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Death in Field Lane

I had been at Great Stapleton for only a few weeks
when Colonel® Townsend was found murdered. No-
body could have been more surprised than I was my-
self, for Great Stapleton isn’t exactly the kind of
place where you would expect to investigate? a case
of murder! It is a small country town in the éouth of
England, not much bigger than a village. Its inhabit-
ants? live quiet lives; there are only a few shops in
the High Street® | and if you want to go out in the
evenings, the local cinema and the ‘ Horse and Jock-
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ey®’ are the only places that are open. When Mr
Robb the postman, his round face red with excite-
ment, rushed into my room at the police station on
Friday morning with the news, 1 thought at first that it
must be a joke.

“What? Colonel Townsend murdered?” I asked
in horror when I saw that the postman was serious.

“Found him in Field Lane just a few moments
ago, Inspector. I was on the way to his house with a
few letters, and suddenly I saw him there, lying on
the ground. Terrible!”

Who could have done it, I wondered? Or had the
postman made a mistake? Perhaps the Colonel was ill
and had had some kind of an attack®; I had seen him
go into Dr Sutton’s surgery® only the day before. I
decided that this was the most likely explanation. But
if it was murder after all ... 7 I realized that I would

be in rather a hopeless position, for I on-
ly knew the Colonel by sight¥, and had
no idea who his friends or enemies might
be; I wished that I had been at Great
Stapleton longer.

constable Constable® Davis and I put on our

coats and a moment or two later we could

1 jockey BUFEDZHIE @ attack (EFHW)RHALHE
3 surgery ¥ Fir @ know sb by sight T # & constable
L34

.9



see for ourselves that Mr Robb’s astonishing® story
was true. I recognized Colonel Townsend at once. He
lay motionless® on the ground. He wore a light coat
and no hat; I noticed spots of blood in his thick grey
hair. Dr Sutton had been informed, of course, and
shortly after we had arrived, he drove up the narrow
lane in his car, jumped out and hurried over to us,
his black bag in his hand.

The doctor was the only person at Great Staple-
ton whom I felt I knew at all. I had joined the local
golf club a week before, and he and I had had a cou-
ple of games together. He was slightly younger than
myself, about 35, I guessed, and I felt that we ha&‘
something in common®, for he, too, was a compara-
tive® ‘newcomer’ to the town — he told me he had
come to Great Stapleton about three years ago. He
came up to us now with a serious expression on his
‘usually smiling face.

*“Good heavens! Colonel Townsend‘! What an
awful thing! But you don’t really believe it’s murder,
do you, Inspector?”

“I'm afraid it looks like it, Doctor,” 1 said.
“Have a look at him. ”

Dr Sutton bent down and examined the body. It
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@ have sth in common  # 3 & 2 4 @ comparative H, % T
B8



only took him a few moments. He looked up at us
with a shake of the head.

“You’re n'ght-,‘ Inspector. He seems to have been
hit over the head from behind. Death must have been
immediate. ” '

“Any idea what kind of weapon the killer could
have used, Doctor?” I asked.

His answer was what 1 had expected. “ Some
kind of ‘blunt® instrument. Something heavy, I sup-
pose. Impossible to be absolutely sure. ”

“Quite. And the time of death?”

“Oh, obviously quite some hours ago,” said Dr
Sutton, looking down at the Colonel’s body and then
at myself. “Eight or ten hours. Possibly longer. ”

I looked at my watch. It was just after nine. So
he must have been killed some time during the night.
I tried to imagine the scene ...

“Noticed this, sir?” said Davis. He pointed to a
brown leather glove lying beside the body. *Could be
a useful clue®, sir.”

I smiled, and turned to the doc-
tor. “I think Constable Davis has been
reading too many detective stories. He
looks for clues in everything. ”

wallet I picked up the glove.

@ blunt  #i# @ clue %%
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“You may be right, Davis,” I said, putting it
into my pocket. “But that wallet over there in the
road will probably help us more. Have a look at it,
Davis. ”

The black leather wallet that had been thrown
away was marked inside: H. R. T. It was empty.

“Someone after the poor old Colonel’s money,”
said Dr Sutton. “ And someone with rather violent”
methods. What a way to get a few pounds!”

It certainly looked as if the Colonel had been at-
tacked by someone who was after the money in his
wallet. I doubted whether there had been a struggle;
he had been hit from behind and probably never knew
who it was. It was a bad business?. Of course it was
possible that the killer had acted from other motives?.
The empty wallet might be a blind?... As for the
glove, I guessed that it must belong to the Colonel
himself. ,

In the afternoon I saw Mrs Townsend. It was the
first time I had been inside Rose Cottage, the
Townsends’ house. In fact, since I had
arrived at Great Stapleton a few weeks — cozage
before, I had not been inside more than

one or two people’s houses. I had not

made any friends, though 1 ho;;eﬂ_ that
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a friendship might develop between myself and Dr
Sutton. My wife and I agreed that nobody seemed to
be very interested ;n ;lewcomers to the town; we felt
that we were outsiders, and that we would never be
allowed to enter the circle of true * Stapletonians’ . As
I walked through the garden, I wondered how Mrs
Townsend would receive me.

I had expected to see an older person, for the
Colonel was at least sixty. So I was surprised when
an attractive well-dressed woman of between 35 and
40 came forward to shake hands. She had already put
on a black skirt and blouse®, and was very pale, but
there was no sign of emotion in her voice when she
spoke to me.

“Inspector Chapman?”

“Mrs Townsend?”

“Some questions about my husband, I sup-
pose?”

I nodded. She showed me into the large sitting-
room. The furniture was nearly all
new, and everything was expensive-
looking. There was a beautiful Persian
carpet® on the floor. I sat down in one

of the large armchairs.
“When did you last see your hus-
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band, Mrs Townsend?”

“Last night, before he went to the chess club. ”

“The chess club?”

“Yes. My husband always played chess at the
club on Thursday evenings. ”

I couldn’t help noticing how she had used the
past tense, without hesitation?. ‘My husband always
played ... ’ It was interesting.

“And how long did he usually stay at the club?”
I asked.

“Oh, he was always at home again by half past
ten or eleven o’clock. ”

*“And last night? Didn’t he come home?”

Mrs Townsend blushed® slightly. “I — I'm
afraid I really don’t know, Inspector. You see, I
went to bed myself at about ten, and I didn’t know
that he was missing until breakfast time this morn-

ing.
“You and your husband had separate bedrooms,
then?” 1 asked.

She nodded.

“But who could have done it, Inspector?” she
asked suddenly. At last a flash of emotion crossed her
face. “Who could it have been? Who could have
wanted to kill him?”

1 showed her the wallet.

@ without hesitation Z 7 4% # b @ toblush (E&E)E4a
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“This was your husband’s, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, it was. He was robbed, you mean?” she
asked, seeing that the wallet was empty.

“It looks like it:" I said. “And just one more
thing before 1 go, Mrs Townsend. Is this your
husband’s glove?”

I showed her the brown leather glove which Da-
vis had thought was such a valuable clue. I was sur-
prised when she shook her head.

“ Are you quite sure?”

“ Absolutely. ”

I thanked her and apologized for having disturbed
her.

“Come again if there are any more questions,”
she said.

I left Rose Cottage and walked down Field Lane
in the direction of the chess club. I felt that I had al-
ready discovered something important about the Colo-
nel, his life and his personal relationships?’. A picture
was beginning to take shape? in my
mind. He was obviously wealthy, he
enjoyed a game of chess; his wife was
not in love with him and had probably
married him for his money. Killed him

for his money perhaps? It was still im-

possible to guess.

(O personal relationships A fr% & @ take shape & #
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When I came to the place where Colonel
Townsend had been murdered, 1 stopped. Everything
was very still. I had not noticed until now how quiet
Field Lane was. Not a single car had passed me since
I had walked through the gates of Rose Cottage. The
lane was a cul-de-sac’ about half a mile long, with
Rose Cottage at the far end. On both sides of the lane
there were tall trees which shut out the sunshine. A
narrow path led through the trees in the direction of
the main road between Great Stapleton and the next
town. The nearest house to Rose Cottage was the vic-
arage?, which stood in a large garden a few hundred
yards further down the lane. How easy to murder
someone here without being seen! Specially at night,
for there were no street lamps between the vicarage
and the Townsends™ house.

After a few moments I continued my walk, past
the vicarage and e fine old 11th century- church,
along the High Street where women with b‘ags and
baskets on their arms stood gossiping” outside the
small shops. The chess club was on the upper floor of
an old building, above a grocer’s shop, which I first
had to enter. '

“Upstairs, first door on the right,” said the gro-

cer, and 1 went up.

@ cul-de-sac  #,# F @ vicarage H &% @ 1o gos-
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Comprehension Questions

1.
2.

What did the postman discover in Field Lane?
What did people think when Colonel
Townsend’s body was found?

What did Constable Davis consider a useful
clue?

What possible clue did Inspector Chapman no-
tice?

What other people did Inspector Chapman talk
to and what other places did he want to visit?
Why?

« 10 »



Mr Beedie

Two old ladies were sitting at a table by the window,
playing chess. They looked up as I entered the room.

“Why, Miss Graham, isn’t that Inspector Chap-
man, our new police inspector?” said one of the old
ladies, looking over the top of her glasses at me, and
then at her friend.

“Thinking of joining the chess club, are you?”
said the lady whose name was Miss Graham, in a
deep voice. “A wonderful game, Inspector. I hope
you’ll play with me some time, though I'm afraid I'm
not very good, am I, Miss Thorne?”

I smiled. “I’m sorry to disappoint you, ladies,
but I don’t play chess. ”

They looked surprised.

“Oh?” said Miss Thorne.

“I just wanted to ask you a few questions about
Colonel Townsend,” I said. “I suppose you know
that he died — was killed — last night?”

They had not heard the news, and I had to an-
swer a lot of excited questions before I got the oppor-

tunity? of asking anything myself. The old ladies

@ opportunity #lL2
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were shocked, but at the same time interested to have
something new to talk about. At last I was able to get
the information 1 wanted.

“Were you at'the chess club here last night?” 1
asked Miss Thorne.

“We both were,” said Miss Graham in her deep
voice.

“Yes,” said Miss Thorne, *“ we’re here most
evenings. Last night we played until nearly mid-
night. ",

“Did you notice what time it was when Colonel
Townsend left?”

Miss Thorne looked at her friend. “It was about
half past ten, wasn’t it, Miss Graham?”

They both agreed that it had been at
about half past ten.

*“Did the Colonel leave the club
alone?”

“Oh, no,” answered Miss Graham.
“He always walks home with Mr Beedie,
the vicar”, you know. They often play together on

Thursday evenings. ”

“Yes, they were playing together last night,”
added Miss Thorne.

“Thank you, ladies,” I said. * You've been
very helpful. ”

@ vicar I
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