Fourteen

Miss MARPLE TELLS A STORY
[

I don’t think I've ever told you, my dears—you, Raymond, and
you, Joan, about the rather curious little business that happened
some years ago now. [ don’t want to seem vain in any way—of course
I know that in comparison with you young people I'm not clever
at all—Raymond writes those very modern books all about rather
unpleasant young men and women—and Joan paints those very re-
markable pictures of square people with curious bulges on them—
very clever of you, my dear, but as Raymond always says (only quite
kindly, because he is the kindest of nephews) I am hopelessly Vic-
torian. | admire Mr. Alma-Tadema and Mr. Frederic Leighton and
I suppose to you they seem hopelessly viewx jeu. Now let me see,
what was I saying? Oh, yes—that I didn’t want to appear vain—but

beginning. Gy

Well, I'll tell .
berebnaieg YOI:I my little story, and if you think I'm ing|; q
fello about it, you muyst remember thar [ dig 1 i

W creature who was jn very grave distres at least help 5

S,

—
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When we were settled in the dining room and Gwen had
brought the cherry brandy, Mr. Petherick explained the reason for
his visit.

“Miss Marple,” he said, “you must forgive an old friend for tal-
ing a liberty. What I have come here for is a consultation.”

I couldn’t understand at all what he meant, and he went on:

“In a case of illness one likes two points of view—that of the
specialist and that of the family physician. It is the fashion to regard
the former as of more value, but I am not sure that I agree. The
specialist has experience only in his own subject—the family doctor
has, perhaps, less knowledge—but a wider experience.”

I knew just what he meant, because a young niece of mine not
long before had hurried her child off td a very well-known specialist
in skin diseases without consulting her own doctor whom she con-
sidered an old dodderer, and the specialist had ordered some very
expensive treatment, and later found that all the child was suffering
from was a rather unusual form of measles.

I just mention this—though I have a horror of digressing—to
show that I appreciate Mr. Petherick’s point—but I still hadn't any
idea what he was driving at.

“If Mr. Rhodes is ill—" I said, and stopped—because the poor
man gave a most dreadful laugh.

He said: “I expect to die of a broken neck in a few months’
time.”

And then it all came out. There had been a case of murder
lately in Barnchester—a town about twenty miles away. I'm afraid I
hadn’t paid much attention to it at the time, because we had been
having a lot of excitement in the village about our district nurse,

and outside occurrences like an earthquake in India and a murder
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in Barnchester, although of course far more important really—had

E:enhway to our own little local excitements. I'm afraid villages ar
ike that. Still, I did remember havi )

! aving read about a i

! : woman havi
een .stabbed in a hotel, though I hadn’t remembered her name Btf
nox.;; 1th seemed that this woman had been Mr. Rhodes’s wife—and

as if t ) o

l- at wasn't bad enough—he was actually under suspicion of
having murdered her himself. ’

All this Mr. Petherick explained to me very clearly, saying th,
although the Coronor’s jury had brought in a verdict 01; er:ilfrtb ;
ierson or persons unknown, Mr. Rhodes had reason to believe tl':(ail
e would probably be arrested within a day or two, and that he had
.come to Mr. Petherick and placed himself in his hands. Mr. P efha
ick went on to say that they had that afternoon consul.ted S eMelr-
colm Olde, K.C., and that in the event of the case comi H 'a :
Sir Malcolm had been briefed to defend Mr. Rhodes it

SI
it Malcolm was a young man, Mr. Petherick said, very up to

;‘:tte ‘:r:z}llu; r;e;;l;zdsf, :I}d he had indicated a certain line of defence.
" of defence Mr. Petherick was not entirely satisfied.
| Olf see, my dear lady,” he said, “it is tainted with what I call
the specialist’s point of view. Give Sir Malcolm a case and h j
only one point—the most likely line of defence. But even the ;ees
line of defence may ignore completely what is, to my mind, th . ‘eSt
point. It takes no account of what actually happened.” e
}abou'i"hen he went on .to say some very kind and flattering things
my acumen and judgement and my knowledge of human na-

3 .
h re, and asked permission to tell me the story of the case in the
OpeI:s that I might be able to suggest some explanation

could see that Mr. Rhodes was highly sceptical of my be-

i
ng of any use and he was annoyed at being brought here. But
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M. Petherick took no notice and proceeded to give me the facts of
what occurred on the night of March 8th.
M. and Mrs. Rhodes had been staying at the Crown Hotel in
Barnchester. Mrs. Rhodes who (so I gathered from Mr. Petherick’s
careful language) was perhaps just a shade of a hypochondriac, had
retired to bed immediately after dinner. She and her husband oc-
cupied adjoining rooms with a connecting door. Mr. Rhodes, who is
writing a book on prehistoric flints, settled down to work in the ad-
joining room. At eleven o'clock he tidied up his papers and prepared
to go to bed. Before doing so, he just glanced into his wife’s room
to make sure that there was nothing she wanted. He discovered the
electric light on and his wife lying in bed stabbed through the heart.
She had been dead at least an hour—Brobably longer. The follow-
ing were the points made. There was another door in Mrs. Rhodes's
room leading into the corridor. This door was locked and bolted on
the inside. The only window in the room was closed and latched.
According to Mr. Rhodes nobody had passed through the room
in which he was sitting except a chambermaid bringing hot-water
bottles. The weapon found in the wound was a stiletto dagger which
had been lying on Mrs. Rhodes’s dressing table. She was in the habit
of using it as a paper knife. There were no fingerprints on it.
The situation boiled down to this—no one but Mr. Rhodes and
the chambermaid had entered the victim’s room.
I enquired about the chambermaid.
“That was our first line of enquiry,” said Mr. Petherick. “Mary
Hill is a local woman. She had been chambermaid at the Crown for
ten years. There seems absolutely no reason why she should com-
mit a sudden assault on a guest. She is, in any case, extraordinarily

stupid, almost half-witted. Her story has never varied. She brought

T

- most of it up.”
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Mrs. Rhodes her hot-water bottle and s
dropping off to sleep. Frankly,
jury would believe,

ays the lady was drowsy—just
I cannot believe, and I am sure no
that she committed the crime.”

Mr. Petherick went on to mention a few additional details, At
the head of the staircase in the Crown Hotel is 5 kind of mi;lia—
ture lounge where people sometimes sit and have coffee. A pass
goes off to the right and the Jast door in it is the doa;r ir?to :E:
room occupied by Mr. Rhodes, The passage then turns sharply t
the right again and the first door round the corner i the doof iilto
Mrs. Rhodes’s room. As it happened, both these doors could be seerc:

by witnesses. The first door—that into Mr. Rhodes’s room
will call A, could be seen by four people, ,
and an elderly married couple who were
them nobody went in or out of door A
chambermaid. As to the other door in
electrician at work there and he also s

left door B except the chambermaid,

which I
two commercial travellers
having coffee, According to
except Mr. Rhodes and the
the passage B, there was an
wears that nobody entered or

‘ It was certainly a very curious and interesting case. On the face
of it, it looked as though Mr. Rhodes must have murdered his wife
J:ButI could see that Mr. Petherick was quite convinced of his cIient’s‘
innocence and Mr. Petherick was a very shrewd man.

At the inquest Mr. Rhodes had told a hesi

story about some woman who had written th
wife. His story,

tating and rambling
reatening letters to his
I gathered, had been unconvincing in the extreme

Appealed to by Mr, Petherick, he explained himself. -

“Frankly,” he said, “I never believed it, I thought Amy had made

Mrs, Rhodes,

I gathered, was one of those romantic liars who

| 8o through life embroidering everything that happens to them. The
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amount of adventures that, according to her own account, hap-
pened to her in a year was simply incredible. If she slipped on a bit
of banana peel it was a case of near escape from death. If a lamp-
shade caught fire she was rescued from a burning building at the
hazard of her life. Her husband got into the habit of discounting
her statements. Her tale as to some woman whose child she had
injured in a motor accident and who had vowed vengeance on
her—well—Mr. Rhodes had simply not taken any notice of it. The
incident had happened before he married his wife and although she
had read him letters couched in crazy language, he had suspected
her of composing them herself. She had actually done such a thing
once or twice before. She was a woman of hysterical tendencies who
craved ceaselessly for excitement. ’

Now, all that seemed to me very natural—indeed, we have a
young woman in the village who does much the same thing. The
danger with such people is that when anything at all extraordinary
really does happen to them, nobody believes they are speaking the
truth. It seemed to me that that was what had happened in this
case. The police, I gathered, merely believed that Mr. Rhodes was
making up this unconvincing tale in order to avert suspicion from
himself.

 asked if there had been any women staying by themselves in
the hotel. It seemed there were two—a Mrs. Granby, an Anglo-
Indian widow, and a Miss Carruthers, rather a horsey spinster who
dropped her g’s. Mr. Petherick added that the most minute enquiries
had failed to elicit anyone who had seen either of them near the
scene of the crime and there was nothing to connect either of them

with it in any way. I asked him to describe their personal appear-

1
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ance. He said thar Mrs, Granb

P y had reddish hair rather untidily

fac
bed and about fifty years of age. Her clothes were
e, bei
eing made mostly of native silk, etc. Miss Car.

“D ” [ "
ear me,” | said, “thar makes it very difficult.”

Mr. Petherick looked enquiringly at me
anymore just then, |

Sir Malcolm
medical testimony
gerprint difficulty.
all doctors were fo
wife had killed h,

simply—and [ be]
suicide,

but I didn’ want to
so I asked what Sir Malcolm Olde had said E

wals‘:I confident of being able to cal] conflicting
Ian to suggest some way of getting over the fin-
asked Mr. Rhodes what he thought and he id
ols but he himself couldn't really believe th s:_l‘
erself. “She wasn't that kind of woman,” hea';aij

ieved him. Hyster;
ysterical people don't usually commit

3 IR;hought @ minute and then I asked
IS, !

odes’s room led straight into the corridor Mr. Rh '
no—there was a little hallway with 5 bathroo P

was the door from the bed m and lavatory. It
ro
bolted on the inside. om to the hallway that wag locked and

if the door from

2{1 C;hat case,” I said, “the whole thi
nd really, you know, it di i
And yet no one seemed to ;’:f:f seent }iltetz;ntp:“ Dol
Both Mr. Petherick and Mr. R <
Ifelt quite embarrassed.
“Perhaps,” said Mr. Rhodes
ated the difficulties.” |
“Yes,” said,

1§ seems remarkably simple.”

hodes were staring at me so that
“ '
Miss Marple hasn't quite appreci-

“I E
think I have, There are four possibilities, Either
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Mirs. Rhodes was killed by her husband, or by the chambermaid, or
she committed suicide, or she was killed by an outsider whom no-
body saw enter or leave.”

“And that's impossible,” Mr. Rhodes broke in. “Nobody could
come in or go out through my room without my seeing them, and
even if anyone did manage to come in through my wife’s room with-
out the electrician seeing them, how the devil could they get out
again leaving the door locked and bolted on the inside?”

M. Petherick looked at me and said: “Well, Miss Marple?” in

an encouraging manner,
41 should like,” I said, “to ask a question. Mr. Rhodes, what did

the chambermaid look like?”
He said he wasn’t sure—she was tallish, he thought—he didn’t
remember if she was fair or dark. I turned to Mr. Petherick and asked

the same question.
He said she was of medium height, had fairish hair and blue eyes

and rather a high colour.
M. Rhodes said: “You are a better observer than L am, Petherick.”
I ventured to disagree. I then asked Mr. Rhodes if he could de-
scribe the maid in my house. Neither he nor Mr. Petherick could

do so.

“Don’t you see what that means?” 1 said. “You both came here
full of your own affairs and the person who let you in was only a par-
lowrmaid. The same applies to Mr. Rhodes at the hotel. He saw her
uniform and her apron. He was engrossed by his work. But M. Peth-
erick has interviewed the same woman in a different capacity. He

has looked at her as a person.
“That's what the woman who did the murder counted upon.”

As they still didn’t see, I had to explain.

- dinary middle-aged woman— el

F—-—q
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il ]
m

Mrs. Rhodes’s room with the hot-

Mr. Rhodes was working.”

Mr. Rhodes cried ‘
. out: “But [ sh
cian would have seen her goin.” ould have seen her. The electri-

“No,” Isaid. “That’s where you're wrong, Y
- ng. You wouldn’
{Yhe were dressed as g chambermaid.” | et it iy
on ‘
» Tou were engrossed in your work—out of
I:ou saw a chambermaid come in
ack and go o ’
i Whg }l:t. It was the same dress—but not the same
at the people havi W,
ving coffee saw:
and a chambermaj R
o 0 in
e aid come out, The electrician did the same Igd
| s . I dare
- . aid were very Pretty a gentleman might notice h
e ' . er
ature being what it is—hy¢ if she were just
| ust an or-
L it would be the cha i
you would see—not the woman herself” T

Mr. Rhodes cried: “Who was she?”

“Well,” I said, is goi
B Gs;:d;J that AI; going to be a little difficylt It must be
_ ; by or Miss Carruthers, M ’
» Mrs. Granby sounds as

sink in, then I wen¢
the tail of your eye
80 Into your wife’s room, come
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“ t i hair as a chambermaid. On the other hand, Miss Carruthers with world. Mr. Rhode ha

| *, . S . :
| ‘ her close-cropped mannish head might easily put on a wig to play and they've gor a § Imarned again—such a nice, sensibje gitl

I i ear li =

“ | J i her part. I dare say you will find out easily enough which of them it asked me to be godmorth:ﬂ;;abs’/ za}nd—what do you think?—-—they
‘I ' "ll is. Personally, I incline myself to think it will be Miss Carruthers.” Now I do & T. Wasn't it nice of them?

1 ope 3 . %

i And really, my dears, that is the end of the story. Carruthers long, . .. Pe you don't think e been running on too

3 was a false name, but she was the woman all right. There was insan-
i ity in her family. Mrs. Rhodes, who was a most reckless and danger-
' -: ous driver, had run over her little girl, and it had driven the poor
woman off her head. She concealed her madness very cunningly ex-
cept for writing distinctly insane latters to her intended victim. She
had been following her about for some time, and she laid her plans
A very cleverly. The false hair and maid’s dress she posted in a parcel
first thing the next morning. When taxed with the truth she broke
down and confessed at once. The poor thing is in Broadmoor now.
i Completely unbalanced of course, but a very cleverly planned crime.
| i Mr. Petherick came to me afterwards and brought me a very
‘ nice letter from Mr. Rhodes—really, it made me blush. Then my
old friend said to me: “Just one thing—why did you think it was
‘ ‘]I | more likely to be Carruthers than Granby? You'd never seen either |
| of them.” | i
“Well,” I said. “It was the g's. You said she dropped her g's. Now, | '
that’s done by a lot of hunting people in books, but I don’t know
| many people who do it in reality—and certainly no one under sixty.
I You said this woman was forty. Those dropped g's sounded to me
like a woman who was playing a part and overdoing it.” ‘
B I shan’t tell you what Mr. Petherick said to that—but he was | |
i very complimentary—and I really couldn’t help feeling just a teeny

‘ L: Q weeny bit pleased with myself.
, And it’s extraordinary how things turn out for the best in this-
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Edward groaned. He sat down and buried his face in his hands.

“What's the matter?” demanded Charmian.

“Nothing. It's only the awful thought that, but for Miss Marple,
we might have burned these letters in a decent, gentlemanly way!”

“Ah?” said Miss Marple, “that’s just what these old gentlemen
who are fond of their jokes never realize. Uncle Henry, I rerember,
sent a favourite niece a five-pound note for a Christmas present. He
put it in a Christmas card, gummed the card together, and wrote on
it, Love and best wishes. Afraid this is all I can manage this year.” ” | Si Xteen

“She, poor girl, was annoyed at what she thought was his mean- |
ness and threw it all straight into the fire; then, of course, he had to i
give her another.” THE CASE OF THE PERFE

Edward’s feelings towards Uncle Henty had suffered an abrupt | cT Mamp

and complete change.
“Miss Marple,” he said, “I'm going to geta bottle of champagne.

We'll all drink the health of your Uncle Henry”
1

Oh, if you please, madam, could | s

It might be tho
ught that this reque i
o - t
absurdlty, since Edna, Miss Ma Bt i

; rple’s little maid
ing to her mistress at the moment » was actually speak-

Recognizi idi
gnizing the idiom, however, Miss Marple said prompt]
ptly,

B . -
ml;.(, Edna, come in and shut the door, What is it?”
Obediently shutting the door. -

ted the corner of her apron bet

e Or twice,

E(Y-e » & )

“ s, Edna?” said Miss Marple encouragingl

“Oh, please, ma’am. ir’ or
» Maam, it's my cousin, Gladdie.”

peak to you a moment?”

Edna advanced into the room
)

ween her fingers, and swallowed
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ala . e t .
g ¢ p . e,

"
s lost her place. o
i S“];S t me, I am sorry to hear that. She was at Old Hal
ear me,

. ?”
i iss—Misses—Skinner!
S s right, ma'am. And Gladdie’s very upset about
“Yes, ma'am, that’s right,

it—very upset indeed.” .
) Vg dp has changed places rather often before, th gh
“Gla ys
gl ie is. She
hasntosh s ma'am. She’s always one for a change, Gladdlg i "
i | i ean. But she’s
er seems to get really settled, if you know what I m
nev : i
ive the notice, you see!
been the one to give t ) o
alwa?‘:: d this time it's the other way round?” asked Miss P
n
: ”
drle.Y ma’am, and it’s upset Gladdie something awful.l ek
i , i ection of
Miss Marple looked slightly surprised. Her Tecczhe my
Gladys, who had occasionally come to drink tea hu; il
ahv 1“days out” was a stout, giggling girl of unshakably
on her :
. i —the
temp]:(;imen t on. “You see, ma'am, it's the way it happened
a went on.

way Miss Skinner looked.”

i “did Mi inner
‘How,” enquired Miss Marple patiently, did Miss Ski
“How, ;

k?” . | |
i This time Edna got well away with her news bulletin

' ch a shock to Gladdie. You see, one
“Oh, ma’am, it was ever su
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as never was, and of course nobody likes a ¢

Pen; it’s upsetting, maam, if you know what

rywhere, and there was Miss Lavinia saying she
Was going to the police aboyt it, and then it turned up again,
right to the back of drawer in the

hing like that o hap-
I mean. And Gladdie’s

pushed
dressing table, and very thankfy]

gh having no particular liking for
the bouncing, self-opinionated Gladys,

she was quite sure of the

girl’s intrinsic honesty and could well imagine that the affair must
have upset her.

Edna said wistfully, “ Suppose, ma'am,

could do about jt? Gladdie’s in ever such g

~ “Tell her not to be silly,” said Miss Ma

there isn’t anything youy
taking.”

rple crisply, “If she didn’t

“I'll get about,” said Edna dismally.

, Miss Marple said, “l—er—am going up that way this afternoon.
Ml have a word with the Misses Skinner.”

“Oh, thank you, madam,” said Edna,
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i nded by woods and park

a big Victorian house surrou ,
i Ha"n wa‘i had been proved unlettable and unsaleable 'as it was,
e eculator had divided it into four flats with a CETI-
and the use of “the grounds” to be held in

an enterprising sp
. hOtfwaterhSYSt:Z;ts‘ The experiment had been satisfactory. A
common by the .te old lady and her maid occupied one flat. The (‘Jld
rich and eccent.rlc for birds and entertained a feathered gathering
lady had a Pasmzn A retired Indian judge and his wife rentecli a
i ::ng couple, recently married, occupied the t}'nrd,
i VEZI:{ d been taken only two months ago by two maiden
and the fourth ha of Skinner. The four sets of tenants were only
ladies of the ;amzt i ol other, since none of them ha.d
- t}: mc:: cct::inon. The landlord had been heard to say that this
anything

ellent thing. What he dreaded were friendships followed
was an exc :

omplaints to him.
g esn?ng;[m: nites i:: ::212::; (\:vitlf all the tenants, thou;lgh she
b :f I':cil'lem well. The elder Miss Skinner, Miss Lavlmla, “Iras
S m‘me med the working member of the firm, Miss Emily,
e t&1-1: most of her time in bed suffering from various
a8 You'nget, if‘ei in the opinion of St. Mary Mead, were largely
N llc I\,/Iiss Lavinia believed devoutly in her sister's mar-
imagi]mwdonts‘(ence: under affliction, and willingly ran errands and
wriltmcrll :: af:i ldown to the village for things that “my sister had
trotte
T fanmed"”w of St. Mary Mead that if Miss Emily suffered.
half : wrjli::ea?sehe said she did, she would have. sent for Doc}:zz
y k long ago. But Miss Emily, when this was hinted to her, s
}:avdo; izr;g superior way and murmured that her case was not &
er ey

day, poor dear. Hope she'll see you,

of conversation
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simple one—the best specialists in London had been baffled by it—
and that a wonderful new man had put her on a most revolution-
ary course of treatment and that she really hoped her health would
improve under it. No humdrum GP could possibly understand her
case,

“And it's my opinion,” said the outspoken Miss Hartnell, “that
she’s very wise not to send for him, Dear Doctor Haydock, in
breezy manner of his, would tell her that there was

matter with her and to get up and not make a fuss! Do her 4 lot of
good!”

that
nothing the

Failing such arbitrary treatment, however,

Miss Emily contin-
ued to lie on sofas,

to surround herself with strange little pill boxes,
and to reject nearly everything that had been cooked for her and ask

for something else—usually something difficult and inconvenient
to get.

The door was opened to Miss Marple by “Gladdie,
depressed than Miss Marple had ever thought possibl
room (a quarter of the late drawing room,

tioned into a dining room, drawing room,

" looking more
- In the sitting
which had been parti-

bathroom, and house-

maid’s cupboard), Miss Lavinia rose to greet Miss Marple.

Lavinia Skinner was a tall, gaunt, bony female of fifty. She had

agruff voice and an abrupt manner.

“Nice to see you,” she said. “Emily’s lying down—feeling low to-

it would cheer her up, but there

ate times when she doesn’t feel up to seeing anybody. Poor dear, she’s
Wonderfully patient.”

Miss Marple responded politely. Servants were the main topic

in St. Mary Mead, so it was not difficult to lead the
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i d that
conversation in that direction. Miss Marple said she had hear
ice gi lmes, was leaving.
that nice girl, Gladys Holmes, -
Miss La\,rinia nodded. “Wednesday week. Broke things, you
know. Can’t have that.” | |
Miss Marple sighed and said we all had to put up with thl;,g;
i try. Di
nowadays. It was so difficult to get girls to come to rhedco:m y.
Miss Skinner really think it was wise to part with Gla Ys. el
“Know it's difficult to get servants,” admitted Miss ;’ nia.
't wonder—
“The Devereuxs haven't got anybody—but then, d‘ont w;: -
always quarrelling, jazz on all night—meals anyttr;;— v
i | e Lar-
knows nothing of housekeeping. I pity her husharllci; A eln i
' ir maid. Of course, what with the ju
kins have just lost their mai ; ‘ g5
dian temper and his wanting chota hazri, as he calls it, f;t six Ir:h t
i 't wonder at that,
i kin always fussing, I don't wo
morning and Mrs. Lar el
i ) t is a fixture of course—thoug
either. Mrs. Carmichael’s Jane "
opinion she’s the most disagreeable woman, and absolutely bullie
he old lady” | -
t “Then don't you think you might reconsider your decision about
ily; st
Gladys? She really is a nice girl. [ know all her family; very hone
and superior.”
Miss Lavinia shook her head.
“Pye got my reasons,” she said importantly.

Miss Marple murmured, “You missed a brooch, I L.md;mat;:; "
“Now, who has been talking? I suppose the g1r.l as. .
frankly, I'm almost certain she took it. And then got frightene : ﬁ_ﬁ E
t it I;ack—but, of course, one can't say anything T.mlesst oy “ |
I::re » She changed the subject. “Do come and see Emily, Miss Mar

ple. I'm sure it would do her good.”

Miss Marple followed meekly to where Miss Lavinia knocked

1
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on a door, was bidden enter,

and ushered her guest into the best
room in the flat,

most of the light of which was excluded by half.
drawn blinds. Miss Emily was lying in bed, apparently enjoying the
half gloom and her own indefinite sufferings,

The dim light showed her to be a thin,
ture, with a good deal of greyish-yellow hair
her head and erupting into curls,

indecisive-looking crea-
untidily wound around
the whole thing looking like a
bird’s nest of which no self-respecting bird could be proud. There was
asmell in the room of Eau de Cologne,

With half-closed eyes and a thin,
explained that this was “one of her bad

stale biscuits, and camphor,
weak voice, Emily Skinner
days.”
“The worst of ill health is” said Miss Emily in a melancholy
tone, “that one knows what a burden one is to everyone around one.,
. “Lavinia is very good to me. Lavvie dear, I do so hate giving
| trouble but if my hot-water bottle could only be filled in the way [
like it—too full it weighs on me so—on the other hand,
sufficiently filled, it gets cold immediately!”
“I'm sorry,

if it is not

dear. Give it to me. [ wil] empty a little out”

if you're doing that, it might be refilled. There are
no rusks in the house,

\‘ “Perhaps,

I suppose—no, no, it doesn’t matter. I can
do without. Some weak tea and a slice of lemon—no lemons? No,
teally, I couldn’t drink tea without

lemon. I think the milk was
tly turned this morning. It has put me against milk in my tea.
doesn’t matter. I can do without my tea, Only I do feel so weak.
jstets, they say, are nourishing, I wonder if I could fancy a few? N,
% too much bother to get hold of them so late in the day. I can fast
until tomorrow.”

Lavinia left the room murmuring something incoherent about
ling down to the village.
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did
Miss Emily smiled feebly at her guest and remarked that she di

? S 8-
1111

honesty were already going aroun: t:e :;Ilzlg; i
iss Wetherby tac! ,
In the post office, Miss ! g o
hey gave her a written reference saying she was willing any
they

a

ut a brooch. 1
ost significant! I hear there was some trouble abo
me m

i doesn’t
think there must be something in it, you know, be:lause one o
l i ave. Y
it's something rather gr:
let a servant go nowadays unless e il
find it most difficult to get anyone else. Girls simply L
pl.d IL-I 1. They're nervous coming home on their days out. You se;,
a ' -
21 Skinners won't find anyone else, and then, perhaps, tillat d'r:ea
PP ‘ ething!
ful hypochondriac sister will have to get up and .do som : Enown
’ (v} t was the chagrin of the village when it was made g
rea g
that the Misses Skinner had engaged, from an agency, a n

aragon.
who, by all accounts, was a perfect parag R
“A three-years” reference recommending her

3]
feel we have been most fortunate. o
“Well, really,” said Miss Marple, to whom these
]

/ . “It does seem to0 |
parted by Miss Lavinia in the fishmonger's shop :

good to be true”

on
It then became the opinion of St. Mary Mead that the paragi

i i ive.
would cry off at the last minute and fail to arrivi

icati however,
None of these prognostications came true,

S 4l
g

b |

~ the resolution to get rid of that other girl. M;

lately. She can't help it, of course,

Miss Marple: The Complete Short Stories l 27

Mary Higgins, driving through the village in Reed's taxi to Old

Hall. It had to be admitted that her appearance was

respectable-looking woman, very neatly dressed.

When Miss Marple next visited Old Hall, on the occasion of
recruiting stall-

good. A most

holders for the vicarage fete, Mary Higgins opened

the door. She was certainly a most superior-looking maid, at a guess

forty years of age, with neat black hair, rosy cheeks,
discreetly arrayed in black with a white apron and

good, old-fashioned type of servant,” as Miss Mar
terwards,

a plump figure
cap—“quite the

ple explained af.
and with the proper, inaudible respectful voice, so differ.

ent from the loud but adenoidal accents of Gladys.

Miss Lavinia was looking far less harassed than usual and, al-
though she regretted that she could not take a stall owing to her
preoccupation with her sister, she nevertheless tendered a handsome
monetary contribution, and promised to produce a consignment of
pen-wipers and babies’ socks. |

Miss Marple commented on her air of well-being,

“I really feel I owe a great deal to Mary, I am so thankful I had

ary is really invaluable.
beautifully and keeps our little flat scrupu-

s turned over every day. And she is really

Cooks nicely and waits
lously clean—mattresse
wonderful with Emily!”

Miss Marple hastily enquired after Emily.

“Oh, poor dear, she has been very much under the weather
but it really makes things a little
ficult sometimes, Wanting certain things cooked and then, when
¥y come, saying she can't eat now—and then wanting them again
If an hour later and everything spoiled and having to be done

0. It makes, of course, a lot of work—but fortunately Mary does
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not seem to mind at all. She’s used to waiting on invalids, she says,
and understands them. It is such a comfort.”

“Dear me,” said Miss Marple. “You are fortunate.”

“Yes, indeed. I really feel Mary has been sent to us as an answer
to prayer.”

“She sounds to me,” said Miss Marple, “almost too good to be

true. I should—well, I should be a little careful if I were you.”

Lavinia Skinner failed to perceive the point of this remark. She
said, “Oh! I assure youIdoall I can to make her comfortable. I don’t
know what I should do if she left”

“l don't expect she'll leave until she’s ready to leave,” said
Miss Marple and stared very hard at her hostess.

Miss Lavinia said, “If one has no domeltic worries, it takes such
a load off one’s mind, doesn't it? How is your little Edna shaping?”

“She’s doing quite nicely. Not much head, of course. Not like
your Mary. Still, I do know all about Edna because she’s a village
girl”

As she went out into the hall she heard the invalid’s voice fret-
fully raised. “This compress has been allowed to get quite dry—
Doctor Allerton particularly said moisture continually renewed.
There, there, leave it. [ want a cup of tea and a boiled egg—boiled
only three minutes and a half, remember, and send Miss Lavinia
to me.”

The efficient Mary emerged from the bedroom and, saying to
Lavinia, “Miss Emily is asking for you, madam,” proceeded to open
the door for Miss Marple, helping her into her coat and handing her
her umbrella in the most irreproachable fashion.

Miss Marple took the umbrella, dropped it, tried to pick it up,
and dropped her bag, which flew open. Mary politely retrieved varic
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ous odds and ends—a handkerchief, an e
fashioned leather purse, two shillings
piece of peppermint rock.

‘I‘\/Ic;}s:: Ziz;rfl:hreceived the last with some signs of confusion.
- SUCk,ing i,t Iat must have been Mrs. Clement’s little boy. He
ke ; Ire'me.mber, and he took my bag to play with
- putl it inside. It’s terribly sticky, isn’t it?” |
all I take it, madam?”
“Oh, would you? Thank you so much.”

II 1 .‘ ] l . ]I ]

covering which Miss Marple exclaimed ferventl
that that isn’t broken.” :

ngagement book, an olgd-
three pennies, and a striped

upon re-
“
How lucky, now,

] g d
€

X ?

@)
Mn the eleventh day, the village awoke to its big thrill
ary, the paragon, was missing! Her bed had not been. 1
slept in,

and the front door was found ajar. She had s

ing the night_ ipped out quietly dur-

And not Mary alone was missing!

: Two brooch.
| i ches and five ri
Miss Lavinia’s; three rings, i

a pendant, a bracel
" | et, and four
of Miss Emily’s were missin , also! | oo

I _
t was the beginning of 4 chapter of catastrophe

Young Mrs. Devereux had lost her diamonds

in an unlocked drawer which she kept

and also some valuable furs given to her as

2 weddi '
ing present. The judge and his wife also had had jeweller
y

o C y- .
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fferer. Not only had she some very valuable jewels b;lt ks;l;;

= Su‘ ! h. flat a large sum of money which had goTle. t X
et L? i ‘a out, and her mistress was in the habit of wall -
TN Slfvezlrrcllins a:t dusk calling to the birds and scatte:ng
" nl?:nft :e:rfed clear that Mary, the perfect maid, had had keys
crumbs.
fg i ﬂats'! st be confesséd, a certain amount of ill-natured
plea’srt‘:: j;:is ,I\‘Ata::[;uMead. Miss Lavinia had boasted so much of her
marvellous Mary. | o

% the time, my dear, just a common | |

If::efe:gng revelations followed. Not orfly had Marz i:jf}lz:daz :
i blue, but the agency who had provided her a.n ——
=i i 'l as alarmed to find that thé’Mary Higgins w -
- ;rzd:: z:e;wand whose references they had taken up had, toa
applie

l“

of a bona fide
existed. It was the name
i and purposes, never . P
- ho had lived with the bona fide sister of a decz:m .
o i i wall.
serv";’ Higgins was existing peacefully in a place in Corn -
y or
) ¢ Daty d clever, the whole thing,” Inspector Slack was o
iy , i ng. There
dmit. “And, if you ask me, that woman works with adga g "
. , ear ago.
=iy e of much the same kind in Northumberland a y: by
. , we'll do
Wasf? . ever traced, and they never caught her. However,
Stuff was n A w
better than that in Much Benham! -
Inspector Slack was always a confident I_IIn i.ns o
d, and Mary Higg
rtheless, weeks passed, -4
vae large. In vain Inspector Slack redoubled that energy
phantly at large.

so belied his name.

. ; o upset, and
. iss Emily was s
) vinia remained tearful. M
Miss Lavinia re

for Doctor
felt so alarmed by her condition that she actually sent for

elt so alar:

Haydock.

' lsay properly.
| thi ?No,
in the modern style—just a governess,

the dates of the kings of England and g

‘moments.”
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tho

, but naturally could pot
ask hi '

through Mr. Meek, the chemist’s

assistant, who wag walking oyt
with Clara, Mrs, Price-

Ridley’s maid. It was then known that Doctor
d a mixture of 3
according to Mr. Meek, was

army!

safoetida and valerian which,

the stock remedy for malingerers in the
Soon afterwards it was learned that Miss Emily,

the medical attentiop she had had

of her health she felt i her dut

who understood her case. It

not relishing
» Was declaring that i the state

y to be near the specialist in London

was, she said, only fair to Lavinia,
The flat was put up for subletting,

It was a few days after

tered, called at the pol

Inspector Slack.
Inspector Slack did not like M

the Chief Constable, Colonel Mel
Rather grudgingly,

that that Miss Marple, rather pink and flus-
ice station in Much Benham and asked for

iss Marple. But he was aware that

chett, did not share that opinion,
therefore, he received her.
“Good afternoon, Miss Ma

“Oh, dear,” said Miss Mar
“Lots of work on,

rple, what can I do for you?”
ple, “I'm afraid you're in a hurry,”
" said Inspector Slack, “but I can spare a few

“Oh dear,” said Miss Marple. “I hope I shal] be able to put what

So difficult, you know, to ex

plain oneself, don't you
perhaps you don'’t, Byt you see,

not having been educated
you know, who taught one

eneral knowledge—Docror
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! Brewer—three kinds of diseases of wheat—blight, mildew—now

R what was the third—was it smut?”
i “Do you want to talk about smut?” asked Inspector Slack and

then blushed.

“It might, madam. The

y may b
her first job, I'd say!” v be known at the Yard, This isn't

“Oh, no, no.” Miss Marple hastily disclaimed any wish to mirror. Tt

ralk about smut. “Just an illustration, you know. And how needles
are made, and all that. Discursive, you know, but not teaching
one to keep to the point. Which is what 1 want to do. It’s about
Miss Skinner’s maid, Gladys, you know.”

“Mary Higgins,” said Inspector Slack.

“Oh, yes, the second maid. But it's Gladys Holmes 1 mean—
rather an impertinent girl and far too pleased with herself but really
strictly honest, and it’s so important that that should be recognized.”

“No charge against her so far as [ know,” said the inspector.

“No, I know there isn’t a charge—but that makes it worse. Be-
cause, you see, people go on thinking things. Oh, dear—I knew I
should explain things badly. What I really mean is that the impor-
tant thing is to find Mary Higgins.”

“Certainly,” said Inspector Slack. “Have you any ideas on the
subject?”

“Well, as a matter of fact, | have,” said Miss Marple. “May I ask
you a question! Are fingerprints of no use to you?”

“Ah,” said Inspector Slack, “that’s where she was a bit too art-
ful for us. Did most of her work in rubber gloves or housemaid’s
gloves, it seems. And she'd been careful—wiped off everything in
her bedroom and on the sink. Couldn't find a single fingerprint in

the place!”
“If you did have fingerprints, would it help?”

| ‘From my handbag,” said Miss Marple
onit. I think they should be satisfactory—. h
sticky substance a moment previously. ”Y s

Inspector Slack stared. “Did .
purpose?”

“Of course.”

L1 ¥
The maids prints are

e touched an extremely

you get her fingerprints on

“You suspected her then?”

“Well, you know, it di
y , it did strike me that
she ;
to be true, Ipl'actically el Mg e was a little too good

) nia so. But she s

take the hint! T’ . she simply wouldn’
int! I'm afraid, you know, Inspector, that I don’t belj I.lt
paragons. Most of us have our faults—and d n'’t believe in

them up very quickly!”

[ n .
Well,” said Inspector Slack, recover;

to you, I'm sure. We'll send these u
have to say.”

omestic service shows

ng his balance, “I'm obliged
P to the Yard and see what they

He sto i €
ppec.l. Miss Marple had put her head a little on one sid
and was regarding him with a good deal of meanin, i
g‘

[
You wouldn’t consider, I suppose
]

Beerce o Inspector, looking a little

:I\)E/hat do you mean, Miss Marple?”
| ts very difficult to explain,
liar thing you notice it. Although
merest trifles. I've felt that all along,

but when you come across a pecu-
, often, peculiar things may be the
you know; I mean about Gladys
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and the brooch. She’s an honest girl; she didn't take that brooch.
Then why did Miss Skinner think she did? Miss Skinner’s not a fool;
far from it! Why was she so anxious to let a girl go who was a good
servant when servants are hard to get? It was peculiar, you know. So
I wondered. I wondered a good deal. And I noticed another peculiar
thing! Miss Emily’s a hypochondriac, but she’s the first hypochon-
driac who hasn’t sent for some doctor or other at once. Hypochon-
driacs love doctors, Miss Emily didn’t!”

“What are you suggesting, Miss Marple?”

“Well, 'm suggesting, you know, that Miss Lavinia and Miss Em-
ily are peculiar people. Miss Emily spends nearly all her time in a
dark room. And if that hair of hers isn't a wig I—I'll eat my own
back switch! And what I say is this—it’s petfectly possible for a thin,
pale, grey-haired, whining woman to be the same as a black-haired,
rosy-cheeked, plump woman. And nobody that I can find ever saw
Miss Emily and Mary Higgins at one and the same time.

“Plenty of time to get impressions of all the keys, plenty of time
to find out all about the other tenants, and then—get rid of the
local girl. Miss Emily takes a brisk walk across country one night
and arrives at the station as Mary Higgins next day. And then, at
the right moment, Mary Higgins disappears, and off goes the hue
and cry after her. I'll tell you where you'll find her, Inspector. On
Miss Emily Skinner’s sofa! Get her fingerprints if you don't believe

me, but you'll find 'm right! A couple of clever thieves, that’s what

the Skinners are—and no doubt in league with a clever post and

rails or fence or whatever you call it. But thoy won't get away with it

this time! I'm not going to have one of our village girls' character for. -
honesty taken away like that! Gladys Holmes is as honest as the day,

and everybody’s going to know it! Good afternoon!”
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s stalked out before Inspector Slack had

“Whew?”
ew!
w!” he muttered, “I wonder if she’s right?”

I(;Ielsoon found out that Miss Marple was right again
" ; onel Melchett congratulated Slack on his efﬁc;enc d
s Marple had Gladys come to tea with Edna and spoke Z’ :1
o her

.




