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THE OBSTRUCTION ON THE GREEN
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It was a crisp Saturday morning at Greater Piddle Lawn Bowls Club, and the dew on the bowling green glistened like the tears of someone who had just seen the bar prices. The prices were inten­ded to control beverage consumption but failed dismally.

The club secretary, Mrs. Euphemia Sprout, stood on the sagging veranda, clipboard pressed to her chest like a shield. She surveyed her domain with the grim pride of a woman who had once won Regional Committee Person of the Year and had never emotion­ally recovered.

“This,” she whispered, “is the day we show the South West Bowls Federation that Greater Piddle is not a laughingstock.”

Seconds later, she spotted the body.

It was lying face-down on Rink Three, sporting a hideous pair of tartan slacks and a club blazer that had lost the war with time and moths. Next to the corpse sat a nearly full gin-and-tonic (which, in Mrs. Sprout’s opinion, was the greater tragedy).

She froze. Not from shock, but because she immediately noticed something far more serious.

The body was exactly one inch onto the playing surface, disrupt­ing the perfect symmetry of the green.

“Unacceptable,” she muttered. “That’s not regulation size at all.”

From behind her burst Derek Sprott, Head Grounds keeper (self-appointed), whose moustache had been cultivated specifically to intimidate people who walked on his grass.

“What’s the panic?” he asked, already waving a tape measure.

Mrs. Sprout pointed dramatically at the corpse.

“It’s interfering with the boundary line.”

Derek measured. Sucked his teeth. Measured again.

“Well,” he said at last, “we can’t move him.”

“We can’t leave him!” Mrs. Sprout snapped. “The federation in­spectors arrive in-” (she checked her clipboard) “-thirteen minutes!” Usually inspectors invariably turn up late and keep you waiting a long time while they discus and deliberate your future.

“Right.” Derek folded the tape measure. “We move the bound­ary.”

“Do you mean cheat?”

“Only a little.”

Before Mrs. Sprout could respond, the body gave a low groan.

They both jumped.

“Oh dear heavens,” she whispered. “It’s alive!”

The body rolled over, revealing Harold Fudge, club treasurer and universally disliked man. His eyes fluttered open like sticky fly paper.

“Wh-where am I?” he moaned.

“On Rink Three,” Mrs. Sprout said icily. “Blocking play.”

Harold attempted to sit up and failed spectacularly, like a tranquillised walrus.

“I think I’ve... died.”

Mrs. Sprout examined him with clinical detachment.“No, Harold, you’re still breathing. Unfortunately.”

Derek sniffed Harold’s gin-and-tonic. “Why’s he got a lime slice? This is a lemon-only club.”

Mrs. Sprout gasped. “Good heavens, he’s defied club citrus policy?!”

Harold blinked, confused. “Someone... someone tried to kill me.”

Mrs. Sprout very nearly stepped on him.

“Not before the federation inspectors arrive, they won’t.”
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GREATER PIDDLE LAWN BOWLS CLUB
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According to the club’s carefully laminated brochure (written by Mrs. Euphemia Sprout and not checked for accuracy), the Greater Piddle Lawn Bowls Club has been a pillar of the community since 1894.

According to everyone else, it was founded in 1897, following a fierce dispute about:

whether the green should be a rectangle or a “more wel­coming oval,” and

whether bowls should be played sober 

(the motion failed narrowly: 1 vote to 47).

The land was originally donated by Lord Bartholomew Piddle, who mistakenly believed lawn bowls was a military exercise and would “keep the peasants battle-ready.” Upon discovering it in­volved gentle rolling and cucumber sandwiches, he withdrew in­terest, but the ceremonial spade had already been photographed, so the matter proceeded.

The early years were dominated by the Piddle–Little Piddle Turf Wars, during which the rival village of Little Piddle repeatedly at­tempted to dig up the green at night and “reshape it to proper bowling dimensions.”Retaliatory action by Greater Piddle included:

filling Little Piddle’s scoreboards with sheep,

introducing slow-growing moss to their greens (the first recorded instance of biological bowling warfare).

The Golden Age (1950–1976)

The club saw prestige after Captain Reginald “Two-Bourbons” Witheridge won the county doubles with a partner he had never met, on the grounds that:

“He rolled the bowls in the right direction and knew when to shut up.”

During this era:


•  A bar was installed.

•  A committee was formed to prevent fun around the bar.

•  A second committee was formed to oversee the first com­mittee.



Both still exist.

The Trouser Scandal (1983)

In a bold act of rebellion, member Dennis Clune arrived wearing shorts.Chaos ensued.

Minutes from that emergency meeting record:

“Clune’s exposed calves caused spontaneous swooning among the ladies.We recommend a minimum trouser length of ankle plus one inch.”

On the other hand the ladies who were bold enough to wear skirts had some of the men swooning.

Shorts were banned.So were Dennis’s calves.

Modern Times (2010–Present)

Membership declined after someone introduced pétanque to the village, described by Mrs. Sprout as:

“Ungrateful foreigners tossing metal at our heritage.”

To boost interest, the club:


•  Put up posters proclaiming BOWLS: EXTREME ROLLING ACTION!

•  Hosted a “Bring Your Own Gin” tournament (attendance: record-breaking).

•  Attempted a youth outreach program (two youths came, both left after discovering no Wi-Fi).



Despite everything, the club remains proud, sort of functional in its own way, and deeply suspicious of innovation.

They would like it recorded that:

“No one has ever died on the green.”(Except Harold Fudge, who only appeared dead.)
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A SHORT HISTORY OF GREATER PIDDLE
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(as recorded by the Greater Piddle Historical & Cake Committee, who take minutes and cake very seriously)

Greater Piddle sits in a picturesque valley that would be idyllic if it weren’t for the persistent smell of fertiliser and the sound of Mr. Cuttle’s geese conducting military drills at dawn.

The village is first mentioned in the Domesday Book, spelled “Grater Pydel”, a name scholars believe was either a transcription error or someone sneezed onto the parchment.

Medieval Origins (1100–1500)

Greater Piddle’s earliest industry was turnip worship, later downgraded to turnip cultivation after a bishop ruled vegetables were “not to be revered.” The village built a small church, followed shortly by a much larger pub, both named The Holy Turnip. The church remains. The pub burned down during a dis­pute over whether turnip wine counts as communion.

The Age of Piddle Prosperity (1700–1850)

Greater Piddle became briefly prosperous when a local farmer invented The Double-Ended Cow Brush, a device that brushed two cows simultaneously. Unfortunately, a demonstration ended when the cows panicked and took the device (and the farmer) through the rector’s greenhouse. The rector sold pamphlets of the incident, making far more money than the brush ever did.

The village motto was adopted during this era:“Greater Effort. Greater Piddle.”(It has been regretted ever since.)

The Great Piddle Schism (1897)

A bitter feud with neighbouring Little Piddle erupted over who could claim the title of “Most Charming Piddle in Dorset.” The rivalry escalated from passive-aggressive flower arranging to active-aggressive sabotage of lawn ornaments.

The dispute only ended when the vicar brokered a peace treaty consisting of:


•  A three-day cake festival, and

•  A stern reminder that nobody outside the Piddle Valley cared.



Modern Times (1950–Present)

Greater Piddle now boasts:

A post office (open occasionally, at the postmaster’s emo­tional discretion, and the availability of stamps),

A lawn bowls club known more for scandal than sport,

A bus stop that has not seen a bus since 1994, (no-one actually wanted to go there.)

And a village website last updated to announce the millennium.

Tourism peaked briefly in 2016 when a typo on a travel blog listed the village as“The Gateway to Adventure.”It was corrected within hours.

Visitors who nevertheless arrive find a place where:

nothing much happens,

and when it does, minutes are taken.

Greater Piddle remains proud, tranquil, and mildly confused by the outside world just the way the residents like it.
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MRS. EUPHEMIA SPROUT
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Club Secretary. Moral Enforcer. Clipboard Enthusiast.

Mrs. Euphemia Dorcas Sprout has been the self-appointed guard­ian of order at Greater Piddle since 1989, when she seized the po­sition of Club Secretary during what became known as The Coup of the Minutes Binder.

No one else wanted the job, but Mrs. Sprout took it with the zeal of a woman who suspects chaos lurks behind every unattended suggestion box.

Euphemia dresses exclusively in shades of beige, the colour of meekness, paperwork, and passive-aggressive authority.

Her glasses are chained around her neck like a warning sign.

She moves with the rigid posture of someone who has spent dec­ades standing at AGMs.

When she walks, she does not step, she approaches.

Euphemia is fuelled by:


•  Procedure

•  Rules

•  The knowledge that she is right and everyone else is prob­ably drunk



She is excessively proud of her filing system (alphabetical, cross-referenced, colour-coded, and laminated), which she once de­scribed as:

“An achievement of human civilisation.”She keeps minutes of everything, including conversations that did not involve her.Especially conversations that did not involve her.

Euphemia knows how to weaponise phrases like:


•  “Strictly speaking, that’s not permitted.”




•  “According to subsection 4B of the by-laws...”




•  “Well, if the committee had been properly consulted...”



Nothing excites her more than enforcing a rule no one else remembers inventing.

Euphemia insists she has “no time for hobbies outside the club”, though there are rumours that:

she plays the accordion with deep shame,

she once took a zumba class and tried to get the instructor to take minutes.

She is married to Malcolm Sprout, who has mastered the art of appearing asleep with his eyes open. (How he does it no-one knows)

Her mission in life is to make the club appear:


•  efficient,




•  respectable, and




•  absolutely no fun whatsoever.



She has:

banned shorts,

threatened to measure skirt lengths,

and once confiscated an unauthorised quiche for not being “committee approved.”

Her favourite words are compliance and quorum.
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THE INVESTIGATION
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(NOBODY WANTED)

Mrs. Euphemia Sprout had no patience for unconscious treasur­ers, crises, or anything that threatened the laminated schedule. The federation inspectors were due at any moment, and here was Harold Fudge, sprawled across Rink Three like a man who had fainted during an exciting documentary on mulch.
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