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Welcometo Littlehampton, a fictitious village somewhere in rural England.

A Fete Worse Than Deatha little different from some of our previoddurdernightsg in many ways,
simpler: the crime itself is quite easy to solve, but in otivays, much more complexand for that
reason, | would think twice before you consider this as your production if you have not conducted a
Murdernightbefore.

The difference here is that, because the scene is a small village, everyone knows everyihing ab
everyone else. Because of this, there are endless possibilities for throwing in red herrings and leading
the audience down various paths, but the counter side to that is that your actors will need to have a
fairly extensive knowledge of the other chatars, just in case they get askeand that goes for the
detectives, too. For thisurdernightboasts not one, but two sleuths to help solve the crifdeHarriet
Ffinchwill be familiar to anyone who has read thalbot Manor Murdernightand Sgt. Derek=oot, a

local policeman who is related to Harriet and a long line of fictitious Inspectors Foot who have appeared
in various otheMurdernights.We like to have a running theme, as you can see!

The period is modern day but there are some important coguaquirements, and some preparatory
work that you need to do to stage the evening effectively. FirSityt, Derek Foos a uniformed police
officer. Although we were lucky and managed to acquire a fairly convincing uniform for our production,
most of the costume and equipment you need to create a convincing unifpimesluding handcuffsare
freely available on{Bay and one or two other websites, or army surplus stores.

Similarly Staff Sergeant David Marsls amember of the local Army Cadet Foraedaso is in uniform.

Atmosphere is all important iMurdernights so if you can, try and make these two uniforms look
O2y@AYOAYy3Id t2LILAY3A R2py (2 GKS t20Ft FlyoOed RNBaa a
audience is bound to know thatthebére A a (G KS gNRy 3 O02f 2dz2NE 2NJ §KS o6 RIS
GKS OKINIOGSNI AayQl Iff GKS&@ OfFIAY (2 o06Soodd

la F2NJ GKS NBadsz gSONB t221Ay3 i Y2RSNY Rbre& @Aftfl 3
supplemented by wellies to cope with the imaginamyd. The ladies may hateeir twinsets as well as
their Barbour jackets.

The inspiration for thigMurdernightcame from a TV documentary on The Royal Horticultural Society. A
very sweet elderly lady was marshalling the locals in her village to makéhsueatire village was

looking its best for the RHS judges who were coming around to choose Best Village in Bloom. As she
puttered around in her little mobile wheelchair, she was accompanied everywhere by her trusty right
hand man, the village boblyin full uniform. Suddenly, as | watched, | saw Harriet Ffinch and PC Foot.
We have experimented more and more with two detectives, which speeds up the floMofdernight
Here, for the first time, we have formalised it and made it part of the script.

Remanber, that being local and also appearing throughout the draf@ariet Ffinchand Sgt. Footare
also in a position where they can be asked questions by the audience, in the usual way. But it should be
clear from the outset that neither is a suspect in therder enquiry itself.

And there we have it... have fun with the scenario, and enjoy.

Gary Simpson
February 2010
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compounded by a vast array of red herrings to make it more compewith mostMurdernight,

teams will need to solve the mystery usiciges derived from the drama, from the questioning and also

from the handoutsThe handouts foA Fete Worse Than Deadle a little different from the norm:

usually we have a poshortem report or notes taken from the scene of the crime, but as poor

Humphrey has quite obviously fallen to his death from the church tower the cause of death would seem

to be fairly obvious. for that reason, | decided to make the four handouts comprise of eight press
clippings taken from various newspapers in the months@&r®lF N& f S RAy 3 dzL) G2 G§KS RI &
clipping is accompanied by a photograph, and you will need to replace our photographs with yogr own
and alter some of the dates on the clipping® suit your actors and the date of your production. The
handous are as follows:

Handouts 1 & 2are placed on the audience tables at the start of the evening

9 Vicar Drops In for Teqa photographof Humphrey and S/Sgt Marsi the top of the church
tower. Though of course, anywhere that looks as if it might have af lai drop would do.

Marsh needs to be in his army uniform for this photo. The date at the top of the clipping should
be approximately 1 month before your production. You can also put the date of your
production in the last sentence of the article text

1 1GQa ¢aph@dgrph of Tracey MortoiThe setting for the photo is unimportant. The date
at the top of the article should be approximately 15 months before the production.

1 Public Meeting PunciUp Dramag a photograph of Humphrey, and one of John Faws The
setting for the photos in unimportant. The date at the top of the article should be
approximately 5 years 3 months before the production.

1 Wife Vanisheg; Police Sgt. Quizzegla photograph of Sgt. Marsh at his de3ke photograph
should be somewdt formal and staged. Marsh needs to be in his police uniform. The date at
the top of the clipping should be just under 5 years from the date of the produdfianamonth
2O0KSNJ GKIFY TIINAE Aad dzaSR> {3dd Chadcirdrigly. FANBG € Ay

Handout 3is distributed after the drama and before the first round of questions.

1 Teacher Suspendeda photographof JamesThe photograph should look as if it was taken by
the paparazzi and that James did not really want to be photograpHecheeds to be wearing
everyday clothes, or look as if he had just left the school he was working at. The date at the top
of the clipping should be approximately 3 and a half years before the date of your production.

1 Respected Officer Retiresa photogaph of Sgt. Marsh handing over to Sgt. Fddte
photograph should look formal and staged, and both Marsh and Foot should be in police
uniform. The date at the top of the clipping should be approximately 4 and a half years before
the date of your productin.

Handout 4is distributed after the Secret Questions are collected and before the second round of
guestions.
1 Forshaw Farm RaidegiPolice Baffled; a photograph oflohn Forshawlhe background to the

portrait photograph is unimportant. The date of thépgling should be two weeks prior to the
date of your production.

1 Local ACF Newsa photograph of S/Sgt Marsh handing an award to a recruit, with Sgt James
Troughton in the backgroundhis is probably the most important photograph, as it is the only
cluethat James Troughton was once in the Army Cadets. All three should be in army uniform.
The date of the clipping should be approximately 2 years prior to your production.

Gary Simpson
February 2010
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A Fete Worse Than Death

The scene is a village fete. If you can, create some atmosphere by draping bunting

across the room, have a tombola, a coconut shy or other typical stalls you would find

at a village fete in a corner of the room: it all adds to the atmosphere, and may

increase your funeraising capacity! As the proceedings begin, some of the cast

members may mingle with the audiencgh{o play the part of visitors to the village for

the day). Dr Harriet Ffinch, a retired GP (and noted amateur sleuth), who has lived

in the village for many years, has arranged the fete in a military fashion. Her partner

in-crime, whom she has preggmnged into service to ensure the smooth running of

the fete, is Sgt. Foot, a uniformed officer in the local police constabulary stationed in

the vilage; Humphrey Smallpiece, the local vicar and Mary, his wife; Florence

Small pi ece, Humphreydds sister who is a spin
grocery store and finally, Staff Sgt. Bill Marsh, the uniformed youth leader in charge

of the localArmy Cadet Force. Other members of the principal cast do not take part

in the preamble, but should you have any extras and have the available costumes,

they can play the part of |l ocal wvillagers o

As the action proper beginghe cast members disperse, with the exception of
Florence Smallpiece and Sgt. Foot. Florence is brandishing a bottle of hanasle
wine and a glass. She is not completely inebriated but has obviously had a glass or
two

FLORENCE Isay! | say! Constable...

Sgt . Foot coughs reproachfully and points t
FLORENCE Ohyes... of course... sergeant! Silly me, | keep forgetting. How long is

it now?
FOOT Five years this April, Miss Smallpiece.

FLORENCE Five year... is iteally? (Sadly)Five years since Mrs. Marsh(in
hushed tones)ell, we never reallylid find out what happened, did

we?
FOOT Now, you know we never count a case
Smallpiece!

FLORENCE Please, sergeant(ttying to wink, lut failing miserably)xall me Flo.

FOOT (a little uncomfortableNow, now... Flo..(indicating the bottle} hat 6 s
not a bottle of the Reverendds pri ze
trust?

FLORENCE (looking at the wrong hand)Vhere?

FOOT (pointing tothe bottle)There.
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FLORENCE  (startled, seeing the bottle as if for the first tifd®o! Why, so it is.
FOOT l snoét it a little early?
FLORENCE  Why, constable! What are you inshinu... suggesting?

FOOT Not hing at all . We | uysufordrmnkand
disorderly later now, do we?

FLORENCE (A little excited by the prospecddoo... constable, you naughty man.
(Holding her hands out ready for the imaginary handcu#s)on,
t hen. .. |l 611 come quietly.

They are interrupted by Dr Harriet Ench, who is obviously in charge: she is

want t

brandishing a clipboard and wears a rosette

HARRIET That 61l | be a first.

FOOT (With an acknowledging nod@r Ffinch...

HARRIET Now, Flo... youor e -modmakbessiipenng my tr
he would be better occupied elsewhere, are you?

FLORENCE (A little shamefaced, and also frustratatlell, I...

HARRIET (To Sgt.Foot) Derek . . I mean, Sgt. Foot . y O
overtotheplatb r eaki ng st all , twfaudtd you? Th

Sgt. Foot stares in surprise

HARRIET Yes, |l 6m afraid a certain faction ha
balls provided and are smashing pl at
cakes. | fear there may be bloodshed. Probably at the hands of Mrs
Wiseman.

FOOT (Off to do his duty, t&lorencel f youdl |l excuse me, Mi
Smal |l pi eceé

Florence stares after Sgt. Foot as he goes

HARRIET Now, Flo... you mustnét distract hin
sisterin-law’t o or gani se t hi slkevanythingtge f et e
gowrong.s o0 howos aboupreventafivenedicing ce a | it

and take that, hmmm?

Sweetly, Harriet takes the wine bottle from Florence, handling the top of the bottle
between finger and thumb as if it were an important piece wine evidence

FLORENCE Awé
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The Reverend Humphrey Smallpiece enters, dressed in a standard black suit and

shirt, complete with dog collar. By the time he surveys the scene Harriet is carrying

the wine bottle

HUMPHREY  Good afternoon, ladiegSeeing théottle)Oo o , |l say, Ffi
it a trifle early?(With a little chuckle) mean... sun barely over the
yardarm...
HARRIET (A little caught by thishh, wel |, noé you see Vic
FLORENCE (ToHumphrey) Congratulations on winning first prize, Humpjpré
knew you woul d. . . hict(Bnsbarrassddo vel y ittt
Pardon.
HARRIET (ToHumphrey) And how is our star turn, vicar...? A little nervous?
Humphreyds stomach obviously does a Fttl e
HUMPHREY Yes. .. | 6ve been wonevatmyowmapouttrat, have a |
Harriet. .. I dondt suppose therebs a
HARRIET Oh, I 6 m afraid not, wvicar. Retired n

down the church tower you promised,

church tower you mnst.

FLORENCE Oh,yeseveryonés | ooking forward to

HUMPHREY  Not everyoné.(To Florence) Some sister you are. | thought you were

onmyside.

HARRIET Il 6m afraid ther eods (Qomsultinggherk i n g n C
clipboard)At t he | a sraised aver 83600 invsgodsership.
(Looking atFlorence) And from what | hear, we could do with the
mone¥y é

FLORENCE | must say, Humphrey, Il think youor e
money for the Church Roof fund!

HARRIET Yes, vicar, a splendid effot . Have you ever done an
mean, anything like this before?

HUMPHREY  Only six weeks ago, when Mary persuaded me to do it.

HARRIET (Trying to sound reassuring but not quite managinyig s € we |
stiff upper 1ip, nohwad Iwthmts threed sS glto.i nN
youol | be fine.

During the next few lines Humphrey looks more and more uncomfortable
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FLORENCE (ToHumphrey) Rather you than m¢To Harriet) Humphrey took me
up to the top of the church tower a couple of weeks ago, Dr. Ffinch.
was ever so high.
HARRIET Oh?
FLORENCE Yes, must be over 200 feet.
HUMPHREY Fl orence, dear é
FLORENCE You know, it makes me dizzy just thinking about it.
HUMPHREY | 6 m sure Dr. Ffinch isnbét interestec
FLORENCE I just looked over the edge and | thybi | was going to be sick.

HUMPHREY  (Looking greener by the minut8)t op her, someoneé

FLORENCE | me an, if the rope gave way you wou
just go splat on the concrete.

HUMPHREY FIl orenceé. |

FLORENCE  (Looking atHumphreywith prideyHe 6 s s o br ave. Il di dnq
had it in him.
Mary Small piece, the vicarbés wife enters, a

wearing the uniform of the lead instructor of the local Army Cadet Force. Across his
shoulder he is carrying a length of ehbing rope.

MARY Yes, wihvénéemj t just goes to show you
everythingd oes ndét it ,(IndicatiogS/Sgt.aash)d & anr ?
sure David here could tell you a thing or two about your brother.
f or br av ésmiling saraasticlly & Humphrey) money can

be a huge incentive®, canét it, Hu mp h
It is clear that Mary and Florence dondt ge
FLORENCE I f youdll excuse me, Dr . Ffinché | t

offensive coming from the direction of the cookesptt
MARY Really? Webve just come from there.
Florence gives a little satisfied smile. It was a little victory but she enjoyed it

MARY (Suddenly realisingrlorencemeans herPph € | (Ssidelg)Very
good.

Florence makes to exit, and her ey catch S/Sgt. Marsh as she does so.
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FLORENCE

MARSH

FI orence

MARY

MARSH

MARY

HARRIET

MARY

HARRIET

MARY

MARSH

HARRIET

MARSH

MARY

MARSH

MARY

MARSH

(ToS/Sgt Marshfliting)Ser geant é

Fl oé

exits. As she does soé
Oh,pleaseDavi d. Sheds not your type.
(Formally)Ma r ySérgeant pl ease, when 1 édm in un
Oh,stopt . Youbre my brother, and youor e

Dunkirk. (ToHarriet) We | | ,
splendidly. Thanks to you.

Harriet, [ have to sce¢

easureé did Sgt.

|l tds been a |
r k cakes?

p
Wi semanos (o

0]

Eventually. Unfortunately, his ligHtearted attempts to pacify Mrs
Wi seman didnoét fare too well

Oh?

I think it was the remark that her rock cakes were very appropriately

named that did it. He must have forgotten she was a black belt in

kaat eé fortunately the St. Johnds Aml
i ce pack and Mrs Hampsonodés sewing sk
repairing the marquee.

(ToHumphrey, indicating the ropeowhat about it, Humphrey?
Ready to take the plunge?

Not so fast, sergear(tConsulting her clipboardiccording to my
schedul e, youdre not due taoeastegi n Op
a quarter of an hour.

Oh, everyt hingos (Rattingtthe eoil of ®@edeis Dr Ff
carrying) Checkedall the equipment myself last night.

Yes, nearly knocked himself out in the process. Did you find a
helmet?

Pah. Theyoré for nancy boys

(to Harriet, looking for supportNearly brained himself on the narrow
stairwell leading up the o we r , Dr . Finché

| t 6s ToHumphreg Dondt you worry, Reveren
hard hat for you(SeeingHumphrey6 s di sWhychbaoabdt ) we get
it over with?(Aside, toHumphrey) Not such a big man now, are you?
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HARRIET

MARSH

HARRIET

Look, I c&kmesiee oygedr st a-oneised, but | ¢
goinganywhereuntil we have this fete declared officially open.

Whereis Councillor Forshaw? He promised faithfully to have our

guest celebrity here by three...

Shall I mobilise the cadets? If we splitp , itdéd only take a
to search the entire area.

Thank you for the offer, sergeant. I
knowing Councillor Forshaw, I think
(LookingoffWa i t a moment é é al k of the dev

John Forshaw enters. He is brash and loud and a man who knows what he thinks

and doesndét care who knows it. Although he
farming gear: all cloth cap, Barbour jacket and green wellies. As he approaches, he is

talking to a beautiful young girl who is obviously not dressed for the country: Tracey

Morton. She is the celebrity who is due to open the fete. Close behind is James

Troughton, a journalist with a camera. Sgt. Foot is there too, to keep the crowds back

and to dfer some protection. He is also carrying a radio microphone

JOHN

TRACEY

JOHN

TRACEY

JOHN

HARRIET

TRACEY

JOHN

HARRIET

FOOT

(Brashly, toTracey, as they enterNo, | know what | think and | think
as | say. You can take your poncey boy bands and stuff them where
the sun dondét shine aesasdngwithas |
tune, thatods what | s &lckinghN® w, t
fingers)what was it called again?

Om ca
ake vy
Tracey Morton.

Brilliant! Great titleée

ltdéds my namee. ?

Which is why itds so bgoodpublicitg. nt . Pert

(ToTracey Oh, dear é | hope Councillor For
you too much, my dear?

Wel | é

Just entertaining the guests, Dr. Ffin€Fo Tracey) Partof the job,

public relations, being a councillor. You neektmw how to handle

people, see? Tact and diploma¢io Harriet) Rightt | et 6 s get t hi
bl oody show on the road, else | 619]1 b

Quite.

| 6ve got t he miHepasgehtioemaeio middophomei et é
to Harriet)

A Fete WrseThan DeathPage9



HARRIET Splendid.(Taking the microphone, she taps it three times to see if it is
working then speaks intoitf est i ngé testingé 1é 2¢é

hear me?

Hopefully there wild/ be some response from

you hear me?60

HARRIET Splendid. Ladies and gentl emen, |0d
person responsible for todayds | itt]
Mary Smallpieceé | etds give her a bi

The cast lead the applause as Mary takes the microphone from Harriet. Absgms

her speech she unfolds a small piece of paper on which she has written a few notes

MARY Thank you, thank yowonderfulitstopeest | i ke
allofyouhereat i tt |l ehampt on Village Fete. £

trying to raise as mucmoney as we can for the repairs of the Church

Roofée. A big thank you to Peter RogE®E
helping us again this year. Peter has remembered to bring the muzzles

this time so hopefully theremwonot L
pleased to say that Sgt. Foot has managed, with a little help, to get the

last of the sheep out of the Flower Arranging tent, so judging can
commenceé and in a few minutes, Staf
cadets will be helping the Reverenchy own dear Hmphrey- to

abseil down the church towétthank you all so much for your

generous sponsorship. Now, I know yoa
Humphrey dangling from the end of a
i ntroduce our speci als gwesiné roadmedn e
that well known si ng%brieflymnsulinppwn, our

her notes)l'racey Morton.

Once again, the cast lead the applause. Mary claps enthusiastically before handing
the microphone to a nervous Tracey

TRACEY Thank you, ever o n e ! ltés wonderful to be he
HARRIET ltés all arranged, dear é

Harriet produces a roll of ribbon and hands one end to Sgt. Foot and the other to

S/Sgt. Marsh, who take up positions at either end of the stage. Then, Harriet produces

a pair of scissors, and hands them to Tracey, taking the microphone from her as she
does so

HARRIET You just cut the ribboné nowé positd.i
James gets into position in front of the group to take the official photograph. Tracey
isinthecentre ready to cut the ribbon. Harriet st
holding the microphone for her. John Forshaw makes sure he is in a good position,
as close to Tracey as possible. On Traceyos

side. The two sergeastake up the flanks stretching the ribbon between them
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JAMES Okay, everyoneé |l etbds have big smile
The camera flashes

JAMES Excellent! One moreé thank you.
TRACEY | declare this village feteé officia

Tracey cuts the ribbon andveryone cheers. S/Sgt Marsh and Sgt. Foot deal with the
pieces of ribbon and Tracey hands the scissors back to Harriet

JOHN Excellent!(To Tracey,putting an arm around her shoulder and

pulling her away from the groupyow how about a picture, just the

two of us, ehfToJameg Troughtm, get your camera oV
HUMPHREY (Obviously nervous and eagertogetaway) | | j ust go and s

the choir are getting on with their preparations for the musical
i nterludeé

JOHN (Pointing, b Humphrey) Ayeé n toad far, though, Smallpiece.
Remember, | want a word with

John, Tracey and James move over to one side and James begins to take a series of
photographs. Obviously, the publicity will do John the power of good. Humphrey
heads off, a little too quickl. Harriet sees this

HARRIET (toSgt. Foo)l woul dndét | et him get too far
him not to fly the coop.

Sgt. Foot nods and heads after Humphrey. S/Sgt Marsh has witnessed this and goes
up to Harriet, standing to attention as if repting to a senior officer

MARSH Donét you worry, Dr . Ffinch. |l 6ve go
looking forward to this day for too long to let him slip away now.

HARRIET Excellent.(There is an uneasy paudejsmissed, sergeant.

MARSH Ma 6 a m.

S/Sgt Marsh salutes and does a quick about turn to leave. As he marches off, he
bumps into the running form of Florence as she-enters

FLORENCE (Bumping intoS/Sgt. Marsh surprised)Oooh!(Then not entirely
displeasedDoooooh!

S/Sgt. Marsh untangles Imself and walks off, leaving Florence momentarily wobbly
at the knees. She quickly remembers the reason for her urgent entrance

FLORENCE Harriet! Harriet! Have | missed it?
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HARRIET What, dear?
FLORENCE Theo p e n ioh, dear. | am a silly.

MARY TypicalFl or ence. | think youdd be
should that miracle ever actually take place.

FLORENCE Fine one you are to talk about marriage, Mary
MARY (Bristling) And what exactly is that supposed to mean?
FLORENCE Take it as you like.

MARY | 6d watch that mouth of yours
going to get you into a lot of trouble.

| at e

fool

The two look likely to create a scene. Hearing the rumpus, James, quick to sniff out a

story, is there with his camera and takes a photo (legwJohn talking to Tracey).
Mary and Florence are brought down to earth by the camera flash

JAMES (to Florence) And not for the first time, eH?

HARRIET Ladies, | think if you have something to say | would suggest
somewhere a little more private.

JAMES Oh, dondét be a spoilsport, Dr .
here: two sisters-law wrestling in the mud at the village fete, and
one the vicardos wife! Sounds t

comment, ladies?
MARY Yes. Drop dead.
She bens to walk away. As she does so, there is the sound of suggestive laughter
coming from the other side of the stage. It is John: the sound of his laughter is
followed by the sound of a large whack as Tracey slaps him across the face. Mary
joins them.
MARY What 6s going on here?
JOHN (How dare sheyphe hit me!
Mary is standing between Tracey and John. She turns to Tracey.

MARY Thank you, my dear. You saved me the trotible

Mary drags John off. Tracey drifts towards Florence and Harriet
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HARRIET

FLORENCE

JAMES

HARRIET

(to Tracey) | am sorry about that, my dear. Counsellor Forshaw
forgets himself sometimes. He treats his cattle like ladies and his
ladies like cattle.

(aside)l f theyor't ladies at all

How about an interview, Miss Morton,
gone? The vicarodés wife cailvhatd you 60
did she mean by that, exactly?

Not hi ng at (TaTratey) | shafl mascie yau,emy dedi.o
Jameg Come, young man. | have a press release to give you. Besides,
wehavesome catchi®™ g up to doé

Harriet leads James off, leaving Florence and Tracey alone

TRACEY

FLORENCE

TRACEY

FLORENCE

TRACEY

FLORENCE

TRACEY

FLORENCE

(after a moment, and she is certain they are albis@puld never
have come.

No w, dear . Donot take on so. You Kkne

I dondt know wh aothidk that manasany fatber i t t o L
and he doesho6t even know

Are you going to say anything?
I might say something that | would regret.
Give it time.

Youdbre probabtwentghyeatséswhateis an
of days?

Tell you whaté come on, I 611 stand vy

FIl orence puts a reassuring arm around Trace
leave, John reenters, pursued by Mary. She is not happy.

MARY

JOHN

MARY

JOHN

MARY

Will you stand still for a moment?
Look, Maryi | told you. It was only a bit of fun.

Fun? Fun?? Is that what you call it? You were practically wrapped
around her.

Look, Mar yé y o uonkelsobutydtuher eds no

Iwishlcod d believe that, John. I f i tds
tell you, I dondt think I can contin

might do something drastic.
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JOHN

MARY
JOHN

MARY

Sgt. Foot enters
FOOT
MARY

FOOT

Doné6ét be silly. You know the score.

council Fthevé cyaows wi fe. Thatés going
on the front page of theribune,d o n 6 t y dave patiencey k ?
l oveé just wait, |l eave everything toc

everything out’.

What do you mean?

The |l ess you know, the betteré

John, you dondt understandé®l 6ve hao
and Florenceé |1 d&m sure she suspects
out.

Hell o, hello. Whatodos this about susytg

Wh at ? (aQittleéénervous laughNoth i n g é

Have you seen your husband around, Mrs Smallpiece? We seem to
have | ost hi mé

John turns on Sgt Foot

JOHN

FOOT

JOHN

FOOT

Chance would be a fine thing. Look, Sherlock, wihaant to know is
when youdbre going to stop pfaffing a

fetes and startdoingsomealp ol i ce wor-knéor my br eak
instance.
Wedbre dealing with that as quickly a

have some more important cases which take priority.

More importantcases? 6 ve | ost t Wé whatcoudbheb | e Co |
more important than tha{A sudden change oftadklo o k € | can

make it worth your while.

Sir?

John looks at Foot, trying to ascertain whether he is getting through. But Sgt. Foot is

having none of i
JOHN
FOOT

JOHN

t: he cannot be bought. Finally, Johsees it is no use.
ChristtYouo6re wor$% than Mar sh
He taught me well, sir.

Everyone has their price, Der ek. | 6 n
he want s. Just make sure you donodt s
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James Troughton enters. Once agaime sees another potential story and raises his
camera

JOHN And what the hell do you think youbor
camera awayAdvancingondlame3You bve got a nerve cCC
here, | must s&y.

Sgt. Foot steps between them

FOOT (ToJamesg Perhapsyou ought to leave, sir.

JAMES Oh, great. Guilty until proven innocent, is that it? Nothing changes.
Even after all these years.

JOHN No smoke without fireé

MARY People have long memories, Mr. Troughton. Especially in somewhere
as small as Littleampton.

JAMES Sometimes itbés the guilty ones who h
Smallpiece(He reaches into his pocké®)e f or e | f o’ get é yo

James hands Mary a key to a mortice lock
MARY Thank you.
JAMES (ToJohn)Dondt know wh & tCoupcdlar.rYoupver® b 1 e m
only too keen to have your photo taken a moment agoTfibhaned s
planning to run an article about you next week, did you know? A little
bird tells me youdve been throwing Yy
through that by a s % é
JOHN Why, youé you havené6ét got a shred of
Sgt. Foot holds John back with a gentle hand
JAMES No smoke without fire, Councillor.
John lunges for James, but Sgt. Foot manages to hold him back

JOHN Why, youé just you waiteée 1061l kill vy

During the next line, S/Sgt Marsh arrives, unseen behind James. He is wearing an
abseiling harness and is carrying another, together with a safety helmet

JAMES Can | quote you on that8neeringY ou hypocrite. Youbre
MarsH*.

James turns and finds &gt. Marsh is standing behind him.
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JAMES

MARSH

FOOT

Oh, Il ooké the big man himself.

(The words are directed &gt Footbut Marsh never shifts his gaze
from Jameg Need any help, Derek?
No, itos all

right, Sarge. Al

James leaves. Thers B momentary awkward pause.

MARSH

(ToMary)l 6lmooki ng for the wvicar.

Harriet re-enters with Tracey. She is leading on a rather sheegikimphrey.

HARRIET

TRACEY

MARY

HARRIET

HUMPHREY

JOHN

MARSH

JOHN

HUMPHREY

MARSH

MARY

MARSH

MARY

MARSH

HUMPHREY

Here he is, Sergeant! We found him. Or at least, Miss Morton did,
didndét you, dear?

Yes. In the ladies loo.
What!?

Yes. Slight crisis of confidence, | fear. Still, we talked him out.

Like | said, Dr . Ffinch, itdés not th
concerned that the i resswalfttence woul dna
necessary safety checks had been carried out.

Oh, dondét you worry about that Vi ca
church tower a fortnight ago. Passed all the safety checks first time. |

saw to it personally.

So theredsanmdotimi murt avag/té

Absolutely not.

Oh, bother.

(Advancing orHumphrey, he grabs him by the neck as if arresting

himyRi ght ! Let s be off, then.

Davi dé

Hmm?

He r €She hand$/Sgt. Marshthe same key given to her lgmes

a moment before)

Ah. (Takingthekeyy hanks. Come on, thené show
Canbét keep the people waitingeéeé

Ohé al | (lookingdtMag) goodbye dear é
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Mary responds with an expression which leaves us in no doubt that no lolests
S/Sgt Marsh leads off the whimpering Humphrey, once again dragging him along by
the scruff of the neck like a reprimanded criminal. Tracey looks concerned

TRACEY Oh, dearé do you think heo6l|l be all
HARRIET Dondét you wor r yeaptdlarshssedryfexperidneel.r . Se
TRACEY Ohé thank goodness. Has he done t his
HARRIET Who? Sergeant MarskR little laugh) Goodness me, yes. Hundreds

of times.(A pauseWell, once or twice(Another pauseyve | | I 6 m

sur e hthedbsoks. How difficult can abseiling down a 200 foot
church tower be?

FOOT |l hope youdbdre wrong.
HARRIET Really? Why?
FOOT Hedés only got a hundred foot of rope

All look round at Sgt. Foot
FOOT (Smiling)Onl y jokinge

HARRIET Not funny, Derek(to Mary, her hand outstretchedassme that
microphone, will you, Mary, dear?

Mary hands Harriet the radio microphone. Harriet coughs a little

HARRIET A h e m@apping the microphonfje st i ngé testinge 1é
2é Can you hear me?

Hopefully, there will bea response from the audience. If not, carry on anyway

HARRIET Ladies and Gentlemen, could | have 'y
time for us to bring our Ilittle vildl
(consulting her clipboarddhere is of course @more important item.
Ladies, gentl emen, boys and girl sé &

Army Cadet Force has generously agreed to assist Reverend
Humphrey Smallpiece in his dadevil descent down the side of the
Littlehampton Church Tower! And there hes é !

Harriet points to a distant spot above the
in one hand, she shields the sun from her eyes with the other. Mary, John, Tracey
and Sgt. Foot look up also and shield their eyes too

HARRIET Let 6s gi vandlofiapplawse! bi g r
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MARY Is that Humphrey?

HARRIET (Not talking into the microphoné&)es, | think so.

TRACEY They look so small. Are you sure?

FOOT Yesé |l ooké that |l ooks | ike Sergeant

TRACEY Oh, y@ashiggQDOoohé heds Earmengawaylg out !
candét | ooké

HARRIET (Talking into the microphone again, a little slowly as to be distinct)

Arei youi alli right, - Reverend?
HUMPHREY  (Off, in the distance)Heeeeeellllppp!
HARRIET (Into the microphone)olly good!
MARY (Excitedly O h |l ooké there he goesé!
HUMPHREY (Off): AaaaaaaaaaAAAAAGGGGGHHHHHHHHH!
Offstage, there is a bloedurdling scream followed by a sickening thud. As
Humphreyds body falls to the ground, Tracey
in unison, following the body as it does so. When it reaches the ground the movement
of their heads stops together too, even giving a little bounce as we imagine Humphrey
hitting the concrete. Tracey screams in hor
shoulder. Harriet staes agape.
TRACEY Eeeeeeeeeeeekkkkk!
HARRIET Oh! Do you mind, dear? That was right in my ear.

Sgt. Foot leaps into action. He races towards the far end of the hall, heading in the
direction of the O60church towero

FOOT (Rushing throughEx c us e meng aviaty éofcomi ng t hr ou
stand back, pl easeé

Tracey breaks down sobbing and reaches to Harriet for comfort as Florence enters
FLORENCE  Harriet! Harriet! Am I too late?

HARRIET Yes, Fl orence, dear . |l 6m afraid so.
accidemn.

FLORENCE Real ly? How exciting! Whatdéds happene

HARRIET |l 6m afraid it looks as i f your broth
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FLORENCE What ? Humphr ey Bhe@tsoneadeadhfairt)é

As Florence falls to the floor Tracey rushes to her and Hitrbegins to check for a
pulse. They are administering to her while John and Mary begin conversing in a loud
whisper

MARY (To John) What have you done?
JOHN What ? Donét | ook at meé
MARY Leave everythingtome,yousadou 61 | sort ia out, yo

have youdone?
JOHN Not hingé | swearé

Mary begins pounding John6és chesenters n frustr
and takes a photo. John reacts to the flash

JOHN Troughton! Put that camera away, | 6n
JAMES What ? Not gotih&pctune bf theé yiear bere! Vicar in free
falll

During this Harriet has been gently sl appin
to come to

FLORENCE What happeneddégSheWhirs tody aadgetiug)

HARRIET You justtake it easy,dear Youdve had a bit of a s
Sgt. Foot rushes back in

MARY Sergeanté my husbandé?

FOOT Yesé | 6m afraid hebés dead. Fell 200
Mary and Tracey shrink in horror.

JAMES Oh, yes! Photo opportunity!

James begins to run offowards the church tower

JOHN How did it happen?

FOOT (Producing alengthofropaVe I | , siré 1 6d say from
that it had been sliced through with a very sharp knife.

MARY You dondét meaneée?

FOOT Yes, I 6m afraid so.. The vicaré was n
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All gasp. Suddenly, Jamesod6s exit is blocked
into the hall. He is still wearing his harness, but the rope is no longer attached. He

fall s i nto James oarries himlsack toahedtagd a mes hal f

FOOT Sarge! Are you all right?

JOHN Marsh! You murdering swine! What have you done?

MARSH Eh? What 6s going on? Whereds the vic

S/Sgt. Marsh crumples to the floor. Tracey screams again.
TRACEY Eeeeeeeekkkkkkkk!

HARRIET Will you please stop doing tha¢3herushes over t&/Sgt Marsh
then after a momenBelax, everybody! Only a faint.

FOOT (Addressing the audienc&e | | , | adies and gent | eme
must ask you all to stay exactly where you are. Nobody must leave the
cCrime scene aisnrbwdnburder anguira | ndghttnded s
some hel peée

HARRIET Oh, goody(Leaving the still prostrat&/Sgt. Marsh | do so love
murder mysteries.

FOOT Dr. Ffinch, I think you should leave this to the professionals.

HARRIET Nonsense, old boy. Have | ever yetu down before?

FOOT Well, noe

HARRIET Then it @aushsgSgt.tFbowut of the way)adies and
gentlemen, it looks as if Sgt. Foot here will need all our help to solve
this mystery. While we clean up the body and tend to Sergeant Marsh
here,perhaps you should have something to eat before we begin our
guestions. Talkho!

Harriet takes command. By this time, Florence has gotten back to her feet and is
being supported by Tracey. John is supporting Mary similarly.

HARRIET (ToSgt FootandJameg Ri ght , you twoé | etds see
Sergeant Marsh to his feeté

Sgt. Foot and James attempt to support S/Sgt. Marsh to his feet and, when they have
done so, the cast exit together
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! Mrs Marsh was the wife of Staff Sgt. Marsh, and she disappeared 5 years ago. The disappearance has

never been explained. Staff Sgt. Marsh was the local police sergeant at the time, and suffered a nervous
breakdown shortly afterwards and had toretireftome f or ce because of stress. \Y
di sappearance is a red herring which is never expl a
proceedings

Mary Small piece, the vicaros wife. Humphrey, the vi
% Everyone excepthe vicar himself.

“ Everyone in the village knows that Florence, who runs the local post office, is an inveterate gossip. She

has told Harriet during one of their little chats over the countesstieahas heard a rumotirat the

church is terribly shi of funds.

® When he was the village bobby, S/Sgt Marsh was called to the vicarage one night to attend to a domestic

dispute. Apparently during a heated argument Humphrey struck his wife. Officially, David Marsh made it

quite clear that he did not wattt see a repetition of the events and gave Humphrey a stern warning. Off

the record, he told the vicar that he would kill him if he ever laid a hand oniMusysisteli again.

® Mary is aware that Humphrey has squandered a large amount of the cimafsforfuinternet gambling.

" Which was the last time you were at the top of the church tower. You have not been there today, so
far é

8 5/Sgt Marsh steadfastly refuses to wear a safety helmet, even when abseiling himself. When climbing
the narrow stairwélen routeto checking his equipment last night, he cracked his head on the low stone

roof. There was no bleeding, and no medical attention was required, but he does have a large lump on the
back of his head as a result, hidden under his beret

° Mary hasbeen told by Harriet that Tracey was born in Littlehampton. Tracey is unaware that aBnyone
apart from Florence knew of this

10" John wants to discusss his application to build the villagesisg through the local conservation area,
a plan the vicar \emently opposes. If only the vicar could be bought...

M Florence knows that Mary and John are having an affair

2?James bl ames Florencebds gossiping for his current
teacher, his position as an instrudtothe Army Cadet Force and eventually, was forced to leave the

village altogether

13 Mary is jealous because John is supposed to be having an affair with her and she resents his roving eye
“Again referring to Maryés adulterous behaviour wit
15 Harriet knows James of old. When she was the local GP she discussed the stresses he was under. His

wife was quite ill with stress when they were forced to leave the village, unable to stand the gossip and
insinuations

% Humphrey

YI'n fact, 6do0ohne thaaimeit buifimgall talkiandno action
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18 Mary has been receiving blackmail letters, threatening to expose her affair with John to Humphrey
unless she pays up...

YThe colts in question ar e gwoweaeksagbardmwd pistolsar mhouse w
stolen.

20 John is a man who thinks that money talks. Before S/Sgt Marsh retired, he was the local police

sergeant the position now held by Sgt. Foot. John tried to bribe S/Sgt Marsh then, but Marsh also felt his

duty camdirst

21 James was forced to leave the village after a rumour spread that he had assaulted a child at a school he
has previously taught at before moving to Littlehampton. The rumour is false; nevertheless because of the
rumours he was forced to leave p@st, his place as instructor in the Army Cadets and finally, the

village.

22 The key to the church tower. Only one other esisiad Humphrey has it.

% John has been trying to divert the plans for the locgldss so that it will run directly throhg local
conservation area, an action that Humphrey has vehemently opposed. Shoulpgabks tun through the
conservation area, John would be able to create a much needed access to his land

# James blames Marsh the most for his current predicamefeltHie overreacted on hearing the

rumours about the accusations made against him at his previous school by a manipulative pupil. As a

result, he instigated a CRB check, and found that an accusation had indeed been made against James.

Although he did noheed to, he expelled him from the Army Cadets and the school reacted by letting him

go. Soon, he had to | eave town as the gossip increa
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You are a spinster, the sisterldimphrey Smallpiecethe vicar. You are in
your early 50s.

,2dz KIS fA@GSR Ay (GKS @GAftt13aS 2F [AGGTE S
place, all your life.

You were the youngest of three: the eldegas your sister, Joyceiv@n that

your elder brother Humphrey went into the church, your parents were aptly
named; Mary and Joseph Smallpiece died while you were still young, but not
before they had seedoyce marrieddumphrey graduate and you fly the

nest.

But yours has been a solitary life. You had just left school when Miss Pimm,

the local postmistresadvertised for an assistangpu enjoyed the work and

took over the post office when she retired shortly afterwards. In the thirty or

so years you hge worked thereyou have developed an encyclopaedic

knowleR3aS 2F S@PSNE2YS Ay GKS @QAftfl3SY &2dz
birthdays if you needed to.

After graduating, Humphrey became an assistant minister in the
neighbouring town of Waterfordt wasthen that he met ayoung girffrom
Littlehamptonand got her into trouble. Humphrey was keen for the

pregnancy to be terminated, letting his selfish ambition take precedence
over any code of morality. The girl steadfastly refused and insisted she would
keep the child. As it was, Helen (for that was her name) died giving birth to
the child she wanted so much: a girl, naniedcey.

As a bachelor, and a man of the cloth with a child born out of wedlock, there
was no question of Humphrey looking after thaéldhQuite the opposite: he
steadfastly refused to have anything to do witér. It looked as if the child

was about to be placed into care when your elder sisleyce; who lived near Londoncame up with a

solution. Joyce craved children and confit have any She took in the young Tracey, and cared for her as her
own. She only had one paondition. She wanted Humphrey to have no further contact with the child. He had
disowned her, and she was never to know. As far as Tracey was concerned, Jdyeelargbandvere her

real parents. Joyce kept in touch with you, thougand though you never told Humphrey, you kept in contact

with the child too, fully aware of her origins. The child, of course, grew up to be a beautiful young woman

and something o# celebrity. She was a talented singer and landed a recording contract after appearing on a
national talent show. Her first album has just been released. She changed her surname for the stage: choosing
GKS yIYS 2F KSNJ 6 R2 L tkathSGreerfotk MertdriNand sofihe giJelably 1 S F22 0G0
Morton was born.

You have kept in touch with Joyce and Tracey, in stark contrast to Humphrey, who has not spoken to Joyce for
nearly 25 years.

Recently, Tracey discoveredvhilst tracing her family tre ¢ that her parents were in fact, her aunt and uncle.

She felt a mixture of emotions: part of her was not surprised, as there were many characteristics she did not
AKIFINB gAGK KSNI aFlI GKSNES o0dzi LI NI 27F Kebhehatlhever SEGNBYS
shown the slightest interest in her, or even faint curiosity. He has simply blanked hétastiof Tracey was

keen to meet her real father. After an exchange of letters and phone calls, you saw the fete as an ideal

opportunity for the twoto meet¢ should they want to. The fete needed a celebrity to open it, Tracey was a

celebrity, and she would have the opportunitygeeher father faceto-face, even if she never spoke to him.

You mentioned it to Harriet, who was organising the fete, eamd@iracey... and to your surprise, she accepted.
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Despite all his faults, you quite like Humphrey. He has a darl¢sidparticular a fierce temper and a certain

RSINBS 2F YvYAiaz3aeyeao LGQA y zbehasklvays béed OltlivyNde hudndzt  NX & K
does regard men as being superior. Whilst not a particularly likeable trait, iddbidker than water, after all
candheisyouronly brother. 2 dz I f a2 1y26 GKFG | dzYLIKNB& KIF&a | OSNII A
used to be a the horses, or a few lottery tickets. Recently, things appear to have been quite quiet in that area

OAY TFIL Ol KS Aa 02y RdzOGA Yy 3 Yoahaveialways felkghite protattng ofhint, OG A 2 y &
and would defend him to your last breatfespecially against his wife, Mary.

You and Mary have never got on. Humphrey met her while he was still in Waterford and on landing the post as
minister for Littlehampton Parish Church he and Mary decided to tie the knot. You felt it was a mistake. There

was something about Mary that got your back up from the start: her condescending-ti@ethou attitude

in particular. You always felt she was a bit of a social climber and where better to be placed socially in a small

GAEE L3S GKI Y Yod&suspecShadHurphrbyihas been ag@dssive, if not violent, towards her

and that the love has gone out of their marriage. You kqamd hence the wholgillage knowg, that Sgt

Marsh when he was the local policeman, was called to the vicarage oethig i 2 OF f Y R24Yy | AaR2Y
AYyOARSYi(¢ o

LG 61 a LISNKFLEA Fo2dzi GKNBS &SINAR |32 (KIdG &82dz FANRG

at hiding it, but Humphrey showed no signs that he suspected. It began when Mary started coming in to the

post office to collect her mail personatlyo a L ¢l & Ay (2¢6y FyR (K2dAKG LQR al @
There were a couple of unusual letters that arrived for her; you recognised the writing on the envelopes as

being that of John Forshaw, alocaMa8 NX» |1 S gNRGS KA A& Gaéa Ayoftoysedzy dza dzl f
beganwithanda ¢ ® h @SNJ §KS 6SS{1a YR Y2y(iKasz &2dz 6 GOKSR (K
hard not to be seen in public, looking a little uncomfortable whenever they clthonesach other in the shop.

Yes, there was definitesomethinggoing on. You thought about telling Humphrey, of courgit why spoil

his happiness? Besides, for a postmistress whose income was meagre, to say the least, this might just be a

great busings opportunity.

In the last couple of months you have dipped a toe in the water and have sent three anonymous letters to

Mary - careful to print them out on your computer using standard typefaces, wearing gloves as you handled

the paper, using seBeal ewvelopes. You have left nothing to chance, should Mary report these letters to Sgt.
cz22GY y2i GKIFIG akKSQa ftA1Ste G20 14 &Sz &2dz KIS yz2i
the ante with your next letter, and suggest a small down payneensure Humphrey was kept in the dark...

Not that you have been a complete saint yours¥liu have always been a little bit of a flirt... just ofree

years agoyou attended a birthday party in the village hall. Most of the village were thereg¥ba little tipsy,

as you can be wont to dgalthough usually not in public. On this occasion, however, you found yourself
flirting with Sgt.DavidMarsh, the local village policeman who was attending the partydof§. As it

happened, his wife Dorlsad not accompanied hinconfinedin bed with a bad migrainehe had insisted he
should not miss the partgind so he had come alone. After a few drinks he, too was a little merry and one thing
led to another in the storage cupboard. Common sense pravaidore matters went too fag but only just.

When you next met, in the cold light of day in the post office the next morning, you agreed tuatenaould

ever hear of your shared moment of indiscretiggour close call. But you were a little sorry...

Ever the gossip, you spilt the beans to Doris Marsh a couple of weeks later. She had come into the post office,

£t 3dzya o6ftT Ay3aT ANIGS GKIFG | LI NI AOdzZ | NJ BlieNDODSt KI R
made some comment about her huestid not being satisfied and before you knew it, you had queried whether

he ever was... Doris left the shop with a face like thunder. You never heard any more: Sgt. Marsh did not

appear any different when he next came into the stkgdpwas as if nothing &d happened. Then, a couple of

days later, you heard that Doris Marsh had disappeared.

Her disappearance was never explained. You heard on the grapgyme main form of communication, you

were always keen to hear (and distribute) the latest goggipat none of her clothes had gone missing.

Rumours circulated in the village, as you will appreciate. Had she done a runner? Had she gone off with a

secret lover? Had Sgt Marsh killed her himself and disposed of the body...? You were happy to fuel the flame

odzi Ay F glt@& FSti4 I GAy3IS 2F FdAtd GKFGXZ oKFEGSOSNI GK
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David Marsh took the disappearance badly. He was given compassionate leave from the force while

investigations were carried out. No charges were ever bingugjthough the official line was that Sgt. Marsh

KFR 0SSy aStAYAYIGSR FTNRY LRtAOS SyljdANARSas¢dd 1S OFYS
village that it was (and still is), the rumours flew and Sgt. Marsh found himself unable to cantimsgoost.

He took early retirement on health grounds, stress cited as the cause.

IS ar¢ GKS ! Nye /IFRSGA la | gle& 2F NBoOodAfRAY3I KAaa ai
disappearance, he joined the local detachment and has worked hisipvehye ranks until now, as Staff
Sergeant, he is charge of the troop.

You still fancy him, if the truth be known. Anything in uniform...

You have never really liked John ForshBrash, loud, arroganmarried.. the opposite of yourself. And if

MaryweNB (2 KIFE @GS Iy FTFFIANI gAGK ye2ySsy @2dz O2dzf Ry Qi 4 A
like Humphrey. John is keen, as an ambitious local farmer, to gain better road access to a particularly

inaccessible piece of his land. The proposed rousses through an area of outstanding natural beaysy

conservation areg and Humphrey has fought tooth and nail to prevent John from pulling his considerable

political clout as a local councillar gainplanning permission for the Byass in its currernproposed form. A

final meeting of the council, at which Humphrey was due to present, is next week.

James Troughton first came to the villdgem the Wirralthree years ago. He was a teacher, araine to

teach children in year six. All seemed to go &elil heenthusiastically became involved in local activities,

rapidly becoming a respected member of the community. He was involved in many school activities, and
became an instructor in the local army cadets, where he served as sergeant under S/Sgi\tlaosigh

James was married, he had no children; his wife, Julie was not in the best of health and suffered from multiple
sclerosis. They decided not to risk having any children of their own.

It was just over a year after he arrived in the village thatfist heardr 6 2 dziT WI YS&aQa LI ad o | dzy
you ¢ supposedly in confidencehat James had had problems at his previous schéml were gossiping to a

fellow postmistress from the Wirral about this handsome young teacher who had become such it in t

village, when you gave his name. Your colleague immediately told you that she believed that James had been
suspended from his previous school, having struck one of his former pupils. Apparently the child needed

hospital treatment and charges were brodgl® . SAy 3 Iy Ay @SGSNI GS 3I23aaAL) Ad o
one or two of the villagers the story. Of course, it spread like wildfiegore long, concerned parents were

practically storming the school gates demanding the truth. It began to getamglyhe police, in the shape of

Sgt. Foot, became involved. Foot had to show a visible presence at the school gate at the beginning and the

SYR 2F (KS RIe& (2 SyadsaNB WFHYSaQa alFfSieod

Hearing the rumours, David Marsh was concerned, especially as Jamgspaaerdly passed a CRB check the
year before when he joined as a cadet instructor. Now retired from the police, he nevertheless sought the aid
of his exconstable, Derek Foot. Informally, he asked if the +#gt. Foot would make some discreet enquiries
regarding his seconéh-command at the cadets. It transpired that James had been accused by a child of
assault, but that no substance to the allegations was ever provetiadbeen suspended while the schapl

and the local police made enquiries, but in #nend it all seemed to be the result of a rather wild, malicious
FYR &2YSgKI G RAalGdzNbaEbRto CopeinithRIR &trainsYvhich pefsistédiegeyf ater his
name was cleared, James had decided to make a fresh start elseavherteso had maed to Littlehampton

and his current post.

David Marsh tried to discuss matters openly with James but James only became hostile and defensive.

lf 6K2dAK KS KIFIR y2 S@OARSYOS: al NEKQA AyadAiyoda gSNB
allegationsafter all. He dismissed James from the cadets. This was the final straw, and James decided to leave
town. You heard through the grapevine that this wife, Julie had died shortly afterwards. You did not see him

after his departureg until today, when he rairned as the journalist for th&ribune

You have known Harriet Ffinch for many years. She used to be the GP in the village, until her retirement
SAIKGSSYy Y2ydKa 320 | 2dz KIS y2i KIR YdzOK OFff ¥F2NJ
rSALISOGAY A LI GASYG O2yFARSYGAlItAGE |G lagvias GAYSad | 2dz
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persuade him to do it.

You have also known Derekdtdor many years. He was born in the village and has lived here all his life. He

was the local police constable when David Marsh was the local sergeant. When David took early retirement,

Derek was promoted to sergeant. Derek knows most of the peoplesinittage and their backgrounds. He is
AAYy3EST YR KA& Y2UKSNJ 9t AT I o0SGK Aa I FNNASG CTFAyOKQa

5dz2NAy 3 (2RIF28Qa LINPOSSRAy3Jazr &2dz K9S &Lyl vyzad 27
post office § closed anywayou are only offstage twice: firstly, after Mary enters, when you head «fé¢o

how your embroidery entries have done in the home crafts competition; secondly, you leave with Tracey to

get her a cup of tea from the refreshments tent. \'ghiyou are there, she excuses herself to pay a visit to the

loo. That is when she finds Humphrey, and you lose track of her. You stay in the refreshments tent for a while,
gossiping to Miss Roberts, one of the primary school teachers.

Your relationshipto the other characters

Humphrey Smallpiece
He was your brother, and for all his faults, you had a soft spot for him. You have no idea who will benefit from
his death: you assume that all his money (if there is any), will go to Mary.

Mary Smallpiece
Youhave never liked her. Your relationship is cordial at best. And your blackmail attempts are not because you
need the money; you simply want to see her squirm.

John Forshaw

Brash, loud, arrogardnd married.. the opposite of yourself. 2 dz O y i@ inandaind wolRd bé

blackmailing him, but his wife is the type who likes a little drink on the side and rarely comes outside the front
R22NX LF¥ 4KS 46SNByQdG F3IFNRPLK26AO YR 6l a a20SN) F2NJ
outJohng I & KF @Ay3a | tAGGES 2y GKS &ARS lFyeéegled ! FAOSNI I ff

Tracey Morton

You have always had a soft spot for Tracey and have tried to be supportive since she discovered Humphrey
was her father. When she expressed a wish to come to thageillyou tried neither to encourage or

discourage her, but simply to let her make up her own mind.

S/Sgt Marsh
,2dz FNB adGAftf FNASYRAY @2dz R2y Qi GKAYy|l KS (ly2sa o6KIIQ
disappearance. If the truth benown, you still fancy him...

James Troughton
He knows you are to blame for spreading the story about his past. Consequently, he was cold with you before
he left the village.

Harriet Ffinch

You know Harriet well. She is unmarried, having been marrié@taareer all her life, 2 dzZQ@S NI NBf & KI R
need to consult her, so most of your contacts have been over the counter in the post office, and mostly small
Grtl1e® {KS AayQi 2yS F2NJ 323aaALlo

Sgt Foot
,2dz2Q0S 1y26y 5SNB{ F2NJ & 8yneeH tocal thelpdligeXbut§ad dp likeliodhthk v S @S NJ
GKFG @2dzQ@8S 0SSy | dzaSTdd a2dzNOS 2F 20Kt AYyF2N¥EFGAZ2
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The clues to solving the mystery
The murderer had
the opportunity to commit the murder

1

o

You had the opportunity, as you weenot on the stage when the murder occurred

9 access to the church tower

1

1

0 You have no ready access to the church tower. The last time you were up there was a couple
of weeks ago, when Humphrey accompanied you. There is only one key, and you do not have
it.
ayR o1& 6ftS G2 GFYLSNI gAGK GKS NRLIS& dzaSR Ay | dzy
0 You had no opportunity to tamper with the ropes.
the motive
0 Youhad no reason, and did not watd see Humphrey dead
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You were borMary Marsh(in Littlehampton)and you have been married

to Humphrey Smallpiecéor 20 years. You are in your early 50s. Your A

brother, older by 3yearssDavidMarshg K2 | f a2 FSFudz2Nsa Ay 0
proceedings. He iStaff Sergeant Marslof the local Army Cadet Fac

You met Humphrey in the neighbouring village of Waterford, where he was

the assistant minister. When he landed the job as minister at Littlehampton

you decided to tie the knot. There was something about Humphrey that

attracted you: he was quite hands@nand determined. You liked

determination in a marm someone who knows what they think and is not

afraid to say it. He was ambitious and saw the parish at Littlehamptos

home townc as being ideal. You are natthout ambitionyourself and in a

smallgA €+ 3S tA1S [AGGE SKFEYLIWG2y GKS @AOF NJ
and admired. You fit the part perfectly.

Sadly, the spark in the marriage soon began to fade. You did not have
children, and your failure to conceive depressed you and frustrated
Humphrey, who insisted the fault did not lie with him.

a2NB2FSNE | dzZYLIKNBE @ Qad RSUGSNXAYIF(GA2Yy O2dA
ways. He haduntil today,a foul temper. He was quite dominating and on

occasion had struck you. It was during one of these doméstidentsabout

seven years aggone that looked as if it was getting seriously out of hgnd

that the police became involved. They had been summoned by a neighbour

who was concerned about the noise one night, around midnight.

The policeman who attendewas your own brotheg then Sgt Marshof the

local constabulantie was quite professional about it, calmed things down

and made sure you were all right. You are aware, though that he had a more

private word with Humphrey later. Not being someone likelg YAy OS KA & 62NRaX &2dzNJ 6 NJ
effect and Humphrey was never quite so threatening again.

,2dz FNB ta2 gl NB GKIG 22dz NB KFE@AYy3 FAYFYOALFT RAT
since you have known him, Humphrgyr & 6SSy T2y R 2F aKF@Ay3 | Ffdzi G SNE @
two on the horses at the weekend, or the occasional lottery ticket; but over the years this has progressed into
something much more. You were aware that he had been gambling ¢alivtethat the church was seriously

short of funds. You suspect you know where that money has gone. You confronted Humphrey, and told him it

would have to cease. He confessed to appropriating church monies to fuel his addiction. You suggested a way

out of his¢ and yourg predicament: hold a village fete. It would be good for the community, you argued and

could possibly raise a lot of money. Especially if there were such centratdisiolg event... and you

suggested that Humphrey might raise a considerathount of money, and publicityg by agreeing to do

something daring... like abseiling down the church tower, for example. It was a reasonable enough idea, but

you have to admit that once Humphrey agreed, you rather enjoyed his discomfort as the lEigptagched.

If the truth be known, you have grown bored with Humphrey. He takes you for granted: his performance in the
bedroom, never that brilliant to begin with, has become more sporadic and lacklustre. When John Forshaw,
one of the local farmers andlacal councillor began to show some interest in ydout three and a half years

agg you were flattered. And tempted. And gave in to temptation.

At first it was just a glan¢@r a gesture. Then the letters arrived; John opened up to you in the lelters;
GNRGS LI aarzylaSte yR LINRP@20FGA@Sted G FANRGI @&2dz

Page?28 A Fete VWrse Than Death



unfavourably. You were terrified that Humphrey, controlling as ever, would open your mail (he had been
known to do it before) and so you decided fotime that you would pop into the post office and pick up your

mailthere6 4L ¢l a Ay (26y IYyR (K2dz3K{i LQR & @S GKS LladyYly
without its risks, for the postmistress was none other ttfdorence SmallpiecjumLJK NS & Q&4 &aA &G SNIP 54
adza LJISOu K 2dz UK2dzaAKU0O aKS YAIKU NBO23IyAasS UKS gNRUAY 3

gl & yR @2dNJ yIYSS 2F O2dzZNESI 6S3IAya 6AGK |y Gaéod
on, but as Florence & a renowned gossip it was an activity fraught with danger.

Florence and yourself have never seen eye to eye, and your relationship, at once cordial, has deteriorated to
barely disguised disdain. She always felt you were nothing but a social climbtroaigtht her beloved
brother deserved someone better.

The romance with John continued. Eventually, you met and you insisted that he should stop writing. He
FANBSRX odzi 2yfe AT @2dz NNIy3aISR G2 YSSotofiyAY 2y |
because Humphrey seemed to watch your every movemdnit also becauséohn, too, was marriedNot

that you saw much of Margaret Forshaw: she was agarophobic, and was seldom, if ever, seen in the village.
3 NRLIK20ALF ¢ ay Qir-#o&Nde ambdntof alchhil dohrSowught i8 theaisKop you were
pretty sure she had an alcohol problem, too.

Still, you have managed to maintain a (mostly) discreet liaison with John over the past three and a half years.
And neone seemed to know... untiecently.

A couple of months ago you received a letter through the post which was suspicious. The address was typed:
nothing unusual in that; the envelope was plain and the content of the enclosed letter again typed on a PC
using a standard typeface .Mias a blackmail note. The three letters you have received to ¢latesimilar in
appearance and contertmake it quite clear thasomeonen the village knows about your secret. And in the
letters they ask what Humphrey might think if he were ever tal fout... surely it is only a matter of time

before money changing hands is discussed...

You know that John does not like Humphrey. John is kberambitious local farmethat he is to gain better

road access to a particularly inaccessible piece dahis The proposed route passes through an area of
outstanding natural beautg a conservation areg and Humphrey has fought tooth and nail to prevent John

from pulling his considerable political clout as a local councillor to gain planning permissiba fiypass in

its current proposed form. A final meeting of the council, at which Humphrey was due to present, is next week.
Over the past few months you have felt a little like piggthe-middle, with the land representing a metaphor

for yourself, aghe two men fought over you...

Your brother DavidS/Sgt Marshis three years older than you. He went straight from school into the police

force and was stationed as a young constable in Littlehampton, before taking over as sergeant a few years ago.
At that time, a young constablBerek Foofoined the station and David took him under his wing. Because of

his position in the local community David knew pretty much everything about everybody. But then again,
GKFGQa gKIG tAGAYI AYy | @Atf13S Aa tf lo2dzidood

About five years ago disaster struck. David was happily married to a girl called Doris (her maiden name was
Smith and she was not related to any of the other suspects tonight). Suddenly, completely out of the blue, she
disappeared. She did not take angtbing with her, nor money or cards. She has not been seen from that day
to this, and her disappearance has never been explained. It hit the local and national headlines at the time,
and rumours flewHad she done a runner? Had she gone off with a seavet? Had David killed her and

disposed of the body...You supported David as best you could. You knew he was not the kind of man to do
anything untoward; his sense of duty and laijty were too strong for that.

David took the disappearance badly. He wa®n compassionate leave from the force while investigations
were carried out. No charges were ever brought, although the official line was that Sgt. Marsh had been
GSEAYAYLFGSR TN Yretuded tb Quy siénybljtiuziatddbo& thé rdmoleshtinued to flyand

he found himself unable to continupolicing He took early retirement on health grounds, stress cited as the
cause.
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He saw the Army Cadets as a way of rebuilding his status in the comrandityis selconfidence A year or

soafter5 2NAaQ& RAAILIISIENI yOSs KS 22AySR (KS 20Kt RSGFOK
as Staff Sergeant, he is charge of the troo® dz & dza LIS O G = 3 A @ $nywithsHur@phr&y@hat hd INB G A 2 dzz
is quite keen to see Humphrey at the endaafope too.

David arrived last night to check that everything was ready for the fete. It was around 6 pm. You gave David
the keyc the only one there ig so that he could open the door at the top of the winding staircase that leads
to the church tower oof. David was alone when he went up the tower to check his equipment: he left most of
his ropes there, and checked the ropes were securely positid@adis way down from the church tower,

David banged his head on a low overhang. There was a bit of p barthe back of his head, but the skin was
not broken: there was no bleeding and he did not need stitchiesscompleted his checks around 6.30 pm,

gave you back the kegndreturned home.

Derek Footeplaced David when he retired from the police, to bee Sgt. Foot; Derek is born and bred in

Littlehampton too, and you know him reasonably well, through his connection with David. Having worked in

the village all his life as a policemdrerek knows most of the people in the village and their backgroutels.

is single, and his mother ElizabettDisHarriet Fincl&A & § SNE  YIF 1Ay 3 KAY | F NNRS(iQa vy

You have knowHlarriet Ffinchfor many years. She used to be the GP in the village, until her retirement

eighteen months ago. You have not had much calh&y services. When you came up with the idea of the

fete you could thinkofn@ yS 0 SGUSNI GKFY | FNNASG 6K2 g2ddZ R 6S ot S
the day would be a resounding success. She hasibladephew Sgt. Foot in her pocket thoghout, and

between the two of them they have ensured everyone in the village would takeg@artl sponsor Humphrey.

You knowJames Troughtonthe journalist from theVaterford Tribuneof old. James first came to the village

from the Wirral three yearsgo. He was a teacher, and came to teach children in year six. All seemed to go
well and he enthusiastically became involved in local activities, rapidly becoming a respected member of the
community. He was involved in many school activities, and becanrestactor in the local army cadets,

where he served as sergeant under your brother, David. Although James was married, he had no children; his
wife, Julie was not in the best of health and suffered from multiple sclerosis. They decided not to risk having
any children of their own.

It was just over a year after he arrived in the village that you first heard the rumours. It was, of course,
Florenceceverthegossipg K2 G 2f R @2dz 4GKS &02NBY I LIWINByidtesz | dzyYLK
LINE 6 f Shi¥ aréviols chool and she had heard from a friend of hers in the Wirral that it was correct:

James had been suspended, having struck one of his former pupils. Apparently the child needed hospital

treatment and charges were brought. Before long, the rumspread like wildfire. Before long, concerned

parents were practically storming the school gates demanding the truth. It began to get ugly and the police, in

the shape of Sgt. Foot, became involved. Foot had to show a visible presence at the schabltgate

0SAAYYAY3a YR (GKS SyR 2F (GKS RFe& (G2 SyadaNBE WFHYySaQa a

Hearing the rumours, your brother David was concerned, especially as James had apparently passed a CRB

check the year before when he joined as a cadet instrué&tthough he hadetired from the police David will

still able to pull a few strings and gather informatidirtranspired according to Davidhat James had been

accused by a child of assault, but that no substance to the allegations was ever provedi bden

suspended whil¢he school; and the local police made enquiries, but in the end it all seemed to be the

NEBadzZ G 2F | NIGKSNI gAft R YIfAOA2dza YR a2YSgKFd RAAG
which persisted even after his name was cleared, Jdradslecided to make a fresh start elsewherand so

had moved to Littlehampton and his current post.

David tried to discuss matters openly with James but James only became hostile and defensive. Although he
had no evidenceDavid Marsl2 & A y & (i thay tlkte dnightt Badbeen some substance to the allegations
after all. He dismissed James from the cadets. This was the final straw, and James decided to leave town.
Florence told you the sad newlsat WI- Y SvieQJilie died shortly afterwards. Ybadnot seen Jamessince

his departureg until yesterday when hearrived complete with camera to cover the story of the village fete.
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LG o1 & 2 dza (Datidhéd3elyou abeurth@fag ldgr heforewas good to sedamesHe turned up
on your dorstep, looking to have a chat with Humphrey and yourself about the fete. As it was, Humphrey was
2dziz a2 @2dz alSR KAY Ay F2NJ I Odz2d 2F G4SF+ yR a02ySa

Life had been tough for him since he left Littlehampton. His wife Julie waseslwatrhaving to leave all her

friends and move house again, so soon after the fuss in the Watal never really recovered: she fell into a

deep depression. James desperately tried to find work teaching but every school he tried was reluctant to take
him on, as his reputation had preceded him. With teaching out of the question, James decided to trade in on
his original degree in journalism and eventually managed to secure a job as a junior reporter and photographer
on theTribune.One day, returning fronracking down a pretty mediocre story, he found his Julie slumped in

the chair. A suicide note and an empty bottle of antdepressants were by her side.

James told you he had seen the photos taken by one of the other reporters when he had come to cover the
fete three or four weeks beforehand. That reporter was on holiday and, as he had sortaficsknowledge

of Littlehampton, James was asked to report on the day itself. The abseiling attempt was obviously going to be
the highlight of the day and Jameed if he could have a look at the view from the top of the tower to see if

he could work out any good camera angles to photograph the descent on the next day.

,2dz O2dzf RyQi &aSS lFye KINY |yR a2 &2dz f Sgduravl YSa (KS
tower. He promised to return it in good time for the fete. You hasla Y Sy’ Q @neefindzat 7.80pnand so

had to dash; leaving James with the k&the only one in existence. You know that David has already been up

the tower today and has lehis climbing/abseiling equipmentrope mostly- up there.

2 KSYy WFYSa NBUdNya GKS 1Sé& RdANAy3 (G2RIF&2Qa RNIYIF AG A
prior to David and Humphrey climbing the steps to the top of the tower.

The only oher person on stage whom you have ever given the key to was John Forshaw. He arrived at the
vicarage with two men from the Health and Safety department of the Council to inspect the roof of the church
tower. You lent them the key. After about twenty minsgtelohn returned with the key. Apparently, they were
satisfied with the inspection. John stayed alone for a cup of tea. Humphrey was out for an hour...

Tracey Mortonis new to you. Yomay live in a small village, but itrist completdy isolated andsoknow her
name: Tracey had wonrational talent contest on TV and landed a big recording contract: her first album has
just been released. Harriet suggested she might be willing to open the fete, and indeed, had already
approached her informally. Bemused & why Tracey Morton should want to come anywhere as small as
Littlehampton to open a village fete, Harriet explained that she understood from Florence that she had been
born here. You thought it sounded a wonderful idea, although you had no recolledtibe family who would
have lived in the village and left after giving birth to Tracey... it was probably before your time.

Your relationship to theother characters

Humphrey Smallpiece

You loved him at one timéyut no longer. It was the risk of sadal that kept you together, but if you had got

the chance, you would have gone. You have no doubt that you are likely to be the main beneficiary in

| dzY LIKNB & Qa gAft > o6dzi FNB Sldzrffte adaNB GKIFIG GKSNB gAf-
HdzY LIKNBE & Qa RA&AO2YF2NI |G GKS G(GK2dz3KG 2F Fo6aSAftAy3d R2¢

Florence Smallpiece

You have never really taken to Florence. A malicious gossip, she is not as stupid as she looks and you certainly
g2dA RyQi tA1S (2 0S5 adgstaididgossmi@ress sha is IRedy toreEogiiss tiad | a
writing on many envelopes, but you have no concrete proof that she suspect about you and John, although her
suspicious may have been aroused by your popping in to get the mail on a regular basis...
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S/Sgt Marsh

| SQa @2dz2NJ ONRPGKSNI FyR @2dz FSSt &l FS Ay KA& LINBaSyoOoS:
Humphrey, having lost his temper, began knocking you about a bit. You do not know what happened to Doris,

his wife and you feel very sad alidhat. She was a lovely girl, if a little highly strung.

John Forshaw

You are in love with the man, who appears to be everything that Humphrey is not. You have consummated the
relationship and he is wonderful in bed. However, for him fliting isadzct G A2y Ff KIT FNR FyR &3
his womanising. It makes you feel as if you could be discarded at any point. You are aware that John and

Humphrey are in a longtanding dispute about the path of the local-pgss, which Humphrey points out

passes throgh an area of significant national beauty.

Tracey Morton
. 2dz KIS y20 YSG 0SF¥2NB8 (2RIFeéd LIQA ljdAGS Kdzyof Ay3a O

James Troughton

You feel sorry for James. Life has handed him some rough cards. But he does become tipritalliyrangry
whenever he talks about how he was treated in the village, and especially when Sgt Marsh is talked about. He
has never fully forgiven him for not trusting him and throwing him out of the cadets.

Harriet Ffinch

You know Harriet well. Shedgy Y+ NNA SR KIFI @Ay 3 6SSy YINNASR G2 KSNI OF |
need to consult her, so most of your contacts have been at church. She is the mastermind behind the Church

Fete project, and so you have seen quite a lot of her recentlyw8hienow a lot about the people in the

village.

Sgt Foot
L 2dzQ@S 1y26y 5SNB] FT2NIE@SINES® ! JIAYyS>S &2dz KI S ySOSNJ
GKFG 22dz2Q@S 06SSYy | dzaSTdd &2 dzNOS 2hésued i dxtensivef & NY I G A 2

organising the fete...

The clues to solving the mystery
The murderer had
1 the opportunity to commit the murder
0 You were on stage when the murder was committed
1 access to the church tower
0 You have access to the church towerefkéhis only one key, normally kept in the key box at
Church. You lent it to James last night so he could check on some camera angles; he returns
it to you during the play, and you pass it on the S/Sgt Marsh
f and was able to tamper with the ropes used in HLIKNBS @ Qa RSaOSy il o
0 You had opportunity to tamper with the ropeBavid left them at the top of the tower
yesterdayg you could have tampered with them prior to James asking for the key to the
tower. He went alone.
1 the motive
0 You are in love with John, aritelwould be so much easier if Humphrey had a little
accident...

Page32 A Fete Wrse Than Death



Your name i®avid Marshand you are approaching your”‘":'iﬁirthday. You
hold the rank of Staff Sergeaint the local Army Cadet Force.

You have lived all your life ifttlehampton. Youryoungersisterby 3 years
Mary Marsh, marriedHumphrey Smallpiecand moved back to
[AGdGf SKFYLIWi2y a GKS @AO0FNRa 6AFS ySINI

You joined the police when you left school and were fortunate to be posted to
the station at lttlehampton almost immediately. As the local lad, you knew
most of the community and over the years progressed from the young PC
whom everybody knew (and some of the older inhabitants found difficult to
take seriously) to the respected sergeant who evegyoould trust in a crisis,
having taken over the running of the station when the incumbent sergeant
retired.

When you were promoted to Sergeant you were appointed a replacement

police constable, straight from cadet schadberek Foot You took him under

your wing and taught him the ropes. He too is a locaklag aunt iDr

Harriet Finchwhowasdzy G At wmy Y2y GdKa 32 (G§KS 20! ¢

9f AT I0oSGKE A& 5S8SNB1Qa Y2iKSN®

,2dz 4dzaLISOGSR F2NJ I gKAES GKIFIG al NBE YR
rocky. Once, you wondered whether you saw the evidence of a bruise by her

left eye, badly covered with makep. Was this Humpi& & Qa R2 Ay 3K | 2 dzNJ
suspicios were confirmed when you were called, in your professional

capacity, one night sevenyearsagot 4t KS @A OF NI 3S G2 FGdGdSyR

RAAGdz2ND I yOS¢ & gutndnt gbiigdayl iR full-flighehie Subisu§ce | NJ

of the argument is lost in the mists of time and is probably unimpdrtahat

was important to you was that Humphrey had obviouslyremlent and had

struckyour sisteMary, hard about the face. She did not want to press

charges. Humphrey smiled a lititethat did it. Maintaining your professional

decorum, you asked if you could have a private word with Humphrey in the

next room. One alone with him, you thrust his arm behind his back, handcuffed him and then pushed him

firmly against the wall. Grabbing him under the chin you made it quite clear that if he ever laid a hand on your

sister again you would have his guts for garters. THeNB I & aSSYSR (G2 62N VY I f iK2dzaK
marriage never fully recovered from that night, the public facade seemed to be intact and Humphrey never hit

Mary again.

You never really liked Humphrey. Not only had he been violent towards your $istesed the humble facade

of a vicar as a smokescreen for being a bubpth mental and physical for many in the local community.

When Mary suggested to you that she was going to hold a village fete and Humphrey was keen to abseil down

the church towe in order to raise funds for the church you were astonished. When she asked felp in

your capacity as ACF leader you jumped at the chance of getting the little shit at the end of a rope. You

O2dz Ry Qi oFAG (G2 aSS GKFd &aOFINBR 221 2y KA&a FFOS I3

| dzY LIK NB & (Florerice\ SinéllSie¢ds dpinster who runs the local post office. As such she is in a prime
position to know everything that goes on in the village: and to make things worse, she is a renowned gossip. As
the local policeman who sometimegeded a piece of inside informati@or even a lead in a difficult cage

she could be invaluable at times, though, and you were a frequent visitor. You were aware that Florence
enjoyed your visits: in fact, you suspected she had taken a bit of a shymal. And you a married man...

Florence told you many tiits of gossip, and it was through Florence that you know of the feud between
Humphrey andlohn Forshawa local farmer with a considerable estate. As well as being a farmer, John was
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quite influential as a local councillor. He was not short of a penny or two and on occasion had tried to bribe
you to turn a blind eye during some rather dubious transactipemall, petty stuff: the transport of some
newly acquired grain that had fallen off the taaf a lorry, that kind of thing. John soon realised, however,
that you had a fierce sense of duty. You could not be bought.

The feud between Humphrey and John had been going on for years, and continues to this day. Basically,
Humphrey was a patron of tHecal wildlife trust, a conservation area. John wanted to ensure that the plans
for the village bypass ran straight through the area: it was, of course, complete coincidence that such a move
would allow easy access to one of the most remote and ferfileéSpOS a 2 F Yuuizak Wik fofitthasR ®
been in the local newsthat a meeting to decide the final route of thedpgass is due to be held next week.
Humphrey was due to present his case to the committee.

You also know that John keeps guns. Nimpgsing for a farmer... but John is also a member of the local
aK220Ay3 Ofdzo YR akK22Ga T2N) aLB2NI® ¢KNRBdAAK &2dzNJ NP
application for a firearms licence some years ago. You also read a story in the rah gauple of weeks

F32 GKFG W2KyQa T NY KI Rc@B&SdbseNRdes, vlong with $omé Yy R (62 LA
ammunition.

Although she may seem very prim and proper, Florence Smallpiece is by no means a saint. She has always
been a little bitof a flirt... just over five years ago, you attended a birthday party in the village hall. Most of the
village were there. Florence got a little tipsy, and, beinegdatfy, so did yolg you have been known to quoff

the occasional beer, but not usually rintpublic. On this occasion, however, Florence began flirting with you.
As it happened, you had attended the party alone. Your wife of 10 years, Doris, had not accompanied you,
confined in bed with a bad migraine; she had insisted you should not migstheon her account and so you
had come alone. After a few drinks both you and Florence were a little merry and one thing led to another in
the storage cupboard. Common sense prevailed before matters went tapbiair only just. When you next

met, in the cold light of day in the post office the next morning, you agreed thatm®would ever hear of

your shared moment of indiscretion. And so, as far as you know, it has remained.

A couple of weeks later, personal disaster struck. Doris disappeared.

TokKAa RI&X &2dz KI@S y2 ARSIF gKSNBE aKS ¢Sydz 2NJ gKI G K
handwritten, saying she was leaving. No more. Strangely, only a few of her clothes were missing. Rumours

circulated in the village, as you will appreciate. Whatl happened to Doris? Had she done a runner? Had she

gone off with a secret lover? Had you killed her and disposed of the body...?

Her disappearance shook you badly. You found it difficult to concentrate and in your line of work you

sometimes needed thave your wits about you. You were given compassionate leave from the force while
investigations were carried ou¥.ou were questioned, quite harshly. Of course, you knewdleet with any

such case you would be the prime suspect and that Doris woudddresumed dead until she was found alive.

Fortunately, the detectives in charge of the enquiry were happy that you had nothing to do with her

disappearanceNo charges were ever brouglandthe official line was thayouK F R 6 SSy a St AYAY Il (SR
policeS y |j dzZAMIménthgk F G SNJ 52 NR 4 Qa RA &l LILIBut, Nding theSshall dilagiz thitls G dzNy/ S
it was (and still is), the rumours flew agdufound yourself unable to continue igour post. Everywhere you

went there were hushed whispers anddih 2 dzd 3Jf I yOSad |, 2dz O2dzZ Ry Qi adlkyR Al
retirementon health grainds, with stress cited as the cause, and as you were offered a reasonable pension,

grabbed the chance. Derek Foot, your constable, was promoted to sergeant on yournutepartd he took

over the local station. You have remained friends and he often asks you informally for advice.

Life was empty without the police work. You had enjoyed being part of the local community; in a position of
authority. You heard that there wasvacancy as an instructor in the local Army Cadet Forcesafuitias a
chance to rebuild your status in the communétyd it would give you an interest. So it wagear or so after
52NA aQa R Ahatlyduoited tNé Igt4D &EmchmenDver thdast four years, yohaveenjoyed your

time in the ACF and after a couple of years you were promoted from the rank of Serg&iafftSergeant,
placing you ircharge of the troop.
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You had three or four trainee instructors under you. One Yames Troghton. Hemovedto the villagefrom

the Wirral three years ago. He wapr@amary schooteacher, and came to teach children in year six. All seemed
to go well anche enthusiastically became involved in local activities, rapidly becoming a respected ma&mber
the community As well as beinmvolved in many school activitidse applied to becoman instructor in the

ACF a couple of years ago. He had been in the village for about a year by this time, and you had just been
promoted to Staff Sergeant. He thrdvimself enthusiastically into the cadet wodqon completed the Initial
Training Coursand was promoted from Potential Instructor to Sergeakithough James was married, he had
no children; his wife, Julie was not in the best of health and suffered fruiltiple sclerosis. They decided not

to risk having any children of their own.

It was a few weeks after his promotion to Sergetinat you first heard the rumours. It wadary who told you

the story: apparentlyFlorenceK R 1 2f R KSNJ (LKNHI0 fWE Wabé&a KT RK MK | IRNB G A 2 dza
been suspendedfter strikingone of his former pupils. Apparently the child needed hospital treatment and

charges were brought. Before long, the rumour spread like wildfire. Before long, concerned parents were

practically storming the school gates demanding the truth. It began to get ugly and Sgt. Foot, became involved.

HeKI R (2 aK2g¢g | @AaArAofS LINBaAaSyOS G GKS adOKz22t 3IFasS
safety.

You were concerned. Beimgmember of the ACF means that you are a youth worker. As with all adult
instructors,James had passed a CRB cheoén he joined the forceYou needed to know if there was any

truth to the rumours and asked Derek Foot for a favour. He checked the peticeds. It appearethat James

had been accused by a child of assault, but that no substance to the allegations was ever prdwathédn

suspended while the schogland the local police made enquiries, but in the end it all seemed to be the

resultoF I NI GKSNJ gAftRZ YIftAOA2dza I yR a2YSgKI G RA&aGdzZND SR
which persisted even after his name was cleared, James had decided to make a fresh start elsantese

had moved to Littlehampton and his currentgio

John Forshaw was pressing on you to take action. In his role as local councillor he was getting pressure from

many concerned parent¥.ou hado discuss/our concern®penly with James blk S RARYy QG GF 1S A G ¢
became openly hostile andfletvy G2 + NI} 3S® LG é6Fa I AARS 2F KA& LISNA2
easily visualise him, in this kind of temper, striking a clildhoughyou had no evidenceyou felt uneasy.

Maybethere mightbe some substance to the allegations after. dbu felt you had no choice. You dismissed

James from the cadetslewas furious andstormed out. Soon afterwards, you heard tiiEmesaddecided

to leaveLittlehampton.

A few weeks later, you heard fro@f 2 NSy OS { KI (i waldeadShealso knew fhad Jamea/tizid A S
given up teaching and had landed a job on WHaterford Tribunes a reporter and photographer.

Occasionally you would read one of his articles. Butlyad notseenJames sincthe day othis departureuntil

this afternoon.

Tracey Mortonis unknown to you. You have heard her sing, and you watched the TV talent show which she
won, landing her a recording contract but today is the first time you have met, and you know nothing of her
background. Nice looking girl, though...

Harriet Ffinchretired as the local GP about 18 months ago. Sieigk FooR & | dzy i ® 2 KSy @2dz 6 SN
GKNRdzZAK | NRdzZAK GAYS FFGSNIS52NRAaAaQa RAAl LIISENIyOSz: &2
you should apply for compassionate leave. Foe¢hmonths you were treated with antidepressants (Prozac),

0odzi @2dz R2y Qi (y26 AF (GKS&@ NBlIffté RAR YdOK®

¢c2RI2Qa 80Syia
T ,2dz KF®S 6SSy LINBLINAY3I FT2NJ G2RIFe8Qa Fo6aSAftAy3d asSs
1 You took part in some publicity photographs with Humphrey for\Weterford Tribunea couple of
weeks ago, pictured by the church tower. James was not the journalist at that time.
1 You know there is only one key to the single door which allows access to the top of the church tower.

The key is normally kept at the vicarage
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1 Mary lent you the key last night around 6 pm. You were alone when you went up the tower and
checked your equipment: you left most of the rope there, and you checked the ropes were securely
positioned. The ropes are securely fastened to three fixed panbund the top of the church tower,
and you checked them all. All your equipment was left there, with the exception of the two harnesses
which you need for yourself and Humphrey (which you enter carrying/wearing later) and a length of
rope, with an attabed carabinaOn your way down from the tower, you banged the back of your
hand on a low overhang. You have a bit of a bump of your head but the skin was not broken and you
did not bleed, or need stitches.

1 You completed your checks around 688 and gavehe key back to Mary, then went home.

1 You have not been up the church tower so far today.

1 When Mary hands you the key during the drama, it is the key to the church tower.

When you lead Humphrey towards the tower to commence your abseil, he is nervousgshike a leaf and
you derive some satisfaction from seeing the repulsive man squirm. You climb the stairs to the top of the
church tower but when you get there are surprised to find that the door is unlocked.

Humphrey leads the way. You stand at thp tif the tower and help Humphrey into his harness. You make

sure it is secure and attach the ropes ready for him to abseil. With everything secured, you look at Humphrey,
expecting to see a look of apprehension on his face. Instead, you find his exprfssianis directed over

your shoulder at something approaching...

There is a blow to your head and a shower of stars and you remember no more.

When you regain consciousnesgou have no idea how long you have been gybu find yourself lying on

the top of the church tower. Your head hurts. As you stagger to your knees you make to rub your head and
find you are holding a pistol. Startled, you drop it and it lands on the floor at the top of the tower. You look
around, confused and find that Humphreygisne...

You make for the stairwell, still dazed and make your way down the narrow staircase-anttréhe fete
still wearing your abseiling harness.

Your relationship to the other characters
As the ewillage bobby, you would have some knowledd@ast police records.

Humphrey Smallpiece

You never really liked him, especially after the way he treated Mdrg.only rurin he ever had with the

L2t A0S gl a GKS yAIKG 2F GKS aR2YSAaGAO0 AyOARBY(dE gAGK
had to gently separate them once at a public meeting regarding the new proposgalsBy when matters got

a little heated.

Mary Smallpiece

Your younger sister, you have always got on well. You feel quite protective of her, especially after the night

82dz 6SNBE OFftftSR (2 GKSANItAGGES aR2YSaGtAO AYyOARSyil¢®
criminal record.

Florence Smallpiece

A harmless little gossip, she has always been a useful source of information in the village. You retgét the

@2dz KIR @2dzNJ t AGGES tAFAAR2Y AYy (GKS OdzLllo2lF NRZ o6dzi KI @
of those things and you have moved on, life carrying on as before. She has no criminal record.

John Forshaw

Loud, brash and wealthy, ydad to put up with many of his type whilst you were in the force. Always
O2yaOAz2dza 2F @€2dz2NJ Rdziex @&2dz G4NBFGSR S@SNR2yS (G(KS aly
get on very well with Humphrey, and had to separate the two of them gemigyroght at a public meeting to
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discuss the path of the proposed new-pass. John has a firearms certificate and you are aware he possesses
two colt pistols and a shotgun, which are kept in a locked cabinet on the farm. He has had a coforiction
drink driving in the past, and lost his licence for 12 months a few years ago.

James Troughton

You felt betrayed when the revelations surfaced about the allegations made against James at his previous
school. You trusted himg K& RARY QG KS iy$hktiou Badl drket himyaliro Bd cadets, AndJ
regret what has happened to him subsequently, but as ever your philosophy in life is not to dwell in the past.
You hold no grudges, feel you did the right thing at the time and have moved on.

Tracey Morto

You have heard her sing, and you watched the TV talent show which she won, landing her a recording contract
but today is the first time you have met, and you knosthing of her background. You¥ano knovedge of

her previous criminal record, if anyidg looking girl, though...

Sgt Foot

You have known Derek since he joined the force as a police constable. You taught him everything he knows,
and you were pleased to hand over the reins to him, feeling you had left the village in good hands. You know
heis single, and has no criminal record. You feel confident théttalsethe same sense of duty as you, and is
unlikely to be persuaded by the likes of John Forshaw.

Harriet Ffinch

2 KSy &akKS gtra (GKS t20Ff Dt &AKS K Setiredd&modtBsdmoilYWINR dz3 K 52
KFIoS +ttglea 3266 2y ¢Sttt gA0GK KSNIIFYR RYANBR KSNJ O02Y
a military fashion and you respect her greatly for her efficiency. In many ways, you regard her as your superior

officer for the day, and practically snap to attention when you speak to her and salute before you leave. She

has no criminal record, and indeed as something of an amateur sleuth with an interest in Agatha Christie

novels has even helped you out once or twicerde years...

The clues to solving the mystery

The murderer had
1 the opportunity to commit the murder

0 You were on top of the church tower when the murder happened
1 access to the church tower
0 You had possession of the key, which Mary had given you.
f andwai Fo6fS (2 GFYLSN gAGK (GKS NRLIS& dzaSR Ay | dzY LIKN
0 You had opportunity to tamper with the ropes. Your main challenge this evening is to prove
your innocence.
1 the motive
0 You had threatened Humphrey that, should he ever touch your sister againvgud have
KAa 3Jdzia F2NJ IFNLISNESD® al NBE Aad | ¢ NBtneSKIl (i & 2dz
to your exact conversation now lies dead on the concrete below...
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Your name iohn Forshavand you run Forshaw Farm, just outside
Littlehampton. You are in your late 40s.

The farm is a profitable business which has been in your family for
generations, belonging to your father (John) and his father (John) before
him.

,2dzQNB y2i F YIy (2 adzZF¥SNI FTalipzea 3t | Rf
in speaking your mind, no matter what others might think. Consequently,

you thrive in the world of politics: you are a member of the local town

council, and although your official ticket is conservative, you tend to believe

in whatever will benefittohn Forshaw the most.

,2dzQNB y20G aAK2NI 2F F 020 2N g2z ySAi
ALX FaK AG FNRBdzyR Ay (GKS F2NX 2F ok Ol KI
opinion your way. After all, everyone has a price...

Plans have reached a crucial stagene of your pet projectg the
development of a Littlehampton byass which will ease congestion in the
town centre but also coincidentally permit easy access to a particularly
fertile but relatively inaccessible bit of your land. The only problenhé t
positioning the bypass there means running it through the middle of a
wildlife conservation area and there is a considerable amount of local
oppositiong the main voice being that of the local vicelymphrey

Smallpiece The man may appear meek anddaninannered but he can be

just as stubborn as you when he wants to be and has a fierce temper when
it is unleashed. You almost came to blows at a public meeting on the subject
a few months back and had to be gently separateddhyid Marsh who

was the loal police sergeant at the time. You are aware that the crucial
meeting to decide the final path of the ipass is due to be held next week

¢ and Humphrey Smallpiece is due to address the meeting, spouting on
about his blessed conservation site. The mamtisorn in your side, and no mistake.

You are married and have a young son called John. Your wife is a virtual recluse, rarely stepping outside your

front door. She is agarophobic and has a drink problem; she has been more or less constantly on sashe form
antidepressant or moo&nhancing drug for the last ten years. You tend to call her Wife, and have done so for

so long that you are hard pressed to remember that her name is actually Margaret. As she rarely steps over

the threshold, her only way of obtaing necessary supplies is by you buying bottles of sherry and brandy from

GKS f20Ft @Attt 3AS &0 2 NS Flonim'Smaliecdlsréncedsing bniNBirgle, BhelA v & G S N.
is likely to be so forever. She is an inveterate gossip andikewoerything there is to know about everyone in

the villageg and that probably includes you. You tend to communicate hate messages to the vicar through her,
O2y¥FARSY(l (KIG akKS Aa tA1Ste G2 LI aa kdybyldssal IS 2yY
GKS RI& 1Sttt TNBST Sa 20SND o6SAy3a 2yS 2F @2dz2NJ Tl @2 dz2NR

Much as you dislike Humphrey Smallpiece, the same cannot be said for his wife. About three and a half years
ago, you began to show an interesthtary Smallpiece.

At first it was jist a glance, or a gesture. Theou began to write. You might speak quite commonly, but you

have a way with words. Yapened up taMary in the letters writing passionately and provocatively. At first,

there was silenceButthen Maryreplied, and not urdvourably.She was concernettiat Humphrey,

controlling as ever, would opdrer mail (he had been known to do it before) andste begampoppinginto

the post office and pick uper mail there It was a strategy that was not without its risks, for gatmistress

was none other thafFlorence Smallpiecd, dzY LIKNBS & Q&4 &aAaiGSNE (KS LiDade 2FFAOS
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suspect? Your writing is quite distinctiyggu write yourd a ¢ & A Y |y  dayldkibdghéf of ablrse, | y R
0S3aAAya SAGK |y daé¢d

Theromance continued. Eventually, you met avidry insisted thatyou stop writing. Youagreed, but only if
shearrangedtomeeyouz2 y | NB3IdzZ I NJ 6 arAad LG 6FayQid Slae G2 FAYF
seemed to watchher every movement butalsobeause2 ¥ al NAIl NBi® 2 KSy &KS gl ayQi
she was reasonably lucid. Sometimes you had to wait for her to succumb to the effects of the booze before

you sneaked outStill, somehowyou havemanaged to maintain a (mostly) discreet liaison withry over the

past three and a half years. And-noe seemed to know... until recently.

A couple of months ag®laryreceived a letter through the post which was suspicious. The address was typed:
nothing unusual in that; the envelope was plain and the eahbf the enclosed letter again typed on a PC

using a standard typeface. It was a blackmail note. The three letterisas received to date; all similar in
appearance and contergtmake it quite clear thasomeoneén the village knows about your secréind in the
letters they ask what Humphrey might think if he were ever to find out... surely it is only a matter of time
before money changing hands is discussed...

2 K8y @2dz YSydAazy (2 al NB

G2y A3IKG y20 GesapthaNE > o6SOI d
,2dz KIF @Sy Qi GKS FrAyaSadg ARSH 02 a
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David Marsh who is a Staff Sergeant in the local Army Cadet Force, used to be the local police sergeant. It was
he who separated you and Humphrey at that public megtibout the bypass a few years ago. He is also

al NBQa St WieNbedvasRhE IKcalWabby, he played everything very much by the book. You tried to
bribe him on a couple of occasions, encouraging him to turn a blind eye to a couple of somewbatdubi
transactions: nothing too elaboratesmall, petty stuff: the transport of some newly acquired grain that had

fallen off the back of a lorry, that kind of thingou soon realised though, that Marsh could not be bought. It

was irritating, but you respeted the man for his principles all the same.

Marsh had a rough time about five years ago and it was the talk of the village. His wife, Doris vanished

suddenly one night, completely out of the blue. Various rumours flew. Some said she had run off i ano

man, some said that Marsh had killed her himself. It was rumoured that none of her clothes were missing. As it
KFILILISYSRE GKS LRt AOS K2 Ay@SadAidalraSR Of SINBR al NEK
NHzY 2 dzZNB LIS NB& A appeaancévaadstillsugeidaiaed. aMarBhXoirtd it difficult to cope with the

sideways glances and hushed whispers which followed him wherever he went. They affected his police work.

He took early retirement, and joined the ACF as a volunteer instructorlgladtérwards.

As part of your trade, you keep firearms. David Marsh had to approve your firearms certificatehahilas

the local policemarso he knows you own them. You have a couple of colt pistols and a shotgun, and you have
special permission tkeep them under lock and key in a special metal cabinet fixed to the wadlinstudy in

the farmhouse. Unfortunately, you returned home late one night a couple of weeks ago and found that there
had been a breain. Someone had come in through an opemdaw. Margaret slept through the whole thing

¢ drunk as a skunk, and your young 7 year old slept through it. No money was taken, but the gun cabinet was
broken into and the two Coltsthe Colts mentioned tonight are guns, not horgesere taken, along win

some ammunition. The shotgun was left behind.

You reported the theft to the police, of course. NEBrépl@cment was his junioQerek Foot who had been

GKS f20Ft L2t A0S 02y afour and adalfgséns agby R I C& K Détpidalidh NS Iy &y i
toSergeant, 2dz f A1S (KS FStf26eDlIyd2ii KSQOD 2I1dzAK I KPS KI2 2 G NIKK¥E 4 L.
village, is single and is related to the local B&riet Ffinch who is his aunt.

Harriet has not had much dealings with ydau tend to avoid doctors whenever you can. Apart from having
to consult her when you had a particularly nasty boil on your backside a few yeayoagayely meet. She
attended to your wife Margaret for a time when she was in practice, but gave has adost cause who did
not really accept any offers of help. Harriet retired 18 months ago.

You were surprised to selames Troughtomoday. He left the village about eighteen months ago after a
scandal. He moved to the village from the Wirral threergeayo, to teach at the locptimary school. He
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seemed to fit in well; you only knew him to see him occasionally ifrttieners ArmsAs well as beinovolved
in many school activitiefie becane an instructor in thé\rmy Cadet Force under David Marétthough
James was married, he had no children; his wifee Judis not in the best of health, sufferifigm multiple
sclerosis.

It was Mary who told you theumoursy | LILJF NSy Gt &3 Cf2NByOS KIR (2f R KSNJ
previous schochnd had been suspended after striking one of his former pupils. Apparently the child needed

hospital treatment and charges were brought. Before long, the rumour spread like wildfire. Before long,

concerned parents were practically storming the school gdeaanding the truthThe matter was raised at

council meetings and you were asked by several irate parents what you were going to do about it. You had a

word with S/Sgt Marsh and made it clear that something had to be done. At the school ghtggm b get

ugly: Sgt. Foobecame involved. He had to show a visible presence at the school gate at the beginning and the

SYR 2F (UKS RI& (2 SyadsaNB WFHYSaQa alFfSieo

The pressure was relieved whifarshdismissed James from the cadetameswas furious He regjned from

the schooland leftLitlehampton.! F¥Sg 6SS1a fFGSNE @2dz KSFNR FTNBY Cf 2N
dead.She also knew that James had given up teaching and had landed a job\Whatéréord Tribuneas a

reporter. Occasionally you wouldad one of his articles. Buby K | Ry Q damés Siscy the day of his

departure until this afternoon.

Tracey Mortonis a celebrity, and celebrities are to be embraced for it generates good publicity whenever you
are nearby. You know thatshewonagay’  f ¢+ GFf Syd &aK2g | yR &2dz KI dS KSI
atetsS 2F YdaAaAOZ( WA QA KISOE FKNV@dElI 6 y&NE P |, 2dz {y26 y2il
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tower a couple of weeks ago. The men from the Health and Safety department checked the place out and

were satisfied. You went for the view. Nice view of the farm from up there. The only way of gaining access to

the roof of the towerwas through a narrow wooden door, which was locked. Mary lent you the key while you

went up, and you gave it back to her when you came back down and went for a cup of tea in the vicarage.

| dzY LIKNB & gl ayQi RdzS 6101 F2Nl Iy K2dz2NDOD

Your relationship to tle other characters

Humphrey Smallpiece
I SQ& FNNR3IFYyd YR | LIAYy Ay (GKS o601 O01aARSd ¢KSNBQa yz2
Then you might get your byass built and would have greater access to his wife.

Mary Smallpiece
L { Q &athér tmEnidiove with Mary. If it were anything more, you would probably risk the scandal of divorcing
your wife and taking Mary from Humphrey. But there is your position to think of, after all.

Florence Smallpiece
A bit of a gossip, but she has her uses.

S/Sgt Marsh
You respect him, because at least you know where you stand with Marsh.

James Troughton
2S5ttt AlGQa | aAKIFYS @KIBEIKl 1933y SR dif R yQibdt ddifablyd K+ G 2y
ONRdzZAKG AlG 2y KAYAS6smbke RithdRyfi®li KSodd yR GKSNBQa y

Tracey Morton

A nice little filly. You might be able to make the front page offhibuneif you have your photo taken with
her, and there is an election coming up...
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Sgt. Foot
I SQa LINBiGdGe YdzOK o0& (iK S A0azke {KS CPRIzEAIS (f A&12SY Sa NISaakddf (LA aNdB

Harriet Ffinch 5
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The clues to solving the mystery
The murderer had
9 the opportunity to commit the murder
0 Youwere not at the top of the church tower
1 access to the church tower
0 You have only been up the tower once, and that was two weeks ago. You borrowed the key
then, in the company of two members of the Health and Safety department, but returned it
on your reurn half an hour later. You do not have access to the tower.
T FYyR 61&a FotS (2 GFYLSN gAGK (GKS NRLISA dzaSR Ay | dzv
0 You have had no opportunity to do so.
i the motive
0 2Stf3X AT | dzYLIKNB& ¢ SNB 2-pgads agdpossithy Fhendivided & 2 dzQR K
attention of a devoted mistress...
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You are a singer, whose stage namérecey Morton but your real name is
Tracey SmallpieceYou are 25 years old.

You were brought up in Londdoy Joyce and Richard Taylor. You had a

happy clildhood¢ everything a young girl could want for. You were talented

too: you soon discovered that you had a fine singing voice. Last year, you

won a national TV talent show and the prize was a recording contract with a

leading record company. You decidemliyneeded a stage name (there was

already a well known actress called Tracey Taylor) and you chose the name

2F 82dNJ Tl GKSNRa Tl @2dNNRAGS F22d00rff (St
Scotland, and his team were Greenock Morton. And so, Tracey Morton was

born. You have just released your first albufracey Morton.

You recently started tracing your family tree. When you looked up your birth

certificate, you were in for a shock. Your parents were not who you thought

they were: your father was recorded Bisimphrey Smallpieceand your

Y2G3KSNJ | StSy YYyAIKGd ,2dz {ySeée GKIG &2 dz
was also Smallpieagand her sister, whom you kept in touch with regularly,

wasFlorence Smallpiece but who was Humphrey?

When you asked Joyce, she sat yiown and told you the truthHumphrey

¢ your father¢ was her brother. He was an assistant vicar when you were
born, in the little town of Waterford, near Littlehampton. Although he was a
trainee vicar, he was no saint: he managed to get a young lotaltgirlived

in Litlehampton, into trouble, and you were the result. Your father, who
Joyce reported was a bit of a bully, wanted nothing to do with the
pregnancy. Heleg your motherc had insisted she wanted to have the baby
but sadly died when you wetgorn. Humphrey still steadfastly refused to
have anything to do with you: it was Joyce who provided a solution.

Joyce and Richard well unable to have children, for reasons which were never explained or investigated. When
you came along, it seemed like ift from Heaven. They offered to raise you as their own, but Joyce made one
pre-condition. Although Humphrey showed no inclination towards wanting to get to know the child, Joyce
insisted that he should remain out of her life. Humphrey leapt at the char so you moved to London

with Joyce and Richagdand Joyce has not spoken to Humphrey for 25 years.

Florence, on the other hand, continued to live in Littlehampton as the postmistress. You have met several
times, and she is easily your favourite auvibu get on well together: she makes you laugh. You often chat on
the phone and exchange long, chilke, humorous letters.

You told Florence on the phone that you had discovered the truth about your birth. She asked you how you

feltand whatyouwantedi 2 R2® 52K |, 2dz KRy Qi S@Sy (K2dAKG GKIFG FI
towards your real father. A mixture of curiosity to see what he was like, and a burning anger that he had not

shown even the slightest interest in her all her life. Noaed¢ not a note... nothing to show any glimmer of

reciprocal curiosity. Youwantedtocomeaad S ¢ KI i KS 221 SR fA{1{S® 5AR &2dz ¢
sure, but felt you would take it as it came...

It was shortly after this that Florence told you tHattlehampton were planning a village fete: they were

looking for a celebrity to open it. She had mentioned your namiddariet Ffinch a retired local GP who was
organising the fete on behalf of the vicar, Humphrey and his Mtey. Florence stressedhat she did not

think that Mary knew anything about your existence. Harriet seemed quite keen and so Florence was officially
asking you if you would like to come, and open the fete. It was your chance to see, meet, even talk to your
father incognito... yowecided it was too good an opportunity to miss.
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When you arrived you were met iyarriet, andSgt. Foot; the local policeman whom Harriet had apparently

drafted in to act as her rightand man, organising the fete and marshalling the local communityadta

pleasant enough town, much as you imagined it... olde worlde style church, village green... small primary
a0K22ftx  FSg akKz2LAaxX AyOftdzZRAy3dI Ct2NByOSQa LRad 2FFAO0

Your relationship to the other characters

Humphrey Smallpiece

. 2dzN) 51 RY gK2 @2dz YSOSNI 3SiG | OKIFIyOS G2 {dIrt]1 G2¢ CNI .
of a wimp. You still hold that strange mixture of emotions: the curiosity has now been replaced by grief, but

you still feel angryhat he never tried to make contact, and that you have now lost the chance to tell him

exactly what you thought of him.

Mary Smallpiece
You have not met before today. She seems pleasant enough, but what made her team up with your Dad, God
only knows.

Flbrence Smallpiece

ldzy GAS Ct2ad ,2dz KIS lfgleéa KFIR F a2Fd aLkR2id FT2N) KSNE

John Forshaw
Youhavenotmed ST2NBE G 2RI & ® | Sadggestiveddityiold2na@n. Not youBti{ds.~Z | Y R

James Troughton
You hae never met him before. He seems a pleasantenoughmagan8f f ¥ KSQad GKS YSRALI o
Y263 @2dzQNBE ISGGAY3 dzaSR (G2 GKS FdGaSydaAazyo

5

S/Sgt Marsh
You have never met him before.

Sgt. Foot
You have not met him beforghe seems keen to protect ydoday.

Harriet Ffinch
You have only once spoken on the phone, the other day, when she telephoned to confirm your travel
arrangements and make sure there was nothing more you needed... you quite like her.

The clues to solving the mystery
The murderer had
1 the opportunity to commit the murder
0 You were not at the top of the church tower
1 access to the church tower
0 You do not have access to the tower.
T YR 6Fa FoftS G2 GFYLSNI gAd0K (GKS NRLISa dzaSR Ay | dzv
0 You have had no opportunity to do so.
1 the motive
o0 Your only motive was revenge for him leaving you all these years. Unless you were frankly
LA OK2GAO0Z Al AayQid YdzOK 2F | Y2GA0So
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You are a reporter and photographer wittne Waterford TribuneXou are in
your late 20s.

YOU ARE ACSTHE MURDERER.

,2dz 6SNB y20 02Ny Ay [AGOHf SKIYLIi2yS 6KS
were born in the Wirral. As such, you always felt you were treated like an
outsider in the village.

You went straight to teacher training college after leaxdnool and

married your childhood sweetheart, Julie. Your whole lives stretched
before you, full of promisehen, the unexpected happened and Julie
developed an acute, unexplained blindness. She was admitted to hospital
and diagnosed with a rare cottidin calledoptic neuritis an inflammation of
the nerves which supply the eyes. She was treated with steroids and her
vision returned; however, the doctors had some grim news for your both.
The scans confirmed their worst fears: the inflammation was chbge
multiple sclerosis

Multiple sclerosis is a debilitating, crippling disease which affects the nervous
a2aiSYo® LG GSyRa (2 O0R2XStISYRWEAZ | 6k &K ¢
residual weakness in the nerves, affecting the sense of toucltansirngy

some muscleveakness, eventuallgading toparalysis. Over the years,

Wdzt A SQa O2YyRAGAZ2Y O2ydAYydzSR (G2 LINRBINBAZ:
Littlehampton, three years ago, she was confined to a wheelchair.

You had no children. You were aware that havinigdeen could seriously affect her medically and cause her
MS to accelerate, so you made the conscious decision not to have any. It wésua béow: you both loved
kids; and you were surrounded by them every day, being a primary school teacher, spegiali year six.

Your move from the Wirral to Littlehampton was prompted by an unfortunate chain of events. At your
previous school, there was a particularly disruptive and disturbed pupil in year six, whose family were a little
odd. The child, called Blael, misbehaved in class, striking and biting other children. She would disrupt lessons
and sometimes just leave the room for no reason.

Everyone knew she was a handful. On one occasion you told her firmly to stay in class and not to go
wandering. With amirk, she left the room and you followed. You were alone in the corridor with her when
she began creating a rumpus. She kicked over an art display and began wailing. She ran back into the
classroom, crying and shouting that you had hit her. The noisesuasthat the teacher from year five next
door came to investigate. She found the class in disarray, the child distressed and you standing over her
shouting at her to shut up.

You were asked to leatbe classroomWhen you were summoned fromthestafe Y (G2 GKS KSIF RYA &
office there was no other action she could take. She suspended you, pending a formal investigation.

The next few months were difficult. Eventually, everything was smoothed over. You were reinstated,
admonished of any wrongdointhe child was kept on at the school, however and you were expected to
continue teaching her. It was an untenable situation. And the whispers from anxious parents who felt there
could be no smoke without fire continued... you talked it over with Julieyendagreed you had to move out

of the area.

And so you ended up in the village of Littlehamptbree years ago. All seemed to go welhu liked the
schooland enthusiasticallyyou became involved in local activities, rapidly becoming a respected meaibe
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the community.You enjoyed wding with children of all ages amdbout two and a half years ages well as
beinginvolved in many school activitiegou applied to become an instructor in thecalArmy Cadet Force.
You metDavid Marshwho was the &ff Sergeant in the ACF, dyou hit it off straight away. You respected
him and became firm friend©nce again, yothrew yourselfenthusiastically into the worlgompletedyour
Initial Training Coursandwere promoted from Potential Instructor to SezgntInstructor within the first
year.. ST2NB f 2y 33 &2dz dddN®Ban{ k{ 30 al NEKQA& NAIKI

All seemed to be going welintil one night, you were speaking on the phone to an old friend whom you had

kept in contact with from the Wirral. They had taughtyaur old school and they told you some news: Rachel,

the girl who had accused yoi,l R O2YYA G GSR adZA OARS® LG 61 ayQid @2dzNJ Tt
news troubled you. You thought of the waste of a young life, so damaged by her social badkgnol her

upbringing. It made you sad, and a bit distracted for a few ddysaphrey Smallpiecethe local vicar, noticed

this one day when you were in the village. He asked if anything was wrong. You tried to deny it, but he could

4SS @&2dz ¢ SfNIe yffaréd tab2 diNgadd ear if ever you needed to talk about it...

And you did. You went to see Humphrey later that day and had a chat in the vestry. You told him everything. It
felt good to get it off your chest.

It was only a few days after ththat the rumours started. The headmistress said he had heard some rumours

about you and your previous school. Foolishly, you had never mentioned the previous incident with Rachel.

2 Ke aKz2dzZ R &82dzx @2dz NBIF a2y SRY Ihanedoll) thé heatmigtrésdsaid | Ry QU
she had heard thaithe chile | G & 2 dzNJ LiteBed hoBpitakitreatnizit Ar@l tharges were brought.

You said it was untrue, a gross exaggeration of the facts and said she could phonelyeadmistress if she

didy Qi 0 S tCol@yKe préngisgziishe would.

The rumours persisted in the village asgtead like wildfireHumphrey washe only possible souraghe was

the onlyperson in the villaggou had told.Youconfrontedhim one day in the village. He deditelling anyone
about the substance of your conversation, but you could see from the look on his face that he was lying.
Before long, concerned parents were practically storming the school gates demanding the truth. It began to
get ugly andsgt.DerekFoot, the local policemarhecame involved. He had to show a visible presence at the
school gate at the beginning and the end of the day to engote safety.

But things got worseS/Sgt Marshcalled you into his office one night at cadets. He had beeaiving anxious
phone calls from worried parentdohn Forshawthe local farmer and councillor, had been asking questions.
5/ AR gt a 02y odiNgb8ievethd skrie] af Royirebut whyK I R ybnientioned

anything about this incident laen you were appointed as an instructobid you have something to hidé#y
RARY QU @2dz YSY(GAz2y A (i Al jeactos was ffof Ndheohewou feld #uStéllly&iR K
one of your best friends.

David saiche needed to be suteYou knew thi prior to his becominghe Staff Sergeant at the ACF, David had

been the local police sergeant, and takearlyretirement. He obiously had connectionsand hadused them

G2 NHzy a2yS 2N g2 OKSOl1&ad¢z | & KsBppaskdiohavd gou{ 2 YdzOK F2
thought... rather than coming straight to you, he had obviously believed the worst and gone looking for

trouble. Hehad checked the police recordbsle found out that youhad been accused by a child of assaatig

been suspended whilhe schook; and the local police; made enquiries. Of course, he also found out that

there was no substance to the allegations, but you had heard enough. Rightly or wrongly, you became fiercely
defensive. Some friend! An argument ensued and it becante dpeiated. You became quite agitated and
a0FGGSNBR a2YS (UNRPLKASaA 2FF GKS (2L 2F GKS OFoAySid A
yourself: it was an order. But you had gone too far. Seeing red, you told him to stuff his rank where the sun
doesy Qi AKAYSI |yR ai2N¥YSR 2dzio

Of course, David threw you out of the cadets.
Over the next couple of weeks, life became intolerable. Paregys their children off school; somepoke to

the headmistress expressing their concern. Faces turned, curtaimedrand whispers were heard when you
gt 1SR R2gy GKS aGNBSG® WdzZ AS S@PSy NBOSAQGSR | KIFGS ¢
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There was nothing for it. You decided to move again. Julie was not in favour. She had just begun to build up
her own life again, not easy farwoman in a wheelchair. But you were insistent, and so you left, moving a few
miles down the road to the neighbouring village of Waterford. You gave up teaching, and you applied for a job
as a junior reporter on the local newspapgefhe Waterford Tribug

The upheaval was too much for Julhe became more and more depress@ue day, on returning from
covering some mediocre story, you found her at home, slumped in her chair. A suicide note and an empty
bottle of antidepressants were by her sidghe vas only 32.

You were devastated. Forced out of two homes, you now found yourself alone. And it was all the fault of

Humphrey Smallpiece. You became obsessed with the thought of revenge. One day at the office, you heard

that Littlehampton Church were plaing to stage a village fete to raise funds for the church roof. And to cap it

all, Humphrey and S/Sgt Marsh were planning to stage a charity abseil down the side of the church tower.

There they were: in the photograph, two pillars of the community, stagdiroudly before the church tower

the two men responsible, between them, for yadeclined L ¥ | dzY LIKNB& KI Ry Qd Gl f {SRZ
trusted you, Julie might not be dead now...

The fete was in three weeks timgou spoke to the editor. You said yiwad inside knowledge of the village,
having lived there. Would he let you cover the story? You even knew the sergeant in charge of thetabseil
might let you go to the top of the tower, and get some amazing photographs... The editor agreed. Therreporte
who had written the original article was sidelined and the job was given to you.

Having secured the opportunity, you began hatching a plan. If it worked, Humphrey would be dead and the
blame would lie firmly at the door of David Marsh. Revenge.

You neeled a weapon. If your plan was to succeed, you had to have some way of subduing Marsh. Of course,
in the ACF you were used to handling guns; obtaining them was a different matter. You kndahthat

Forshaw the local farmer was a keen shootehe had appared in the papers winning various trophies at

times¢ and as a farmer, he was likely to keep some firearms on his own premises as well as the shooting club.
One night, a couple of weeks ago, you decided to break in to Forshaw Farmhouse.

You still had sme army fatigues from your days in the Cadet Force. You donned the camouflage gear and
crowbar in handheaded to the Farm. You were in luck: as you lay in wait, watching the movements around
the farmhouse you saw Forshaw ledhe house, climb into higshd rover and head for town. He locked the
door behind him, and the only sign of life in the house was a dim upstairs bedroom window. Yog knew
everyone in the village knewthat Mrs Forshaw had a drink problem. It was likely that only she and her young
son were in the house. A back window was ajar... it was perfect.

Breaking into the house through the back window was easier than you thought. You searched the ground floor

YR F2dzyR W2KyQa &idzRRéd ! & SELISOUGS RMegirkc8seBoudprised || Y S
it open and found a shotgun, two pistols and some ammunition. Taking the pistols and some bullets, you left

the shotgun. You would have no need of it. The pistols looked valuable: it would be likely that the theft would

be put dawvn to a burglar who knew something worth a bit of money when they saw it.
You left the house without incident.

Yesterdayaround 7 pmyou visited the vicarage, on the pretence of wanting to interview Humphrey and Mary
Smallpiece about the fetés it was, Humphrey was out, so Mary asked you in for a cup of tea and scones, as
@A OFNRa 6A0Sa R20

You told Mary you had seen the photos taken by one of the other reporters when he had come to cover the
fete three or four weeks beforehand. That reporter washmtiday and, as you had some fitsind knowledge

of Littlehampton, you had been asked to report on the day itself. The abseiling attempt was obviously going to
be the highlight of the day, you saicand asked Mary if you could have a look at the vieunftbe top of the

tower to see if you could work out any good camera angles to photograph the descent the next day.
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tower. You promised to retu it in good time for the fete. Mary hal 2 I (i
7.30and so had to dasfleaving you with the keg the only one in existence.
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You climb the winding staircase to the church tower and find the locked door at the top, detadine church
tower roof. Using the key, you let yourself in. The setting is perfect... the door opens in such a way that you
could hide behind it and lie in wait..going back down the stairs from the church tower, you leave quickly.
And you take th&ey with you.

¢t2RlI&8Qa S@Syida
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You copy the keto the church tower

1 Before you leave for the fete today, you make sure you have everything ready. As thellnasmal
tools of your trade (camera, tripod) you make sure you are dressed appropriately for the occasion.
Underneath your normal clothes, you wear your old army unifqreamouflageshirt and trousers.

1 When you meet Mary today in the course of the i@, you return the keyo the churchtower. She
is unaware that you have had a copy made.

' WhenHarriet FfinctE G KS 6y2¢ NBGANBRO f20Ff Dt GF{1Sa &2dz I :
dzLJ G2 R2é3 AG Aa o0SOI dzaS awoBderiag how yobdreddping. 6 2 dzi  Wdz A

1 When you state talohn Forshawhat The Tribunare planning a story about him throwing his money
around with regard to the new bpass, you are aware that

0 The new bypass will allow John Forshaw access to a piece of fetiton his property
which has been inaccessible before

0 The rout of the bypass is likely to pass through a wildlife conservation site. The vicar,
Humphrey, has been a staunch opponent of the proposals and was due to speak at a public
meetingonthesubjgt Ay | 6SS1Qa G4AYS

0 You know that John Forshaw would not, and does not, shirk from throwing his money around
if he thinks it will get him what he wants. He was never able to®gtyMarshwhen he was
in the police.

1 When you leave, you are aware thatSgt Marshhas come in looking for the vicar. You make your
way to the church tower, climb the stairs and once at the top, remove your shirt and trousers to
reveal the army uniform underneath. You leave your camera on the roof and remove an army beret
and one ofthe colt pistols you stole from Forshaws Farm from your bag. You lie in wait behind the
(slightly ajar) door to the roof

1 You hear Humphrey and Marsh approaching. When they enter, Humphrey comes first, closely
followed by Marsh

1 When the two enter, you quidy club David Marsh from behind with the butt of your pistol. He is
immediately knocked unconscious, and has not seen you.

1 Humphrey turns and you threaten him with the gun. You march him across to the edge of the church
tower, and secure the carabina dtd end of the abseiling rope to the front of his harness. Keeping
GKS 3Jdzy NBtFGABGSt e 2dzi 2F aA3IKGXEZ @2dz SyadaNB | dzY LK
yourself are seen, aware that from below all anyone will be able to see is a figuraimgmuniform,
and assume it must be Marsh

1 Itis at this poinHarriet Ffinchcalls to see if Humphrey is all right, and he cries for help. You keep the
gun trained on him, as climbs, whimpering over the side of the church.

1 Humphrey begins descending. Fdoréeef moment he thinks he might be able to descend quickly
enough, but no chance. You cut the rope and he falls to his death.

1 You race over tavid Marshand place the pistol in his hand. You are wearing gloves, he is not.

Grabbing your clothes, you h#g make your exit.
1 Your last action is to throw the key from the top of the church tower.

|
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1 When you reach the bottom, you quickly rush into the toilet and change your clothes back, leaving
the army uniform on under your normal clothes. You are still wepthem now.
1 You enter the hall and rejoin the action.

Your relationship to the other characters

Humphrey Smallpiece
You hate him. Not surprisingtyhe betrayed your confidence and spread news of your problems in the Wirral
all around the village.

Mary Smallpiece
You get on with her well enough, even though she is a bit aloof at times.

Florence Smallpiece

,2dzNJ NBf I GA2yaKALl gA0K CtE2NByOS Aa | ftAGGES (GSyaSo
323aaA L0 [ SicaayRdvestarted thesrumiodt &ouad the village, but it was likely to be Florence

who fanned the flames.

S/Sgt Marsh
hyOS 2yS 2F @22dzNJ 6Sad FNASYRaAZI KS RARYy QO GNMXzad & 2dzo
fitting that David shald get the blame, and be ostracised by the very community that he holds so dear.

Tracey Morton

You have not met her before tonight, but you know something of her rise to fame. She is a singer, and won a
national TV talent contest last year. Her prizasva multimillion pound recording contract, and her first

album, Tracey Mortorhas just been released. But why would someone so big be here in Littlehampton?

John Forshaw
Not your favourite person in the world. He hardly stood by you when things wehetworst in the village.

Dr Harriet Ffinch

She has a reputation as something of an amateur sleuth, and has arranged the fete togethegitiot.
AlthoughMary Smallpiecesuggested it, it is obvious to everyone that Harriet is the power behindhtane,

and has done most of the organising. She is a retired GP, and now has more time on her hands. She is aware of
your history, and she has heard that Julie died... she wants to know more and extend her condolences.

Sgt Foot
You have not had much to dath Derek, although he was quite supportive when you were having the
problems at the school, offering you some protection as you tried to get in and out of the school past the mob.

The clues to solving the mystery
The murderer had
9 the opportunity tocommit the murder
0 You were at the top of the church tower
1 access to the church tower
0 You were given the key and had time to copy it.
T FyR gFa otS G2 G YLISNI 6AGK GKS NRLISE dzaSR Ay | dzv
0 You produced an army knife and cut the rope
1 the motive
0 You wanted revenge for Humphrey destroying your reputation in the village, and wanted to
frame David Marsh for the murder
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Your name i®erek Footand you are a sergeant in the local police force. You
are in your late 30s.

YOUARENOTASt 9/ ¢ Lb ¢hbLDI¢Q{ 5w!lal . ¢ al
QUESTIONS

You have lived all your life in Littlehampton. Police work is a family tradition:
you have many relatives who have gone into the force. Inspector Foot is the
most famous, and his exploits have been toladnany a Murdernight...

You joined the police force straight from school at 18, and after cadet school
were lucky to be posted to your home village of Littlehampton. Having grown
up there, you know all the villagers really well and consequently mayhkeda
about them during the questioning.

When you began at the station at Littlehampton the head policeman at the
station wasSergeant David Marsh_ike yourself, he was a Littlehampton man
born and bred and had spent all his working life in the policetaght you
well. He was fair, friendly but was firm when he had to be. You have the
greatest respect for himde was a man who could not be bribed or bought,
and he had a fierce sense of duty. You knew fludin Forshawa local farmer
had tried to bribehim more than once. He has also tried it with with you, and
failed.

About five years ag&gt MarsiQ & , ®ériFdsappeared. The disappearance

has never been explained. It is not common knowledge, but a Qote

dzy' lj dzSa G A2y 6f & AgvasSoRnd JsayifgishelvasyicavuintlIshe A y 3
took only a few clothes and the money she had on heroNe knows where

she went (or with whom?) to this day.

Rumours circulated in the village, as you will appreciate. What had happened
to Doris? Had she done a runffeHad she gone off with a secret lover? Had
Sgt Marsh killed her and disposed of the body...?

52NAaQa RAAILIISIENIyOS akKz22]1 5F0AR alNEK oO0lRfe® IS F2
you sometimes need to have your wits about you.w#es given compassionate leave from the force while

investigations were carried out, and, as the senior constable, you were made acting sergeant. David was

guestioned, quite harshly. Of course, you knew that with any such casghe would be the primeuspect

and that Doris would be presumed dead until she was found alive. Fortunately, the detectives in charge of the

enquiry were happy that Davidhad nothing to do with her disappearance. No charges were ever brought, and

the official line was thathehadl SSy &GSt AYAY I GSR FTNRBY LRt AOS SyljdzA NASaE
disappearance, David returned to duty but, being the small village that it was (and still is), the rumours flew

and he soon found yourself unable to continue. Everywhere he went there kvesteed whispers and curious

3t yO0Sad IS O2dzZ RyQi adGlryR AlGd® hFFSNBR SIFNIié NBGANBY
reasonable pension, David grabbed the opportunity with both hands. You were promoted to sergeant, and

took over thelocal station. You have remained friends and you often ask David informally for advice.

David found retirement difficult. He had enjoyed being in a position of authority in the local community. He

applied to become an instructor in the local Army CadeNOS > | yR a2 A4 ¢l ax | &SIEN 2
disappearance, that David joined the local detachment. Over the last four yeahgs thrown himselhto

the ACF and after a couple of yearaspromoted tothe rank ofStaff Sergeant, placifgmin charg of the

troop.
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About two and a half years ago, David was joined in the Cade}arbgs Troughtopa primary school teacher
who came to Littlehampton from the Wirral. The two became firm friends, although you did not know James
particularly well. He dieshot socialise much outside the Cadets, as his wife, Julie was disadldigring from
multiple sclerosis, she was confined to a wheelchair.

Around a year ago, a rumour spread around the village that the reason James came to Littlehampton was
because thee had been problems at his previous school. The rumour went that James had struck a child, that
the child had been hospitalised and that criminal charges of assault were br@gfbte long, concerned

parents were practically storming the school gatemdading the truth. It began to get ugly and you had to
intervene.You made a conscious effort to bevisible presence at the school gate at the beginning and the end
of the day to ensurdame§) safety.

John Forshawthe local farmer and councillor, demded you actHe insisted that equirieshad to bemade...
but there was no new allegation, only rumoBiorshawwas also leaning heavily @avid Marsh

David reacted to the pressure by asking you if you would do him a favour, and search the pelicedde if

there was any substance to the allegations. It was strictly against the book, but you obliged. You found out that
there wasno substance to the allegations; ydameshad been suspended while the schaand the local

police¢ made enquiriesbut in the end it all seemed to be the result of a rather wild, malicious and somewhat
RA&AGdz2ND SR OKAfRQa AYI3IAYFGA2Yy®d [ 2dz 62t R 5F@AR az2o
'a AG ¢ azDatiditoldRdufatetiat h& @iffrbdded James and he had reacted to the accusations
andthe fact that he had made checks rather than trust lgitmadly. They had an argument and James stormed
out. He had no choice but to expel him from the cadets.

Over the next couple of weeks, life became intolerdbleJames. You had to maintain your hagithe
school...Parents kept their childreaway, some spoke to the headmistress expressing their concern. Faces
turned, curtains moved and whispers were heard whlameswvalked down the streetlames even reported
that his wifeJuliehad received a psbn pen letterReluctantly he and Julie decided to leave town.

Florence Smallpiecé}] KS @A OF NDa &AA&0SNJ Ndzya GKS Llad 2FFAOSP® { K
everyone in the town, she is also an inveterate gossip. A few weeks later dh@tokhe had heard that Julie
had succumbed to her iliness. She was only 32.

Florenceand her brotherHumphreywere also born in Littlehampton. Humphrey was appointed as vicar nearly

twenty years ago, and moved in with his wiféary. You get the impressn thatFlorenceR2 Sa y Kdary f A 1 S

very much. You are aware that all is not well betwétmphreyandMary too ¢ when David Marsh was still

sergeant, he was called to the vicarage one night to attend to a domestic dispute. Apparemtighreyhad

struckMary6 dzi & KS NBFTdzASR (2 LINBada OwWumphEgltnbst bavedhdeR KI R |
some wordMaryisDavidQa a A a i SN

You know thaHumphreyandJohn Forshaveo not particularly get onJohnis very keen to have the path of
the new proposd Littlehampton bypass run through a wildlife conservation site in the villag@mphreyis
vehemently opposing it, and planned to talk at the council meeting to discuss it next week. At one public
meeting a fewmonths ago, when he was still police serge®avid Marshhad to keepHumphreyandJohn
Forshawapart.

You know thatlohn Forshavkeeps guns. Not only does he use them on his farm, he is also a member of the
local shooting club anBavidhad to authorise his last shotgun licence. A couple ofksergo, you had to
investigate a breakn at Forshaw Farm. One evening, someone broke in through an open window. Margaret
Forshaw and theiv-year oldson, John weré@ the house at the time, but John slept through, as did Margaret
who was drunkJohrQ &n case in his study was forced open and two colt pistols stolen, together with some
ammunition. The only other firearm, a shotgun, was left untouched. No fingerprints were found in the house.

The gun found at the top of the church tower tonightisondatimQa YA daAy 3 O2ft Ga o
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Johnis also the only one of the suspects with a criminal record, haeny found guilty of drunk driving a
few years ago. At the time, he lost his licence for 12 months.

¢KS ARSI T2N (2WarySQalpiecerHFyoudadnt, 3 Sairiet Fiinth&as been the main

organiser. Sincklarrietretired as the local GP she has taken great pleasure in marshalling the entire village to

raise money for a number of good causes. She is also a well known amateur sleuth,raedcséed (and

a2f S0 GKS 200Fairz2ylt Ydz2NRSNI OFaSed L R2y Qi (y26 6KI G
always wondering if you need a hand...

Moreover,Harrietda SSY&a (2 Ay @2t @3S &2dz Ay | fyQKSNIR2SRDENID 2 W] .
youared dzLJLJ)2 AaSR (G2 RSt AGSNI I aSNWBAOS (2 GKS O2YYdzyidie
work...
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Tracey Mortonis an unknown quantity. She is a celebrity, having won a national TV talent competition last
year. She has come to open the fete, though as far as you know she has no known connection with the town.
Your duty is to keep her safe during her stay...
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Your name i©r Harriet Ffinch You retired 18 months ago as the GP in the
town of Littlehampton. You are 61 years old.

. h! w9 bhe¢ ! {!{t9/¢ Lb ¢hbLDI ¢Qf{ 5w! a
QUESTIONS

Mary Smallpiece G KS @A OFNR& 6ATFTS s+a GKS 2yS ¢
you might want to help organise a village fete to raise funds for theathu

roof. Well, of coursg & 2 dz 02 dzf Ry Qi NBaixaidoed ,2dz f20S
and people and approach the task with military precision and boundless

enthusiasm. You enlist the help of your neph&agi. Derek Fogtwho is the

local village policeman. Yaften rope him in as secorid-command,

whether it be one of your pet fundaising projects, or helping him with his

latest crime to solve: for crime novels have long been your passion, and

0 KSNBQa vy 2 i K Atyadassisgndzyolr heptew apfrend &S NJ

felon, although you do tend to take overmerekis single and has lived in

the village all his life.

As the local GP, you have a (sometimes intimate) knowledge of most of the
suspects. Confidentiality will, of course, always be paramearit an

important piece of information comes up in questioning and you feel the
suspect may be holding back, you can always encourage them to come clean,
rather than divulging the information yourself...

Humphrey Smallpiecés the local vicar. Both he and Mamedocals, born in

Littlehampton. You are aware that Humphrey has a history of gambling

problems and suspect that the fupdising activities of the day may be a

way of recouping some pilfered church funds, although of course you have
noevidencetosuppor G KIF G GKS2NEBE® | dzYLIKNB& Ffaz2 R2SayQi KIF @S |

Mary Smallpiecemarried Humphrey just before they moved back to Littlehampton, having met him during his
spell as assistant minister in the neighbouring town of Waterfotaty have a children. You have seen her in
surgery a few times over the years with minor injurigssually bruises to the arms and on one occasion, a
black eye. You wondered if she was been abused at home, but when you broached the subject she denied it

S/SgtDad MarshA & al NB {YIffLASOSQa ONRGKSNIY 51 OAR dzaSR G2
local police station for many years; Derek, your nephew was a constable at the time. You saw David a few

times in surgery about five years ago, just after hife Woris disappeared. Nane knows where Doris went; it

was splashed across the papers at the time and various rumours flew: did Doris run off with another man? Did

David kill her and dispose of the bodyavid found it difficult to cope. You signed hiffiwork with stress for
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found it difficult to return to his previous job. He felt as if he had lost some authority; people stared at him as if

he had something to hide, heads turned and voices broke into loud whispers when he walked down the street.

He was offered early retirement and a decent pension and tookaitir nephewDerek Footwas promoted to

sergeant in his place.flér a few monthsDavid Marshfound he needed an outlet and joined the Army Cadet

Force. He took up his post as Instructor enthusiastically and is now Staff Sergleatead instructor in the

local detachment.

John Forshawvis a local farmer, and councillddis family hae owned the Forshaw farm for years; his father,

W2KY YR KA& INIYRTFFIGKSNE W2KYy 2y SR (KSoldlsbnNY 06S¥2NEB
John will inherit it in time. You know that John has high blood pressure and tends to drink tooYouckaw

him briefly after he was prosecuted for drunk driving a few yearsc@gds ¢y i SR | R200G2NRa f Si
was unfit to attend court. He offered to pay whatever it took. You told him politely to leave.
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