HER FIRST CASE: Terror in the book-lined room. 

The Guests filed into the Library and found 10 wooden chairs set out in a semi-circle. Their places were indicated by their name hand-written on a card. 


“Welcome,” said their Hostess, a tall, slim woman in a plain navy blue silk dress. With her hair cut in a pageboy bob she might have been taken for a retired headteacher. Except that her right arm was hung in a sling. And the fact that she owned the huge estate to which they had been invited for an 'unusual summer event'.


She smiled and said, “I'm sorry not to have introduced myself before, but I will make amends. You must be wondering why I asked you all here?” 


No one said a word and most avoided her stern eye. 


“I hear some of you speculated that I must be the famous Miss Marple. Not so, more's the pity. My great-aunt is long departed so be assured, I am not about to unmask a murderer. No, you are invited here to celebrate 50 years of a radio comedy programme we both loved: 'I'm Sorry I Haven't A Clue'. Don't worry if you don't know the show. I will explain.”


She plainly enjoyed seeing the Guests' bewilderment turn into amusement.


“We will play a game called Marple English Dictionary where you invent new definitions for familiar words. You gain a point for each word that amuses me. Or a penalty if it does not or you break the rules. We play for half an hour then retire to the Champagne and Caviar Tent by the Lake. You are free to leave now – or stay and try your luck. I will keep score and I am the final judge of what amuses me. Is that understood? Good. Everyone stays. Here is the first word as an example. Raise your hand if you can think of a new meaning. Ready? The first word is brouhaha. BROUHAHA.”


A long silence. Then...


“Bumpus Fipple? Your hand is up.”


“A brouhaha,” drawled the plump figure whose untidy mass of dyed red hair made him look as if he were balancing a large bowl of cherries on his head, “is a fracas, a melee, an ado, a row. That's four points for me right away.”


“Sadly not. Those are synonyms and not at all funny. So 4 penalty points for you, Fipple. Anyone else? Your hand is up, Lady Wittering?”


“A brouhaha is a kerfuffle.”


“I was about to say that...”


“Were you really, Fipple? Well that's now 5 penalty points for you. And one for your ladyship. Neither of you paid attention. So I'll say this once more: I want humorous new definitions of existing words. So, for Brouhaha a possible answer might be: Something that's only funny when you're full of beer. Ah, so you want to try, Sarina, is it? What's your word?”


“Beyoncé. A Beyoncé is a spare Fiancé in case your first one doesn't come up to scratch.”


“Well done that girl! Two ticks for your card. Who's next? Any more?”


And so it went on as the afternoon shadows stretched towards the Champagne Tent...

ONOMATOPOEIA – What you call a cat you forget to let outside.
DISTASTEFUL  – 
To put down connoisseurs.
CONVERSE  
- 
Deceitful poetry.

ILLEGITIMATE –  
Genuinely too sick to work.

LUSTRE – 

One who lusts.

ORGASM – 

A deep fissure where Orcs live.
HORTICULTURE - 
Arts that the nobs pretend to enjoy.

When the grandfather clock struck 6  Ms Marple clapped her hands and said, “Well done everyone. Even you, Bumpus. Now you all proceed to the Champagne Tent as I explained. I shall join you there presently.” 


When the last Guest left a wall panel slid open and a man with a gun stepped out.


“Who are you?” said Ms Marple. “What do you want?”


“I am DCI Comstock. Ex-DCI Comstock, thanks to your family. And I want Revenge.”


He was a large untidy man who made the chair creak when he sat on it.

“That woman... I refuse to utter her name – your great aunt stole everything from me. My methods, my reputation, my career, and the millions that was, that were, rightfully mine. So I will take everything she gave you from you. And I will take it now.”


“How could you possibly make millions?”


“There are ways in my line of work.”


“Such as?”

The man couldn't resist proudly listing the murders he had committed. Undetected, except by Miss Marple who had then blackmailed him and laid the foundations for the fortune that bought the estate on which they stood.


“That's not true,” said Ms Marple. “She gave her money to charity. I inherited this place from my grandfather.”


“Don't care. I'll take it anyway. You can sign everything over to me right now. The paperwork's in this briefcase.”


“And if I refuse?”


“I know a chap who specialises in signatures. He'll do yours a treat. It'll be his last job, of course. As for you... Say hello to Little Walther Gabriel PPK here.”

“But there's no silencer. You haven't reckoned on the noise.”


Just then the firework display began by the Lake.

“Oh, I see that you have, Mr Comstock,” said Ms Marple.


And when he smiled back in triumph she shot him with the gun hidden in her sling.

“Comstock isn't his real name, of course. Great-aunt Jane warned me he might come here one day. He had been seen in the area and she found scratch marks on the secret panel in the Library. He was extremely superstitious and believed his birthday was a lucky day for him.  He absolutely hated 'I'm Sorry I Haven't A Clue'. So I carefully laid a trap for him. You were never in any danger. You all played your parts really well and it's brilliant that ten witnesses heard him confess to so many unsolved murders. We'll have our reunion in court.”


“But he's...”


“Only winged, Fipple. Great-aunt Jane taught me to shoot and she taught me well. I knocked his silly gun out of his hand. He won't be punching anyone in a hurry. Would have been a handy skill where he's going. He won't get away with this. I afraid I can't give you the prize money. I might be accused of bribery. But I'll make it up to you. So let's go and get that champagne now. And have another game of Marple English Dictionary on the way. Bumpus?”


“COPTIC – Mark of approval for a policeman.”


“Good. Lady Worsely?”


“AMPHIBIOUS – I tell lies.”


“Great. Corby?”


“MISSION  -  Something you claim to aim at but secretly intend to miss.”


“Political, eh? Still, a good point. Mme Le Breton?”


“SPECTATOR - Someone who forces you to wear glasses.”


“Ha! Verloc?”


“PLAGIARISM - To make excuses for mishandling the Pandemic.”


“Even more political! Sarina, rescue us from these high-minded types.”

“DIKTAT - Vulgar decoration for male gen...”


“SARINA!!!!!”

