
A WENDELL        CHANCE MYSTERY



THE Maisy Darling MYSTERY ROMANCES

ELEANOR BEECHWOOD

“I love the Maisy Darling Mysteries - they are so mysterious”
Mappowder Mysteries Monthly

“Give me an Eleanor Beechwood and a quarter of peanut 
brittle and my life is complete”

Dorset Confectioners Weekly

“When it comes to plotting, she’s perfect and the syntax is 
great; the spelling?  Not so much”

Spelling Bee Quarterly

“I love Golden Age Detective Fiction which at its height was 
perfect.  That was some time ago”

Golden Age Fiction Review

“I know Eleanor beechwood well and I can’t possibly tell you 
who she is”

Mrs Amanda J Threadbone



Eleanor Beechwood is the nom de plume of a famous 
Dorset personality (and DHRA member).  After a life 
on the international circuits she turned to writing whilst 
convalescing from a fall in Higher Wraxall.  Discovering 
she had a talent for plotting, a reasonable grasp of syntax 
but haphazard spelling [“Thank goodness for spellchecking!”] 
she wrote her first novel - All Aboard for Murder - in less 
than 2 years.  She is now the author of more than two 
mystery romance novels, all of which feature her feisty 
socialite detective Maisy Darling.

Ms Beechwood enjoyed a long and complex relationship 
with a former Dorset Professor and for more than a decade  
she was his muse, travelling companion and horizontal 
jogging partner.  She often accompanied him on his travels 
abroad.  

A 1st Class Ticket to Murder is her third novel.  She now 
lives in a small castle near Sturminster.  
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CHAPTER ONE

“Aren’t they simply delicious at that age?”. Marco van Tittilen’s 
roving eye passed across the bevy of beauties ranged before him 
on the sun-blanched sands of Menton. “And all so ...” he hesitated. 
“Unspoilt.”  Though an adjective like any other - unremarkable and 
certainly unobjectionable in and of itself - the word seemed tainted 
in his eager, reptilian mouth - as though Shirley Temple had been 
doused in grease and forced to sing I’m Too Sexy whilst straddling 
a well-hung fireman.

His companion assented in disinterested fashion, concentrating 
instead on the gaudy poster which announced to anyone interested 
that famous cabaret star Josephine Bakelite would be performing 
for two nights only with a large ensemble in the Winter Gardens 
Ballroom.  Performing what? he wondered, remembering her 
reputation for the risque.

“I really wouldn’t mind a go on one or two of those”, van Tittilen 
continued, in his tiresomely odious fashion,“especially that one with 
the big...”. Stadler cut him off sharply. “Marco.  Haven’t we got more 
important things to consider?’  

“Like what?” his companion asked, genuinely unsure.  

“Like the fact that Capische is looking for us, Dolores is looking for 
you, we are up to our necks in gambling debts, about to be thrown 
out of hotel and have to be at the AA meeting in Compton Valence by 
tomorrow morning...  Not to mention that the FBI, CIA, Interpol and 
quite possibly the Royal Dorset Constabulary are hot on our asses and 
we don’t have a ticket to diddly squat.  That Crimewave guy might 
look like a fool but he’s no Berglare - he get’s his man. Christ Marco,  
we’re in a fix and all you want to do is look at topless tail”.  The 
incongruity of the last of these escaped the infuriated interlocutor



who, his mind discharged, fell into a sullen silence. 

Lighten up Carl”, van Tittilen said, his passive-aggressive nature 
barely concealed.  “As soon as we hear from Travis everything will be 
good to go ...  In the meantime I’m going to have me a closer look at 
those titties”.

vvvvv

Maisy stretched out an arm and continued patiently to apply 
Factor 150 sun screen to its downy surface.  Her delicate features 
were matched by her delicate skin - the kind that reddened even 
under a 25 watt lightbulb.  A good tan was all the fashion these 
days - proof if nothing else that one had escaped the surly bonds 
of England and travelled to exotic climes - but it was a fashion 
Maisy was determined to eschew.  She had recently bought, at 
great expense, a bright yellow cocktail dress from Harold’s the 
Department Store in Iwerne Courtney.  It was an extravagance she 
could not afford she knew, especially as she had recently lost such 
little income as she had after her unforseen adventure in Arabia, 
but she had so fallen in love with it when she had spotted it in the 
display window and now she was damned if she was going to let a 
day in the sun turn her and the dress into a walking version of the 
Spanish national flag.

Maisy laid down the sunscreen and picked up instead the novel 
she was reading; it was an Agatha Panthus: The Mystery of the 
Blue Stain.  Was she enjoying it? she asked herself.  Well yes and 
no.  She loved the characters - Wendell Chance was a dream - 
but the absence of any obvious plot was frustrating and she felt 
that, in retrospect, she might have chosen instead a Dornford 
Sittingbourne or perhaps even a Polly Anthus.  Yes a Polly Anthus 
that was good holiday reading.  Sitting on a beach in the South of 
France you could imagine you were instead sitting on a beach on 



a Greek Island.  Maisy longed to sit on a beach on a Greek Island.  
Indeed  sitting on  a beach on  a Greek Island had been top of her 
to-do list when she had been challenged to produce one only last 
winter.  The South of France on a blissfully sunny day was perfectly 
alright of course and many would envy her being here, but a beach 
on a Greek island ....

Her reverie was interrupted by a shadow passing across her face.  
She looked up, curious as to what might have caused this - she 
hoped - temporary interruption to the otherwise cloudless day.  
“Well what have we here?”,  asked an eager reptilian voice which 
appeared to be coming from a leering lothario above and clearly 
one unfamiliar with the concept of personal space.  

“Do you mind terribly if I invade your personal space?” the voice 
asked in a wholly unpleasant tone. “You see I spotted you from a 
distance, and well, to be frank young lady, I’d rather like to have a go 
on Pinky and Perky there.”

Maisy sighed.  It was going to be one of those days. 

vvvvv

Finn McCruel squeezed the supporating puss from the stump of his 
recently amputated leg.  It was a daily ritual he had come to accept 
as half the price you paid for squealing to the authorities when you 
had already been warned that squealing to the authorities would 
cost you an arm and a leg.  He dropped the fetid cloth into the 
equally fetid bowl and reached for the remote.  Deftly unzipping 
his flies he resumed his appointment with Babestation.  Not for the 
first time in his life, he pondered how it had all come to this.
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“Eleanor Beechwood is the new kid on the block and in this 
one she just knocks it out of the park”

Herston Monthly Baseball Player

“Jamie Barton was marvellous - at last a woman owning up 
to her own body”

Own Bodies Weekly


