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Dear Dad,


It is weird over here in Europe.  I know that you are worried about me being here by myself.  You are also probably worried about our gallery in New York.  I am sure that it will be fine because Miss Spinoza will take good care of it.  Well anyway, here is the story of my trip so far.

It all started as I flew to London, on the plane.  I met a strange woman who called herself Cecily Lodestone.  The Countess of Lister.  She got on my nerves.  Thank god, I did not need to sit next to that blue fox coat for 6 hours.  I then took out a letter from Nigel Graham that said we could have a painting.  I read it over, and he seems like a nice man.  When I finally got to London, I met with the car and driver you reserved.  He drove me to the hotel The Golden Acorn.  I was booking my room when proprietor told me that Nigel was dead!  I could not believe this; he died right after inheriting the castle.  What a coincidence!  I was mad, the painting was the only reason I flew all the way over here.  Then I thought that I will go to the castle anyway; I still have the letter, and the new owner would need to let me pick something.  When I arrived at the castle, I met the butler named Prufrock and the person who said he was his long lost nephew.  He also said that his name was Cyril Simpson.  So, I went up to the painting gallery and I chose a painting.  The painting was a small one; it was a double portrait of a man and a woman.  When I looked on the back I saw another picture.  This wasn’t rare, artists usually paint on both sides to save money, as you know.  What was amazing though, was that the picture that looked just like Leonardo’s “cartoon” of the holy family, only smaller.  It must be worth a fortune if it was indeed painted by the great Leonardo!  He might have painted the smaller one as a sample.  Finally after some persistence, Nigel says that I can have it.  I get the butler to wrap it up for me, and I go back to the Golden Acorn.  It is late now, so I fall asleep.  As I sleep, I dream that the painting is not safe and that someone is trying to steal the painting from me!  I think that this cannot be true, I am all by myself.  I try to disregard the thought.  
The next morning, I wake up to find that find that my driver has left!  The proprietor of the Golden Acorn says that I told him to leave, but I never did that.  After this I meet Hank Driscoll, you know that guy from the new print shop next to our gallery back in New York.  He offered me a ride in his small, new Fiat Spider 124.  I accept, because I need to get back to London somehow.  While driving along on the road, Hank’s car suddenly breaks down!  All the dials were going crazy.  When he gets under the hood, he can’t find anything wrong with the car, and he is an auto enthusiast!  Strangely, that Cecily Lodestone lady shows up 5 minutes later and she offers to give me a ride in her silver Maserati.  I take the ride, but I feel bad about leaving Hank on the side of the road.  I then get back to London, and I check into a hotel, hoping to never see that Cecily again.  After a quick nap, I go out and walk to the London National Gallery.  I go in there, to look at the full-size holy family “cartoon,” and compare it mentally with mine.  It seamed exact!  I come out of the gallery full of happiness and I walk back to the hotel.  As I walk, I see a silver Maserati is following me, and almost his me.  I then find a note in my room that says to leave the painting in the woman’s restroom of Paddington Station, or get hurt.  The message also smelled like Cecily’s awful perfume.  Oh no, not her again, why does she always need to get involved.  On a whim, I unwrap the painting to see it, but find that “the painting” is nothing but a piece of plywood!  The Leonardo must have been stolen somewhere!  I then make up my mind to find that painting, I am not leaving England without it.  I fall asleep, wondering where that painting went.  
The next morning, Hank invites me to breakfast, and tells me that his car broke down because someone put sugar in his gas tank.  While in his car, he makes a stop at the pharmacy, and I “borrow” his car.  Please forgive me Dad, but I had to get that painting back.  I then drive myself back to the Golden Acorn, where the owner said he found a ladder propped up against my room’s window.  That must be where the painting was switched with the plywood.  I then go asleep, being careful to lock my door and window.  
The next morning, I go back to the castle and find that nephew in not home.  This is good because I wanted to look around.  Prufrock, the butler, confirms my wishes and lets me look around.  I go to the portrait gallery and I see that there was a shadow, from the sun, where the painting that I selected was hanging.  To find the size of the painting, a thief only had to measure the darkened part of the wall.  That’s how they were able to find the size of the board.  I then walk around and look in Cyril’s bedroom.  In his room, I see my painting.  Cyril have been the one who switched the paintings that night.  But what about the letter with Cecliy’s perfume in it.  That is still a mystery.  Painting in hand, I hop back in Hank’s car and drive back to London.  When I arrive, I go to Sotheby's, the famous auction house, and I give the painting to them.  The promise to send it to me in a week.  I also get them to make me a fake board, just like the one that the thief used.  I then return the car to Hank, and I get on the plane carrying the fake board.  

Well, I on the plane now.  If my plan goes right, the thief will try to steal the “valuable painting” (AKA, a piece of plywood) from me.  They will expose themselves and cause a ruckus to alert the police about them.  I think that is a good plan, Dad.  I hope it works, and I hope to see you again.  I can’t wait for the testing results to come in, and to see if the painting that I went through so much trouble for, is authentic.
                     Love,

Elizabeth Darragh
