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The Mysterious? Stranger

Judy Marshall sat in her office. Judy was twenty-six years old. She
had short fair hair. Her eyes were big and blue. She was pretty. Dr.
Judy Marshall was also a brilliant® biologist. ® “ The most gifted®

i

young biologist in the country,” was what people called her.

Judy stood up. She walked over to the small window. She
looked out of the window. Outside there were green fields. They
were full of cows. The River Thames® looked beautiful. It flowed
slowly through the fields. There were little boats on the river. The
sky was clear and blue. The sun was shining. The University of Ox-

ford® was very nice in the springtime.

Judy yawned,® she was bored. When Judy was bored, she got
tired. Judy wanted something exciting to happen. Nothing really
exciting had ever happened to her. Judy liked her work. She loved
teaching at the university. But she wanted something else; something
totally different, something you couldn’t find in Oxford.

Judy yawned again. She looked at her watch. It was nearly
twelve o’clock. It was lunchtime.

“Please, let something exciting happen to me. Just once in my

life. Then I can become old and grey, and a professor. Then I will
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have something exciting to remember!” Judy said out loud.

Nobody answered Judy, but the telephone did ring. Judy went
over to her big wooden desk. Her desk was covered with books and
papers. Judy moved some of the papers. She found the telephone.
She picked it up. In a bored, tired voice she said;

“Judy Marshall here. ”

A man with a deep voice said:

“My name is Rupert Davenport, Miss Marshall. I'd very much
like to talk with you.”

Rupert Davenport sounded very important. His voice was very
serious. He sounded like he was used to® giving orders. @ Giving
orders, and being obeyed. @ Judy smiled to herself. She thought:

“ A lot of men are like that. Important voices, and always very
busy. ”

“Are you there? Did you hear what I said, Miss Marshall?”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Davenport. I was thinking of something else.
We academics® are like that,” Judy said. “Why do you want to tatk
to me? What is it about? Are you a student at the university?”

Judy heard a deep laugh. Then Rupert Davenport said:

“I'm afraid I can’t tell you over the telephone. I can say that it
is a matter of great importance. A matter of national security. ”®

There was a short silence. Then Judy said:

“Very well, Mr. Davenport. I will see you. It's lunchtime
now. Perhaps we could meet at the pub. Do you know where ‘ The
King’s Head’ is?”
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Yes, I know where ‘ The King's Head’ is. I look forward to'l
meeting you. We are very grateful. I'll meet you in half an hour.”

“Yes, that will be fine. Goodbye, Mr. Davenport. " Judy said.
She started to put the phone down. Suddenly she realized, she didn’t
know what Rupert Davenport looked like. How would she find him
in the crowded pub?

“Mr. Davenport,” she said. “ How will I know you? How will
you recognize@ me? We’ve never met. "

Rupert Davenport sounded amused ;@ he replied

“Don’t worry, Miss Marshall. / know exactly® what you look
like. I've studied your file. ® That’s part of my job. I'll see you in
half an hour. ” Rupert Davenport put the phone down. He did not

wait to hear if Judy had anything else to say.

Judy put her phone down. Rupert Davenport sounded very mysteri-
ous. She thought:

“1 didn’t like the sound of his voice. I didn’t like his laugh. I
don’t like men who laugh at me. It usually means they are not very
intelligent. How does he know what I look like? He talked about a
“file’ . Somewhere there is a file. It has my picture and information
about me in it! It all sounds very interesting and exciting. I wonder

who Rupert Davenport is?”
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Rupert Davenport

Judy walked along the crowded street. Oxford was full of tourists. ©
They came from all over the world. They came to look at the famous
university. One of the oldest universities in the world. A town which
bored Judy to death.

“The King’s Head” was around the corner. Judy turned the cor-
ner. She walked into the pub. It was full of cigarette smoke. It was
full of noisy people. Judy looked around. There were lots of men.
Which one was Rupert Davenport?

“He also said, * We are grateful,’ who are we?” Judy asked

herself.

Suddenly a large man appeared. He walked towards Judy. He had
very short black hair. His eyes were large and dark. He wore a
black suit. He stood in front of Judy. He looked down at her and
smiled.

“I am Rupert Davenport. I'm very pleased to meet you, Miss
Marshall. I've reserved® a table upstairs. It'll be more private. ®
Come this way.”

Judy followed Rupert Davenport upstairs. They went and sat by
the window. Davenport ordered® food and some drinks. He drank

beer. Judy drank a Martini with lemon.

@ tourist # /7 # @ toreserve HiT @ private R sy @y @ to order
E(ER%)
8



Davenport put his beerglass down. He looked Judy in the eye.
He took a deep breath, and said,

“1 won’t waste time. We haven’t gor a lot of time. We need
your help..."

Before Davenport could go on, Judy said,

“1 want to know who ‘we’ are. I also want to know who you

are. Then we can talk some more. Have I made myself clear?”

Davenport looked surprised. He looked irritated. ® He forced himself
to smile. He said,

“] work for the Ministry of Defence. @ When I say ‘we’, 1
mean the Ministry of Defence. ”

“Good,” Judy said. “Now I understand. Now 1 want to know
about my °*file’. Where is it? Why do you keep a file on me?”

Rupert Davenport kept smiling. It was a plastic® smile, it was ’
not a real smile. His eyes looked angry. He was not used to answer-
ing questions. He was used to giving orders. He was used to asking
questions and getting answers.

“You don’t have a ‘file’, Dr. Marshall. They’re old-fashioned.
They take up too much space. Thousands and thousands of files.
Tons and tons of paper. We didn’t have room for them. The base-
ment® looked like a library. It was pure chaos. ® Finding a file took
a long time. It was like looking for a needle in a haystack! " ® Rupert
Davenport smiled. He drank some more beer.

“If 1 don’t have a file, how do you know me?” Judy asked.
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“You are in our new computer. Your code® number is M. J.
1277 U. B. I put your code number in the computer, and it told me
all about you. It also gave me a copy of your photograph. Now are

you satisfied?”

@ code # & ;&
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Your Country Needs You!

Judy didn’t like being in the computer. She feit like a piece of her
had been stolen. As if a part of her was in prison, and no one had
told her! Judy was irritated.

“Why am I in your computer? 1 want to know. "

“My dear, Miss Marshall,” Rupert Davenport said. * All impor-
tant people are in our computer. You are an important person. You
are very important, because of your brilliance. @ We need your bril-

liant brain now. We need your help. Your country needs you!”

Judy didn’t like Davenport, but she loved her country. She smiled at
Rupert Davenport, and said: -

“1 understand, Mr. Davenport. Please tell me how I can
help. "

“This is the problem, Dr. Marshall. We want to send you to a
dangerous place. It is called Dragon Rock. It is in Scotland. ® That
is where Lord Glencoe lives. That is where he has his laboratory.
That is where he does his experiments. ”

“Who is Lord Glencoe?” Judy asked.

“Lord Glencoe is very rich. He is a biologist, like you are. He
is eccentric. He works alone. He never leaves his castle. He won’t

share his discoveries. He is a genius,® he is also mad. Mad and
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dangerous. I've lost two men on Dragon Rock. ”

“You mean he is a ‘real’ mad scientist, like in films?”

Judy started to laugh. Rupert Davenport did not laugh. His face
was like a piece of granite. D

“Don’t laugh, Miss Marshall. I am serious. Glencoe is mad!”

“Send the police. Send the army. Send the commandos. @ Why
send me?” Judy asked.

“Because Lord Glencoe’s work is important. His laboratory is
in his castle. Lord Glencoe’s castle is a real castle. It is guarded all
the time. Of course we could attack the castle. We have the men.
But an attack would take time. Lord Glencoe would have time. Time
enough to destroy his laboratory. Time to destroy his work. A whole
lifetime’s work! We can’t risk that. The country needs his knowl-
edge. The defence of Britain depends on® it!”

“I see,” Judy said. Now she, too, was serious. “ What do 1
have to do?”

“That’s what 1 wanted to hear. I knew you’d say that. I want you
to stop Lord Glencoe destroying his laboratory. You will pretend® to
be a journalist. ® Spies® usually pretend to be journalists! We have
already contacted® Lord Glencoe. He has agreed to give you an in-
terview. ® He will see you this afternoon at four o’clock. We will at-
tack Dragon Rock Castle as soon as it gets dark. ”

“I don’t have much time. How did you know I would say
‘yes’ 7?7

Davenport smiled at Judy,
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