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:srkao p Garep 
 

Welcome to Littlehampton, a fictitious village somewhere in rural England.  
 
A Fete Worse Than Death is a little different from some of our previous Murdernights ς in many ways, 
simpler: the crime itself is quite easy to solve, but in other ways, much more complex - and for that 
reason, I would think twice before you consider this as your production if you have not conducted a 
Murdernight before. 
 
The difference here is that, because the scene is a small village, everyone knows everything about 
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 characters, just in case they get asked ς and that goes for the 
detectives, too. For this Murdernight boasts not one, but two sleuths to help solve the crime: Dr Harriet 
Ffinch will be familiar to anyone who has read the Talbot Manor Murdernights and Sgt. Derek Foot, a 
local policeman who is related to Harriet and a long line of fictitious Inspectors Foot who have appeared 
in various other Murdernights. We like to have a running theme, as you can see! 
 
The period is modern day but there are some important costume requirements, and some preparatory 
work that you need to do to stage the evening effectively. Firstly, Sgt. Derek Foot is 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 uniform ς including handcuffs - are 
freely available on E-Bay and one or two other websites, or army surplus stores.  
 
Similarly, Staff Sergeant David Marsh is a member of the local Army Cadet Force and so is in uniform. 
Atmosphere is all important in Murdernights, so if you can, try and make these two uniforms look 
ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎƛƴƎΦ tƻǇǇƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ŦŀƴŎȅ ŘǊŜǎǎ ǎǘƻǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
audience is bound to know that the bereǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŎƻƭƻǳǊΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀŘƎŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƻ ōŜΦΦΦ 
 
!ǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ Řŀȅ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƭƛŦŜ ŀǘ ŀ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ŦŜǘŜΦ bƛŎŜ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ 
supplemented by wellies to cope with the imaginary mud. The ladies may have their twinsets as well as 
their Barbour jackets. 
 
The inspiration for this Murdernight came from a TV documentary on The Royal Horticultural Society. A 
very sweet elderly lady was marshalling the locals in her village to make sure the entire 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 bobby ς in full uniform. Suddenly, as I watched, I saw Harriet Ffinch and PC Foot. 
We have experimented more and more with two detectives, which speeds up the flow of a Murdernight. 
Here, for the first time, we have formalised it and made it part of the script. 
 
Remember, that being local and also appearing throughout the drama, Harriet Ffinch and Sgt. Foot are 
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 the murder enquiry itself. 
 
And there we have it... have fun with the scenario, and enjoy. 
 
Gary Simpson 
February 2010 
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As indicated in the !ǳǘƘƻǊΩǎ bƻǘŜǎΣ ! CŜǘŜ ²ƻǊǎŜ ¢Ƙŀƴ 5ŜŀǘƘ is a fairly simple murder mystery but is 
compounded by a vast array of red herrings to make it more complex. As with most Murdernights, 
teams will need to solve the mystery using clues derived from the drama, from the questioning and also 
from the handouts. The handouts for A Fete Worse Than Death are a little different from the norm: 
usually we have a post-mortem 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, I decided to make the four handouts comprise of eight press 
clippings taken from various newspapers in the months and ȅŜŀǊǎ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎΦ 9ŀŎƘ 
clipping is accompanied by a photograph, and you will need to replace our photographs with your own ς 
and alter some of the dates on the clippings ς to suit your actors and the date of your production. The 
handouts are as follows: 
 
Handouts 1 & 2 are placed on the audience tables at the start of the evening 

¶ Vicar Drops In for Tea ς a photograph of Humphrey and S/Sgt Marsh at the top of the church 

tower. Though of course, anywhere that looks as if it might have a bit of a 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. 

¶ IǘΩǎ ¢ǊŀŎŜȅ ς a photograph of Tracey Morton. The setting for the photo is unimportant. The date 

at the top of the article should be approximately 15 months before the production. 

¶ Public Meeting Punch-Up Drama ς a photograph of Humphrey, and one of John Forshaw. 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. 

¶ Wife Vanishes ς Police Sgt. Quizzed ς a photograph of Sgt. Marsh at his desk. The photograph 

should be somewhat 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 production. If a month 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ !ǇǊƛƭ ƛǎ ǳǎŜŘΣ {ƎǘΦ CƻƻǘΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƛƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƳŀ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭǘŜǊŜd accordingly. 

Handout 3 is distributed after the drama and before the first round of questions. 
¶ Teacher Suspended ς a photograph of James. The photograph should look as if it was taken by 

the paparazzi and that James did not really want to be photographed. He needs 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. 

¶ Respected Officer Retires ς a photograph of Sgt. Marsh handing over to Sgt. Foot. The 

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 production. 

Handout 4 is distributed after the Secret Questions are collected and before the second round of 
questions. 

¶ Forshaw Farm Raided ς Police Baffled ς a photograph of John Forshaw. The background to the 

portrait photograph is unimportant. The date of the clipping should be two weeks prior to the 

date of your production. 

¶ Local ACF News ς a photograph of S/Sgt Marsh handing an award to a recruit, with Sgt James 

Troughton in the background. This is probably the most important photograph, as it is the only 

clue that 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 fund-raising capacity! As the proceedings begin, some of the cast 

members may mingle with the audience (who 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 press-ganged into service to ensure the smooth running of 

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

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

Smallpiece, Humphreyôs sister who is a spinster who runs the local post office and 

grocery store and finally, Staff Sgt. Bill Marsh, the uniformed youth leader in charge 

of the local Army 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 local villagers or cadets in S/Sgt Marshôs troop. 

 

As the action proper begins, the cast members disperse, with the exception of 

Florence Smallpiece and Sgt. Foot. Florence is brandishing a bottle of home-made 

wine and a glass. She is not completely inebriated but has obviously had a glass or 

two 

 

FLORENCE I say! I say! Constable... 

 

Sgt. Foot coughs reproachfully and points to the sergeantôs stripes on his epaulettes 

 

FLORENCE Oh yes... of course... sergeant! Silly me, I keep forgetting. How long is 

it now? 

 

FOOT Five years this April, Miss Smallpiece. 

 

FLORENCE Five year... is it really? (Sadly) Five years since Mrs. Marsh... (in 

hushed tones) well, we never really did find out what happened, did 

we? 

 

FOOT Now, you know we never count a case closed until itôs closed, Miss 

Smallpiece.
1
 

 

FLORENCE Please, sergeant... (trying to wink, but failing miserably) call me Flo. 

 

FOOT (a little uncomfortable) Now, now... Flo... (indicating the bottle) thatôs 

not a bottle of the Reverendôs prize wine I see you holding there, I 

trust? 

 

FLORENCE (looking at the wrong hand) Where? 

 

FOOT (pointing to the bottle) There. 
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FLORENCE (startled, seeing the bottle as if for the first time) Ooo! Why, so it is. 

 

FOOT Isnôt it a little early? 

 

FLORENCE Why, constable! What are you inshinu... suggesting? 

 

FOOT Nothing at all. We just donôt want to have to arrest you for drunk and 

disorderly later now, do we? 

 

FLORENCE (A little excited by the prospect) Ooo... constable, you naughty man. 

(Holding her hands out ready for the imaginary handcuffs) Go on, 

then... Iôll come quietly. 

 

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

brandishing a clipboard and wears a rosette bearing the word óJUDGEô 

 

HARRIET  Thatôll be a first. 

 

FOOT (With an acknowledging nod) Dr Ffinch... 

 

HARRIET  Now, Flo... youôre not keeping my trusty right-hand man busy when 

he would be better occupied elsewhere, are you?  

 

FLORENCE (A little shamefaced, and also frustrated) Well, I... 

 

HARRIET  (To Sgt. Foot) Derek... I mean, Sgt. Foot... you wouldnôt mind nipping 

over to the plate-breaking stall, would you? Thereôs a bit of a riot... 

 

Sgt. Foot stares in surprise 

 

HARRIET  Yes, Iôm afraid a certain faction has stopped using the foam rubber 

balls provided and are smashing plates with Mrs Wisemanôs rock 

cakes. I fear there may be bloodshed. Probably at the hands of Mrs 

Wiseman. 

 

FOOT (Off to do his duty, to Florence) If youôll excuse me, Miss 

Smallpieceé 

 

Florence stares after Sgt. Foot as he goes 

 

HARRIET  Now, Flo... you mustnôt distract him. Having been asked by your 

sister-in-law
2
 to organise this village fete I shouldnôt like anything to 

go wrong... so howôs about I practice a little preventative medicine 

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 of crime 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, ladies! (Seeing the bottle) Ooo, I say, Dr Ffinch, isnôt 

it a trifle early? (With a little chuckle) I mean... sun barely over the 

yardarm... 

 

HARRIET  (A little caught by this) Ah, well, noé you see, vicé 

 

FLORENCE (To Humphrey) Congratulations on winning first prize, Humphrey! I 

knew you would... itôs a lovely little wine... hic! (Embarrassed) 

Pardon. 

 

HARRIET  (To Humphrey) And how is our star turn, vicar...? A little nervous? 

 

Humphreyôs stomach obviously does a little turn 

 

HUMPHREY  Yes... Iôve been meaning to have a little word with you about that, 

Harriet... I donôt suppose thereôs any chance of a doctorôs note...? 

 

HARRIET  Oh, Iôm afraid not, vicar. Retired now, you know. Besides, abseil 

down the church tower you promised, and Iôm afraid abseil down the 

church tower you must. 

 

FLORENCE Oh, yes, everyoneôs looking forward to it! 

 

HUMPHREY  Not everyone.
3
 (To Florence) Some sister you are. I thought you were 

on my side. 

 

HARRIET  Iôm afraid thereôs no backing out now, vicar. (Consulting her 

clipboard) At the last count, weôve raised over £3,600 in sponsorship. 

(Looking at Florence) And from what I hear, we could do with the 

moneyé
4
 

 

FLORENCE  I must say, Humphrey, I think youôre awfully braveé and all to raise 

money for the Church Roof fund! 

 

HARRIET  Yes, vicar, a splendid effort. Have you ever done anything as stupé I 

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 managing it) Yesé well, 

stiff upper lip, eh? Iôm sure Sgt. Marsh knows what heôs doing and 

youôll be fine.  

 

During the next few lines Humphrey looks more and more uncomfortable  
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FLORENCE (To Humphrey) Rather you than me. (To Harriet) Humphrey took me 

up to the top of the church tower a couple of weeks ago, Dr. Ffinch. It 

was ever so high. 

 

HARRIET  Oh? 

 

FLORENCE Yes, must be over 200 feet. 

 

HUMPHREY  Florence, dearé 

 

FLORENCE You know, it makes me dizzy just thinking about it. 

 

HUMPHREY  Iôm sure Dr. Ffinch isnôt interestedé 

 

FLORENCE I just looked over the edge and I thought I was going to be sick. 

 

HUMPHREY  (Looking greener by the minute) Stop her, someoneé 

 

FLORENCE I mean, if the rope gave way you wouldnôt stand a chanceé youôd 

just go splat on the concrete. 

 

HUMPHREY  Florenceé.! 

 

FLORENCE (Looking at Humphrey with pride) Heôs so brave. I didnôt know he 

had it in him. 

 

Mary Smallpiece, the vicarôs wife enters, accompanied by Staff Sgt. Marsh. He is 

wearing the uniform of the lead instructor of the local Army Cadet Force. Across his 

shoulder he is carrying a length of climbing rope.  

 

MARY  Yes, wellé (with venom) it just goes to show you donôt know 

everything, doesnôt it, Florence dear? (Indicating S/Sgt. Marsh) Iôm 

sure David here could tell you a thing or two about your brother.
5
 As 

for bravery, wellé (smiling sarcastically at Humphrey) money can 

be a huge incentive, canôt it, Humphrey, dear?
6
  

 

It is clear that Mary and Florence donôt get on.  

 

FLORENCE If youôll excuse me, Dr. Ffinché I think I just detected something 

offensive coming from the direction of the cookery tent. 

 

MARY  Really? Weôve just come from there. I didnôté  

 

Florence gives a little satisfied smile. It was a little victory but she enjoyed it 

 

MARY  (Suddenly realising Florence means her) Ohé I see. (Snidely) Very 

good. 

 

Florence makes to exit, and her eyes catch S/Sgt. Marsh as she does so.  
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FLORENCE (To S/Sgt Marsh, flirting) Sergeanté 

 

MARSH Floé 

 

Florence exits. As she does soé 

 

MARY  Oh, please, David. Sheôs not your type. 

 

MARSH (Formally) Maryé Sergeant, please, when Iôm in uniformé 

 

MARY  Oh, stop it. Youôre my brother, and youôre in the Cadet Force, not 

Dunkirk. (To Harriet) Well, Harriet, I have to say I think itôs all going 

splendidly. Thanks to you.  

 

HARRIET  Itôs been a pleasureé did Sgt. Foot manage to retrieve Mrs. 

Wisemanôs rock cakes? 

 

MARY  Eventually. Unfortunately, his light-hearted attempts to pacify Mrs 

Wiseman didnôt fare too well. 

 

HARRIET  Oh? 

 

MARY  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 

karateé fortunately the St. Johnôs Ambulance were on hand with an 

ice pack and Mrs Hampsonôs sewing skills have made a fine job of 

repairing the marquee. 

 

MARSH (To Humphrey, indicating the rope) So what about it, Humphrey? 

Ready to take the plunge? 

 

HARRIET  Not so fast, sergeant. (Consulting her clipboard) According to my 

schedule, youôre not due to begin Operation Church Tower for at least 

a quarter of an hour. 

 

MARSH Oh, everythingôs at the ready, Dr Ffinch. (Patting the coil of rope he is 

carrying) Checked all the equipment myself last night.
7
  

 

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

helmet? 

 

MARSH Pah. Theyôre for nancy boys
8
. 

 

MARY  (to Harriet, looking for support) Nearly brained himself on the narrow 

stairwell leading up the tower, Dr. Finché 

 

MARSH Itôs nothing. (To Humphrey) Donôt you worry, Reverendé Iôve got a 

hard hat for you. (Seeing Humphreyôs discomfort) Why donôt we get 

it over with? (Aside, to Humphrey) Not such a big man now, are you? 
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HARRIET  Look, I can see youôre keen to get started, but Iôm afraid no-one is 

going anywhere until we have this fete declared officially open. 

Where is Councillor Forshaw? He promised faithfully to have our 

guest celebrity here by three... 

 

MARSH Shall I mobilise the cadets? If we split up, itôd only take a few minutes 

to search the entire area. 

 

HARRIET  Thank you for the offer, sergeant. Iôm sure your men are splendid, but 

knowing Councillor Forshaw, I think youôll find him in the beer tent. 

(Looking off) Wait a momenté talk of the devilé  

 

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

and doesnôt care who knows it. Although he is a councillor, he is dressed in his 

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 offer some protection. He is also carrying a radio microphone 

 

JOHN (Brashly, to Tracey, as they enter) No, I know what I think and I think 

as I say. You can take your poncey boy bands and stuff them where 

the sun donôt shine as far as Iôm concerned. Give me a song with a 

tune, thatôs what I say. Now, take your last albumé (clicking his 

fingers) what was it called again? 

 

TRACEY  Tracey Morton. 

 

JOHN Brilliant! Great titleé  

 

TRACEY  Itôs my nameé.? 

 

JOHN Which is why itôs so brilliant. Pertinent, relevant and good publicity. 

 

HARRIET  (To Tracey) Oh, dearé I hope Councillor Forshaw hasnôt been boring 

you too much, my dear? 

 

TRACEY  Wellé 

 

JOHN Just entertaining the guests, Dr. Ffinch. (To Tracey) Part of the job, 

public relations, being a councillor. You need to know how to handle 

people, see? Tact and diplomacy. (To Harriet) Righté letôs get this 

bloody show on the road, else Iôll be late for the milking. 

 

HARRIET  Quite.  

 

FOOT Iôve got the microphone, Harrieté (He passes the radio microphone 

to Harriet) 



 

Page 10  A Fete Worse Than Death 

HARRIET  Splendid. (Taking the microphone, she taps it three times to see if it is 

working then speaks into it:) Testingé testingé 1é 2é Can you 

hear me? 

 

Hopefully there will be some response from the audience; if not, repeat óI said, can 

you hear me?ô 

 

HARRIET  Splendid. Ladies and gentlemen, Iôd like to hand you over to the 

person responsible for todayôs little gatheringé the vicarôs wife, Mrs 

Mary Smallpieceé letôs give her a big handé 

 

The cast lead the applause as Mary takes the microphone from Harriet. As she begins 

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

 

MARY  Thank you, thank you! Iôd just like to say how wonderful it is to see 

all of you here at Littlehampton Village Fete. As you know, weôre 

trying to raise as much money as we can for the repairs of the Church 

Roofé. A big thank you to Peter Rogers and his dog display team for 

helping us again this year. Peter has remembered to bring the muzzles 

this time so hopefully there wonôt be a repeat of last yearôs drama. Iôm 

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, Staff Sergeant Marsh and his 

cadets will be helping the Reverend - my own dear Humphrey - to 

abseil down the church tower ï thank you all so much for your 

generous sponsorship. Now, I know youôre all as keen as I am to see 

Humphrey dangling from the end of a rope, but before that Iôd like to 

introduce our special guesté someone who needs no introductioné 

that well known singer, our own, our very owné
9
 (briefly consulting 

her notes) Tracey Morton. 

 

Once again, the cast lead the applause. Mary claps enthusiastically before handing 

the microphone to a nervous Tracey 

 

TRACEY  Thank you, everyone! Itôs wonderful to be here. Eré what do I doé? 

 

HARRIET  Itôs all arranged, dearé 

 

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 positions, everyone! 

 

James gets into position in front of the group to take the official photograph. Tracey 

is in the centre, ready to cut the ribbon. Harriet stands close by on Traceyôs left, 

holding the microphone for her. John Forshaw makes sure he is in a good position, 

as close to Tracey as possible. On Traceyôs right, Mary and Humphrey stand side by 

side. The two sergeants take up the flanks stretching the ribbon between them 
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JAMES Okay, everyoneé letôs have big smilesé say cheeseé 

 

The camera flashes 

 

JAMES Excellent! One moreé thank you. 

 

TRACEY  I declare this village feteé officiallyé open!  

 

Tracey cuts the ribbon and everyone 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 group) Now how about a picture, just the 

two of us, eh? (To James) Troughton, get your camera over hereé 

 

HUMPHREY  (Obviously nervous and eager to get away) Iôll just go and see how 

the choir are getting on with their preparations for the musical 

interludeé 

 

JOHN (Pointing, to Humphrey) Ayeé not too far, though, Smallpiece. 

Remember, I want a word with you
10

. 

 

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 quickly. Harriet sees this 

 

HARRIET  (to Sgt. Foot) I wouldnôt let him get too far, Derek. I wouldnôt trust 

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 reporting to a senior officer 

 

MARSH Donôt you worry, Dr. Ffinch. Iôve got all the exits covered. Iôve been 

looking forward to this day for too long to let him slip away now. 

 

HARRIET  Excellent. (There is an uneasy pause) Dismissed, sergeant. 

 

MARSH Maôam.  

 

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 re-enters 

 

FLORENCE (Bumping into S/Sgt. Marsh, surprised) Oooh! (Then not entirely 

displeased) Ooooooh! 

 

S/Sgt. Marsh untangles himself and walks off, leaving Florence momentarily wobbly 

at the knees. She quickly remembers the reason for her urgent entrance 

 

FLORENCE Harriet! Harriet! Have I missed it? 
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HARRIET  What, dear? 

 

FLORENCE The openingé oh, dear. I am a silly. 

 

MARY  Typical Florence. I think youôd be late for your own weddingé 

should that miracle ever actually take place. 

 

FLORENCE Fine one you are to talk about marriage, Mary
11

. 

 

MARY  (Bristling) And what exactly is that supposed to mean? 

 

FLORENCE Take it as you like. 

 

MARY  Iôd watch that mouth of yours if I were you, Flo. One of these days itôs 

going to get you into a lot of trouble. 

 

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 (leaving John 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?
12

 

 

HARRIET  Ladies, I think if you have something to say I would suggest 

somewhere a little more private. 

 

JAMES Oh, donôt be a spoilsport, Dr. Ffinch. Could be a front page headline 

here: two sisters-in-law wrestling in the mud at the village fete, and 

one the vicarôs wife! Sounds to me like some man is involvedé any 

comment, ladies? 

 

MARY  Yes. Drop dead.  

 

She begins 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  Whatôs going on here? 

 

JOHN (How dare she) She hit me! 

 

Mary is standing between Tracey and John. She turns to Tracey. 

 

MARY  Thank you, my dear. You saved me the trouble
13

. 

 

Mary drags John off. Tracey drifts towards Florence and Harriet 
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HARRIET  (to Tracey) I am sorry about that, my dear. Counsellor Forshaw 

forgets himself sometimes. He treats his cattle like ladies and his 

ladies like cattle. 

 

FLORENCE (aside) If theyôre ladies at all
14

. 

 

JAMES How about an interview, Miss Morton, now that Old Man Forshawôs 

gone? The vicarôs wife called you óour own, our very ownéô ï what 

did she mean by that, exactly? 

 

HARRIET  Nothing at all, Iôm sure. (To Tracey) I shall rescue you, my dear. (To 

James) Come, young man. I have a press release to give you. Besides, 

we have some catching up to doé
15

 

 

Harriet leads James off, leaving Florence and Tracey alone 

 

TRACEY  (after a moment, and she is certain they are alone) I should never 

have come. 

 

FLORENCE Now, dear. Donôt take on so. You knew it was going to be difficult. 

 

TRACEY  I donôt know what I expected it to be. To think that man is my father 

and he doesnôt even know
16

. 

 

FLORENCE Are you going to say anything? 

 

TRACEY  I might say something that I would regret.  

 

FLORENCE Give it time. 

 

TRACEY  Youôre probably right. Itôs been twenty yearsé whatôs another couple 

of days? 

 

FLORENCE Tell you whaté come on, Iôll stand you a nice cup of tea. 

 

Florence puts a reassuring arm around Traceyôs shoulder and they walk off. As they 

leave, John re-enters, pursued by Mary. She is not happy. 

 

MARY  Will you stand still for a moment? 

 

JOHN Look, Mary ï I told you. It was only a bit of fun. 

 

MARY  Fun? Fun?? Is that what you call it? You were practically wrapped 

around her.  

 

JOHN Look, Maryé you know thereôs no-one else but you. 

 

MARY  I wish I could believe that, John. If itôs true, why wonôt you tell him? I 

tell you, I donôt think I can continue living like this for much longer. I 

might do something drastic. 
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JOHN Donôt be silly. You know the score. Here I am, prominent town 

councilloré you ï the vicarôs wife. Thatôs going to look pretty good 

on the front page of the Tribune, donôt you think? Have patience, 

loveé just wait, leave everything to me. Your John has sorted 

everything out
17

. 

 

MARY  What do you mean? 

 

JOHN The less you know, the betteré 

 

MA RY John, you donôt understandé Iôve had another one of those letters
18
é 

and Florenceé Iôm sure she suspects. We canôt afford to let this come 

out. 

 

Sgt. Foot enters 

 

FOOT Hello, hello. Whatôs this about suspects? 

 

MARY  What? Ohé (a little nervous laugh) Nothingé 

 

FOOT Have you seen your husband around, Mrs Smallpiece? We seem to 

have lost himé 

 

John turns on Sgt Foot 

 

JOHN Chance would be a fine thing. Look, Sherlock, what I want to know is 

when youôre going to stop pfaffing around chasing vicars at garden 

fetes and start doing some real police worké my break-in for 

instance.  

 

FOOT Weôre dealing with that as quickly as we can, Councillor. But we do 

have some more important cases which take priority. 

 

JOHN More important cases? Iôve lost two valuable Colts
19
é what could be 

more important than that? (A sudden change of tack) Looké I can 

make it worth your while. 

 

FOOT Sir? 

 

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

having none of it: he cannot be bought. Finally, John sees it is no use. 

 

JOHN Christ! Youôre worse than Marsh
20

. 

 

FOOT He taught me well, sir. 

 

JOHN Everyone has their price, Derek. Iôm a man whoôs used to getting what 

he wants. Just make sure you donôt stand in my way. 
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James Troughton enters. Once again, he sees another potential story and raises his 

camera 

 

JOHN And what the hell do you think youôre doing, Troughton? Put the 

camera away. (Advancing on James) Youôve got a nerve coming back 

here, I must say
21

. 

 

Sgt. Foot steps between them 

 

FOOT (To James) Perhaps you 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 Littlehampton. 

 

JAMES Sometimes itôs the guilty ones who have trouble forgetting, Mrs. 

Smallpiece. (He reaches into his pocket) Before I forgeté your key
22

. 

 

James hands Mary a key to a mortice lock 

 

MARY  Thank you.  

 

JAMES (To John) Donôt know what your problem is, Councillor. You were 

only too keen to have your photo taken a moment ago. The Tribuneôs 

planning to run an article about you next week, did you know? A little 

bird tells me youôve been throwing your money around trying to push 

through that by-passé
23

 

 

JOHN Why, youé you havenôt got a shred of evidence. 

 

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 waité Iôll kill youé 

 

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 I quote you on that? (Sneering) You hypocrite. Youôre worse than 

Marsh
24

. 

 

James turns and finds S/Sgt. Marsh is standing behind him. 
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JAMES Oh, looké the big man himself. 

 

MARSH (The words are directed at Sgt Foot but Marsh never shifts his gaze 

from James) Need any help, Derek? 

 

FOOT No, itôs all right, Sarge. All under control. 

 

James leaves. There is a momentary awkward pause. 

 

MARSH (To Mary) Iôm looking for the vicar. Itôs time. 

 

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

HARRIET  Here he is, Sergeant! We found him. Or at least, Miss Morton did, 

didnôt you, dear? 

 

TRACEY  Yes. In the ladies loo. 

 

MARY  What!? 

 

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

 

HUMPHREY  Like I said, Dr. Ffinch, itôs not that Iôm afraid. Heavens, no! I was just 

concerned that the insurance wouldnôt cover us unless all the 

necessary safety checks had been carried out. 

 

JOHN Oh, donôt you worry about that, vicar. The council inspected the 

church tower a fortnight ago. Passed all the safety checks first time. I 

saw to it personally.  

 

MARSH So thereôs nothing to stand in our wayé 

 

JOHN Absolutely not. 

 

HUMPHREY  Oh, bother. 

 

MARSH (Advancing on Humphrey, he grabs him by the neck as if arresting 

him) Right! Letôs be off, then.  

 

MARY  Davidé 

 

MARSH Hmm? 

 

MARY  Hereé (She hands S/Sgt. Marsh the same key given to her by James 

a moment before) 

 

MARSH Ah. (Taking the key) Thanks. Come on, thené show must go on. 

Canôt keep the people waitingé 

 

HUMPHREY  Ohé all righté (looking at Mary) goodbye, dearé 
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Mary responds with an expression which leaves us in no doubt that no love is lost. 

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 heôll be all right? 

 

HARRIET  Donôt you worry yourself, dear. Sergeant Marsh is very experienced. 

 

TRACEY  Ohé thank goodness. Has he done this kind of thing before? 

 

HARRIET  Who? Sergeant Marsh? (A little laugh) Goodness me, yes. Hundreds 

of times. (A pause) Well, once or twice. (Another pause) Well, Iôm 

sure heôs read the books. How difficult can abseiling down a 200 foot 

church tower be? 

 

FOOT I hope youôre wrong. 

 

HARRIET  Really? Why? 

 

FOOT Heôs only got a hundred foot of rope.  

 

All look round at Sgt. Foot 

 

FOOT (Smiling) Only jokingé 

 

HARRIET  Not funny, Derek. (to Mary, her hand outstretched) Pass me that 

microphone, will you, Mary, dear? 

 

Mary hands Harriet the radio microphone. Harriet coughs a little 

 

HARRIET  Ahemé (Tapping the microphone) Testingé testingé 1é 2é 1é 

2é Can you hear me?  

 

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

 

HARRIET  Ladies and Gentlemen, could I have your attention, please? Itôs nearly 

time for us to bring our little village fete to a close but before we doé 

(consulting her clipboard) there is of course one more important item. 

Ladies, gentlemen, boys and girlsé Sgt. Marsh of the Littlehampton 

Army Cadet Force has generously agreed to assist Reverend 

Humphrey Smallpiece in his dare-devil descent down the side of the 

Littlehampton Church Tower! And there he isé! 

 

Harriet points to a distant spot above the audienceôs heads. Holding her microphone 

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  Letôs give him a big round of applause! 
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MARY  Is that Humphrey? 

 

HARRIET  (Not talking into the microphone) Yes, I think so. 

 

TRACEY  They look so small. Are you sure? 

 

FOOT Yesé looké that looks like Sergeant Marsh beside him. 

 

TRACEY  Oh, yeahé (Gasping) Ooohé heôs stepping out! (Turning away) I 

canôt looké 

 

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

Are ï you ï all ï right, - Reverend? 

 

HUMPHREY  (Off, in the distance): Heeeeeellllppp! 

 

HARRIET  (Into the microphone) Jolly good! 

 

MARY  (Excitedly) Oh, looké there he goesé! 

 

HUMPHREY  (Off): AaaaaaaaaaAAAAAGGGGGHHHHHHHHH!! 

 

Offstage, there is a blood-curdling scream followed by a sickening thud. As 

Humphreyôs body falls to the ground, Tracey, Harriet, Mary, John and Sgt Foot stare 

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 horror. Mary buries her head into Johnôs 

shoulder. Harriet stares 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 óchurch towerô 

 

FOOT (Rushing through) Excuse meé out of my wayé coming throughé 

stand back, pleaseé 

 

Tracey breaks down sobbing and reaches to Harriet for comfort as Florence enters 

 

FLORENCE Harriet! Harriet! Am I too late? 

 

HARRIET  Yes, Florence, dear. Iôm afraid so. It appears there has been a little 

accident. 

 

FLORENCE Really? How exciting! Whatôs happened? 

 

HARRIET  Iôm afraid it looks as if your brother has just fallen to his death. 

 



 

A Fete Worse Than Death  Page 19  
 

FLORENCE What? Humphrey? Oooooohhhé (She falls in a dead faint) 

 

As Florence falls to the floor Tracey rushes to her and Harriet begins 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? Donôt look at meé 

 

MARY  Leave everything to me, you said. Youôll sort it out, you said! What 

have you done? 

 

JOHN Nothingé I swearé 

 

Mary begins pounding Johnôs chest in frustration. As she does so, James re-enters 

and takes a photo. John reacts to the flash 

 

JOHN Troughton! Put that camera away, Iôm warning youé! 

 

JAMES What? Not likely! Iôve got the picture of the year here! Vicar in free-

fall!  

 

During this Harriet has been gently slapping the back of Florenceôs hand. She begins 

to come to 

 

FLORENCE What happenedé? Where am I? (She begins to try and get up) 

 

HARRIET  You just take it easy, dear. Youôve had a bit of a shock. 

 

Sgt. Foot rushes back in 

 

MARY  Sergeanté my husbandé? 

 

FOOT Yesé Iôm afraid heôs dead. Fell 200 feet straight on to the concrete. 

 

Mary and Tracey shrink in horror. 

 

JAMES Oh, yes! Photo opportunity! 

 

James begins to run off towards the church tower 

 

JOHN How did it happen? 

 

FOOT (Producing a length of rope) Well, siré Iôd say from the look of this 

that it had been sliced through with a very sharp knife. 

 

MARY  You donôt meané? 

 

FOOT Yes, Iôm afraid so. The vicaré was murdered. 
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All gasp. Suddenly, Jamesôs exit is blocked by the figure of S/Sgt. Marsh, staggering 

into the hall. He is still wearing his harness, but the rope is no longer attached. He 

falls into Jamesôs arms, and James half-carries him back to the stage 

 

FOOT Sarge! Are you all right? 

 

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

 

MARSH Eh? Whatôs going on? Whereôs the vicar?  

 

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

 

TRACEY  Eeeeeeeekkkkkkkk! 

 

HARRIET  Will you please stop doing that? (She rushes over to S/Sgt Marsh, 

then after a moment) Relax, everybody! Only a faint. 

 

FOOT (Addressing the audience) Well, ladies and gentlemen. Iôm afraid I 

must ask you all to stay exactly where you are. Nobody must leave the 

crime scene and Iôm afraid this is now a murder enquiry. I might need 

some helpé 

 

HARRIET  Oh, goody. (Leaving the still prostrate S/Sgt. Marsh) I do so love 

murder mysteries. 

 

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

 

HARRIET  Nonsense, old boy. Have I ever let you down before? 

 

FOOT Well, noé 

 

HARRIET  Then itôs settled. (Brushing Sgt. Foot out of the way) Ladies 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 

questions. Tally-ho! 

 

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  (To Sgt Foot and James) Right, you twoé letôs see if we canôt get 

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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1
 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 to retire from the force because of stress. Mrs. Marshôs 

disappearance is a red herring which is never explained and does not form an integral part of tonightôs 

proceedings 

 
2 Mary Smallpiece, the vicarôs wife. Humphrey, the vicar, is Florenceôs brother 

 
3 Everyone except the vicar himself. 

 
4 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 counter that she has heard a rumour that the 

church is terribly short of funds. 

 
5 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 want to 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 on Mary ï his sister ï again. 

 
6 Mary is aware that Humphrey has squandered a large amount of the church funds on internet gambling.  

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

faré 

 
8 S/Sgt Marsh steadfastly refuses to wear a safety helmet, even when abseiling himself. When climbing 

the narrow stairwell en route to 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 

 
9 Mary has been told by Harriet that Tracey was born in Littlehampton. Tracey is unaware that anyone ï 

apart from Florence  - knew of this 

 
10  John wants to discusss his application to build the village by-pass through the local conservation area, 

a plan the vicar vehemently opposes. If only the vicar could be bought... 

 
11  Florence knows that Mary and John are having an affair 
 

12 
 James blames Florenceôs gossiping for his current predicament. Because of her, he lost his job as a 

teacher, his position as an instructor in the 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 
 

14  Again referring to Maryôs adulterous behaviour with John 
 

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 
 

16  Humphrey 
 

17  In fact, John hasnôt ósorted anything outô ï he is bluffing, all talk and no 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... 
 

19  The colts in question are guns. Johnôs farmhouse was broken into two weeks ago and two pistols 

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 came first 
 

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 his post, his place as instructor in the Army Cadets and finally, the 

village. 
 

22  The key to the church tower. Only one other exists ï and Humphrey has it. 
 

23  John has been trying to divert the plans for the local by-pass so that it will run directly through a local 

conservation area, an action that Humphrey has vehemently opposed. Should the by-pass run through the 

conservation area, John would be able to create a much needed access to his land 
 

24  James blames Marsh the most for his current predicament. He felt he over-reacted 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 not need to, he expelled him from the Army Cadets and the school reacted by letting him 

go. Soon, he had to leave town as the gossip increased and his wifeôs health suffered 
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Florence Smallpiece 
 

You are a spinster, the sister of Humphrey Smallpiece, the vicar. You are in 
your early 50s. 
 
¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƻŦ [ƛǘǘƭŜƘŀƳǇǘƻƴΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ǘŀƪŜ 
place, all your life.  
 
You were the youngest of three: the eldest was your sister, Joyce. Given 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 seen Joyce married, Humphrey graduate and you fly the 
nest.  
 
But yours has been a solitary life. You had just left school when Miss Pimm, 
the local postmistress advertised for an assistant; you enjoyed the work and 
took over the post office when she retired shortly afterwards. In the thirty or 
so years you have worked there, you have developed an encyclopaedic 
knowleŘƎŜ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜΥ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƭƛǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ 
birthdays if you needed to. 
 
After graduating, Humphrey became an assistant minister in the 
neighbouring town of Waterford. It was then that he met a young girl from 
Littlehampton and 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, named Tracey.  
 
As a bachelor, and a man of the cloth with a child born out of wedlock, there 
was no question of Humphrey looking after the child. Quite the opposite: he 
steadfastly refused to have anything to do with her. It looked as if the child 

was about to be placed into care when your elder sister, Joyce ς who lived near London - came up with a 
solution. Joyce craved children and could not have any. She took in the young Tracey, and cared for her as her 
own. She only had one pre-condition. 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, Joyce and her husband were her 
real parents. Joyce kept in touch with you, though ς and 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 ς 
and something of a 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 
ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ όŀŘƻǇǘƛǾŜύ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭl team: Greenock Morton. And so, the singer Tracey 
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 discovered ς whilst tracing her family tree ς 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 
ǎƘŀǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ άŦŀǘƘŜǊέΣ ōǳǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ŀƴƎǊȅΦ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ȅet he had never 
shown the slightest interest in her, or even faint curiosity. He has simply blanked her out. Part of 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 two to meet ς should they want to. The fete needed a celebrity to open it, Tracey was a 
celebrity, and she would have the opportunity to see her father face-to-face, even if she never spoke to him. 
You mentioned it to Harriet, who was organising the fete, and to Tracey... and to your surprise, she accepted. 
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Despite all his faults, you quite like Humphrey. He has a dark side ς in particular a fierce temper and a certain 
ŘŜƎǊŜŜ ƻŦ ƳƛǎƻƎȅƴȅΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƘŀǘŜǎ ŀƭƭ ǿƻƳŜƴ ς he has always been OK with you ς but he 
does regard men as being superior. Whilst not a particularly likeable trait, blood is thicker than water, after all 
ς and he is your only brother. ̧ƻǳ ŀƭǎƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƻōǎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ άƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊέΦ Lǘ 
used to be on the horses, or a few lottery tickets. Recently, things appear to have been quite quiet in that area 
όƛƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘƛƴƎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ άǘǊŀƴǎŀŎǘƛƻƴǎέ ƴƻǿ ƻƴƭƛƴŜύΦ You have always felt quite protective of him, 
and would defend him to your last breath ς especially 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 holier-than-thou attitude 
in particular. You always felt she was a bit of a social climber and where better to be placed socially in a small 
ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΚ You suspect that Humphrey has been aggressive, if not violent, towards her 
and that the love has gone out of their marriage. You know ς and hence the whole village knows ς that Sgt 
Marsh, when he was the local policeman, was called to the vicarage one nigƘǘ ǘƻ ŎŀƭƳ Řƻǿƴ ŀ άŘƻƳŜǎǘƛŎ 
ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘέΦ 
 
Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ aŀǊȅ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀŦŦŀƛǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ 
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 personally ς όάL ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǘƳŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜέύ. 
There were a couple of unusual letters that arrived for her; you recognised the writing on the envelopes as 
being that of John Forshaw, a local farƳŜǊΦ IŜ ǿǊƻǘŜ Ƙƛǎ άaέǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ aŀǊȅΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ, of course, 
began with an άaέΦ hǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅΦ ¢ǊȅƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻƻ 
hard not to be seen in public, looking a little uncomfortable whenever they chanced on each other in the shop. 
Yes, there was definitely something going on. You thought about telling Humphrey, of course ς but why spoil 
his happiness? Besides, for a postmistress whose income was meagre, to say the least, this might just be a 
great business 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 self-seal envelopes. You have left nothing to chance, should Mary report these letters to Sgt. 
CƻƻǘΥ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻΦ !ǎ ȅŜǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƴȅ ŘŜƳŀƴŘǎΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻ ǳǇ 
the ante with your next letter, and suggest a small down payment to ensure Humphrey was kept in the dark... 
 
Not that you have been a complete saint yourself. You have always been a little bit of a flirt... just over five 
years ago, you attended a birthday party in the village hall. Most of the village were there. You got a little tipsy, 
as you can be wont to do ς although usually not in public. On this occasion, however, you found yourself 
flirting with Sgt. David Marsh, the local village policeman who was attending the party, off-duty. As it 
happened, his wife Doris had not accompanied him, confined in bed with a bad migraine; she had insisted he 
should not miss the party and 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 prevailed before matters went too far ς but only just. 
When you next met, in the cold light of day in the post office the next morning, you agreed that no-one would 
ever hear of your shared moment of indiscretion ς your 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, 
ŀƭƭ Ǝǳƴǎ ōƭŀȊƛƴƎΣ ƛǊŀǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ǇŀǊŎŜƭ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ She 
made some comment about her husband 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 shop ς it was as if nothing had happened. Then, a couple of 
days later, you heard that Doris Marsh had disappeared. 
 
Her disappearance was never explained. You heard on the grapevine ς your main form of communication, you 
were always keen to hear (and distribute) the latest gossip ς that 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 flames, 
ōǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀȅ ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ǘƛƴƎŜ ƻŦ Ǝǳƛƭǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŦŀǘŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ƛǘΦΦΦ  
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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 brought, although the official line was that Sgt. Marsh 
ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ άŜƭƛƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŜƴǉǳƛǊƛŜǎέΦ IŜ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Řǳǘȅ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ōǳǘΣ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ 
village that it was (and still is), the rumours flew and Sgt. Marsh found himself unable to continue in his post. 
He took early retirement on health grounds, stress cited as the cause. 
 
IŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ !ǊƳȅ /ŀŘŜǘǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǊŜōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŀǘǳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΦ ! ȅŜŀǊ ƻǊ ǎƻ ŀŦǘŜǊ 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ 
disappearance, he joined the local detachment and has worked his way up the 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 Forshaw. Brash, loud, arrogant, married... the opposite of yourself. And if 
Mary weǊŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀŦŦŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƛǎƘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ WƻƘƴ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ 
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 route passes through an area of outstanding natural beauty ς a 
conservation area ς and Humphrey has fought tooth and nail to prevent John from pulling his considerable 
political clout as a local councillor to gain planning permission for the by-pass in its current proposed form. A 
final meeting of the council, at which Humphrey was due to present, is next week. 
 
James Troughton first came to the village from the Wirral three years ago. 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 
became an instructor in the local army cadets, where he served as sergeant under S/Sgt Marsh. 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 ŀōƻǳǘ WŀƳŜǎΩǎ ǇŀǎǘΦ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ 
you ς supposedly in confidence - that James had had problems at his previous school. You were gossiping to a 
fellow postmistress from the Wirral about this handsome young teacher who had become such a hit in the 
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 broughǘΦ .ŜƛƴƎ ŀƴ ƛƴǾŜǘŜǊŀǘŜ ƎƻǎǎƛǇ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ 
one or two of the villagers the story. Of course, it spread 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 school gate at the beginning and the 
ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƻ ŜƴǎǳǊŜ WŀƳŜǎΩǎ ǎŀŦŜǘȅΦ  
 
Hearing the rumours, David Marsh was concerned, especially as James had apparently 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 ex-constable, Derek Foot. Informally, he asked if the now-Sgt. Foot would make some discreet enquiries 
regarding his second-in-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 proved. He had been suspended while the school ς 
and the local police ς made enquiries, but in the end it all seemed to be the result of a rather wild, malicious 
ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ Unable to cope with the strains which persisted even after his 
name was cleared, James had decided to make a fresh start elsewhere ς and so had moved to Littlehampton 
and his current post.  
 
David Marsh tried to discuss matters openly with James but James only became hostile and defensive. 
!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŜǾƛŘŜƴŎŜΣ aŀǊǎƘΩǎ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǳōǎǘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
allegations after 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 departure ς until today, when he returned as the journalist for the Tribune.  
 
You have known Harriet Ffinch for many years. She used to be the GP in the village, until her retirement 
ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀƎƻΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŀŘ ƳǳŎƘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ IŀǊǊƛŜǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƎƻǎǎƛǇ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ 
rŜǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘƛŀƭƛǘȅ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǘŜ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǿŀǎ aŀǊȅΩǎ ƛŘŜŀΣ as was 
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IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ŀōǎŜƛƭ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǘƻǿŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ 
persuade him to do it. 
 
You have also known Derek Foot for 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 people in the village and their backgrounds. He is 
ǎƛƴƎƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ƛǎ IŀǊǊƛŜǘ CŦƛƴŎƘΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ IŀǊǊƛŜǘΩǎ ƴŜǇƘŜǿΦ 
 
5ǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘƛƴƎǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƴǘΦ !ǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ {ǳƴŘŀȅΣ ǘƘŜ 
post office is closed anyway. You are only offstage twice: firstly, after Mary enters, when you head off to see 
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. Whilst you 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 relationship to 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 
You have never liked her. Your relationship is cordial at best. And your blackmail attempts are not because you 
need the money ς you simply want to see her squirm. 
 
 
John Forshaw 
Brash, loud, arrogant and married... the opposite of yourself. ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǘhe man, and would be 
blackmailing him, but his wife is the type who likes a little drink on the side and rarely comes outside the front 
ŘƻƻǊΦ LŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƎŀǊƻǇƘƻōƛŎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻōŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ 
out John ǿŀǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦΦΦ 
 
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 the village, you tried neither to encourage or 
discourage her, but simply to let her make up her own mind. 
 
S/Sgt Marsh 
¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΥ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ 5ƻǊƛǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ 
disappearance. If the truth be known, 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 married to her career all her life. ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǊŀǊŜƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ 
need to consult her, so most of your contacts have been over the counter in the post office, and mostly small 
ǘŀƭƪΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƎƻǎǎƛǇΦ 
 
Sgt Foot 
¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ 5ŜǊŜƪ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ !ƎŀƛƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀny need to call the police, but you do like to think 
ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǳǎŜŦǳƭ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƛǘΦΦΦ 
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The clues to solving the mystery 
The murderer had  

¶ the opportunity to commit the murder 

o You had the opportunity, as you were not on the stage when the murder occurred 

¶ access to the church tower  

o 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. 

¶ aƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƳǇŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǇŜǎ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ŘŜǎŎŜƴǘΦ  

o You had no opportunity to tamper with the ropes. 

¶ the motive 

o You had no reason, and did not want to see Humphrey dead  
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Mary Smallpiece 
 

¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΦ  
 
You were born Mary Marsh (in Littlehampton), and you have been married 
to Humphrey Smallpiece for 20 years. You are in your early 50s. Your 
brother, older by 3 years, is David Marsh ǿƘƻ ŀƭǎƻ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ 
proceedings. He is Staff Sergeant Marsh of the local Army Cadet Force. 
 
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 handsome, and determined. You liked 
determination in a man ς someone who knows what they think and is not 
afraid to say it. He was ambitious and saw the parish at Littlehampton ς his 
home town ς as being ideal. You are not without ambition yourself and in a 
small ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƭƛƪŜ [ƛǘǘƭŜƘŀƳǇǘƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ 
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. 
 
aƻǊŜƻǾŜǊΣ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŘŀǊƪ 
ways. He had, until today, a foul temper. He was quite dominating and on 
occasion had struck you. It was during one of these domestic incidents about 
seven years ago ς one that looked as if it was getting seriously out of hand ς 
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 attended was your own brother ς then Sgt Marsh of the 
local constabulary. He 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 likely ǘƻ ƳƛƴŎŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜŦŦƻǊǘǎ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ 
effect and Humphrey was never quite so threatening again.  
 
¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŦƛƴŀƴŎƛŀƭ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘƛŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƭŀǊƎŜƭȅ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ 9ǾŜǊ 
since you have known him, Humphrey Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ άƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊέΦ hǊƛƎƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ōŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ōƻō ƻǊ 
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 online, and that 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 ς and your ς 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 central fund-raising event... and you 
suggested that Humphrey might raise a considerable amount of money ς and publicity ς 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 big day approached. 
 
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 and a local councillor began to show some interest in you about three and a half years 
ago, you were flattered. And tempted. And gave in to temptation. 
 
At first it was just a glance, or a gesture. Then the letters arrived; John opened up to you in the letters; he 
ǿǊƻǘŜ ǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻǾƻŎŀǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ !ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ 
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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 for a time that you would pop into the post office and pick up your 
mail there όάL ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǘƳŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜέύΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǘǊŀǘŜƎȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ 
without its risks, for the postmistress was none other than Florence Smallpiece, HumǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ 5ƛŘ ǎƘŜ 
ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘΚ ¸ƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǾŜƭƻǇŜǎΥ WƻƘƴ ǿǊƻǘŜ Ƙƛǎ άaέǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ 
ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ōŜƎƛƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ άaέΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŘŘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
on, but as Florence was 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 climber and thought her beloved 
brother deserved someone better. 
 
The romance with John continued. Eventually, you met and you insisted that he should stop writing. He 
ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ŀ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ōŀǎƛǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƴot only 
because Humphrey seemed to watch your every movement ς but also because John, too, was married. Not 
that you saw much of Margaret Forshaw: she was agarophobic, and was seldom, if ever, seen in the village. 
!ƎŀǊƻǇƘƻōƛŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜǊ ƻƴƭȅ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣ ŜƛǘƘŜr - from the amount of alcohol John bought in the shop 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 no-one seemed to know... until recently. 
 
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. It was a blackmail note. The three letters you have received to date ς all similar in 
appearance and content ς make it quite clear that someone in the village knows about your secret. And 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... 
 
You know that John does not like Humphrey. John is keen, the ambitious local farmer that he is, to gain better 
road access to a particularly inaccessible piece of his land. The proposed route passes through an area of 
outstanding natural beauty ς a conservation area ς and Humphrey has fought tooth and nail to prevent John 
from pulling his considerable political clout as a local councillor to gain planning permission for the by-pass 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 piggy-in-the-middle, with the land representing a metaphor 
for yourself, as the two men fought over you... 
 
Your brother David (S/Sgt Marsh) is 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 constable Derek Foot joined 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, 
ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘΦΦΦ 
 
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 any clothing 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 flew. Had she done a runner? Had she gone off with a secret lover? 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 ς his sense of duty and loyalty were too strong for that. 
 
David took the disappearance badly. He was given 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 
άŜƭƛƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŜƴǉǳƛǊƛŜǎέΦ IŜ returned to duty six months later but the rumours continued to fly and 
he found himself unable to continue policing. 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 community and his self-confidence. A year or 
so after 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΣ ƘŜ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ŘŜǘŀŎƘƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƴƪǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƴƻǿΣ 
as Staff Sergeant, he is charge of the troop. ¸ƻǳ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘΣ ƎƛǾŜƴ 5ŀǾƛŘΩǎ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ Ǌǳƴ-in with Humphrey that he 
is quite keen to see Humphrey at the end of a rope too. 
 
David arrived last night to check that everything was ready for the fete. It was around 6 pm. You gave David 
the key ς the only one there is ς so that he could open the door at the top of the winding staircase that leads 
to the church tower roof. 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 positioned. On his way down from the church tower, 
David banged his head on a low overhang. There was a bit of a bump on the back of his head, but the skin was 
not broken: there was no bleeding and he did not need stitches. He completed his checks around 6.30 pm, 
gave you back the key, and returned home. 
 
Derek Foot replaced David when he retired from the police, to become Sgt. Foot ς 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 policeman, Derek knows most of the people in the village and their backgrounds. He 
is single, and his mother Elizabeth is Dr Harriet FfinchΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ IŀǊǊƛŜǘΩǎ ƴŜǇƘŜǿΦ 
 
You have known Harriet Ffinch for many years. She used to be the GP in the village, until her retirement 
eighteen months ago. You have not had much call for her services.  When you came up with the idea of the 
fete you could think of no-ƻƴŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ IŀǊǊƛŜǘ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ άƳŀǊǎƘŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻƻǇǎέ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
the day would be a resounding success. She has had her nephew, Sgt. Foot in her pocket throughout, and 
between the two of them they have ensured everyone in the village would take part ς and sponsor Humphrey. 
 
You know James Troughton, the journalist from the Waterford Tribune of old. James first came to the village 
from the Wirral three years ago. 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 became an instructor 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, 
Florence ς ever the gossip - ǿƘƻ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΥ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ WŀƳŜǎ ƘŀŘ άƘŀŘ 
ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎέ ŀǘ his previous school 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 rumour spread 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 school gate at the 
ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƻ ŜƴǎǳǊŜ WŀƳŜǎΩǎ ǎŀŦŜǘȅΦ  
 
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 instructor. Although he had retired from the police, David will 
still able to pull a few strings and gather information. It transpired, according to David, that James had been 
accused by a child of assault, but that no substance to the allegations was ever proved. He had been 
suspended while the school ς and the local police ς made enquiries, but in the end it all seemed to be the 
ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƛƭŘΣ ƳŀƭƛŎƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¦ƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻǇŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƴǎ 
which persisted even after his name was cleared, James had decided to make a fresh start elsewhere ς and 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 evidence, David MarshΩǎ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ that there might have been 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 news that WŀƳŜǎΩǎ wife, Julie died shortly afterwards. You had not seen James since 
his departure ς until yesterday, when he arrived complete with camera to cover the story of the village fete. 
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Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ т ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪΦ David had left you about half an hour before. It was good to see James. He turned up 
on your doorstep, looking to have a chat with Humphrey and yourself about the fete. As it was, Humphrey was 
ƻǳǘΣ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǘŜŀ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƻƴŜǎΣ ŀǎ ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǿƛǾŜǎ ŘƻΦ 
 
Life had been tough for him since he left Littlehampton. His wife Julie was stunned at having to leave all her 
friends and move house again, so soon after the fuss in the Wirral. She 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 the Tribune. One day, returning from tracking 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 some first-hand knowledge 
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 James asked 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. 
 
¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ƘŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ƭŜƴǘ WŀƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǿŜƭƭ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ the church 
tower. He promised to return it in good time for the fete. You had a ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ƎǳƛƭŘ meeting at 7.30pm and so 
had to dash ς leaving James with the key ς the only one in existence. You know that David has already been up 
the tower today and has left his climbing/abseiling equipment  - rope mostly - up there. 
 
²ƘŜƴ WŀƳŜǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŘǊŀƳŀ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ 5ŀǾƛŘ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ 
prior to David and Humphrey climbing the steps to the top of the tower. 
 
The only other 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 minutes, John 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 Morton is new to you. You may live in a small village, but it is not completely isolated and so know her 
name: Tracey had won a national 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 as to 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 recollection of the family who would 
have lived in the village and left after giving birth to Tracey... it was probably before your time. 
 
 
Your relationship to the other characters 
 
Humphrey Smallpiece 
You loved him at one time, but no longer. It was the risk of scandal 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 
IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ǿƛƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ŀǊŜ Ŝǉǳŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ 
HǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ŘƛǎŎƻƳŦƻǊǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŀōǎŜƛƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǘƻǿŜǊΦ 
 
Florence Smallpiece 
You have never really taken to Florence. A malicious gossip, she is not as stupid as she looks and you certainly 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦ !ǎ ƭong-standing post mistress, she is likely to recognise the 
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 
IŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ǎŀŦŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǎŜǾŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ǿƘŜƴ 
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 about that. 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 flirting is an occǳǇŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƘŀȊŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ 
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 long-standing dispute about the path of the local by-pass, which Humphrey points out 
passes through an area of significant national beauty. 
 
Tracey Morton 
¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ƳŜǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ LǘΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎŜƭŜōǊƛǘȅ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛŘǎǘΦΦΦ 
 
James Troughton 
You feel sorry for James. Life has handed him some rough cards. But he does become quite irrationally angry 
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. She is ǳƴƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǊŀǊŜƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ 
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 recently. She will know a lot about the people in the 
village. 
 
Sgt Foot 
¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ 5ŜǊŜƪ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ !ƎŀƛƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ 
ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǳǎŜŦǳƭ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƛǘΦΦΦ IŀǊǊƛŜǘ has used him extensively in 
organising the fete... 
 
 
The clues to solving the mystery 
The murderer had  

¶ the opportunity to commit the murder 

o You were on stage when the murder was committed 

¶ access to the church tower  

o You have access to the church tower. There is 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 

¶ and was able to tamper with the ropes used in HumǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ŘŜǎŎŜƴǘΦ  

o You had opportunity to tamper with the ropes. David left them at the top of the tower 

yesterday ς you could have tampered with them prior to James asking for the key to the 

tower. He went alone. 

¶ the motive 

o You are in love with John, and life would be so much easier if Humphrey had a little 

accident... 
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S/Sgt David Marsh 
 

Your name is David Marsh and you are approaching your 55th birthday. You 
hold the rank of Staff Sergeant in the local Army Cadet Force. 
 
You have lived all your life in Littlehampton. Your younger sister by 3 years, 
Mary Marsh, married Humphrey Smallpiece and moved back to 
[ƛǘǘƭŜƘŀƳǇǘƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ нл ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ  
 
You joined the police when you left school and were fortunate to be posted to 
the station at Littlehampton 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 everyone could 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 school ς Derek Foot. You took him under 
your wing and taught him the ropes. He too is a local lad ς his aunt is Dr 
Harriet Ffinch, who was, ǳƴǘƛƭ му ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀƎƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ DtΦ IŀǊǊƛŜǘΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ 
9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘΣ ƛǎ 5ŜǊŜƪΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ 
 
¸ƻǳ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ aŀǊȅ ŀƴŘ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 
rocky. Once, you wondered whether you saw the evidence of a bruise by her 
left eye, badly covered with make-up. Was this HumphrŜȅΩǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΚ ¸ƻǳǊ ǿƻǊǎǘ 
suspicions were confirmed when you were called, in your professional 
capacity, one night seven years ago tƻ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎŀǊŀƎŜ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ŀ άŘƻƳŜǎǘƛŎ 
ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŀƴŎŜέΦ ¸ƻǳ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ŀǊgument going on in full flight: the substance 
of the argument is lost in the mists of time and is probably unimportant; what 
was important to you was that Humphrey had obviously been violent and had 
struck your sister Mary, hard about the face. She did not want to press 
charges. Humphrey smiled a little ς that did it. Maintaining your professional 
decorum, you asked if you could have a private word with Humphrey in the 

next room. Once 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. The ǘƘǊŜŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΥ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ ŀƴŘ aŀǊȅΩǎ 
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 sister, he used the humble facade 
of a vicar as a smokescreen for being a bully ς both mental and physical ς 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 tower in order to raise funds for the church you were astonished. When she asked you to help in 
your capacity as ACF leader you jumped at the chance of getting the little shit at the end of a rope. You 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 
 
IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ƛǎ Florence Smallpiece, a spinster 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 sometimes needed a piece of inside information ς or even a lead in a difficult case ς 
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 shine to you. And you a married man... 
 
Florence told you many tit-bits of gossip, and it was through Florence that you know of the feud between 
Humphrey and John Forshaw, a 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 transactions ς small, petty stuff: the transport of some 
newly acquired grain that had fallen off the back of 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 the local wildlife trust, a conservation area. John wanted to ensure that the plans 
for the village by-pass 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 fertile pƛŜŎŜǎ ƻŦ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƭŀƴŘΦ You are aware ς for it has 
been in the local news ς that a meeting to decide the final route of the by-pass is due to be held next week. 
Humphrey was due to present his case to the committee. 
 
You also know that John keeps guns. Not surprising for a farmer... but John is also a member of the local 
ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ Ŏƭǳō ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǎǇƻǊǘΦ ¢ƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƻƭŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ǇƻƭƛŎŜƳŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŜ WƻƘƴΩǎ 
application for a firearms licence some years ago. You also read a story in the local paper a couple of weeks 
ŀƎƻ ǘƘŀǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŦŀǊƳ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ Ǉƛǎǘƻƭǎ ς Colts ς had been stolen, along with some 
ammunition. 
 
Although she may seem very prim and proper, Florence Smallpiece is by no means a saint. She has always 
been a little bit of 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, being off-duty, so did you ς you have been known to quoff 
the occasional beer, but not usually not in public. 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 miss the party on 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 too far ς but only just. When you next 
met, in the cold light of day in the post office the next morning, you agreed that no-one 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. 
 
To tƘƛǎ ŘŀȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘΣ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴƻǘŜΣ ƛƴ 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ 
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. What had 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 to have your wits about you. You were given compassionate leave from the force while 
investigations were carried out. You were questioned, quite harshly. Of course, you knew that ς as with any 
such case ς you would be the prime suspect and that Doris would be presumed dead until she was found alive. 
Fortunately, the detectives in charge of the enquiry were happy that you had nothing to do with her 
disappearance. No charges were ever brought, and the official line was that you ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ άŜƭƛƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ 
police ŜƴǉǳƛǊƛŜǎέΦ Six months ŀŦǘŜǊ 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΣ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Řǳǘȅ but, being the small village that 
it was (and still is), the rumours flew and you found yourself unable to continue in your post. Everywhere you 
went there were hushed whispers and cuǊƛƻǳǎ ƎƭŀƴŎŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŜŀǊƭȅ 
retirement on health grounds, 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 your departure, and 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 was a vacancy as an instructor in the local Army Cadet Force. You saw it as a 
chance to rebuild your status in the community and it would give you an interest. So it was, a year or so after 
5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΣ that you joined the local detachment. Over the last four years, you have enjoyed your 
time in the ACF and after a couple of years you were promoted from the rank of Sergeant to Staff Sergeant, 
placing you in charge of the troop.  
 



 

A Fete Worse Than Death  Page 35  
 

You had three or four trainee instructors under you. One was James Troughton. He moved to the village from 
the Wirral three years ago. He was a primary school 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. As well as being involved in many school activities, he applied to become an 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 threw himself enthusiastically into the cadet work, soon completed the Initial 
Training Course and was promoted from Potential Instructor to Sergeant. 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 a few weeks after his promotion to Sergeant that you first heard the rumours. It was Mary who told you 
the story: apparently, Florence ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ WŀƳŜǎ ƘŀŘ άƘŀŘ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎέ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ 
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 gates demanding the truth. It began to get ugly and Sgt. Foot, became involved. 
He ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ŀ ǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƎŀǘŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƻ ŜƴǎǳǊŜ WŀƳŜǎΩǎ 
safety.  
 
You were concerned. Being a member of the ACF means that you are a youth worker. As with all adult 
instructors, James had passed a CRB check when he joined the force. You needed to know if there was any 
truth to the rumours and asked Derek Foot for a favour. He checked the police records. It appeared that James 
had been accused by a child of assault, but that no substance to the allegations was ever proved. He had been 
suspended while the school ς and the local police ς made enquiries, but in the end it all seemed to be the 
result oŦ ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƛƭŘΣ ƳŀƭƛŎƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¦ƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻǇŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƴǎ 
which persisted even after his name was cleared, James had decided to make a fresh start elsewhere ς and so 
had moved to Littlehampton and his current post.  
 
John Forshaw was pressing on you to take action. In his role as local councillor he was getting pressure from 
many concerned parents. You had to discuss your concerns openly with James but ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŜƭƭΦ WŀƳŜǎ 
became openly hostile and flew ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǊŀƎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
easily visualise him, in this kind of temper, striking a child. Although you had no evidence, you felt uneasy.  
Maybe there might be some substance to the allegations after all. You felt you had no choice. You dismissed 
James from the cadets. He was furious, and stormed out. Soon afterwards, you heard that James had decided 
to leave Littlehampton. 
 
A few weeks later, you heard from CƭƻǊŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ WŀƳŜǎΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ WǳƭƛŜ was dead. She also knew that James had 
given up teaching and had landed a job on the Waterford Tribune as a reporter and photographer. 
Occasionally you would read one of his articles. But you had not seen James since the day of his departure until 
this afternoon.  
 
Tracey Morton is 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 Ffinch retired as the local GP about 18 months ago. She is Derek FootΩǎ ŀǳƴǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǎƛƎƴŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ 
you should apply for compassionate leave. For three months you were treated with antidepressants (Prozac), 
ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƳǳŎƘΦ  
 
¢ƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ 

¶ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŀōǎŜƛƭƛƴƎ ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ  

¶ You took part in some publicity photographs with Humphrey for the Waterford Tribune a couple of 

weeks ago, pictured by the church tower. James was not the journalist at that time.  

¶ 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.  



 

Page 36  A Fete Worse Than Death 

¶ 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 points around 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 attached carabina. On 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. 

¶ You completed your checks around 6.30 pm and gave the key back to Mary, then went home. 

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

¶ 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 nervous, shaking like 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 the top of 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 expression of fear is 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 consciousness ς you have no idea how long you have been out ς you 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 Humphrey is gone... 
 
You make for the stairwell, still dazed and make your way down the narrow staircase and re-enter the fete,  
still wearing your abseiling harness... 
 
 
Your relationship to the other characters 
As the ex-village bobby, you would have some knowledge of past police records. 
 
Humphrey Smallpiece 
You never really liked him, especially after the way he treated Mary. The only run-in he ever had with the 
ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άŘƻƳŜǎǘƛŎ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘέ ǿƛǘƘ aŀǊȅΦ IŜ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴ CƻǊǎƘŀǿ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ ŜȅŜ ǘƻ ŜȅŜΥ you 
had to gently separate them once at a public meeting regarding the new proposed by-pass, 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 
ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ άŘƻƳŜǎǘƛŎ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘέΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘƛǾŜ ǿƘŜƴ 5ƻǊƛǎ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ 
criminal record. 
 
Florence Smallpiece 
A harmless little gossip, she has always been a useful source of information in the village. You regret the night 
ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭƛŀƛǎƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǇōƻŀǊŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŘǿŜƭƭŜŘ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ !ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ 
of those things and you have moved on, life carrying on as before. She has no criminal record. 
 
John Forshaw 
Loud, brash and wealthy, you had to put up with many of his type whilst you were in the force. Always 
ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǳǘȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǘǊŜŀǘŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ 
get on very well with Humphrey, and had to separate the two of them gently one night at a public meeting to 
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discuss the path of the proposed new by-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 conviction for 
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 him ς ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΚ ¸ƻǳ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻǊry that you had to let him go from the cadets, and 
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 Morton 
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. You have no knowledge of 
her previous criminal record, if any. Nice 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 
he is single, and has no criminal record. You feel confident that he has the same sense of duty as you, and is 
unlikely to be persuaded by the likes of John Forshaw. 
 
Harriet Ffinch 
²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ DtΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΦ {ƘŜ retired 18 months ago. You 
ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴ ǿŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀŘƳƛǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΦ {ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƻǊƎŀƴƛǎŜŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŦŜǘŜ ƛƴ 
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 twice over the years... 
 
 
The clues to solving the mystery 
 
The murderer had  
¶ the opportunity to commit the murder 

o You were on top of the church tower when the murder happened 

¶ access to the church tower  

o You had possession of the key, which Mary had given you. 

¶ and waǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƳǇŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǇŜǎ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ŘŜǎŎŜƴǘΦ  

o You had opportunity to tamper with the ropes. Your main challenge this evening is to prove 

your innocence. 

¶ the motive 

o You had threatened Humphrey that, should he ever touch your sister again, you would have 

Ƙƛǎ Ǝǳǘǎ ŦƻǊ ƎŀǊǘŜǊǎΦ aŀǊȅ ƛǎ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ άǿƻǊŘǎέ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŜȅŜ-witness 

to your exact conversation now lies dead on the concrete below... 
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John Forshaw 
 

Your name is John Forshaw and 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.  
 
¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ Ŧƻƻƭǎ ƎƭŀŘƭȅΦ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ōelieve 
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 benefit John Forshaw the most. 
 
¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŀ ōƻō ƻǊ ǘǿƻΣ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ 
ǎǇƭŀǎƘ ƛǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƳ ƻŦ ōŀŎƪƘŀƴŘŜǊǎ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜŀǎŜ ǇǳōƭƛŎ 
opinion your way. After all, everyone has a price... 
 
Plans have reached a crucial stage in one of your pet projects ς the 
development of a Littlehampton by-pass 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 problem is that 
positioning the by-pass there means running it through the middle of a 
wildlife conservation area and there is a considerable amount of local 
opposition ς the main voice being that of the local vicar, Humphrey 
Smallpiece. The man may appear meek and mild-mannered 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 separated by David Marsh, who 
was the local police sergeant at the time. You are aware that the crucial 
meeting to decide the final path of the by-pass is due to be held next week 
ς and Humphrey Smallpiece is due to address the meeting, spouting on 

about his blessed conservation site. The man is a thorn 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 some form of 
antidepressant or mood-enhancing 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 obtaining necessary supplies is by you buying bottles of sherry and brandy from 
ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǎǘƻǊŜΣ Ǌǳƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǎǇƛƴǎǘŜǊƛǎƘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ Florence Smallpiece. Florence is not only single, she 
is likely to be so forever. She is an inveterate gossip and knows everything there is to know about everyone in 
the village ς and that probably includes you. You tend to communicate hate messages to the vicar through her, 
ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƻƴΥ Ψ¸ƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŀǘ bloody by-pass 
ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ IŜƭƭ ŦǊŜŜȊŜǎ ƻǾŜǊΩ ōŜƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜǎΦ 
 
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 interest in Mary Smallpiece.  
 
At first it was just a glance, or a gesture. Then you began to write. You might speak quite commonly, but you 
have a way with words. You opened up to Mary in the letters, writing passionately and provocatively. At first, 
there was silence. But then Mary replied, and not unfavourably. She was concerned that Humphrey, 
controlling as ever, would open her mail (he had been known to do it before) and so she began popping into 
the post office and pick up her mail there. It was a strategy that was not without its risks, for the postmistress 
was none other than Florence Smallpiece, IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻǎǘ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŦƻǊƳƛƴƎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǇΦ Did she 



 

A Fete Worse Than Death  Page 39  
 

suspect? Your writing is quite distinctive; you write your άaέǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ aŀǊȅΩǎ name, of course, 
ōŜƎƛƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ άaέΦ  
 
The romance continued. Eventually, you met and Mary insisted that you stop writing. You agreed, but only if 
she arranged to meet you ƻƴ ŀ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ōŀǎƛǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ 
seemed to watch her every movement ς but also because ƻŦ aŀǊƎŀǊŜǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ǎǘǳǇƻǊ 
she was reasonably lucid. Sometimes you had to wait for her to succumb to the effects of the booze before 
you sneaked out. Still, somehow you have managed to maintain a (mostly) discreet liaison with Mary over the 
past three and a half years. And no-one seemed to know... until recently. 
 
A couple of months ago Mary 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. It was a blackmail note. The three letters she has received to date ς all similar in 
appearance and content ς make it quite clear that someone in the village knows about your secret. And 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... 
 
²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ aŀǊȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ άǎƻǊǘŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘέΣ ƛt is all hot air. 
¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƛƴǘŜǎǘ ƛŘŜŀ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻǊǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻǳǘΦΦΦ 
 
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 meeting about the by-pass a few years ago. He is also 
aŀǊȅΩǎ ŜƭŘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ When he was the local bobby, 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 somewhat dubious 
transactions: nothing too elaborate ς small, petty stuff: the transport of some newly acquired grain that had 
fallen off the back of a lorry, that kind of thing. You soon realised though, that Marsh could not be bought. It 
was irritating, but you respected 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 with another 
man, some said that Marsh had killed her himself. It was rumoured that none of her clothes were missing. As it 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǿƘƻ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘŜŘ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ aŀǊǎƘ ŀƴŘ άŜƭƛƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜƴǉǳƛǊƛŜǎέΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ 
ǊǳƳƻǳǊǎ ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ Řƛǎŀppearance was still unexplained. Marsh found 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 instructor shortly afterwards. 
 
As part of your trade, you keep firearms. David Marsh had to approve your firearms certificate whilst he was 
the local policeman, so he knows you own them. You have a couple of colt pistols and a shotgun, and you have 
special permission to keep them under lock and key in a special metal cabinet fixed to the wall in your study in 
the farmhouse. Unfortunately, you returned home late one night a couple of weeks ago and found that there 
had been a break-in. Someone had come in through an open window. Margaret slept through the whole thing 
ς 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 Colts ς the Colts mentioned tonight are guns, not horses ς were taken, along with 
some ammunition. The shotgun was left behind. 
 
You reported the theft to the police, of course. aŀǊǎƘΩǎ replacement was his junior, Derek Foot, who had been 
ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŎƻƴǎǘŀōƭŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ aŀǊǎƘΩǎ ǊŜǘƛǊŜƳŜƴǘ four and a half years ago ŀƴŘ CƻƻǘΩǎ ǎǳōǎŜǉǳent promotion 
to Sergeant. ̧ ƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ aŀǊǎƘΥ he ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘΦ Cƻƻǘ Ƙŀǎ ǎǇŜƴǘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
village, is single and is related to the local GP, Harriet Ffinch, who is his aunt.  
 
Harriet has not had much dealings with you. You 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 years ago, you rarely meet. She 
attended to your wife Margaret for a time when she was in practice, but gave her up as a lost cause who did 
not really accept any offers of help. Harriet retired 18 months ago. 
 
You were surprised to see James Troughton today. He left the village about eighteen months ago after a 
scandal.  He moved to the village from the Wirral three years ago, to teach at the local primary school. He 
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seemed to fit in well; you only knew him to see him occasionally in the Farmers Arms. As well as being involved 
in many school activities, he became an instructor in the Army Cadet Force under David Marsh. Although 
James was married, he had no children; his wife, Julie was not in the best of health, suffering from multiple 
sclerosis.  
 
It was Mary who told you the rumoursΥ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣ CƭƻǊŜƴŎŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ WŀƳŜǎ ƘŀŘ άƘŀŘ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎέ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ 
previous school and 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 gates demanding the truth. The 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 gates, it began to get 
ugly: Sgt. Foot became involved. He had to show a visible presence at the school gate at the beginning and the 
ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƻ ŜƴǎǳǊŜ WŀƳŜǎΩǎ ǎŀŦŜǘȅΦ  
 
The pressure was relieved when Marsh dismissed James from the cadets. James was furious. He resigned from 
the school, and left Littlehampton. ! ŦŜǿ ǿŜŜƪǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ CƭƻǊŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ WŀƳŜǎΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ WǳƭƛŜ ǿŀǎ 
dead. She also knew that James had given up teaching and had landed a job on the Waterford Tribune as a 
reporter. Occasionally you would read one of his articles. But you ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ James since the day of his 
departure until this afternoon.  
 
Tracey Morton is a celebrity, and celebrities are to be embraced for it generates good publicity whenever you 
are nearby. You know that she won a natiƻƴŀƭ ¢± ǘŀƭŜƴǘ ǎƘƻǿ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƛƴƎΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ȅƻǳǊ 
ǎǘȅƭŜ ƻŦ ƳǳǎƛŎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ 
 
!ǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎΣ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǇŀŎƛǘȅ ŀǎ ŎƻǳƴŎƛƭƭƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜn to inspect the church 
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 tower was 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. 
IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘǳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΦΦΦ 
 
 
Your relationship to the other characters 
 
Humphrey Smallpiece 
IŜΩǎ ŀǊǊƻƎŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ǉŀƛƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪǎƛŘŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ 
Then you might get your by-pass built and would have greater access to his wife. 
 
Mary Smallpiece 
LǘΩǎ ƭǳǎǘ rather than love 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 
²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǎƘŀƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ς L ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ς but he probably 
ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜΦΦΦ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴo smoke without fire... 
 
Tracey Morton 
A nice little filly. You might be able to make the front page of the Tribune if you have your photo taken with 
her, and there is an election coming up... 
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Sgt. Foot 
IŜΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ aŀǊǎƘΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƛǎƘ ƘŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƎǳƴǎΦΦΦ 
 
Harriet Ffinch 
! ǘǊƻƻǇŜǊΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŘƻƴŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ Ƨƻō ŦƻǊ aŀǊȅΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜǘŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΦ 
 
 
The clues to solving the mystery 
The murderer had  

¶ the opportunity to commit the murder 

o You were not at the top of the church tower 

¶ access to the church tower  

o 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 return half an hour later. You do not have access to the tower. 

¶ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƳǇŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǇŜǎ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ŘŜǎŎŜƴǘΦ  

o You have had no opportunity to do so. 

¶ the motive 

o ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛŦ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ōȅ-pass and possibly the undivided 

attention of a devoted mistress... 
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Tracey Morton 

 
You are a singer, whose stage name is Tracey Morton, but your real name is 
Tracey Smallpiece. You are 25 years old. 
 
You were brought up in London by Joyce and Richard Taylor. You had a 
happy childhood ς 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 decided you needed a stage name (there was 
already a well known actress called Tracey Taylor) and you chose the name 
ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ǘŜŀƳ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ IŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ 
Scotland, and his team were Greenock Morton. And so, Tracey Morton was 
born. You have just released your first album, Tracey 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 as Humphrey Smallpiece, and your 
ƳƻǘƘŜǊ IŜƭŜƴ YƴƛƎƘǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ άƳƻǘƘŜǊέ WƻȅŎŜΩǎ ƳŀƛŘŜƴ ƴŀƳŜ 
was also Smallpiece ς and her sister, whom you kept in touch with regularly, 
was Florence Smallpiece... but who was Humphrey? 
 
When you asked Joyce, she sat you down and told you the truth. Humphrey 
ς your father ς 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 local girl who lived 
in Littlehampton, 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. Helen ς your mother ς had insisted she wanted to have the baby 
but sadly died when you were born. 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 a gift 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 chance, and so you moved to London 
with Joyce and Richard ς and 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 aunt. You get on well together: she makes you laugh. You often chat on 
the phone and exchange long, child-like, humorous letters.  
 
You told Florence on the phone that you had discovered the truth about your birth. She asked you how you 
felt and what you wanted ǘƻ ŘƻΦ 5ƻΚ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƳƛȄǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ 
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. Not a card, not a note... nothing to show any glimmer of 
reciprocal curiosity. You wanted to come and ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜΦ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘΚ ¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 
sure, but felt you would take it as it came... 
 
It was shortly after this that Florence told you that Littlehampton were planning a village fete: they were 
looking for a celebrity to open it. She had mentioned your name to Harriet Ffinch, a retired local GP who was 
organising the fete on behalf of the vicar, Humphrey and his wife, Mary. Florence stressed that 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... you decided it was too good an opportunity to miss. 
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When you arrived you were met by Harriet, and Sgt. Foot ς the local policeman whom Harriet had apparently 
drafted in to act as her right-hand man, organising the fete and marshalling the local community. It was a 
pleasant enough town, much as you imagined it... olde worlde style church, village green... small primary 
ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎƘƻǇǎΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ CƭƻǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ Ǉƻǎǘ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǉǳŀƛƴǘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƛǘΦ 
 
 
Your relationship to the other characters 
 
Humphrey Smallpiece 
¸ƻǳǊ 5ŀŘΣ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻΦ CǊŀƴƪƭȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ ōƛǘ 
of a wimp. You still hold that strange mixture of emotions: the curiosity has now been replaced by grief, but 
you still feel angry that 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. 
 
Florence Smallpiece 
!ǳƴǘƛŜ CƭƻΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ǎǇƻǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΦ 
 
John Forshaw 
You have not met ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ IŜΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŀ ōƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ a suggestive dirty old man. Not your type. 
 
James Troughton 
You have never met him before. He seems a pleasant enough man and ς ǿŜƭƭΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛŀΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ 
ƴƻǿΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ 
 
S/Sgt Marsh 
You have never met him before. 
 
Sgt. Foot 
You have not met him before ς he seems keen to protect you today. 
 
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  

¶ the opportunity to commit the murder 

o You were not at the top of the church tower 

¶ access to the church tower  

o You do not have access to the tower. 

¶ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƳǇŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǇŜǎ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ŘŜǎŎŜƴǘΦ  

o You have had no opportunity to do so. 

¶ the motive 

o Your only motive was revenge for him leaving you all these years. Unless you were frankly 

ǇǎȅŎƘƻǘƛŎΣ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ƳƻǘƛǾŜΦ 
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James Troughton 
 

You are a reporter and photographer with The Waterford Tribune. You are in 
your late 20s. 
 
YOU ARE ALSO THE MURDERER. 
 
¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ōƻǊƴ ƛƴ [ƛǘǘƭŜƘŀƳǇǘƻƴΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΥ ȅƻǳ 
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 leaving school and 
married your childhood sweetheart, Julie. Your whole lives stretched out 
before you, full of promise; then, the unexpected happened and Julie 
developed an acute, unexplained blindness. She was admitted to hospital 
and diagnosed with a rare condition called optic 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 caused by 
multiple sclerosis. 
 
Multiple sclerosis is a debilitating, crippling disease which affects the nervous 
ǎȅǎǘŜƳΦ Lǘ ǘŜƴŘǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƻΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀŎƘ άŦƭŀǊŜ-ǳǇέ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ more 
residual weakness in the nerves, affecting the sense of touch and causing 
some muscle weakness, eventually leading to paralysis. Over the years, 
WǳƭƛŜΩǎ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎΦ .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ 
Littlehampton, three years ago, she was confined to a wheelchair.  
 

You had no children. You were aware that having children could seriously affect her medically and cause her 
MS to accelerate, so you made the conscious decision not to have any. It was a serious blow: you both loved 
kids; and you were surrounded by them every day, being a primary school teacher, specialising in 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 Rachel, 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 a smirk, 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 noise was such that 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 leave the classroom. When you were summoned from the staff rƻƻƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘƳƛǎǘǊŜǎǎΩǎ 
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 wrongdoing; the 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 Julie and you agreed - you had to move out 
of the area. 
 
And so you ended up in the village of Littlehampton three years ago. All seemed to go well; you liked the 
school and enthusiastically you became involved in local activities, rapidly becoming a respected member of 
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the community. You enjoyed working with children of all ages and about two and a half years ago, as well as 
being involved in many school activities, you applied to become an instructor in the local Army Cadet Force. 
You met David Marsh, who was the Staff Sergeant in the ACF, and you hit it off straight away. You respected 
him and became firm friends. Once again, you threw yourself enthusiastically into the work, completed your 
Initial Training Course and were promoted from Potential Instructor to Sergeant Instructor within the first 
year. .ŜŦƻǊŜ ƭƻƴƎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ {κ{Ǝǘ aŀǊǎƘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ-hand man... 
 
All seemed to be going well, until one night, you were speaking on the phone to an old friend whom you had 
kept in contact with from the Wirral. They had taught at your old school and they told you some news: Rachel, 
the girl who had accused you, ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǳƭǘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ Řŀȅǎ ǘƘŜ 
news troubled you. You thought of the waste of a young life, so damaged by her social background and her 
upbringing. It made you sad, and a bit distracted for a few days. Humphrey Smallpiece, the 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 
ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜlf. He offered to be a friendly 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 this that 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. 
²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŜŘΥ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǎhamed of...  the headmistress said 
she had heard that άthe childέ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ needed hospital treatment and charges were brought. 
You said it was untrue, a gross exaggeration of the facts and said she could phone your ex-headmistress if she 
didƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ Coldly, she promised she would.  
 
The rumours persisted in the village and spread like wildfire. Humphrey was the only possible source ς he was 
the only person in the village you had told. You confronted him one day in the village. He denied telling 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 and Sgt. Derek Foot, the local policeman, became involved. He had to show a visible presence at the 
school gate at the beginning and the end of the day to ensure your safety.  
 
But things got worse. S/Sgt Marsh called you into his office one night at cadets. He had been receiving anxious 
phone calls from worried parents. John Forshaw, the local farmer and councillor, had been asking questions. 
5ŀǾƛŘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ want to believe the stories, of course... but why ƘŀŘƴΩǘ you mentioned 
anything about this incident when you were appointed as an instructor? Did you have something to hide? Why 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ /w. ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘΚ And this reaction was from someone you felt trusted you ς 
one of your best friends. 
 
David said he needed to be sure. You knew that, prior to his becoming the Staff Sergeant at the ACF, David had 
been the local police sergeant, and taken early retirement. He obviously had connections ς and had used them 
ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ άƻƴŜ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ŎƘŜŎƪǎέΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘΦ {ƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀǊŜ supposed to have, you 
thought... rather than coming straight to you, he had obviously believed the worst and gone looking for 
trouble. He had checked the police records. He found out that you had been accused by a child of assault, and 
been suspended while the school ς and the local police ς 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 became quite heated. You became quite agitated and 
ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘǊƻǇƘƛŜǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀōƛƴŜǘ ƛƴ 5ŀǾƛŘΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ IŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ 
yourself: it was an order. But you had gone too far. Seeing red, you told him to stuff his rank where the sun 
doesƴΩǘ ǎƘƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǊƳŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 
 
Of course, David threw you out of the cadets. 
 
Over the next couple of weeks, life became intolerable. Parents kept their children off school; some spoke to 
the headmistress expressing their concern. Faces turned, curtains moved and whispers were heard when you 
ǿŀƭƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΦ WǳƭƛŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀ ƘŀǘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƛƎƴŜŘΦ 
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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 for a woman 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 newspaper ς The Waterford Tribune. 
 
The upheaval was too much for Julie. She became more and more depressed. One 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 side. She was 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 planning 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, standing proudly before the church tower ς 
the two men responsible, between them, for your declineΦ LŦ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ 5ŀǾƛŘ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ 
trusted you, Julie might not be dead now... 
 
The fete was in three weeks time. You spoke to the editor. You said you had inside knowledge of the village, 
having lived there. Would he let you cover the story? You even knew the sergeant in charge of the abseil ς he 
might let you go to the top of the tower, and get some amazing photographs... The editor agreed. The reporter 
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 needed 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 knew that John 
Forshaw, the local farmer was a keen shooter ς he had appeared in the papers winning various trophies at 
times ς 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 some army fatigues from your days in the Cadet Force. You donned the camouflage gear and, 
crowbar in hand, headed to the Farm. You were in luck: as you lay in wait, watching the movements around 
the farmhouse you saw Forshaw leave the house, climb into his land 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. You knew ς 
everyone in the village knew ς that 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 
ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǎǘǳŘȅΦ !ǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŎŀōƛƴŜǘ ŀǘǘŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ. The gun case. You prised 
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 down to a burglar who knew something worth a bit of money when they saw it. 
 
You left the house without incident.  
 
Yesterday, around 7 pm, you visited the vicarage, on the pretence of wanting to interview Humphrey and Mary 
Smallpiece about the fete. As it was, Humphrey was out, so Mary asked you in for a cup of tea and scones, as 
ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǿƛǾŜǎ ŘƻΦ 
 
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 was on holiday and, as you had some first-hand 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 said ς and asked Mary if you could have a look at the view from the top of the 
tower to see if you could work out any good camera angles to photograph the descent the next day. 
 



 

A Fete Worse Than Death  Page 47  
 

aŀǊȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ƘŀǊƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ƭŜƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǿŜƭƭ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ 
tower. You promised to return it in good time for the fete. Mary had ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ŀ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ƎǳƛƭŘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ 
7.30 and so had to dash ς leaving you with the key ς the only one in existence.  
 
You climb the winding staircase to the church tower and find the locked door at the top, leading to the 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 the key with you. 
 
¢ƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ 

¶ Yƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ ŜŀǊƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀƴŎƘ ƻŦ ¢ƛƳǇǎƻƴΩǎ ƛƴ ²ŀǘŜǊŦƻǊŘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƻǇŜƴǎΦ 

You copy the key to the church tower. 

¶ Before you leave for the fete today, you make sure you have everything ready. As well as the normal 

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 uniform ς camouflage shirt and trousers.  

¶ When you meet Mary today in the course of the drama, you return the key to the church tower. She 

is unaware that you have had a copy made.  

¶ When Harriet FfinchΣ ǘƘŜ όƴƻǿ ǊŜǘƛǊŜŘύ ƭƻŎŀƭ Dt ǘŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƛŘŜ άōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ 

ǳǇ ǘƻ ŘƻέΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ WǳƭƛŜΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ wondering how you are coping. 

¶ When you state to John Forshaw that The Tribune are planning a story about him throwing his money 

around with regard to the new by-pass, you are aware that 

o The new by-pass will allow John Forshaw access to a piece of fertile land on his property 

which has been inaccessible before 

o The rout of the by-pass 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 

meeting on the subjecǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŜŜƪΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ 

o 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 buy Sgt Marsh when he was 

in the police. 

¶ When you leave, you are aware that S/Sgt Marsh has 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 of the colt pistols you stole from Forshaws Farm from your bag. You lie in wait behind the 

(slightly ajar) door to the roof 

¶ You hear Humphrey and Marsh approaching. When they enter, Humphrey comes first, closely 

followed by Marsh 

¶ When the two enter, you quickly club David Marsh from behind with the butt of your pistol. He is 

immediately knocked unconscious, and has not seen you. 

¶ Humphrey turns and you threaten him with the gun. You march him across to the edge of the church 

tower, and secure the carabina at the end of the abseiling rope to the front of his harness. Keeping 

ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎƛƎƘǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŜƴǎǳǊŜ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ ŜŘƎŜǎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦΩǎ ŜŘƎŜΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ 

yourself are seen, aware that from below all anyone will be able to see is a figure in an army uniform, 

and assume it must be Marsh 

¶ It is at this point Harriet Ffinch calls 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. 

¶ Humphrey begins descending. For a brief moment he thinks he might be able to descend quickly 

enough, but no chance. You cut the rope and he falls to his death. 

¶ You race over to David Marsh and place the pistol in his hand. You are wearing gloves, he is not.  

¶ Grabbing your clothes, you hastily make your exit. 

¶ Your last action is to throw the key from the top of the church tower.  
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¶ 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 wearing them now. 

¶ You enter the hall and rejoin the action. 

 
 
Your relationship to the other characters 
 
Humphrey Smallpiece 
You hate him. Not surprisingly ς he 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 
¸ƻǳǊ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ CƭƻǊŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘŜƴǎŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ 
ƎƻǎǎƛǇΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜ Ǿicar may have started the rumour around the village, but it was likely to be Florence 
who fanned the flames. 
 
S/Sgt Marsh 
hƴŎŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ȅƻǳΦ 5ǳǘȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ 
fitting that David should 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 prize was a multi-million pound recording contract, and her first 
album, Tracey Morton has 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 were at their worst in the village. 
 
Dr Harriet Ffinch 
She has a reputation as something of an amateur sleuth, and has arranged the fete together with Sgt Foot. 
Although Mary Smallpiece suggested it, it is obvious to everyone that Harriet is the power behind the throne, 
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 do with 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  

¶ the opportunity to commit the murder 

o You were at the top of the church tower 

¶ access to the church tower  

o You were given the key and had time to copy it. 

¶ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƳǇŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǇŜǎ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅΩǎ ŘŜǎŎŜƴǘΦ  

o You produced an army knife and cut the rope 

¶ the motive 

o You wanted revenge for Humphrey destroying your reputation in the village, and wanted to 

frame David Marsh for the murder 
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Sgt Derek Foot 
 
Your name is Derek Foot and you are a sergeant in the local police force. You 
are in your late 30s. 
 
YOU ARE NOT A S¦{t9/¢ Lb ¢hbLDI¢Ω{ 5w!a! .¦¢ a!¸ .9 !{Y95 
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 told in many 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 may be asked 
about them during the questioning. 
 
When you began at the station at Littlehampton the head policeman at the 
station was Sergeant David Marsh. Like yourself, he was a Littlehampton man 
born and bred and had spent all his working life in the police. He taught you 
well. He was fair, friendly but was firm when he had to be. You have the 
greatest respect for him. He was a man who could not be bribed or bought, 
and he had a fierce sense of duty. You knew that John Forshaw, a local farmer 
had tried to bribe him more than once. He has also tried it with with you, and 
failed. 
 
About five years ago, Sgt MarshΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ, Doris, disappeared. The disappearance 
has never been explained. It is not common knowledge, but a note ς 
ǳƴǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŀōƭȅ ƛƴ 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ς was found, saying she was leaving. She 
took only a few clothes and the money she had on her. No-one 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 runner? Had she gone off with a secret lover? Had 

Sgt Marsh killed her and disposed of the body...?  
 
5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ 5ŀǾƛŘ aŀǊǎƘ ōŀŘƭȅΦ IŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪ 
you sometimes need to have your wits about you. He was given compassionate leave from the force while 
investigations were carried out, and, as the senior constable, you were made acting sergeant. David was 
questioned, quite harshly. Of course, you knew that ς as with any such case ς he would be the prime suspect 
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 that he had ōŜŜƴ άŜƭƛƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŜƴǉǳƛǊƛŜǎέΦ {ƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ 
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 were hushed whispers and curious 
ƎƭŀƴŎŜǎΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘΦ hŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǊŜǘƛǊŜƳŜƴǘ ƻƴ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ƎǊƻǳƴŘǎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘǊŜǎǎ ŎƛǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ 
reasonable pension, David grabbed the opportunity with both hands. You were promoted to sergeant, and 
took over the local 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 Cadet FƻǊŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ƻǊ ǎƻ ŀŦǘŜǊ 5ƻǊƛǎΩǎ 
disappearance, that David joined the local detachment. Over the last four years, he has thrown himself into 
the ACF and after a couple of years was promoted to the rank of Staff Sergeant, placing him in charge of the 
troop.  
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About two and a half years ago, David was joined in the Cadets by James Troughton, a primary school teacher 
who came to Littlehampton from the Wirral. The two became firm friends, although you did not know James 
particularly well. He did not socialise much outside the Cadets, as his wife, Julie was disabled ς suffering 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 there 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 brought. Before long, concerned 
parents were practically storming the school gates demanding the truth. It began to get ugly and you had to 
intervene. You made a conscious effort to be a visible presence at the school gate at the beginning and the end 
of the day to ensure JamesΩǎ safety.  
 
John Forshaw, the local farmer and councillor, demanded you act. He insisted that enquiries had to be made... 
but there was no new allegation, only rumour. Forshaw was also leaning heavily on David Marsh.  
 
David reacted to the pressure by asking you if you would do him a favour, and search the police files to see if 
there was any substance to the allegations. It was strictly against the book, but you obliged. You found out that 
there was no substance to the allegations; yes, James had been suspended while the school ς and the local 
police ς made enquiries, but in the end it all seemed to be the result of a rather wild, malicious and somewhat 
ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ 5ŀǾƛŘ ǎƻΦ 
 
!ǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇΦ David told you later that he confronted James and he had reacted to the accusations ς 
and the fact that he had made checks rather than trust him ς badly. 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 intolerable for James. You had to maintain your vigil at the 
school... Parents kept their children away; some spoke to the headmistress expressing their concern. Faces 
turned, curtains moved and whispers were heard when James walked down the street. James even reported 
that his wife Julie had received a poison pen letter. Reluctantly he and Julie decided to leave town. 
 
Florence Smallpiece, ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ Ǌǳƴǎ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻǎǘ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ Ŧƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ 
everyone in the town, she is also an inveterate gossip. A few weeks later she told you she had heard that Julie 
had succumbed to her illness. She was only 32. 
 
Florence and her brother Humphrey were also born in Littlehampton. Humphrey was appointed as vicar nearly 
twenty years ago, and moved in with his wife, Mary. You get the impression that Florence ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ Mary 
very much. You are aware that all is not well between Humphrey and Mary too ς when David Marsh was still 
sergeant, he was called to the vicarage one night to attend to a domestic dispute. Apparently, Humphrey had 
struck Mary ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎǎ ŎƘŀǊƎŜǎΦ 5ŀǾƛŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ άƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƻǊŘέ ǿƛǘƘ Humphrey. It must have been 
some word: Mary is DavidΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ  
 
You know that Humphrey and John Forshaw do not particularly get on. John is very keen to have the path of 
the new proposed Littlehampton by-pass run through a wildlife conservation site in the village. Humphrey is 
vehemently opposing it, and planned to talk at the council meeting to discuss it next week. At one public 
meeting a few months ago, when he was still police sergeant, David Marsh had to keep Humphrey and John 
Forshaw apart.  
 
You know that John Forshaw keeps guns. Not only does he use them on his farm, he is also a member of the 
local shooting club and David had to authorise his last shotgun licence. A couple of weeks ago, you had to 
investigate a break-in at Forshaw Farm. One evening, someone broke in through an open window. Margaret 
Forshaw and their 7-year old son, John were in the house at the time, but John slept through, as did Margaret, 
who was drunk. JohnΩǎ Ǝun 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 tonight is one of JohnΩǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŎƻƭǘǎΦ 
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John is also the only one of the suspects with a criminal record, having being found guilty of drunk driving a 
few years ago. At the time, he lost his licence for 12 months. 
 
¢ƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ŦƻǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ŦŜǘŜ ǿŀǎ Mary SmallpieceΩǎΣ but your aunt, Dr Harriet Ffinch, has been the main 
organiser. Since Harriet retired 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, and seems to find (and 
ǎƻƭǾŜύ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ŎŀǎŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ 
always wondering if you need a hand... 
 
Moreover, Harriet ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ŜŦŦƻǊǘǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳƛƴŘΥ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǿƻǊƪ ŀǎ ǎǳŎƘΣ ōǳǘ 
you are ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊ ŀ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ 
work... 
 
Tracey Morton is 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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Dr Harriet Ffinch 
 
Your name is Dr Harriet Ffinch. You retired 18 months ago as the GP in the 
town of Littlehampton. You are 61 years old. 
 
¸h¦ !w9 bh¢ ! {¦{t9/¢ Lb ¢hbLDI¢Ω{ 5w!a! .¦¢ a!¸ .9 !{Y95 
QUESTIONS 
 
Mary Smallpieceɨ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎŀǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ 
you might want to help organise a village fete to raise funds for the church 
roof. Well, of course ς ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ ƻǊƎŀƴƛǎƛƴƎΣ ōƻǘƘ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ 
and people and approach the task with military precision and boundless 
enthusiasm. You enlist the help of your nephew, Sgt. Derek Foot, who is the 
local village policeman. You often rope him in as second-in-command, 
whether it be one of your pet fund-raising projects, or helping him with his 
latest crime to solve: for crime novels have long been your passion, and 
ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ than assisting your nephew apprehend a 
felon, although you do tend to take over... Derek is 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 paramount so if 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 Smallpiece is the local vicar. Both he and Mary are locals, born in 
Littlehampton. You are aware that Humphrey has a history of gambling 
problems and suspect that the fund-raising activities of the day may be a 
way of recouping some pilfered church funds, although of course you have 

no evidence to supporǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƻǊȅΦ IǳƳǇƘǊŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ƘŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƛƎƘǘǎΦ 
 
Mary Smallpiece married Humphrey just before they moved back to Littlehampton, having met him during his 
spell as assistant minister in the neighbouring town of Waterford. They have no children. You have seen her in 
surgery a few times over the years with minor injuries ς usually 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/Sgt David Marsh ƛǎ aŀǊȅ {ƳŀƭƭǇƛŜŎŜΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ 5ŀǾƛŘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎŜƳŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊƎŜŀƴǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
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 his wife Doris disappeared. No-one 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 body? David found it difficult to cope. You signed him off work with stress for 
ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŜƴŘƛƴƎΦ !ǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ 5ŀǾƛŘ ǿŀǎ άŜƭƛƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŜƴǉǳƛǊƛŜǎέΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ 
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 took it. Your nephew Derek Foot was promoted to 
sergeant in his place. After a few months, David Marsh found he needed an outlet and joined the Army Cadet 
Force. He took up his post as Instructor enthusiastically and is now Staff Sergeant ς the lead instructor in the 
local detachment.  
 
John Forshaw is a local farmer, and councillor. His family have owned the Forshaw farm for years; his father, 
WƻƘƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ WƻƘƴ ƻǿƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ т ȅŜŀǊ-old son, 
John will inherit it in time. You know that John has high blood pressure and tends to drink too much. You saw 
him briefly after he was prosecuted for drunk driving a few years ago ς ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƘŜ 
was unfit to attend court. He offered to pay whatever it took. You told him politely to leave. 


