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Jane Smith truly loved her husband’s marble collection, she had no idea why he ever bothered to collect so many marbles, but he had so many of them.

She had to admit that most of them were beautiful and he had collected them from all over the world before he died a few years ago. He had some stunningly colourful spiral ones from Germany, Australia and then some special decoration ones from Canada and mainland Europe.

Jane had wanted to get rid of them desperately but after Mr Smith died, she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Her kids, Toby and Ross, had wanted to help her until they found out how much they were worth, and Jane agreed.

As Jane stared at all the jars filled with a wide array of different marbles on the shelves in her attic, she took a massive deep breath of the dusty air, smelling hints of pine, dust and even some unpleasant things, but she loved those marbles.

Jane smiled as she remembered how her husband use to spend a good few hours each week up here clearing, polishing and making sure they were beautiful. He was convinced that they would make them rich, and after looking into them some more Jane agreed.

But that was something for the grandkids to sort out when she had joined her husband.

As Jane went over to the metal ladder that led down to her bedroom, she listened to the laughter of kids, the bells of bicycles and even a woman shouting at them to be careful.

She instantly recognised the voice as her best friend, little old Marg, Jane had no idea why she was here today, and with Jane living on the edge of the little village in the South of England there was no other reason for Marg to be up here.

So Jane climbed down the cold ladder, went downstairs and instantly cocked her head as she looked at Marg standing up with her front door wide open.

Jane couldn’t believe that Marg had had a key to her place, she had given her one years ago, but Marg never ever remembered it, like she didn’t remember most things these days.

There must have been a killer breeze just now because all the finest China Jane had hanging on the blue walls was on the floor. Thankfully none of it was smashed, Jane bit her lip at the thought, she would have hated that.

But she couldn’t understand why her front door was wide open. 

“You open my door Marg?” Jane said as she stared at her. 

Jane had always liked Marg’s large pearl necklace, blue summer dress and black flat shoes, but maybe it was a sign about how old Marg was getting, considering it was forecasted to rain today and it was only spring.

“No Pet. Ya door just open when I was here,” Marg said.

“Really,” Jane said, she didn’t believe she would be silly enough to leave her own open given the kids would easily walk in.

Some of the floorboards creaked upstairs and Jane rolled her eyes. She had to get the floor redone at some point, some of those boards were so screeching it was getting ridiculous.

“Maybe I did leave it open,” Jane said. “Come on, why you come up this way? I thought your daughter was coming down today,”

“No Pet she’s coming down on Wednesday,”

Jane just shook her head. “Marg. It is Wednesday,”

Marg’s eyes widened. “Really?” 

Jane nodded. She did love her best friend but she was clearly losing it a little, and as much as she didn’t want to lose Marg, maybe she needed to talk to her daughter about getting Marg tested or something. She felt her stomach churn at that idea, she hoped Marg was okay.

“I better get going then Pet,” 

Another sound came from upstairs.

“Um, want me to drop you back?” Jane asked.

Marg took out her flip phone and checked it. “No worry Pet. Shirley’s coming here to pick me up. She guessed I had forgotten and came here,”

Something smashed upstairs.

Jane looked at Marg. “Did you hear that?” 

“Yea Pet. Did ya finally get a cat like I suggested?”

“No,” Jane said as she gestured Marg to follow her and they both went upstairs. 

As soon as they both reached the top and Jane looked into her bedroom, a man in black climbed down the ladder, saw them and ran towards her window.

Jane ran into her room.

The man in black jumped out her window.

Jane rushed over.

Watching the man in black run down the street.

But as Jane watched the man, she heard something rattling round in his hand and Jane saw one of her husband’s marble jars. 

Someone had stolen the last piece of her husband that Jane had. 

She had to find out who.

***
[image: ]


After helping poor old Marg catch her breath after all the excitement, Jane had helped her back down the stairs and now both of them stood outside. 

In normal times, Jane had always loved her gardens (both the front and back ones), Jane was so proud of herself for creating the two stunning flowerbeds with red, pink and yellow roses followed by all sorts of colourful flowers in-between. Then a wonderful Caribbean and exotic stone pathway separated the two and created an impressive walkway for people.

It was beautiful but Jane didn’t care about that right now.

The amazing smell of roses filled the air as Jane tried to figure out what to do. She couldn’t go to the police because she didn’t have anything and from what she remembered the man in black was wearing gloves. There would be no evidence for the police to use, so it was up to her to find the criminal.

Jane looked back at her front door and went over to it. This had to be how the criminal broke in, he must have broken in, gone up the stairs and hid until she came back down. 

It was clever and Jane was never going to hold the method against the criminal but it was stupid how this idiot had dared to steal the last remaining piece of her husband she had.

Jane’s eyes narrowed on the door lock and there were little scratch marks, at least Jane now knew the lock had been picked, but she still couldn’t understand why leave the door open. Why not shut it?

“Marg if you were breaking in somewhere, would you shut the front door?”

“Sorry Pet, did I steal from you? I’ll return it. What did I steal again?” 

Jane smiled and shook her head. “No you didn’t steal from me. But if you were would you leave the front door open?”

Marg’s face lit up. “You know what Pet, your door was open when I came earlier. That must have been how the thief broke in,”

“Yes,” Jane said. “Thank you for your amazing insight. I never would have guessed that,”

“Your welcome Pet,”

Jane really hoped Shirley would get here soon and pick her mum up. 

“Do you know any men in the village?” Jane said trying to remember the man in black. “About six foot, dressed in a black tracksuit with black gloves,”

Marg was off smelling one of the roses, and Jane couldn’t believe how she actually wanted her best friend gone now. She just wanted Marg to be well, safe and looked after.

But asking that question had reminded her of something, Jane once saw a young man in the village, a handyman if she remembered correctly (which was sort of likely?) who dressed in all black and was about six foot. She supposed he could be the man.

Jane was about to walk down the path to her car when she heard Marg breathing in more and more of the roses, she actually had to bring Marg along.

“Come on Marg,” Jane said.

“Where we going Pet?”

Jane rolled her eyes and randomly came up with a lie. “Going to get you and Shirley some ice cream,”

Marg nodded and started shuffling along the path. “Good Pet. Shirley likes ice cream, do you like ice cream?”

Jane really wished Shirley would hurry up, but Jane had to admit, she did love her best friend.
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Jane slowly stopped her little red car outside the only pub in the village that was a beautiful white Tudor Style building with thick black wooden beams running through the outside. Jane loved the pub, it was so charming, wonderful and Jane couldn’t wait to go back in there with Marg and her kids when they visited.

For now though, the pub was being refurbished and the crew of builders was working hard hammering, building and moving various pieces into place. 

Jane got out of her car and cracked a window for Marg who was snoring with her mouth open. The sound was awful with all the construction going on but the smell was at least a bit better with fresh hints of sawdust in the air.

“Hello!” Jane shouted, and a tall man stomped over wearing a Hi-Viz jacket, black steel toe cap boots and an orange hardhat.

“Yea,” he said, clearly not impressed with the interruption.

“I’m looking for a young man. He said he would help me on a private job that you could all help with me,” Jane said.

The man smiled and relaxed a lot more. “Of course Mrs, we do all types of construction work. What do you have in mind?” 

Jane felt sweat start to roll down her back. She wasn’t used to lying like this. “I always wanted a real summer house in my garden, I explained myself to the young man I spoke to,”

He smiled. “I’m sorry Mrs but we have a lot of young men. Can you describe him to me?”

“My apologies Mr. He was around six foot tall, wearing all black, probably a tracksuit and black gloves,”

“Oh. You’re looking for Josh,”

Jane smiled as the man started to walk off to find him.

“Jane!” Marg shouted.

Her car started up.

Jane spun around.

A man was in the driving seat.

The car flew away.

Jane swore under her breath, she had a feeling that someone had just kidnapped
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