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MURDER AT MALLARDS: A TILLING TALE WITH MISS MARPLE

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY

Principal Characters

	Miss Jane Marple — A quiet visitor to Tilling whose gentle manner hides a razor-sharp understanding of human nature. Observant, patient, and unfailingly polite, she sees what others overlook.

	Lucia Lucas — Tilling’s self-appointed social queen. Elegant, theatrical, and determined to remain at the centre of every event, especially when tragedy threatens her spotlight.

	Georgie Pillson — Lucia’s fluttering companion. Anxious, artistic, and secretly mischievous, with a talent for embroidery, piano, and unintended trouble.

	Miss Elizabeth Mapp — Tilling’s vigilant watcher. Sharp-tongued, territorial, and endlessly competitive with Lucia, especially when scandal offers opportunities.

	Diva Plaistow — Emotional, excitable, and prone to melodrama. Her financial frustrations and poor judgement place her at the heart of the tragedy.

	Major Benjy — A blustering storyteller whose tales of India grow more elaborate with each telling. His foolish attempt to divert suspicion only deepens it.

	Irene Coles — An artist with a keen eye for expression and absurdity. A loyal friend to Miss Marple and a wry observer of Tilling’s theatrics.

	The Padre — Tilling’s moral compass, perpetually exasperated by the town’s appetite for gossip. Earnest, kind, and occasionally overwhelmed.


Supporting Characters

	Mr. Bartlett — A quiet, nervous man whose financial troubles and misplaced fears set the tragedy in motion.

	Mr. Twemlow — Proprietor of Tilling’s indispensable shop. Knows everyone’s business and supplies half the town’s gossip.

	The Constable — A patient, long-suffering officer who finds Tilling’s dramas far more exhausting than any real crime.

	Various Tillingites — Neighbours, onlookers, and enthusiastic gossip-carriers who ensure no secret stays secret for long.


Locations

	Mallards / The White House — Lucia’s grand home and the scene of the bridge evening, the murder, and the infamous memorial musicale.

	Miss Mapp’s Window — The unofficial surveillance headquarters of Tilling.

	Irene’s Garden — A quiet refuge where Miss Marple thinks, knits, and pieces the mystery together.

	Twemlow’s Shop — The beating heart of Tilling’s rumour mill.
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CHAPTER 1 — A Visitor to Tilling
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Tilling, in the early summer sunshine, looked as though it had been painted by an artist who adored crooked chimneys, gossip-soaked cobbles, and the faintly ridiculous dignity of small English towns. The High Street shimmered with heat, the church clock chimed with a self-important clang, and the inhabitants were already deeply involved in the day’s most important activity: observing one another.

Miss Elizabeth Mapp, stationed at her upstairs window in Mallards Cottage, was conducting her morning reconnaissance with the intensity of a general surveying a battlefield. Her eyes, sharp as knitting needles, darted from Diva Plaistow’s hat (new, vulgar, and clearly bought in a sale) to Major Benjy’s gait (slightly unsteady, which she attributed to “the after-effects of India”) to Lucia’s front door, which had just opened.

Lucia Lucas — or “Mrs. Lucas,” as she preferred to be addressed — emerged in a cloud of self-satisfaction and eau de cologne. She was wearing a flowing summer dress that suggested effortless elegance, though Miss Mapp knew perfectly well it had been chosen to outshine her own Spanish shawl.

“Up to something,” Miss Mapp muttered, narrowing her eyes. “She always is.”

Lucia paused on her doorstep, inhaled the morning air as though she had personally arranged it, and then glided down the path with the serene confidence of a woman who believed the world existed for her convenience.

Miss Mapp’s lips tightened.

It was at that precise moment that a taxi — a rare and therefore suspicious sight in Tilling — turned the corner and trundled toward the White House.

Miss Mapp leaned so far out of her window that she nearly toppled into the street.

“A visitor,” she breathed. “To Lucia.”

This was intolerable.

She snatched up her opera glasses.

The taxi stopped. The driver opened the door. And out stepped a small, neat elderly lady in a pale blue coat and sensible hat, carrying a carpetbag and a folded umbrella.

Miss Mapp’s opera glasses trembled.

“Who on earth is that?”

Lucia, who had clearly been expecting the arrival, swept forward with exaggerated delight.

“My dear Miss Marple! Welcome to Tilling!”

Miss Mapp’s jaw dropped.

“Marple?” she repeated. “Never heard of her.”

Which, in Tilling, was the gravest possible insult.

Miss Jane Marple, for her part, found Tilling quite charming.

She had been invited by Irene Coles, an old acquaintance from a sketching holiday in Cornwall. Irene had written to her with breathless enthusiasm:

“You must come to Tilling, Jane. The characters here are extraordinary. I long to sketch them, but I fear they would notice. You, however, could observe them perfectly. They will underestimate you — they always do.”

Miss Marple had smiled at that. She was used to being underestimated.

Lucia, who had intercepted Irene’s invitation and insisted on hosting Miss Marple for her first afternoon in Tilling, was now leading her up the path to the White House.

“You must tell me everything about St. Mary Mead,” Lucia said, in the tone of someone who expected to be told only the most flattering details. “I do so adore hearing about quaint little villages.”

Miss Marple smiled politely.

“Oh, they are much the same everywhere,” she said. “Human nature does not vary as much as one might think.”

Lucia laughed, though she did not understand the remark.

Inside the White House, Georgie Pillson fluttered forward like a decorative moth.

“Miss Marple! How perfectly delightful! Do come in — Lucia has arranged the most exquisite luncheon.”

Lucia beamed.

“I thought something light and refined would be appropriate. One must be careful in the heat.”

Miss Marple allowed herself to be ushered into the drawing room, where a table had been laid with cold salmon, cucumber sandwiches, and a bowl of strawberries arranged with military precision.

She noticed several things at once:

	Lucia’s pride in the arrangement

	Georgie’s anxious glances at Lucia, as though awaiting approval

	A faint tension in the air, like the moment before a thunderstorm

	And the unmistakable sensation of being watched


She turned slightly and saw, through the open window, a pair of opera glasses retreating hastily behind lace curtains across the street.

Miss Marple smiled.

She had met people like Miss Mapp before.

After luncheon, Irene arrived to collect Miss Marple and escort her to her lodgings.

“I do hope Lucia didn’t overwhelm you,” Irene said as they walked. “She does so love to be the centre of things.”

“She was very kind,” Miss Marple said diplomatically.

Irene snorted.

“That’s one word for it.”

They passed Diva Plaistow, who was carrying a suspiciously large parcel from Twemlow’s. Diva stopped, stared at Miss Marple, and immediately decided she disliked her.

“New, is she?” Diva demanded.

“This is Miss Marple,” Irene said. “She’s staying with me.”

Diva sniffed.

“Well, I hope she likes blancmange. There’s going to be a shortage soon.”

Miss Marple inclined her head politely.

“How very interesting.”

Diva stalked off.

Irene sighed.

“You see what I mean? Tilling is full of... personalities.”

Miss Marple smiled.

“I find personalities quite fascinating.”

“Oh, you will have plenty to fascinate you here,” Irene said. “Especially tonight.”

“Tonight?”

“Yes — Lucia is hosting one of her bridge evenings. She’s invited you, of course.”

Miss Marple raised her eyebrows.

“How very kind.”

Irene gave her a sideways look.

“You’ll need your wits about you. Bridge in Tilling is not a game. It’s a battlefield.”

Miss Marple’s eyes twinkled.

“I have played a little bridge in my time.”

“You’ve never played it with Lucia and Miss Mapp,” Irene said darkly.

Miss Marple did not reply. But she had the distinct impression that tonight’s bridge evening would be more eventful than anyone expected.

And she was quite right.
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CHAPTER 2 — The Bridge Night
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The sun had barely begun its slow descent behind the tiled roofs of Tilling when the preparations for Lucia’s bridge evening reached their crescendo. The White House, normally a shrine to Lucia’s self-regard, had been transformed into something approaching a theatrical set. Lamps were angled to flatter her complexion, cushions were arranged to suggest effortless taste, and the scent of roses drifted through the open windows with the faintly smug air of flowers that knew they had been chosen for their superiority.

Georgie Pillson, fluttering like a decorative bird, was polishing the last of the cocktail glasses with a cloth so soft it might have been woven from sighs.

“Lucia,” he said anxiously, “do you think the lighting is too harsh? It might make Miss Mapp look... well...”

Lucia raised a hand.

“My dear Georgie, nothing could make Miss Mapp look anything other than what she is.”

Georgie giggled nervously.

Lucia surveyed the room with the air of a general inspecting troops before battle.

“Everything must be perfect,” she said. “Miss Marple is our guest of honour.”

Georgie blinked.

“But she’s only just arrived.”

“Precisely,” Lucia said. “First impressions are everything.”

She adjusted a vase by a fraction of an inch.

“There. Harmonious.”

Georgie nodded, though he could not see any difference.

Miss Marple arrived precisely on time, escorted by Irene, who had insisted on walking her over “to ensure Lucia doesn’t swallow you whole.”

Lucia greeted them with the effusive warmth of a woman who had rehearsed her welcome in the mirror.

“My dear Miss Marple! So punctual! So refreshing!”

Miss Marple smiled politely.

“I do try to be.”

Lucia ushered her inside.

“You must meet everyone. They are all quite unique.”

Miss Marple suspected that “unique” in Lucia’s vocabulary meant “difficult,” but she said nothing.

The first guest to approach was Diva Plaistow, who was wearing a hat that looked as though it had been designed by someone with a grudge against millinery.

“So you’re the new one,” Diva said, eyeing Miss Marple with open suspicion.

“I suppose I am,” Miss Marple replied pleasantly.

Diva sniffed.

“Well, I hope you know how to play bridge. Lucia gets frightfully competitive.”

Lucia, who was standing three feet away, pretended not to hear.

Next came Major Benjy, who bowed with exaggerated gallantry.

“Charmed, my dear lady, charmed. Ever been to India?”

“No,” Miss Marple said.

“Quite right. Beastly place. Full of snakes. I once fought off a cobra with nothing but a dinner fork.”

Miss Marple nodded politely, though she doubted the cobra had been nearly as dangerous as Major Benjy’s imagination.

Then Miss Mapp swept in.

She was wearing her Spanish shawl, which she had chosen specifically because she knew Lucia hated it.

“Good evening,” she said, in a tone that suggested the evening was already disappointing her.

Lucia’s smile tightened.

“Elizabeth. How... colourful.”

Miss Mapp’s eyes glittered.

“I do try.”

She turned to Miss Marple.

“And you must be the
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