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Luck of the draw 
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It should be easy to murder an old woman, if she’s frail, forgetful, 
trusting.  And Maisie is.  The difficult part will be the actual doing 
of it, not the planning.  But then I have eleven million reasons why 
it’s worth the effort. 

So what is it to be?  A fall?  Risky, she might only break 
something.  Gas?  Dangerous, don’t want to blow up the whole 
terrace.  Poison?  Maybe not.  A faked mugging?  Possibly.  Old 
people get attacked all the time, but have I the stomach for it?  
No, it has to be a bloodless death.  And it has to be done tonight. 

Suffocation.  That has a nice ring to it.  I’ve seen it done on 
countless programmes.  A soft pillow over the face of a weak old 
woman shouldn’t be too difficult.  There wouldn’t be any bruising.  
I imagine they’d think she died in her sleep.  The perfect crime.  
No-one is going to suspect me. 

Sweet old Maisie.  It’s a shame it has to be her.  She’s the 
best of my old dears, and one of the most appreciative. 

“You’re a treasure, Betty,” she says to me, “you brighten up 
my day.” 

It doesn’t take much to brighten up the day of an 89 year old 
woman who lives alone in a dark, damp, overcrowded house.  I 
often ask her why she holds on to all that stuff.  A zoo of china 
animals crouches on every windowsill, the mantelpiece is a shrine 
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to coy shepherdesses and ladies in crinolines.  An ancient oak 
dresser holds enough crockery to keep a Greek restaurant in 
business for a year.  Fancy ornaments, little lacquered boxes, 
porcelain pots and crystal vases cover every shelf, every surface 
offered up by the heavy dark furniture.  Even upstairs is stuffed to 
the rafters with a lifetime’s collection of chairs and tables and 
chests of drawers that were bought for bigger houses.  Maisie 
lives out her days in her one tiny bedroom, her one tiny lounge, 
her one little kitchen. 

“What’s the point, Maisie?  It just clutters up the place and 
collects dust.” I’d say loudly and clearly in the direction of her one 
relatively good ear. 

And she’d look at me sweetly and sadly, sitting in her 
favourite chair, caressing a china dog and tell me. 

“Now, dear, you know I’m saving it all for Julia.  For when 
she comes back from her travels.  When she’s settled and married 
and setting up home, she’ll be glad of it.  All these pretty things 
are my legacy to my granddaughter.  I know they’re a nuisance for 
you when you’ve got so much to do, but you don’t really mind, do 
you?” 

No, of course I don’t mind endlessly dusting your piles of old 
junk, or washing your smelly clothes or cooking your filthy food or 
having mindless conversations with you about the rubbish you 
watch on the telly or listening to your fantasies about Julia. 

Of course I don’t mind running errands for you, odd bits of 
heavy shopping, standing in queues, collecting your pension, 
posting letters and parcels to vague addresses in Thailand or 
Australia that never get acknowledged, or buying your lottery 
ticket for you twice a week when I go to get mine. 

Especially not that.  Particularly not now your lucky numbers 
have just come up.  Finally, after all these years, your six lucky 
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numbers win the Wednesday night lottery draw.  On a rollover 
week.  One winning ticket, they said.  Eleven million quid. 

Half an hour ago a toothy blonde in leather trousers and a 
spandex top gushed the news at me from the television screen.  I 
know you were watching too.  And I know how you’re feeling 
now, Maisie.  Dead excited.  Dying for tomorrow morning when 
you can tell the first person you’ll see – me. 

Except you’ll be seeing me sooner than you think, my old 
darling. 

What a pity you haven’t got a phone.  Otherwise you could 
ring Julia couldn’t you?  You could afford to now.  Other than of 
course, we don’t know exactly where Julia is, do we?  Just as well, 
I say.  Ungrateful little cow.  Your only living relative gadding 
about all over the world, leaving you here, alone in the world, 
with only me for company.  What a pity. 

I must get my plan straight in my head.  What’s the time 
now?  Nearly quarter to nine.  Maisie will take herself off to bed 
at 10.30, taking a nice cup of Ovaltine with a drop of whisky in it.  
To help her sleep.  They don’t sleep well, you know, old people.  
It’s all wrong.  At a time in her life when she’s got so little worth 
being awake for.  All those long lonely hours.  I bet she slept like a 
top when her life was what you’d call a life.  But now, what is 
there?  I’m doing her a favour really. 

What time shall I go and do it?  I’d better wait until I can 
leave the flat without being noticed.  I don’t want neighbours 
telling the police I went out late.  And they’re nosy sods.  I see 
their curtains twitching when I leave in the morning, I hear the 
doors in the corridor being hurriedly shut as I come up the stairs 
in the evening.   

After midnight then, to be on the safe side.  I’ll leave ever so 
quietly and walk the back way to Maisie’s house.  Maybe I should 
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wear some sort of disguise, in case someone sees me.  Not that 
anyone bothers looking at middle-aged women.  I can wear that 
old fedora Frank left behind, and his raincoat.  How about a false 
beard?   

Don’t be ridiculous, Betty, where are you going to get a false 
beard?  But I need something to disguise the face.  What about a 
scarf over the nose and mouth?  It’s cold enough for it not to look 
funny.  And don’t forget gloves, they’re important.  Don’t want to 
leave fingerprints.  But then my fingerprints are all over that 
house already.  This really is the perfect crime. 

I’ll let myself in the back way to Maisie’s, to avoid the 
streetlights.  I’ll creep through the kitchen and up the stairs.  I 
know where all the hazards are, the bits and bobs that could be 
knocked over, the patch of worn carpet, the creaky floorboard on 
the landing. 

I’ll collect a pillow from the airing cupboard at the top of the 
stairs so that I can rush in to her room and do the job quickly.  I 
don’t want her to know what’s happening.  How long should I 
hold it over her face?  Is two minutes enough?  Better make it five 
to be on the safe side.  That’s a long time.  I hope she doesn’t 
thrash about.   

When it’s done I’ll make sure she’s lying peacefully as if 
asleep.  Then I’ll put the pillow back and leave the way I came.  I 
could be home by two.  Easy. 

Then tomorrow morning I’ll ring the lottery people first thing 
and tell them about my winning ticket.  Then I can run into the 
newsagents on the way to Maisie’s and tell them my exciting 
news.   

Wait a minute, is that such a good idea?  I saw something on 
the box the other night, Morse I think.  He said that 80% of the 
time the person who finds the body is the one who did it.  Come 
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on Betty, think yourself out of this one, how can I avoid being the 
one to find her? 

Think, Betty. 

What about ringing old Jack Woods in the morning?  Tell him 
I’ve had some unexpected and exciting news and can’t make it 
round to Maisie’s.  Would he mind popping over the road and 
letting her know?   He’s an old busybody, bound to want to take 
things in hand when he doesn’t get an answer at the door.  
Perfect.  The perfect crime. 

I think I’ll have a nice cup of tea now and think about how to 
spend the money.  What would Maisie have done with eleven 
million anyway?  She would have ended up putting it all in the 
building society for Julia to fritter away on drink and drugs.  I 
don’t understand why Maisie believes the lies Julia tells her about 
what she actually does.  Charity work my Aunt Fanny.  She’s living 
the high life, just waiting for Maisie to die so she can sell her 
house with all its junk.   

So what shall I spend the money on?  A trip to Rome first, I 
think.  The best hotel, first class travel.  Then Paris, then home to 
buy a great big house swarming with servants.  Butlers and maids 
and gardeners and chauffeurs to fetch and carry and cook and 
clean.   

12.30. Time to make a move. 

The disguise looks a bit odd, but the darkness will help.  I 
creep out of the flat and close the door quietly behind me.  Pad 
softly down the corridor towards the stairs, shoes in hand.   Down 
and out the front door of the flats like a ghost. 

No moon, and I can’t see any stars.  The streetlamps shine 
on the wet pavement, lighting my way to Maisie’s.  It’s a fair old 
walk but I don’t see anyone.   I heard people arguing a few streets 
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back, behind closed curtains.  I’ll be glad to see the back of this 
town. 

Here I am in Maisie’s street.  I find the little path that takes 
me down behind the terrace.  It’s very dark down here.  Count 
along the back doors until I come to the right house.  Open the 
little gate and walk carefully up the concrete path.  Let myself in.   
The old clock in the hall ticks and tocks in the depressing way that 
old clocks have.  I negotiate my way into the hall and start up the 
stairs.  

Feeling my way along the landing I find the airing cupboard.  
There’s the extra pillow.  I start to feel dizzy with excitement.  
Then I realise it’s because I’ve stopped breathing. 

Stop and take a few silent gulps of air.  Then forwards 
towards Maisie’s little room.  Carefully, carefully open the door. I 
can see the bed.  I edge forwards, feeling with my toes for 
discarded slippers and shoes that might trip me. 

I’m by the bed now, there’s the dark shape of a head against 
the paleness of the linen.  I lift my gentle weapon and swiftly 
press it down with all my strength. 

But oh my God, what’s happening?   

Strong, lithe arms lash out at me, a muscular body twists 
and struggles.  A voice shouts, first muffled then loud as the pillow 
is torn from my hands.  A fist connects with my mouth, I taste 
blood.  I reel back in horror. 

Someone snaps on the light. 

Of all the nights in her miserable life, Julia had to come back 
on this one.   
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