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The stranger driving the classic Lagonda Rapier was of 
indeterminate age but was noticeably beyond the awkwardness of 
adolescence. The upward smile lines around her lipsticked mouth 

showed that she had long ago enjoyed any first flushes of youth. Her trim 
frame suggested she had weathered well the storms of child-bearing years, 
an air of self-satisfaction suggested she had mastered menopause and her 
general old lady appearance suggested that she was probably now dabbling 
in retirement. However, no-one had ever successfully put a finger on her 
exact age; no-one including herself.

She might have had a name, but, if so, it had not been used for so long 
that even she had forgotten it. When she was born people didn’t have last 
names and only some had titles. ‘Pedrog the Poor’, ‘Clemens the Clumsy’, 
‘Peada the Unmentionable.’ That was at a time when the lights had been 
put out on history and people left to stumble about in the gloom of the 
Dark Ages; a time of mystery and myth, of legends and magic; a time since 
when she had been known only as Miss P.

She was more than happy with that. The less that people knew about 
her the better, as far as she was concerned. She didn’t have much to hide 
and yet she was a very private person, thus the relative anonymity of being 
only ‘Miss P’ worked well for her.

Her anonymity had, strangely, played the major role in her being offered 
her current high profile assignment, and that assignment was the reason 
she was motoring through the brittle spring morning on her way to a 
decaying Edwardian resort on the Kent coast.

It had all started at a top level television show creative planning meeting 
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of executives, secretaries, statisticians, accountants and solicitors, all 
dictating what the public should be allowed to watch that season. But this 
was no ordinary committee. If you were in television, this was the only 
meeting to be in. This was the planning committee for the nation’s top, 
weekly, live, virtually heightened reality talent show, “So You Think We’re 
Remotely Interested?”, the Friday night TV sensation that had taken the 
country by storm.

‘Miss P, we would very much like you to judge the Middlestone 
performance,’ the leader of the pack of television producers had said, once 
everyone had settled at the long table. ‘Would this be acceptable to you?’

‘Deliciously so,’ she had replied. ‘I shall relish the revitalizing sea air. I 
shall stay at the Grand Hotel.’

There had been some mumbling and shuffling of papers at this point. 
Hotels with ‘Grand’ in the title tended to be non-budget and reserved only 
for only one or two senior executive producers.

Miss P elaborated. ‘I believe it is the nearest hotel to the venue, and also 
on the seafront. You really daren’t risk stabling me any further inland, you 
understand. The air on the Romney Marshes is known to be slightly south 
of foul. The last time I visited there malaria was rife.’

‘Malaria?’ The most senior producer woke up. ‘Is this true? If Middlestone 
wins we will be putting a crew in there for a whole season. Think of the 
insurance premium.’

All the other most senior producers around the table looked at the 
lowliest production assistant as if she had just popped open a vial of some 
airborne virus. The production assistant, creatively named Mandie, rifled 
through her notes in blind panic.

‘No,’ she squeaked, after finding a report tucked away at the back. ‘No 
malaria. Not since the late eighteenth century.’

The heads all turned back to Miss P.
‘Then, I was thinking of somewhere else,’ she conceded with a bow of her 

head. ‘Blackpool, I expect. I do apologise.’ 
In truth, it was not the place she had remembered incorrectly, but the 

century. 
In the end, the “Remotely” production office had agreed to let her stay 

at the Grand. She was, after all, a very special guest judge. Each of the 
several heads of department at the station had recommended her as the 
Middlestone judge based on a recommendation from someone more 

important. Every executive producer had endorsed her appointment 
without actually being able to remember why or how they’d come to hear 
of her. But everyone agreed that they were very lucky to have the celebrity 
Miss P as their judge for the season’s final performance. She would 
certainly attract viewers and boost numbers. The trouble was that no-one 
could then remember exactly how Miss P came to be appointed, who had 
originally recommended her, or whose idea it had been in the first place. 
Indeed, no-one at the television station could even remember why she was 
a celebrity or what she had done to deserve such hallowed status. But then, 
everyone involved was used to wondering that about celebrities, so no-one 
was too worried.

This vagueness suited the producers. If Miss P turned out to be an utter 
failure then each individual could blame someone else and deny knowing 
how she came to be there. This would be true, because, in the production 
office, no-one had the faintest idea about anything much apart from 
coffee and ratings. On the other hand, if she was a huge success then each 
producer could take the credit declaring that she was their find.

However she came to be there, wherever she was from, whatever age she 
was and whatever her name, the enigmatic Miss P was quite happy to be 
motoring down to the south coast that Sunday morning. She was looking 
forward to a week of refreshing sea air and community observation. Her 

“Remotely” judge’s guide pack was in her crocodile skin briefcase which 
rested on the green leather seat beside her. Her luggage was safely stowed 
in the wicker hampers that were tied into the open boot. The hood was 
down and the sun was coming up. It was not yet seven o’clock and it was 
cold, but that didn’t bother Miss P. Her leather driving cap and buckskin 
gloves kept her extremities warm, her tight-fitting motoring coat kept her 
internals warm and the aviator sunglasses kept the dust from her eyes, and 
the thought of what trouble she was going to cause kept the smile on her 
face.


