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Chapter Six: A tea party 

 

Nick looked through the doors of the tea room in the Empress Hotel. 

Meg Hutson sat at a table with a man. The man was about thirty, or maybe a 
year or two younger. He was tall, and brown from the sun. He wore a white 
shirt, white trousers, and white shoes. He said something to Meg, and she 
laughed. She looked very happy. 

 

 

 

 

 

A waiter came up to Nick. ‘Can I get you some tea?’ he asked. 

‘No, thanks,’ said Nick. ‘I’m with the two people over there.’ And he walked across 
to Meg’s table. 

‘Hello, Mystery Girl,’ said Nick. ‘Remember me? We met at Whistler. Your name 

Meg Hutson sat at a table with a man. 



was Jan then. But maybe today it’s Meg Hutson.’ 

Meg Hutson looked up at him. ‘Oh,’ she said, and her face went red. ‘Who 
is this, Meg?’ asked the man. 

‘This is Nick,’ said Meg. ‘He’s a writer. Nick, this is Craig Winters.’  

‘Sometimes called Mr Hollywood?’ said Nick. 

‘Maybe. But how did you know that?’ asked Craig Winters. 

‘I guessed,’ said Nick. ‘And I think I’m beginning to understand. Can I ask you a 
question, Mr Winters? Does somebody want to kill you?’ 

Craig Winters’ face went white. ‘Kill me?’  

‘What are you talking about?’ asked Meg. 

‘Before I tell you, answer this question, please,’ said Nick. ‘You called me Mr 
Hollywood in Whistler. And you wanted the man at the next table, the man with 
white hair, to hear you. Is that right?’ 

 

 

 

 
Meg Hutson sat at a table with a man. 



 

Meg Hutson did not answer at first. Then she said quietly, ‘Yes.’  

‘Why?’ asked Nick. 

‘I wanted him to follow you, and not me.’  

‘Why?’ Nick asked again. 

‘I think he’s a detective,’ said Meg. ‘And I think he’s working for my father. I saw 
him soon after I left Toronto. He followed me.’ Meg put her hand on Craig 
Winters’ arm. 

‘My father doesn’t like Craig. A month ago, he told me not to see Craig again. I’m 
not happy, and he knows that. I think he guessed that I’m meeting Craig. And now 
he wants to find Craig and stop him seeing me.’ 

‘Stop him?’ said Nick. ‘Or kill him?’ 

‘No!’ Meg Hutson said. ‘Daddy doesn’t—-’ 

‘The man with white hair pushed me in front of a car in Vancouver,’ Nick told 
her. ‘And he shot at me in Stanley Park.’ 

‘What!’ said Meg. 

‘Tell - tell me about this man with white hair,’ Winters said suddenly.  

Nick looked at him. ‘He’s about sixty, and he’s tall and thin,’ he said.  

‘Do you know his name?’ asked Winters. 

‘Vickers,’ said Nick. 

Craig Winters suddenly looked ill. ‘Did he - did he follow you to Victoria? Did he 
follow you here?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ said Nick. He watched Winters. ‘You’re afraid of him. Why? 

Why does this man Vickers want to kill you, Winters?’ 

Before Craig Winters could answer, Meg’s face went white.  

‘Oh, no!’ she said. ‘Look! Look over there, by the door!’ 

Nick and Craig Winters turned to look. At the door of the tea room stood the 
man with white hair. He looked up and down the room, and then he saw 
them, and began to walk across to their table. His hand was in his pocket. 

For a second or two the three people at the table did not move. Then Craig 



Winters jumped to his feet. ‘That’s Mr Hollywood!’ he screamed. ‘That man 
there!’ And he pointed at Nick. 

The man’s hand came out of his pocket with a gun. ‘This is for Anna!’ he shouted. 

 

‘

 

 

Nick moved very fast. The tea table went over, and Nick was down on the floor in 
a second. The shot went over his head, and Meg screamed. At the same time 
Craig Winters shouted out and put a hand on his arm. There was blood on his 
white shirt. Then more people began to scream, and two waiters pulled the man 
with white hair down on to the floor. 

‘Get the police!’ somebody shouted. 

Meg Hutson sat at a table with a man. 



Chapter Seven: At the police station 

 

It was 7.30 p.m. Nick and Meg were in a room at the police station. The man 
called Vickers was in a different room, with three detectives. There was a doctor 
with him too. Craig Winters was at the hospital. 

The door opened and a detective came in with two cups of coffee. He put them 
down on the table, and turned to go out again. 

‘Detective Edmonds,’ Meg said, ‘did the hospital call? Is Craig going to be all right?’ 

‘Winters?’ Detective Edmonds said. ‘Yes, he’s going to be OK.’  

‘Can I call the hospital now?’ asked Meg. 

‘I’d like you to wait,’ said Edmonds. ‘Detective Keat is going to be here in a 
minute. He’s just coming from the airport and—’ He looked through the open 
door. ‘Ah, here he is now.’ 

A second detective came into the room, and behind him was a tall man with 
dark hair. 

Meg stood up quickly. ‘Daddy!’ she cried. ‘What are you doing here?’  

‘The police called me,’ said Howard Hutson, ‘and I flew here at once. 
Detective Keat met me at the airport. Now, sit down, Meg. I want you 
to listen to me.’ He did not look at Nick. 

Meg sat down and her father took her hands. ‘Meg, last week Johnnie Vickers 
came to my house. He wanted to talk about his daughter. You remember Anna, 
Meg? Three months ago she jumped off a bridge in Boston and died. She was 
young, beautiful, rich — and she didn’t want to live. Why? Because she loved a 
man, and the man took her money, ran away and left her. And the man was 
called—’ 

‘No!’ said Meg. ‘NO!’ 

‘Yes, Meg, yes. He was called Mr Hollywood.’ ‘No!’ shouted Meg. She began to 
cry. 

‘That’s right, Miss Hutson,’ said detective Keat quietly. ‘To you, he gave the 
name Craig Winters. When Anna Vickers knew him, he was Carl Windser. But he 
liked all his . . . er . . . girlfriends to call him Mr Hollywood. He took nearly 50,000 
dollars from Anna Vickers. And there was a girl before that. . .’ 



‘No, it’s not true!’ Meg shouted. 

‘It is true, Meg,’ said her father. ‘Winters — Windser gets all his money from 
rich men’s daughters. Johnnie Vickers loved his daughter. He went to her house 
in Boston after she died. He read her letters, and learned about the money and 
the name Mr Hollywood. And when he came to my house, I told him about you, 
Meg. I said, “My daughter’s got a new boyfriend, and she calls him Mr 
Hollywood. I don’t like him, but I can’t stop her. She’s going away to meet him 
next week, I think. What can I do?” Johnnie put his hand on my arm, and he 
said, “Don’t be afraid for your daughter. I’m going to find that man and stop 
him!”’ 

Meg said nothing. Her face was very white. For a minute or two nobody spoke, 
then detective Edmonds said: 

‘Vickers told us all about it, Miss Hutson. He followed you to Whistler, and saw 
you with—’ 

Nick began to understand. ‘With me, in the cafe! And Meg called me Mr 
Hollywood!’ 

Howard Hutson looked at Nick. ‘You’re the travel writer guy, right?’ 

‘Lortz. Nick Lortz,’ said Nick. ‘Vickers nearly killed me. He shot at me twice, and—’ 

But Howard Hutson was not very interested in Nick. He looked at his daughter 
again. 

‘How much money did you give him, Meg?’ he said. 

‘I - I gave him 25,000 dollars,’ said Meg.  

‘Only for two or three months,’ he said. Then he . . .’  

She began to cry again. 

‘Well, you can say goodbye to that money,’ said Hutson angrily.  

‘What’s going to happen to Vickers?’ Nick asked detective Edmonds. 



 

 

 

‘Hospital, I think,’ said Edmonds. ‘OK, he shot at you and about fifty people saw 
him. But he’s not a well man. The doctors are going to put him away in a 
hospital.’ 

Howard Hutson stood up. ‘OK, Meg, I’m going to take you home. My plane is 
waiting at the airport.’ 

Meg followed her father to the door, then she remembered Nick and turned. 
‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I got you into all this. I called you Mr Hollywood. That was 
wrong. But I didn’t know—’ 

‘It’s OK,’ said Nick. ‘You know everything now. And it’s better to learn it now, 
and not later. 50,000 dollars later.’ 

Meg said nothing. 



 

 

Meg said nothing. 



 

 

Chapter Eight: A nice smile 

 

Nick took the evening ferry back to Vancouver. He was tired and hungry, so he 
went down to get some dinner in the ferry restaurant. 

The restaurant was busy and there was only one free table. Nick sat down 
quickly and began to eat. ‘I must get back to work tomorrow,’ he thought, 
‘and forget about millionaires’ daughters and men with guns.’ 

‘Excuse me,’ somebody said. ‘Can I sit with you?’ 

 

 

 

 

Nick looked up. There was a pretty girl next to his table. He got up. 

‘It - it’s OK,’ he said. ‘You can have this table. I don’t want it.’ And he began 
to move away. 

‘Please don’t go,’ the girl said. ‘Stay and finish your dinner.’ She smiled at 
him. It was a nice smile. 

But Nick knew all about nice smiles. ‘I’m not hungry,’ he said. 

And he walked quickly out of the restaurant. 

 

— THE END – 

  

Meg said nothing. 



 

 

2.  Conjunctions 5 
Conjunctions of Time: 

The conjunctions before, after, since, until, when, while, as and as soon as are 

used to say when something happens. They are called conjunctions of time. 

1. Take the toy out of the box before you throw the box away. 

2. Before you leave the house, be sure that you’ve got your backpack. 

3. I usually do my homework after I have my dinner. 

4. After I went to bed, I heard a strange noise downstairs. 

5. We’ve moved to a new house since I last wrote to you. 

6. Since the new teacher arrived, we all enjoy our work more. 

7. You can’t watch TV until you’ve done your homework. 

8. Until the rice is cooked, we can’t eat dinner. 

9. I’ll call you when I get home. 

10. When the wind blows, the branches on the tree bend. 

11. Dad watches TV while he does his exercises. 

12. While we’re waiting for the bus, let’s play a game. 

13. People stand back as the train goes through the station. 

14. As the president’s car goes past, everybody waves. 

15. We went inside as soon as it started to rain. 

16. As soon as you’ve finished your homework, let me see it.  



 

 

3. Picture Dictionary Page 

Classroom Actions 1: 

 

 


