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MURDER ON A JERSEY BEACH

By BOB FELLOWS


CHAPTER 1
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Being woken up by the telephone ringing at my bedside, and wondering “Who the hell could that be phoning me up at this God forsaken time in the morning," I'd with one eye sleepily looked at my luminous bed clock to see it was 4.50 am.  

Then after lifting the receiver from its cradle, I’d needed to patiently listen to the excited jabbering of Janice Le Seur on the police switchboard telling me that a body of a dead woman had been found on the beach at La Rocque, and would I now attend.

Then as if hearing that blasted phone ringing and needed to listen to Janice’s excited blabbering wasn't enough at this time in the morning to give me a mild headache, I knew I now needed to get to the beach as quickly as possible. 

Not wanting to put on the light so as not to wake up my sleeping wife who is normally a heavy sleeper, I'd instead got out of bed to then clumsily stumble around the bedroom in the dark.  

After bumping into various items in the bedroom and possibly frightening not only the dog, who barked, the cat, the budgie, and were it possible, the tropical fish, and having woken my wife from her sleep in my haste to get out of the house, who’d after turning on her bedside lamp asked. 'What the heck are you doing,' I can vaguely recall telling her that a dead person has been found on a beach and that I needed to get there as quickly a possible, and for her to go back to sleep. 

Of course her being woken up by all the noise I’d been making with my stumbling around she was not best pleased with, but I really had no alternative knowing Dave, my police car driver, was due to arrive any minute to take me to the beach, so having repeated she should go back to sleep told her I’d talk to her later. 

Of course the beach I’d known very well to be on the southeast coast of the Island as I’d often sun-bathe or low-water fish there, and known La Rocque was a mile and a bit away from the impressive Gorey Castle. I’d also known it to be where the French had landed when they invaded the Island in 1781, and even after being beaten back and defeated, they still think they own Jersey centuries later.   

CHAPTER 2  

After hastily left my house, I’d been sitting in the back seat of the police car with my brain not remotely capable of thinking as an initial thought at that time in the morning, that the body on the beach could have been anything else but a heart attack, a suicide, and not a murder victim. 

The reason being, that murders were unheard of in our small Island community, well not since the war anyway, when Jersey had been occupied by the Germans, and murders even then hadn’t happened that often. 

My driver, David Tanguy, had in the meantime  wasted no time in getting me to the beach, where I’d been greeted by a cold looking Constable Troy and two young lads, who’d been all standing approximately four hundred yards or so down from the beach wall guarding the body.

At first I’d thought there’d be no denying that this woman lying on the sand was dead, yet after looking down at the body and judging by the weird angle that her head had been facing, I’d quickly assumed that this wasn’t just a body of a dead woman who’d committed suicide, but a woman who’d been murdered.  

This was borne out by the fact that had I assumed her neck had been broken by a suicide jump, I’d seen after a quick inspection of the area that there hadn't been any rocks high enough, or close enough, for her to have done that to herself by jumping off of one of them. 

I’d also considered when looking down at the woman whether she might have been pushed or fallen off the beach wall to break her neck?  Yet quickly concluded that with her being found four hundred yards down the beach from the beach wall that was un-likely.  

But who knows, stranger things have been known to happen, so I’d asked Constable Troy at what time was the last high tide, because a receding tide would have swept her body out to sea regardless of there being rocks and pools of sea water in the way, and when he hadn't known for certain, I had him go and ask Dave, my driver, to find out that information from HQ. 

This information I’d need to know, in order to compare it with her approximate time of death that the doctor will tell me when he arrives.  However based only on the strange position of her head that lay in a small pool of sea water with a lump of sea-weed (vraic) tangled in her hair, there could be no way that I could ever say that this poor woman had died from natural causes, or a suicide, which I would need to be prove of course.

Believing this was a murder victim, this thought was further justified by the look of horror that was on the poor woman’s face, which looked as if she'd been scared to death by someone, and that someone had then left her here as a corpse with her head at a strange angle, and her mouth and one eye wide open. 

CHAPTER 3 

The beach wall I’ve mentioned, ran along the full length of the beach, and though they were common on this side of the Island, there’d be many all around the Island made from the local brown granite stone that also graced around the Island many buildings and road walls.   

For example, this one began at Gorey Castle and continued on to La Rocque and Green Island, thru Greve d’azette, and on to Elizabeth Castle, then Bel Royale and First Tower, until finally reaching St Aubin’s Bay and the small harbour of St Aubin, which had once been famous for ship building.

These beach walls would from a beach base, rise two or three feet above a foot path above, and with most being three feet thick in parts, you’d often see children running along them, or people sitting on them enjoying the view, or be seen eating their lunch with seagulls waiting for tit-bits.  

As for the dead woman, well she'd been found by two young boys who’d earlier come down to the beach to explore these rocks and pools for fish, crabs, in what we call low water fishing. 

Having done that myself on many occasions, I’d known from past experiences that to have any real chance of success you’d have needed to been here just after the tide went out, or shortly after first light, as in this instance, to have seen anything in the pools. 

Having noted both lads were about eleven or twelve years of age, and seen they were both wearing black Wellington boots and short pants that had only partly covered their reddish-blue exposed legs, which wasn’t surprising with it being a chilly morning, which was why as a boy, and as a man of forty-one years of age, I’d always preferred to have done my low water fishing in the daytime with the sun on my back. 

I’d known they’d have prodded and probed all around the now exposed rocks and pools, looking to catch crabs, lobsters, or whatever fish they were lucky enough to come across, and then have most likely taken their catch back home to mum, or sell it to a Reynolds stall holder in Beresford Fish Market, or a local fish shop on the Island. 

CHAPTER 4

Having again concentrated with all seriousness on the dead women whose face was partly hidden in the sand and small pool, I’d estimated having taken a closer look at her, she’d have been closer in age to thirty-five than twenty-five years old.  And with her mouth open wide that shown me a perfect set of teeth, I’d also thought she’d have been a very attractive lady when alive, although not so attractive now of course.

Now shivering from the cold as I hadn’t realised that early mornings at this time of the year could have been as cold and miserable as this one had been, it had in turn got me thinking that I’d in slightly less than an hour before been tucked up in my bed all cosy and warm, and fast asleep. 

Seeing I’d now been joined by my one-man forensic team, Andy, and others, I was dismayed to have observed they'd been leaving footprints around the body which might have got me all excited in an evidence way should I have wished to save the killers footprints. 

And having seen among the all footprints which ranged from small ones, gratis of the young boys who found her, who’d no doubt been running around the body screaming and shouting at each other in excitement when wondering what to do next; to flipping big ones made by our local Policeman Troy, and others by myself and now the newcomers. 

Though I’d probably be wasting my time by asking Andy to look for a stranger’s shoeprint to make a cast from after seeing more people were arriving,  I’d never-the-less thought it best if he did his job before we all made it any worse for him with our aimlessly walking around the body without any thought that a certain footprint could be a vital clue as to who the murderer might have been, and asked everyone to move right away from the body. 

Having done that I’d then realised what a fool I am, and berated myself for being so stupid, because with the sand still being wet, any footprints made by myself or others would have quickly become a small puddle of water, so for him to look for a specific footprint to make a caste of would have been impossible. So now I told everyone to ignore what I’d said, and once again concentrated on the dead women. 

Standing directly behind her feet, I noticed the index finger of her left hand was pointing directly up to the beach wall where a row of houses stood on the other side of the coast road,, and with her head also turned in the same direction, I’d thought “Could that be a coincidence, surely not?” 

I then asked a pasty faced big-eared policeman who'd been looking down at the dead woman. ‘Constable, have you noticed anything unusual about this corpse?’  Then thought “Damn it, I’m already thinking of her as a corpse,” which I suppose she was, yet it somehow seemed unreal that she might have , been a laughing breathing human being on the previous day, or even hours before her death, when I heard.  ‘Do you mean other than she’s dead, Sir?’ 

Having given ‘big ears’ Constable Drooping a look that said: There’s always someone who needs to be a smart Alec, isn’t there?  I replied. ‘Yes Constable Drooping, that’s exactly what I mean. Well, have you noticed anything unusual about the body?’ 

He'd shaken his head, and having seen others busily shaking their heads having heard my question, said. ‘Well take a good look at her hand and head, and note they are both pointing up the beach towards those houses on the other side of the coast road, and then ask yourselves if she was perhaps telling us something about who killed her?’

Blow me down if they’d not  all stood with faces registering nothing more than a total blank canvas, which made me think. "So much for our Island’s crime busting detectives and policeman, because this lot couldn’t have told me what food they’d been eating even if they'd been sat right next to the person who’d been chomping down their meal.”

So crime busters this lot may never be; yet one can be surprised, can’t one?  So we’ll see. 

CHAPTER 5

Seeing that Slim our self-employed freelance official Police photographer had arrived now at the crime scene, though never one like this one before, he’d then rushed around snapping shots of the dead women at various angles, before saying ‘I’m finished’, meaning he thought he’d taken enough photographs of the dead woman and the surroundings to keep me happy.  

This very tall skinny man who was in his thirties when not being employed by us, the Police, would spend his time during the summer months ‘snapping’ families, couples, and desirable young ladies in their swim wear on the beaches. Then in the evenings merrily photograph people in any of our hotels or pubs that we have on our small Island, and then give them a ticket and inform them that their ‘brilliant photographs’ could be collected - for a fee of course - at a small shop in Charing Cross that he and a friend shared.

Now seeing him nonchalantly standing behind everybody smoking a cigarette and doing nothing,  that made me again look down at the body wondering what I might still have for him to do, when my eyes were suddenly drawn to the woman’s left hand, which was partially covered with wet sand, and been tightly clenched as if to punch someone.  

So thinking it might have held something, I’d bent down and attempted to open her hand, and found it hard to do. Not surprising really with it being as cold as it was, and having known from a previous discussion with the doctor, that a body would lose approximately 1.5 degrees in temperature every hour after dying, and this still hadn’t allowed for any cold and wet conditions to speed up the process of Riga mortis, as it could then have cooled the body twice as fast as it would have in normal conditions. 

Seeing as the Doctor had now arrived, I’d after saying ‘hello’ asked him to open the dead woman’s hand, which he did with a little difficulty, and that had then revealed a small piece of red-coloured fabric, which I’d immediately instructed Slim, who'd been looking as if he was practically asleep on his feet, to take close up photo shots of her hand with the red coloured fabric in it, and separate shots of only the fabric. 
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