 
a Karl
b Dr. Wentzel 
c Rudolf 
d Fritz
e five thousand francs
f forty thousand pounds
g one hundred twenty thousand francs

14 Work with a partner. Discuss this question. If you were in Jonathan 
Trevanny’s situation, would you agree to do the second murder? 
Why (not)?

Chapters 6-7

Before you read
15 Work with a partner and have this conversation.

Student A: You are Reeves. You have taken Tom’s advice. Try again 
to persuade Jonathan to do the second murder. 

Student B\ You are Jonathan. You don’t want to kill again. Explain 
why and try to persuade Reeves to find someone else 
for the job.

While you read
16 Write T (Tom), J (Jonathan), or R (Reeves). Who:

a sees a specialist? ......
b gets a big surprise?................................................................ ......
c kills Marcangelo? ......
d uses a gun? ......
e doesn’t want payment for the job? ......
f has lied to his wife? ......
g has trouble with the Mafia? ......
h goes to Amsterdam?.............................................................. ......

90



After you read
17 Who is talking? Who are they talking to, and what are they talking 

about?
a “But it was your choice in the end, wasn’t it?”
b “Why were you on the train?”
c “So, do you do this often?”
d “ I can’t think of anything I want from you.”
e “Not bad, but maybe we can think of something better.” 
f “For a small, perhaps silly reason, I’m sorry to say.” 
g “ I don’t know. Fritz maybe?”

18 Discuss the advantages and disadvantages of a gun and a garotte 
as murder weapons. Are you surprised that Jonathan was worried 
about using the garotte? What other weapons are commonly used 
in fiction and reality? Why are they used?

Chapters 8-9

Before you read
19 Work with a partner. Discuss possible answers to these questions, 

a In Chapter 8 someone else is going to die. Who will it be?
b In Chapter 9 Tom will receive a worrying phone call. Who will it 

be from?

While you read
20 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

a Pierre Gauthier tells Simone that Tom started
the story about Jonathan’s health. ......

b Simone thinks that Gauthier was murdered. ......
c Tom is responsible for Pierre Gauthier’s death. ......
d Simone finds Jonathan’s Swiss bank book. ......
e Jonathan tells Simone the truth about the money. ......
f Jonathan has started to spend the money. ......
g Tom invites people to Belle Ombre as protection. ......
h Madame Annette and Heloise are happy to leave

Belle Ombre............................................................................ ......
i Tom decides to face the Mafia alone. ......
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After you read
21 Work with a partner. Discuss these questions.

a What do you think of Tom’s story about a bet between doctors?
Can you think of a better story for Jonathan to tell his wife? 

b How would you feel and what would you do if you were Simone?
22 Work with a partner. Have this conversation.

Student A: You are a friend of Heloise. Ask her questions about 
Tom. You find him mysterious and you are worried 
about her. What does she know about his past and 
present activities? Why doesn’t she know more? Ask 
questions and give your friend advice.

Student B: You are Heloise. Answer your friend’s questions and 
explain your feelings for Tom.

Chapters 10-12

Before you read
23 Tom expects Mafia gangsters to arrive at Belle Ombre. What will 

he do if they come? Discuss a possible plan.

While you read
24 Complete the story. Write one word in each space.

Tom asked Jonathan to go to Belle Ombre and Jonathan 
(a)......................Jonathan (b).........................his shop,
(c)......................a note for his wife, and went to Belle Ombre in
Tom’s car. When Simone called the house, Tom (d)......................
that her husband was there.
Jonathan (e)......................outside the house with a rifle while
Tom (f)....................... from the house. When a man arrived, Tom
(g)......................a gun in his side. He then put a garotte over his
head while the Italian (h)......................a phone call. Then Tom
(i)....................... him.
After Simone’s visit, Tom and Jonathan (j)...................... the
bodies to the car and (k)...................... them to a quiet place, a
long way away. Then Tom (I)....................... the bodies and the car.
Jonathan was very tired and ill, so Tom (m)....................... him to
the hospital.
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After you read
25 Who is talking? Who are they talking to, and what are they talking 

about?
a “ I can’t believe that you think I would believe that!” 
b “Oh, not much, a little gardening. Everything’s fine.” 
c “You’ve found the guy. But he’s not the man from the train.” 
d “You’re an evil person.” 
e “ I’ve obviously never known you.” 
f “But what is there left to say?”

Chapters 13-14

Before you read
26 Read these lines from Chapter 13. What do you think?

Tom heard movement coming toward the kitchen. He waited 
behind the kitchen door until Simone appeared, sliding on the 
heels of her shoes, being held by a man who had his hand over her 
mouth.
a What has happened before this?
b What is going to happen next?
c Who will be the “unexpected hero” of the chapter title?

While you read
27 Put a check (/) in the chart next to the right names.

Who: Tom Reeves Jonathan Simone

a gets shot?

b saves someone’s 
life?

c gave the Mafia 
information?

d dies?

e lies to the 
police?
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After you read
28 Discuss these questions.

a Who do you feel most sympathetic to at the end of the book: 
Tom, Jonathan, Simone, or Reeves? Why? 

b Do you think Jonathan tried to save Tom’s life? Why would he 
(not) do that?

c In Chapter 1, Tom said, “There is no perfect murder. ... Of 
course, there are a lot of unsolved murders. That’s different.” 
What did he mean? How would he describe the murders in this 
book? Do you know of any examples of real or fictional “perfect 
murders”?

Writing
29 Did you enjoy Ripley’s Game? What did you like and dislike about 

the story? What is your opinion of the ending? Are you happy that 
Tom Ripley remains free?

30 Imagine that Jonathan Trevanny wrote a letter to his son, Georges, 
in Strasbourg after the second murder. In it he explained why he 
did what he did. He also told his son how he felt about his family 
and his life. Write his letter.

31 How would the lives of Jonathan Trevanny and his family have 
been different if Tom Ripley had not been at their party? Would 
their lives have been better in every way?

32 Imagine that you are a psychologist. You are interviewing Tom 
Ripley about his thoughts and feelings during “the game.” Write 
ten questions and the answers that you imagine Tom Ripley would 
give.

33 Can you understand and feel sympathetic toward Jonathan 
Trevanny’s actions? Would you have behaved in the same way in 
his situation? If not, how would you have behaved differently?

34 Write a page of Simone’s diary for one of the days in the story. 
Write about what happened, and imagine her thoughts and 
feelings.

35 Write about one of the deaths in this book for an English-language 
newspaper. Give your views on the crime situation in the place that 
you are writing about.
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36 Write a conversation between Simone and Georges when Georges 
is older. He wants to know about his father and about why he died. 
How much of the truth will Simone tell him?

37 What picture of the Italian Mafia does Patricia Highsmith give us? 
How real do you think it is? How do their actions compare with the 
activities of criminal gangs in your country now?

38 Imagine that you work in the film industry and you want to make 
a new movie of Ripley’s Game. Write detailed descriptions of the 
characters of Tom, Jonathan, Simone, Heloise, and Reeves so the 
actors know how to play these characters in the movie.

Answers for the activities in this book are available from the Penguin Readers website. 
A free Activity Worksheet is also available from the website. Activity Worksheets are 
part o f  the Penguin Teacher Support Programme, which also includes Progress Tests 

and Graded Reader guidelines. For more information, please visit: 
www.penguinreaders.com.
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WORD LIST

aisle (n) a passage that runs beside sections of seating 
allowance (n) money that you are given regularly, for example by your 

parents
antique (adj)*t>ld and usually valuable things like furniture and jewels 
bank account (n) an arrangement with a bank that allows you to 

keep your money in the bank and take it out when you want to 
carriage (n) one of the connected parts of a train 
Compartment (n) an area or room on a European train, separated 

from other similar areas, where passengers sit 
forge (v) to illegally copy something so people think it is real 
frame (n/v) something made of wood, metal, or plastic that surrounds 

a picture
gamble (v) to try to win money by playing cards or other games of 

chance
garotte (n/v) a very strong cord which is pulled tightly around 

someone’s neck to kill them 
gossip (n) someone who talks about other people’s private lives 
grab (v) to take hold of someone or something suddenly 
gravel (n) small stones used for the surface of roads and driveways 
identity card (n) an official card, usually with your photograph, that 

shows your name and address and other personal information 
inheritance (n) money and property that you receive from someone 

who has died
jerk (v) to pull something with a sudden, quick movement 
leukemia (n) a very serious blood disease
mortgage (n) money that you borrow to buy a house and pay back 

over a number of years 
nod (v) to move your head up and down to say “yes” or show that you 

understand
panic (v) to feel so frightened that you cannot think clearly 
relieved (adj) happy because you have stopped worrying about 

something
reputation (n) the opinion that other people have of a person 
respectable (adj) behaving in a way that people think is right or good 
rifle (n) a long gun that you hold up to your shoulder to shoot 
scar (n) a permanent mark on someone’s skin from a wound



serial killer (n) someone who has murdered several people at different 
times

spit (v) to force liquid or food out of your mouth quickly and usually 
intentionally

suspicious (adj) feeling that you do not trust someone 
torture (v) to cause someone extreme pain to punish them or make 

them give you information 
will (n) a legal paper in which you say who you want to give your 

money and property to when you die
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