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Von Mary Roberts Rinehart : The Circular Staircase (English Edition)  before purchasing it in order to gage 
whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised The Circular Staircase (English Edition): 

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Clever, 
but no one edited this oneVon Michael SchauThis is an enjoyable mystery in the classic mode with some deft turns. 

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B00K0UAR3U


But it is completely unedited and riddled throughout with type-os and silly mistakes. Surely no person at the 
publishing house read this book before it was released; I'd go so far as to say no one bothered to use spell-check to 
detect ludicrous errors. In most cases, the correct spelling or usage is fairly easy to figure. In one, a "Mrs." should have 
been a "Mr." and that caused a bit of confusion. Readers appreciate these budget-priced editions, but couldn't someone 
at the publishing house give them a look after they've been scanned into the computer? Surely a summer intern in the 
editorial department might even have a good time reading this pleasant little mystery.0 von 0 Kunden fanden die 
folgende Rezension hilfreich. Absorbing, detailed mystery set in a bygone eraVon Ein KundeWealthy family goes to 
the country for a rest and gets more than it bargained for - and it doesn't include much rest! The narrator is a tart-
tongued lady, the mystery is complicated, and the view of life for the well-off in the early 1900's gives a whole other 
dimension to this book. Very enjoyable reading.

KurzbeschreibungThis is the story of how a middle-aged spinster lost her mind, deserted her domestic gods in the city, 
took a furnished house for the summer out of town, and found herself involved in one of those mysterious crimes that 
keep our newspapers and detective agencies happy and prosperous. For twenty years I had been perfectly comfortable; 
for twenty years I had had the window-boxes filled in the spring, the carpets lifted, the awnings put up and the 
furniture covered with brown linen; for as many summers I had said good-bye to my friends, and, after watching their 
perspiring hegira, had settled down to a delicious quiet in town, where the mail comes three times a day, and the water 
supply does not depend on a tank on the roof. And then -- the madness seized me. When I look back over the months I 
spent at Sunnyside, I wonder that I survived at all. As it is, I show the wear and tear of my harrowing experiences. I 
have turned very gray -- Liddy reminded me of it, only yesterday, by saying that a little bluing in the rinse-water 
would make my hair silvery, instead of a yellowish white. I hate to be reminded of unpleasant things and I snapped her 
off. "No," I said sharply, "I'm not going to use bluing at my time of life, or starch, either."KurzbeschreibungThis is the 
story of how a middle-aged spinster lost her mind, deserted her domestic gods in the city, took a furnished house for 
the summer out of town, and found herself involved in one of those mysterious crimes that keep our newspapers and 
detective agencies happy and prosperous. For twenty years I had been perfectly comfortable; for twenty years I had 
had the window-boxes filled in the spring, the carpets lifted, the awnings put up and the furniture covered with brown 
linen; for as many summers I had said good-bye to my friends, and, after watching their perspiring hegira, had settled 
down to a delicious quiet in town, where the mail comes three times a day, and the water supply does not depend on a 
tank on the roof. And then -- the madness seized me. When I look back over the months I spent at Sunnyside, I wonder 
that I survived at all. As it is, I show the wear and tear of my harrowing experiences. I have turned very gray -- Liddy 
reminded me of it, only yesterday, by saying that a little bluing in the rinse-water would make my hair silvery, instead 
of a yellowish white. I hate to be reminded of unpleasant things and I snapped her off. "No," I said sharply, "I'm not 
going to use bluing at my time of life, or starch, either."Synopsis An aging spinster and her young wards investigate 
the inexplicable evil presence that darkens the musty corridors of their Elizabethan mansion. 


