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For my Robocoppers


Karen Jeffery


&


Sarah van den Brink


Couldn’t have cracked primary school without you, you brilliant babes.


And in loving memory of


Sophie Pemberton


The fiercest of Tiger mums.


Until we dance again, my love.









The Flatford Gazette


Monday 24 October


High Times For St Nonnatus Caretaker


A local school caretaker was arrested last night on suspicion of cultivating a ‘substantial’ cannabis farm on school grounds.


Douglas ‘Dougie’ French stands accused of using a disused potting shed on the St Nonnatus Primary School allotment to grow multiple plants of the Class B drug. Officers were called to the scene around 7.30pm when the shed caught fire due to an electrical fault.


‘It was chaos,’ an eye-witness reported. ‘The whole lot literally went puff. Thank God the kids weren’t here – you could smell it everywhere. Firefighters were wandering around the playground calculating the square root of a ladybird. The pensioners’ ukulele club in the hall went from “Living La Vida Loca” to “Comfortably Numb”. And when Ahmed’s Curbab Van pulled up outside, you had more chance of getting the last lifeboat off the Titanic than a chicken shawarma.’


‘Mr French’s employment has been terminated with immediate effect,’ confirmed long-serving headteacher Claudia Stitchwell, 63, on the last night of the half-term holidays. ‘I will not tolerate vice of any kind at St Nonnatus. School will open as normal tomorrow and I will be broadening my exclusion policy on harmful substances.


‘From Monday, the following will be strictly banned from the grounds: chocolate, crisps, ice cream, football, skipping ropes, stickers, post-colonial children’s novels, merchandise from Smiggle, the Guardian, the oeuvre of Taylor Swift, discussion of Netflix sitcoms and Liberal Democrats.’


But many were quick to defend Mr French, a much-loved member of the school community who has been tending the grounds for over thirty years.


‘Dougie’s totally harmless – he just can’t tell his grass from his elbow,’ one parent insisted. ‘He thought he was growing oregano, bless him. Which, now I think about it, might explain the immense popularity of his spag bol at the church’s last potluck supper. And why five of us then signed up for a timeshare in Giggleswick.’


Unexploded WW2 Mine Removed From Play Park


‘It felt like the right time,’ says council health-and-safety inspector.


Local Artist Sets New World Record


‘It was worth it to see all the pieces come together,’ says the architect of the million-matchstick model of the Burj Khalifa. ‘Although, with hindsight, I wouldn’t have stored it so near my sandpaper collage of Dusty Springfield.’









St Nonnatus Primary School Class List (Confidential)


Tiger Class – Year 6


Teacher: Mr Ben Andrews


TA (shared with Owls): Mrs Kiera Fisher


Autumn Term








	Child


	Parents/Carers


	Siblings











	BOLTON, Emily


	Eric Bolton (Mr)


	Katie (Owls – Yr 4)







	BOURNE, Maisie


	Alistair Bourne (Mr) & Naomi Klein (Dr)


	
Leo (Owls – Yr 4)


Millie (Bumblebees – Yr 1)








	BRIGHTMAN, Phoebe


	Jane (Mrs) and Nigel (Mr) Brightman


	Kitty (Dolphins – Yr 3)







	BROCK, Simeon


	Dustin (Mr) and Barney (Mr) Brock


	n/a







	BROWN, Damian


	Laura Sullivan (Ms)


	n/a







	DARWISH, Omar


	Mariam Darwish (Mrs)***


	Suleiman (Badgers – Yr 2)







	DAVIES, Oliver


	
Florence Bryant (Ms)*


Karl Davies (Mr)*



	Matilda (FHS)







	DOOLEY, Matthew


	Sharon (Mrs) and Stanley (Mr) Dooley


	Hope (Tigers – Yr 6)







	DOOLEY, Hope


	Sharon (Mrs) and Stanley (Mr) Dooley


	Matthew (Tigers – Yr 6)







	FISHER, Grace


	Kiera (Mrs) & Matt (Mr)


	Taylor (FHS)







	FORMAN, Beth


	Karen (Mrs) & David (Dr)


	n/a







	GHANI, Adel


	
Local Authority


(Key Worker = Tom Munro)



	n/a







	JAMESON, Amelia


	Felicity (Mrs) and Brian (Mr)


	Daisy-May (Dolphins – Yr 3)







	JONES, Verity


	Tanya (Mrs) & Susan (Mrs)


	Hope (Koalas – Yr 5)







	KACZMAREK, Aleksander


	Zofia (Mrs) & Marcin (Mr)


	Albin (Dolphins – Yr 3)







	KHAN, Khadija


	Fatima (Mrs) & Rayan (Mr) Khan


	Bushra (Dolphins – Yr 3)







	KOVALENKO, Ivanna


	Maria (Mrs) & Borys (Mr) Kovalenko***


	Yana (Owls – Yr 4)







	LEONARD, Archie


	Petra Forrest (Ms) & Anthony Leonard (Mr) **


	n/a







	McCALL, Sasha


	Annie (Mrs) & Ian (Mr) McCall


	Amy (Owls – Yr 4)







	McENZIE-ROBERTS, William


	Stella (Mrs) & Richard (Mr) McEnzie-Roberts


	Henry (Dolphins – Yr 3)







	MISTRY, Anya


	Priya Mistry (Ms)


	n/a







	MONTGOMERY, Elijah


	Sarah (Mrs) & Ian (Mr) Montgomery


	Bess (Badgers – Yr 2)







	PHILLIPS, Zac


	Leanne Potter (Miss)


	Julia – FHS







	RICHARDSON, Jacob


	Jenna Richardson (Ms) & Mike Cone (Mr)


	Beatrice – FHS







	ROSE, Finley


	Donna Sargent (Ms)


	n/a







	THOMPSON, Theo


	Rosemary (Mrs) & Nigel (Mr) Thompson


	n/a







	WHITE, Riley


	Jennifer (Mrs) & Felix (Mr) White


	Lily (Rainbow – Nursery)










* = Contact Separately


** = Contact details missing/form not returned


*** = Language support required


FHS – Flatford High School









* TEAM TIGERS! *


Every Friday, the Star of the Week will take Tickly Tiger home for the weekend!


Use this diary to tell us all about his adventures with you!


Tickly Tiger’s Diary!




Date: Monday 24 October


This weekend I went home with: Theo


On Saturday, my mum made Tickly Tiger homemade quinoa pancakes with an organic strawberry compote. Then we did some yoga and mindful meditation before Tickly helped me with my homework as we both believe that a good education is important for my development. In the afternoon we went for a long walk in the woods to get some fresh air and then we gave money to a homeless person outside Waitrose.


On Sunday we did a jigsaw puzzle together as a family while listening to Mahler before making musical instruments out of our recycling and pretending to be our own orchestra with Tickly as the conductor! Mummy said we should do something for charity, so we cleared out our cupboards and took lots of tins of chickpeas to the food bank. Then we went to the Flatford Museum to learn more about our town’s heritage. It had some old farm equipment and paintings of girls getting drowned for witchcraft.


Normally I just play on my X-box and mummy and daddy drink wine out of a box, so it was a good weekend.














PARENTCHAT


Clearer Community Communication


ST NONNATUS CE PRIMARY


Ora et labora


Year 6 Tiger Class


click here for group info


Mon 24 Oct


18.17


Tanya


Hi everyone!


Hope you all had a great half term?


Anyone else coming to school tonight?


I made cake. . .


Kids can play in the library (my pair are there).


Miss Stitchwell has a special announcement.


Priya


Ah Bitchwell.


Please let it be true she’s retiring [image: Praying hands emoji]


And nah – I’m stuck here.


I have to nit-comb my bloody daughter before Brownies.


Al


Please let it be true she’s retiring.


Amen.


Claudia Stitchwell


Worst head ever.


(And that includes your Anya – nits again, Pri?)


My sitter Casey’s got Covid, sorry Tan.


Priya


Worst head ever.


She is a shocker.


Who bans stickers?!


(@Al – didn’t Casey have Covid three weeks ago?


Although not so badly she couldn’t snog Dean Blunt outside the chippie instead of letting you go to SuperSpin?)


Sharon


She is a shocker.


My Matthew got a playtime detention for laughing!


Zofia


I heard that she charges her own staff for tea and coffee!


And has banned birthday cakes as ‘sinful’.


Priya


Have you seen her go at the bake sales?


She nearly took Fiona Churchill out over a marshmallow slice!


Donna has joined the group ‘Year 6 Tiger Class’


Donna


Er – Hi everyone!


I’m Donna, Finley’s mum – new to the school


[image: Three waving hand emojis]


Just moved in today, we start tomorrow!


Tanya gave me this group’s login. . .


Hope I’m in the right place!


Tanya


Oh Donna!


So sorry – meant to introduce you.


It’s been a bit mad here this afternoon. . .


One disaster after another!


Welcome to Tiger Class!


I’ve got Verity in Tigers and Hope in Koalas (Year 5).


I’m also class rep and PTA chair so if you need anything, just sing out.


Petra


I’m Donna, Finley’s mum – new to the school


[image: Three waving hand emojis]


Hi Donna – I’m Archie’s mum.


Has anyone seen his PE top?


Priya


I made cake. . .


Why waste one on Stitchwell?!


Your cakes are the best! Save me a slice!


And hey Donna! I belong to Anya.


(We only just joined last year, so we’re noobs too!)


Felicity


I’m on my way Tanya!


But I’m not staying long – I’m off tomorrow!


And if I’m not eating for a month, I’m doing it with your cake in my guts!


Priya


Oh – your wellness retreat!


It would take more than four weeks in Turkey to detox me. . .


Have fun Flick, you’ve earned it.


Felicity


Thanks lovely!


See you all when I’m back xxx


Al


Have the best time, Flick.


Hello Donna!


I’m the proud(ish) owner of Maisie (Tigers), Leo (Owls) and Millie (Bumblebees).


Sharon


I won’t be there, Tanya – it’s Hattie’s cookery class tonight.


Coq au vin, right up my street [image: Three smirking face emojis]!


And hi Donna! Matthew and Hope’s nan here.


You can’t miss us!


(See ya Flick! Hope they don’t stick too much up your bum.)


(Unless you paid extra [image: Kissing face emoji ])


Tanya


Worst head ever.


Miss Stitchwell’s not that bad. . .


Can’t believe it if she’s really going.


St Nonnatus won’t be the same without her.


And the cake has nearly gone already!


Serves you right for not coming. . .


Petra


Has anyone seen his PE top?


He definitely had it when he left home this morning, so if you could please check your child’s sports bag. . .


Sharon


Miss Stitchwell’s not that bad . . .


Tanya. You’re a sweetheart.


But Stitchwell’s an arse. Always has been.


The Reverend was no better, may he rot in peace.


Like father like daughter.


I hope to Christ she is leaving, not a moment too soon.


Donna


I’m the proud(ish) owner of Maisie (Tigers), Leo (Owls) and Millie (Bumblebees).


Wow – you’ve got your hands full!


I only just about cope with one!


Tanya


So Donna:


Miss Stitchwell has asked everyone to come to the hall tonight.


To commemorate her late father.


And because she has an announcement.


(Oh – and put the Xmas Fayre in your diary for 17 Dec.


We’ll need all hands to the plough.)


Al


I only just about cope with one!


Ha! I stopped coping circa 2015.


Zofia


I heard that Kiera was asked to make the Rev’s sympathy card!


Apparently there wasn’t enough in the whip round to buy one.


I put in 10p just to make the point.


Sharon


I’d love to have been a fly on the wall when Kiera told them where to shove their sympathy and their card!


I gave 5p in protest.


Priya


I donated £25 to Stonewall, just to piss Stitchwell off.


Donna


Kiera?


Al


Kiera?


Her Grace is in Tigers, but Kiera’s not on here.


She’s staff, so separates church from state.


She’s a TA for two classes, plus lunch shifts.


I’ve known her since school, she’s a powerhouse – we’re all in awe.


Priya


You might be. . .


Al


All we nice, normal people are in awe. . .


Stella


But Stitchwell’s an arse. Always has been.


The Reverend was no better, may he rot in peace.


Sharon – might I remind you again about our community guidelines?


I’m sure our newest member doesn’t want to hear your potty mouth.


Hello Donna. I’m William’s mother in Tigers and Henry’s in Dolphins (Year 3).


Mike


Does anyone know if it’s swimming tomorrow?


(Welcome Donna – I’m Jacob’s stepdad xxx)


Jenna


Mike – it’s on our fridge, you doughnut!


I’ll be home late, but I’ll put the dates in the calendar xxx


Mike


Thanks babe.


Thank God for this group or you and I would never speak!


Sharon


I’m sure our newest member doesn’t want to hear your potty mouth.


Sorry, Mother Superior. . .


And to you Donna.


Forgive me, I’m common as muck.


(And Mike and Jenna – keep your marriage in the bedroom where it belongs [image: Winking face emoji])


Donna


And to you Donna.


Forgive me, I’m common as muck.


Haha! None taken. And me too!


You’re a lot livelier than my last class!


They just asked for the spellings!


You all sound fun!


Sharon


Yeah we are, darlin. . . [image: Grinning devil emoji]


Tanya


Right – Miss Stitchwell’s asked us all to put our phones away!


(Well, told us really!)


Speak later xxx


Priya


Nooooo!!!


No! Send us live updates!


It’s you or Love Island!


Let us know it’s happened!


#singlesaddo!


Zofia


Does anyone know if it’s swimming tomorrow?


No – there’s been an outbreak of threadworm at the council pool, I heard about it from Rachel S’s mum.


Tanya


No! Send us live updates!


OK.


Txetng in my handbig.


Soz 4 mistaaakers.


STIChewll spking on stag


Tlaking about the late Rev.


Sharon


Arsehole.


Stella


Sharon!


The dear Reverend is still warm in his grave.


Show some respect.


Sharon


Oh please.


He was a nasty, nasty bastard.


Good riddance.


What do you think she’ll do?


Al


Rachel S?


Have a bum like a Mr Whippy machine, poor kid.


We used to dread worms on the ward. . .


Priya


Stitchwell, you fool. . .


That school is her whole life.


What will she do now?


Sharon


That woman has terrorised generations of my family.


So long as she’s gone – who gives a crap?


Al


Still Rachel S. . .


Petra


Has anyone seen his PE top?


It has a small tear in the collar and a bit of discolouration from where I tried to bleach out a nose bleed.


Tanya


OMFSTG!!


Shs nit gnggg!!@!!!


Priya


What?


Al


Speak English, girl?


Jennie


Does anyone know how to get Tippex out of a jumper?


Tanya


OH MY DAYS!!


Stitchwell isn’t going!!


I repeat, she’s not retiring!


Priya


WHAT?! No?!


Al


You’re fucking kidding?


(Sorry Stella – needs must.)


That’s it.


Screw being a stay-at-home dad.


I’m going back to nursing.


We’re going private.


Sharon


What gives?


Tanya


V quick – Stitchwell’s gone to switch the dishwasher off.


(I’m sure Hattie did that on purpose!)


But she’s just announced she’s staying.


For another FIVE YEARS!


Ben Andrews looks like he’s going to have an embolism.


Zofia


Not surprised.


I heard he turned down the deputy headship at Shottsford House.


Apparently Stitchwell told him he was a shoo-in for the Head job when she retired.


I can’t believe it, he would have been SO good, I love Ben. . .


Sharon


Oh yeah – Mr A’s the best.


Cute too. . .


If I were 20 years younger. . .


Al


You’d still be 10 years too old for him. . . [image: Kissing face emoji]


Eric


Hi Everyone!


Just to say that the girls and I will be at Flatford FC’s cup game on Saturday!


We’re home to Easthampton – local derby!


Donna


Ben Andrews?


Priya


Sorry Donna. . . Ben is the deputy head.


And Tiger class teacher this year (yay!)


He’s the best, Finley will love him.


All the kids do.


Sharon


And the grannies. . .


Tanya


Bick again.


Ben lks like hes chewed s wasp.


Clive is grnning.


Sharon


Clive’s such a creep.


Gives me the willies.


And not the good kind.


(Calm down, Stella)


Donna


Sorry. Again.


But. . . Clive?


Priya


Mr Baxendale.


He’s to school bursars what Ebenezer Scrooge was to Just Giving.


Eric


We’re home to Easthampton – local derby!


So this Saturday.


Pies and pints (or pop) at the Crown and Anchor after.


This is our year!


I can feel it!


Anyone in?


Sharon


He’s to school bursars what Ebenezer Scrooge was to Just Giving.


And not at all cute.


I just can’t believe Stitchwell.


She’s worse than Rasputin.


Or a cockroach.


She’s Cocksputin.


Stella


Sharon!


Sharon


Oh, keep yer wimple on. . .


Laura


Yup – can you get the chunky knit, it’s better for socks. . .


Laura


Sorry – wrong group!


Al


It’s the kids I feel sorry for. They hate her.


Priya


We all hate her.


At least we’re leaving this year.


Al


Speak for yourself!


Millie’s only in Year 1. We’re lifers. . .


Petra


It has a small tear in the collar and a bit of discolouration from where I tried to bleach out a nose bleed.


Archie thinks he got changed near Simeon and Oliver, so if their parents are on here, could you just check?


Tanya


OMG!!


999


999


999


Priya


Don’t tell me. . .


Stitchwell’s starting an after-school club for oppressing minorities?


Al


She’s representing the UK at Eurovision?


Sharon


She’s surgically removing the stick up her arse?


Dustin


Archie thinks he got changed near Simeon and Oliver, so if their parents are on here, could you just check?


Hi – one of Simeon’s Dads here – we don’t have Archie’s top.


But I just checked his bag and we do have Zac’s shorts, Khadijah’s sun hat, Phoebe’s sock and Oliver’s pants. . .


Priya


Tanya? Tan?


Everything okay over there?


Karen


Hey – Anyone got this week’s spellings?


Sorry – ‘Wow Words’?


Beth’s are already in my tumble dryer filter.


Al


You okay Tan?


Eric


Anyone in?


Perhaps I’ll start a separate chat group!


Things get a bit lost on here, don’t they!


Rosie


Hey – Anyone got this week’s spellings?


Yes. They are:


Incredible


Beautiful


Terrifying


Vicious


Intelligent


Exuberant


Colossal


Skilful


Adventurous


Abrasive


Or at least, those are Theo’s.


He’s in the Purple group.


The top one.


I think it’s his strong spellings that earned him Star of the Week.


Sharon


Tanya?


You okay, love?


Flo


But I just checked his bag and we do have Zac’s shorts, Khadijah’s sun hat, Phoebe’s sock and Oliver’s pants . . .


I’m so sorry!


I have no idea how my son managed to come home without his pants. . .


(Must take after his father, the cheating sod.)


(My ex, I mean. Not Olly.)


(Although I’m deeply suspicious of his performance in the eight times table test.)


Karl


Hey! The eight times table test isn’t on me. . .


Flo


Unlike Sandra from Procurement.


Karen


He’s in the Purple group.


The top one.


There are groups?!


I thought they all got the same?


Dustin


I have no idea how my son managed to come home without his pants . . .


LOL! Not a problem. I’ll wash them and get them back to you.


Karl


Oh God no. Burn them. They’re probably communicable.


Flo


Just like Sandra from Procurement.


Al


Tanya?


We were only playing – everything okay over there?


Mike


Relax. . .


She’s probably just had one too many from Hattie’s infamous PTA punchbowl.


Rosie


There are groups?!


There are.


Purple, Yellow and Green.


To denote different levels of ability.


Theo is in Purple.


The top one.


Sharon


She’s probably just had one too many from Hattie’s infamous PTA punchbowl.


OMG – Hattie’s bloody punch!


We got so pissed at the Spring Quiz Night we ended up on the climbing frame at 2am.


Naked.


Al


Hattie’s the best.


Have you seen what she’s done with the library?


What other dinner lady would do that?


Zofia


Yeah, it’s stunning.


Feeding their bodies and their minds.


Absolute icon.


Fatima


Yes. They are:


Incredible


Beautiful


Terrifying


Vicious


Intelligent


Exuberant


Colossal


Skilful


Adventurous


Abrasive


FFS??!! (Sorry Stella.)


What 10-year-old uses the word ‘abrasive’ in a sentence??!!


Karen


Not Beth.


She’s a Green apparently.


Priya


Tanya???


Just check in, babe. . .


Al


What 10 year old uses the word ‘abrasive’ in a sentence??!!


‘I just found a really abrasive booger up my nose.’


(And don’t sweat it, Karen. We’re Yellow and proud!)


Donna


‘I just found a really abrasive booger up my nose.’


Haha!


‘This Chablis is a little abrasive when paired with my pickled onion Monster Munch.’


#TeamYellowForTheWin


#NotAtTheSpellingBeeThough


Sharon


Oh Donna, love.


You’re gonna fit in just fine. . .


Tanya


Oh my God.


Guys. . .


I don’t know how to tell you this. . .


Priya


Go on?!


Sharon


Use your Wow Words.


Al


Is everything okay?


Tanya


It’s Stitchwell.


She’s


Priya


Satan incarnate?


Al


On trend?


Donna


Abrasive?


Tanya


She’s dead.


Priya


. . .


Al


. . .


Sharon


. . .


Donna


. . .


Laura


Yeah, but the zips are all wrong.


Laura


Sorry – wrong group!


Rosie


. . .


Mike


. . .


Dustin


. . .


Fatima


. . .


Flo


. . .


Stella


. . .


Karl


. . .


Petra


That’s so awful.


My prayers are with her loved ones on this darkest of days.


(The PE top is named, btw.)












The Flatford Gazette


Tuesday 25 October


Headmistress Dies In Allergy Tragedy


The headteacher of St Nonnatus Primary School died last night from respiratory complications arising from a severe nut allergy.


Claudia Stitchwell was pronounced dead at the scene after collapsing at a school event in the hall.


‘It was horrifying,’ said one witness. ‘At first she was just coughing, like she had a dry throat. But even after they brought her some water, she kept going. Then she started gasping for breath, before keeling over . . . It was like something out of a horror film. Thank God no kids were there to see it. I’ll have nightmares for years.’


A full investigation is now taking place at the school, which will be closed until further notice to allow the authorities to conduct their enquiries. The source of the allergen is unknown, although the severity of Miss Stitchwell’s allergy was not.


‘I don’t get it,’ said another parent. ‘We have the strictest no-nut policy. A parent once brought a coffee-and-walnut to the Valentine’s Day bake sale. Miss Stitchwell locked her in the Key Stage 1 Wendy house, before getting the caretaker to escort her out the playground in a makeshift Hazmat suit made from an Alton Towers poncho.


‘Everyone knew not to bring nuts or anything nut-related on to school grounds. I just don’t understand how this could have happened.’


Details of a planned public memorial service at St Nonnatus Parish Church will be released in due course. The school has requested, in lieu of flowers and in accordance with the deceased’s lifelong campaigning, that donations are made to the St Augustine Moral Correction Camp for Errant Youths.


Investigation Launched Into Village Fete Corruption


‘My marrow conformed to regulations,’ disputed winner insists.


New Kidney Stone Record Set


A patient at Flatford General passed a 14mm kidney stone yesterday in what doctors are hailing as ‘a career high’.









Ben


If there was an award for being in the wrong place at the wrong time . . . I’d still not win it as I’d be at the wrong ceremony.


Lord knows Miss Stitchwell was a challenging person and an even more challenging boss. And that was before . . .


Look, I don’t even have to think about it any more.


Not now. Not ever.


It’s over.


No one deserves to die like that, clawing for their final breath.


Not even her.


But does her death mean I can breathe easier?


Yes.


Because secrets can be suffocating too.









Clive


Of all the sins, my favourite is probably superbia.


It’s not as satisfying as avaritia, nor as fun as luxuria. But when it comes before a fall . . . it’s positively scintillating.


Superbia. Pride.


And they didn’t come much prouder than Claudia Stitchwell.


Yes, I confess I have sinned.


And for that I have asked God’s forgiveness. My transgressions are now His secrets until He calls me for judgement.


Until then, though . . . I may be a sinner.


But, last I checked, schadenfreude wasn’t a crime.









Hattie


‘For all evils there are two remedies,’ Dumas wrote. ‘Time and silence.’


Well, in the case of ol’ Stitchers, turns out you also needed yer nuts.


I ain’t sorry she’s gone. Not one bit.


Not after what she done.


But no one need know about that now.


‘If you want to keep a secret,’ said Orwell, ‘you must also hide it from yourself.’


So I won’t be saying a word.


To anyone.


Not even to me.









Kiera


I hated her.


With every atom of my being, I hated her.


I don’t just want to dance on her grave, I want to host the grand final of Strictly Come bloody Dancing on top of it.


She was an Earth-bound demon who deserved every hellish moment of her hideous end. For thirty years, right until the day she died, that witch tormented me.


So the hardest thing about watching her writhing on that floor?


Trying not to laugh.


Everyone knows how I felt about her.


They just don’t know why.


My secrets died with Claudia Stitchwell.


And that’s where I’m going to bury them.








	
STATEMENT OF WITNESS


CJ Act 1967, s.9; MC Act 1980, ss.5A(3)(a) and 5B; Criminal Procedure Rules 2005, Rule 27.1


Statement of Tanya Jones


Occupation Unemployed/Homemaker


Age of witness (if over 18, enter ‘Over 18’) Over 18








	
This statement is true to the best of my knowledge and belief and I make it knowing that, if it is tendered in evidence, I shall be liable to prosecution if I have wilfully stated in it anything which I know to be false, or do not believe to be true.


Signed: [image: Signature of Tanya Jones]








	
I am Tanya Jones and I live at the address stated overleaf. I make this statement about the events of Monday 24 October, when I witnessed the sad death of Claudia Stitchwell.


I had been asked, in my capacity as Chair of the PTA, to oversee a special talk to be held in the hall that evening. I spent the day baking and decorating the triple chocolate sponge Miss Stitchwell requested. I cannot stress enough that there were no nuts, nor nut contaminants in my kitchen. I arrived at St Nonnatus Primary School at approximately 3.30pm, dropped the cake in the school kitchen, collected my daughters and escorted them to the library where they and Grace Fisher were to do their homework while we prepared the hall.


I reached the hall around 4pm, where Kiera Fisher was already making preparations for the event. As we progressed, it became clear that we had insufficient plates, napkins and plastic glasses for the evening, so I walked to BuyRite to purchase them. On the way, I ran into Ben Andrews who was on his way to do his grocery shopping – he kindly offered to purchase them for me so I could carry on with the set up.


I returned to the St Nonnatus hall and continued to prepare and decorate with Kiera, where we were joined by Hattie Hughes and Ben Andrews around 5.30pm. The preparations were rather fraught – we spilled a bottle of wine and managed to knock a statue of Jesus into the buffet . . . But, as is always the case, we got there in the end and were ready when parents began to arrive from 6pm, and could help themselves to drinks and snacks if they wished.


At 6.30pm sharp, the event began – Miss Stitchwell was a very punctual lady. We raised a toast to her late father and founder of the school, the Reverend Stitchwell, who has recently passed away. Miss Stitchwell then discussed her plans for the year. It had been anticipated that she would retire as Head, but instead she reconfirmed her commitment to the school and her intention to remain in post for a further five years.


She had been clearing her throat and coughing, but it is always stuffy in our hall. However, it quickly became apparent that it was more serious when she started to struggle for breath – and then she collapsed. I immediately dialled 999 to call for an ambulance. Ben tried to administer first aid, while Clive and Kiera went in search of the on-site EpiPens that are always kept in Miss Stitchwell’s and the main office. But it was all in vain. By the time the paramedics arrived, Miss Stitchwell had already died. It was a terrible day for us all.


Signature witnessed by: [image: Signature of Robert Alsorp]












 


PARENTCHAT


Clearer Community Communication


ST NONNATUS CE PRIMARY


Ora et labora


Weds 26 Oct


Mrs Marcia Cox<M.Cox@stnonnatus.flatford.sch.uk>


To: <Whole School>


Re: Next Steps


Dear Parents,


Firstly, we hope that you are all as well as can be expected during these dark and difficult days. I would like to draw the attention of our whole community to the support that has been made available to adults and children in light of Miss Stitchwell’s sudden, tragic passing. Details of phone lines and support services are at the bottom of this missive and Reverend McAlester has expressly asked me to convey that her doors, arms and ears are always open at the church.


However heavy our hearts, I hope you’ll agree that our late Headmistress would be the first to encourage life to go on. And so, in that spirit, we’re relieved to report that St Nonnatus Primary will reopen next Monday 31 October, following the conclusion of both the police and coroner’s investigations at the school.


We thank you for your patience during this period of home schooling and fully acknowledge the impact it will have had on family life, especially coming so soon after the half-term break. However, we remind parents once again that when your child’s camera is on during virtual lessons, it is possible for the whole class to see and hear whatever is occurring in the background. Your precaution, discretion and appropriate language would be greatly appreciated, regardless of your views of the Loose Women.


We will be holding a Service of Thanksgiving for the life of Miss Claudia Stitchwell at the church this Friday 28 October at 2pm, followed by refreshments in the Village Hall. As we have been so painfully reminded, St Nonnatus is a nut-free school and we ask that any food contributions strictly adhere to our allergy policy, on or off-site. You are also politely advised that alcohol will not be served either before or after the ceremony. In light of new guidelines following the distressing scenes at last year’s Advent Carol Service, we respectfully ask that alcohol is not brought onto the premises, nor that children are asked to conceal it in their school water bottles on their parents’ behalves.


After consultation with the governors, it has been decided that Mr Ben Andrews will assume the role of Acting Headteacher with immediate effect. Ben’s contribution as Deputy Head has been unparalleled and we can think of no safer pair of hands to steer us through these challenging times until the position can be filled on a permanent basis.


Might I also take this opportunity to remind parents to be considerate to our neighbours when parking near the school, ensuring that no driveways are blocked or any access impeded. As the first port of call at the office, I am often the recipient of the frustrations caused by careless parking and I would consider it a personal kindness if these were kept to a minimum this year.


I leave you with the words of Charles Dickens: ‘We need never be ashamed of our tears’.


Wishing you all the best,


Mrs Marcia Cox


School Manager


St Nonnatus Primary School




The Parent Trap


Priya, Al, Tanya


Friday 28 October


13.02


Priya


Hey Tan. . .


You okay, babe?


Al


You beat me to it.


How did it go this morning?


Tanya


Urgh.


That’s the third time the police have interviewed me.


I don’t know what else to tell them.


THERE WERE NO NUTS IN THAT CAKE!!!


Priya


It’s just standard police procedure, I promise.


I did soooo much of this.


Unexpected deaths are an admin clusterfuck.


We have to tick our boxes.


Al


No one is blaming you, Tan.


Tanya


Seriously???!!!


EVERYONE is blaming me.


Al


No, they’re not. . .


Priya


God bless you Al.


But they really are.


Tanya


THANK YOU [image: Praying hands emoji]


(I think.)


Priya


People like an easy explanation.


Stitchwell had a nut allergy


+


There were nuts in your cake


=


Your cake killed Stitchwell


Tanya


But it’s not the right explanation.


I swear it. . .


Al


You don’t need to explain anything to us.


We believe you.


No one policed the allergy policy better than you.


I remember when you spotted Tracy Harris’s tub of Celebrations at the summer tombola. Those Snickers were out of the playground faster than an MP out of a massage parlour. . .


Priya


True dat.


I’ve met less conscientious bomb squads.


And your statement made perfect sense.


There’s nothing in there that would raise suspicion.


Not to any copper worth a damn.


Tanya


There’s nothing in there that would raise suspicion.


Thank you.


That’s a big relief.


Wait a minute. . .


How do you know?


Al


Oh God.


Robocop’s on the case again. . .


Priya


Wait a minute, how do you know?


Er. . .


Look.


You don’t work in the Met for as long as I did without developing two things:


1) an instinct for trouble


2) some very useful, if not always entirely above-board contacts


(On that, next time the kids change the passcode on your phone, Al, I’ve got a great guy.)


Tanya


What did you do. . . ?


Priya


Robocop’s on the case again . . .


Deeply problematic language to describe an electric wheelchair user, Alistair.


But kinda cool, so I’ll allow it.


Tanya


1) an instinct for trouble


And what do you mean?


Priya


Okay. . .


So hear me out. . .


This whole thing stinks.


Al


Here we go. . .


Is this like Tash Tompkins being a gangland boss all over again?


Priya


It isn’t.


(And I don’t care how long she’s been a Samaritan.


I still think Tash T is dodgy af.)


But remember:


When you’ve eliminated the impossible. . .


Al


. . . whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth.


So go on then, Sherlock?


Priya


I think it’s impossible that Tanya put nut allergens in that cake.


She’s too good a baker.


She’s too conscientious a person.


And – sorry Tan – frankly, she’s way too anal to make a mistake like that.


Tanya


Oh Pri. . .


Thanks so much.


That means everything.


(I think.)


Priya


And as far as we’re aware


(autopsy pending)


Stitchwell didn’t eat anything else close enough to the meeting to trigger her nut allergy.


You say she was in her office the whole time?


Tanya


Yes.


I only saw her come out of her office to get her cake.


She didn’t touch anything else.


Priya


So (autopsy pending) we can eliminate any other food.


Al


So what remains?


Priya


The truth.


Tanya


Which is?


Priya


Someone murdered Claudia Stitchwell.


Tanya


WHAT??!!!


Al


WTF, Pri?


You’ve actually lost it this time.


A murder?


In Flatford?


Like anything that interesting would happen here.


Priya


Exactly what a murderer would want you to think.


Tanya


This is. . .


You are. . .


Who would. . .


Priya


Eliminating Tan, there were four other people who had access to Stitchwell before the event


(listed alphabetically because I’m fair like that):


Ben.


Clive.


Hattie.


Kiera.


Tanya


You can’t seriously think one of them would actually kill Stitchwell?


Priya


Can’t I?


Twenty years on the force and a tenner says I can.


Al


I’ll take your money.


So first question:


How?


If it wasn’t the nut allergy and Tanya’s cake. . . ?


Tanya


It was the allergy alright.


I’ve never seen anything so horrific.


Watching Stitchwell choke like that. . .


It’ll haunt me forever.


Priya


Oh I agree it was the allergy.


I just don’t think it was Tanya’s cake.


Or at least, not how it left Tanya.


Al


So you’re saying. . .


Someone deliberately triggered Stitchwell’s allergy?


Knowing it would kill her?


Priya


There you go, Nurse Bourne.


We’ll make a detective out of you yet.


Al


Okay.


I can’t quite believe I’m going to enable this. . .


But something did strike me as weird.


Priya


Go on. . . ?


Al


So let’s say that Tan did accidentally put something in the cake.


Used the wrong ingredient.


Almond flour instead of wheat.


Nut oil instead of olive.


That kind of thing.


Tanya


But I didn’t!


Priya


We know babe.


Tanya


And anyway, refined nut oils are unlikely to trigger a response because all the proteins have been taken out.


(I did a course on it after Sue’s niece swelled up like a balloon after eating one of my mince pies.)


I never use nut flours or oils.


I won’t even let nuts in the house because I’m terrified of cross-contamination.


When Sue finally divorces me, I swear she’ll cite ‘dry roasted’ in the papers.


Priya


You see?


Anal.


Al


This is precisely my point – you know all this stuff.


To trigger the kind of fatal anaphylaxis that killed Stitchwell you need actual nut protein in sufficient quantities.


Ie, nuts, nut powder, specific cold-pressed oils. . .


So for someone who understands allergies – and Tan, you do – it would be very hard to do that accidentally.


Priya


EXACTLY!


Tanya


I just wish there’d been some cake left for them to test.


That would put me in clear, I’m sure of it.


Priya


You’re a victim of your own success.


And that is inconvenient.


For you, anyway.


For the killer, less so.


Tanya


No one liked Stitchwell.


But kill her?


Why?


Priya


Well that’s what we need to figure out.


Who would want to kill her?


Al


Who wouldn’t?


Tanya


Al!


Priya


Oh it’s true.


Everyone hated her.


Just who hated her enough?


We need good old means, motive & opportunity.


Al


The means we know.


Everyone knew about Stitchwell’s nut allergy.


It’s hereditary – she claims it was what finally bumped off the old Rev.


(Although rumour has it at the hospital that he actually died from complications relating to untreated gonorrhoea. . .)


Opportunity?


Priya


(Although rumour has it at the hospital that he actually died from complications relating to untreated gonorrhoea . . .)


This town. . . we’ll circle back to that.


You were there that afternoon, Tan.


You said what you did in your statement.


But what about the others?


Tanya


Urgh – it was all a bit of a blur.


But thinking about it. . .


I think they probably did all go to Stitchwell’s office at one point or another. . .


She was holding a load of meetings.


Priya


BINGO!


You don’t think she ate anything.


Drinks?


Tanya


I’m not sure – like I say, it was a bit chaotic.


But I think Kiera *might* have made her a cup of tea at some point. . .


Al


Jesus.


I can feel Pri getting her jollies from here.


Priya


You’re not wrong [image: Aubergine emoji].


Anything else?


Tanya


Well of course – there was a toast to the late Reverend.


Clive poured her wine. . .


Priya


Of course!


YOU SEE!


Tanya


And Ben poured her a glass of water when she was on stage.


She kept coughing.


We thought she had a dry throat – but now perhaps it was the start of her reaction?


Al


But that rules Ben out, right?


If she was already reacting, he couldn’t have spiked her water.


Priya


Not necessarily.


She could have had a dry throat and then be poisoned.


Both things could be true.


And Ben is the only one with a clear motive atm.


Tanya


What possible motive could Ben Andrews have?




Zofia


Not surprised.


I heard he turned down the deputy headship at Shottsford House.


Apparently Stitchwell told him he was a shoo-in for the Head job when she retired.


I can’t believe it, he would have been SO good, I love Ben . . .





Tanya


Oh come off it!


You think Ben killed Stitchwell over a job?


Al


And let’s face it.


She’s lovely.


But Zofia is about as reliable an information source as GB News. . .


Priya


We all thought Stitchwell was retiring.


So Ben must have thought he was a dead cert.


With or without Zofia’s rumoured other job.


And believe me.


People have killed for a lot less.


Al


Not Ben, surely?


He’s such a good bloke.


Priya


They usually are.


Unless they’re like Clive.


He’s sketchy as all hell.


Tanya


And Hattie?


You think our lovely dinner lady is a cold-blooded killer?


Priya


I think she knows her way around food.


Which wouldn’t be unhelpful.


And Kiera. . .


Tanya


You’re just biased because you don’t like her.


Priya


She’s got an attitude problem!


Al


How’s the view from that glass house, Pri?


But Kiera could definitely kill someone.


Especially Stitchwell.


They go way back.


Tanya


Alistair!


That’s a terrible thing to say!


Although. . .


Priya


Look – they’ll all be at the service this afternoon.


I’ll ask my contact for all their statements.


I’ve got to get ready now, but I’ll send them for us to read as they arrive.


It’ll be more interesting than this bloody service.


Al


I’ll ask my contact for all their statements.


Is that even allowed?


Priya


Sure.


If we don’t get caught.


Let’s watch them all today and learn.


SUBTLY!


Tanya


I’m dreading this afternoon.


All the evil eyes on me. . .


Al


We got you, babe.


Priya


Yeah we do.


They’ll have to get past us.


And we’re gonna clear your name.


So bitches. . . ?


Let’s do this.


Priya changed the group name to ‘Robocoppers’












Hattie


Now I ain’t saying I’m no Dostoevsky or nothing – I can’t hardly write a cheque, me. But I got my tale to tell. We all do. Every soul on God’s green earth is their own book. And when you stick a load of us together you got yourself a human library.


Take this church right now. Here we are, half the folk of Flatford, neatly stacking the pews like novels on a shelf. ’Cept me of course, I’m at the back serving the tea, as God intended. But that don’t fit into me metaphor and that’s why I’ll be sticking to making school dinners and leaving all them fancy words to Dostoevsky. Although I bet old Fyodor never knew his way round a syrup sponge like I do.


Lord knows I ain’t done much with me life, but I’ve read plenty of others, on and off the page. I love nothing more than a good yarn – and we got a bunch of stories here at St Nonnatus. Some’ll make you laugh, others weep. A few are true, most are downright fantasy. And I’ll tell you this for free: death might have brought us to this church today. But all of life is here.


Take young Priya Mistry. Newcomer here, but she’s quite the crime story. Worked up in London as a copper, hunting down all them nasty gangs. But then – plot twist – bullet straight to the spine. She might not be able to use her legs no more, but by Jiminy she’s making up for it with the rest of her. Proper firecracker, that one. Moved down here with her little Anya a couple of years ago to be closer to her sister. Priya says she’s looking for a quiet life. But I don’t believe a word of it. And there ain’t no such thing in Flatford to be found.


Her mate Al is more of a romantic comedy, known him since he was a lad here at the school (’97 – used to be an absolute tinker. Once managed to smuggle a ferret into church and set it loose during the psalms – still no idea how he did it). He was a nurse up the local hospital, bloody good one too – lovely warm hands. But then he fell hook, line and sinker for our Doc Klein and that pair went at it like they didn’t know what made a baby. Three kids quick as you like – but two medics and three kiddies don’t add up, so now Al is a stay-at-home dad. It’s chaos. I don’t care what you say, men aren’t made for it the way women are. But they seem happy enough.


Oh yes, we got a tale for every taste here at St Nonn’s: Domestic Drama (Flo and Karl Davies tearing strips off each other with a divorce what makes them Kardashians look like the Waltons); Romantic Tragedy (lovely Eric Bolton losing his childhood sweetheart, Kathleen, back along – he’s been frightful lonely since, poor lamb); Rough Justice (Sharon Dooley taking in her grandkids after her son Steve and his partner were sent down for a ten stretch for them rotten drugs); World Politics (Jenna Richardson goes all over the world as a war correspondent – dunno how she stomachs it) and a few downright Mysteries. And I can’t get enough of ’em. Flatford has been me whole life. And St Nonnatus Primary School, its beating heart. I’ve been cooking for the kiddies there for most of my days. And I love ’em all like me own. Well, maybe not all. That Jerry Jenkins (’85 – lousy kid, used to look up all the girls’ skirts in PE) was a little bugger. Knew he’d end up the wrong side of the tracks. No wonder he became our local MP.


When it comes to people, though – like every book from the bible to The BFG – we’ll never all agree which ones are actually any good. And you should never be sure which stories to believe. We’d do well to rate folk like we rate books. Rankings clear for all to see, one to five stars, job done – an anthropological Amazon, if you like. We’ll all have our own thoughts, of course. But together we should come out somewhere about right.


Take Stitchwell. I doubt she’d have troubled one star on her best day. ‘Horrible lead character. Preachy and vile,’ would be my write-up, but she was much worse than that. She had all sorts to say about the devil and I believe she had insider knowledge. Her body is still with the coroner, so we don’t have a coffin. Shame. I’d’ve liked something to spit on.


That bloody Clive Baxendale’s not much better, 2.3 stars, if that. ‘Unconvincing and creepy.’ See, a small town like Flatford runs on the favour economy – you scratch my back and so on. But Clive’s a flea – all itch and no scratch. Ever since he washed up here a few years back from London, he’s kept himself apart – above, he’d like to think. Here he is, lurking at the back of the church like mustard gas. The man’s oilier than a bloody sardine. What’s he smirking at me for?


Ben Andrews is flapping around like a fanny. Everyone else would rate him a 5.0, they love him so. Nice-looking bugger, I’ll give him that. Says all the right things – he’s everyone’s handsome hero. But I’m not convinced. Something about his plot don’t sit right with me. And he’s Scottish. He’s too smooth by half – you should never trust a silver tongue. Virtue talks; goodness acts. I need to see some more chapters before I can submit a review.


Then you got folk like poor old Tanya Jones (’96 – ever such a sweet kid, always tucked her chair in at dinner time and you can tell a lot about a person that way). Lovely woman – woulda been a solid 4.8 until last week. But they reckon her chocolate cake’s what done for Stitchwell – musta had nuts in it, they say. Truth is, she’s done us all a favour – there’s few that’ll squander tears on Stitchers. But that don’t stop folk judging. The playground ain’t just for children. And parents can be the biggest kids of all.


I can see ’em now, giving the poor love the evil eye from their pews. Tanya’s had a rough trot lately – she was a big shot lawyer up in Easthampton, our very own Perry Mason, she was. But she’s been struggling something awful with The Change, couldn’t hold two thoughts in her head, poor love, it came for her far too early. I get it. I had a terrible time with it meself. I used to get awful angry and me bits and bobs wouldn’t half itch. One time I nearly laid out old Jim Franklin from down the chemist over a leaking tube o’ Canesten, bless him . . . Any road, young Tanya’s chambers just chucked her out without a by yer leave. She took ’em to court and everything – but that’s the problem when you work as a barrister. The other side’s got a helluva defence team. She lost her case, which was proper wrong. And so is what she’s getting from folk round here. But no one said life is fair. Not unless theirs is. ‘Underrated and undervalued,’ I’d say . . .


‘Ding dong! The Stitch is dead,’ Kiera trills far too loudly, slamming a fresh teapot down next to me. ‘Which Stitch? The bitchy Stitch . . .’


I smile. I make no secret of how much I love that girl. Always have, ever since she were a kid at the school herself (’02 – cleverest kiddie St Nonn’s ever saw – won some national prize for spelling. I’ve still got the certificate on me fridge). She’s five stars all day long for me: ‘Funny and compelling.’ Not sure all folk agree, though – Kiera certainly attracts mixed reviews. But all great works of art tend to.


‘Hush your noise and let folk pay their respects,’ I say, pouring her a cuppa and hoping my quiet might encourage hers. ‘It’s what we do, you great melon.’


‘It’s what hypocrites do!’ she scoffs. ‘She was a stone-cold arsehole! And now her arsehole’s stone cold . . .’


‘Be that as it may,’ I whisper, stirring in two sugars to sweeten her up. ‘When death comes this close, folk feel it. They seek comfort together. Funerals ain’t really for the dead. And keep yer foghorn down. People are looking . . .’


‘Oh dear,’ she says defiantly, blowing into her tea. ‘Remind me to find a shit to give.’


I smile. She’s a terror.


‘It’s good to see you, gal – how you been?’ I ask, giving her a squeeze.


‘Don’t get me started. It’s been a madhouse,’ she sighs. ‘Taylor’s doing my head in. She’s rude, ungrateful, disrespectful . . .’


‘Them genes are a right mystery,’ I wink, swatting her with my cloth.


‘Matt does nothing, of course,’ she moans.


‘Apart from cook, clean, look after the girls, work all hours . . .’


‘Well, I do all that too,’ she snaps. ‘But Taylor walks all over him. And she’s so entitled. When I think about what my life was like at seventeen . . .’


‘. . . and you’ve worked hard to make sure hers ain’t,’ I remind her. ‘Too hard, perhaps. So take the win. How’s my little Gracie? Over the pukes?’


Kiera lights up.


‘She’s gorgeous,’ she says proudly. ‘And fine now, must have been a twenty-four-hour thing – Tanya’s girls had the same – you know what a petri dish this place is.’


‘Poor lamb . . .’


‘She was brilliant during home schooling, thank God. How’s it been over there?’


Kiera nods towards the school, which backs onto this very church.


‘Swarming.’ I shudder. ‘Coppers, coroners, sciencey fellas – Gods knows who and what. They’ve been over the place with a fine-tooth comb twice – even went through the ruddy bins! Been spooking the kiddies summit rotten . . .’


‘That was good of you to volunteer with the looked-after kids.’ She smiles. ‘They’re lucky to have you.’


‘And I them,’ I say, thinking of the poor little buggers with no place else to go. ‘There’s more every year. It’s a crying shame. And anyways, what else was I gonna do? Join the bloody circus?’


‘Why – are they recruiting a fat lady?’ she sasses, earning another swat from the cloth.


She blows on her tea again and her eyes drop. She’s deciding whether to say something. She always looks like this when summit’s on her mind, always has. I can still see her gangly legs dangling over my school-kitchen units, telling me her wins and her woes. Although there were usually more of the latter, poor kid. Them what do say life is fair sure as hell never grew up in care.


‘Hatts . . . ?’ she starts, finally dropping her voice to a whisper. ‘I really need to talk to you. About . . . that night. We have to . . .’


‘No. We don’t,’ I tell her, staring straight into her pretty green eyes. ‘I don’t never wanna talk about that night again. It’s done, she’s gone, I don’t ever wanna speak of it. You understand?’


Kiera looks at her tea again. I know that look too. She’s feeling guilty.


‘Everyone thinks it was Tanya’s cake, right?’ she asks quietly. ‘That’s what everyone thinks? No one’s saying anything else, are they? What are they saying?’


‘I don’t give a monkey’s uncle what anyone thinks and even less what they say,’ I growl again. ‘I don’t wanna hear it. Stitchwell’s gone. Let her rot in her grave. No sense the rest of us wasting more life on her.’


She nods her head and the conversation is over. Good. Best that way for everyone.


‘Ladies,’ says a voice. ‘Might I trouble you for another coffee? A hot one this time, if it’s not too vexing?’


I look up to see bloody Baxendale smarming at us.


‘Aw, shame. Pot’s empty,’ says Kiera, folding her arms and nodding at the dry cafetière.


‘Then, my dear, might I suggest you go and refill it?’ Clive asks. ‘Unless you’re not actually working today? In which case I can adjust your time sheet accordingly . . .’


Kiera shoots him a look that could turn cream and snatches the coffee pot away. Smart girl. This one’s not worth the fight. He turns his gaze back to me. The man makes me want a hot shower and a cold gin.


‘I was hoping to see you, Hattie,’ he oozes.


‘I weren’t,’ I tell him straight.


‘Oh, you do put the fun into funeral,’ he leers, his voice and gaze dropping. ‘But something has recently come to my attention that I thought I should share with you.’


I feel my blood chill a degree or two. Clive is like shingles. Mainly irritating, sometimes dangerous. You need to tread careful around him. I calm my innards.


‘Is it crabs again?’ I whisper. ‘Because you need to see Jim down the chemist – I’d go meself, but I’m still banned and—’


‘Hattie,’ he says darkly. ‘I know.’


My face is used to keeping secrets – it’s held plenty down the years. And it ain’t gonna leak now.


But this could be a problem.


‘Know what exactly, you great pillock?’ I scoff. ‘The capital of Burkina Faso? I’m gonna need some detail . . .’


Clive leans forward. He smells good and bad all at once.


‘I know . . . that it was really you who made the winning entry at the Harvest Bake Off,’ he whispers. ‘I’ve suffered Ella McDonald’s anhydrous fruit scones for years . . . That was very kind – if entirely against the rules – for you to help her. And I believe it is Ouagadougou . . .’


I know Clive – he’s toying with me. But I’ll play along for now. At least until I understand the game.


‘Well, I’ll wait for them to haul me off in irons,’ I tell him. ‘Ella’s had a rough trot, what with Derek’s Alzheimer’s and all. Decided he were Benny Hill last week and chased poor Polly the postie round the garden in his Y-fronts. Can’t expect Ella to go whipping up some daft scones with capers like that going on at home.’


He smiles. About what?


‘I just thought you should be aware,’ he says with that punchable half-smirk. ‘That I know.’


‘Congratulations,’ I deadpan as Kiera bustles back with the hot coffee. ‘Have a scone.’


‘There you go,’ she smiles sweetly, filling his cup to the undrinkable brim. ‘Scalding hot. Hope you don’t burn yourself.’


‘Oh, I rarely feel the heat,’ he says, sipping his steaming brew and smiling with delight. ‘Actually, Kiera, I wanted to speak with you too. Given dear old Douglas’s . . . predicament . . . the caretaker job – and house – will shortly be available. It needs some work, of course – bachelor life rarely coexists well with interior design – but I wondered if your husband might be interested?’


‘Matt?’ asks Kiera in surprise.


‘Is that his name?’ says Baxendale airily. ‘I just thought as you have so many . . . roles . . . here at St Nonnatus anyway, you may as well move in. Your . . . Matt . . . he was a handyman prior to his present position at the supermarket, was he not?’


‘He was a construction supervisor in the army,’ Kiera says through a slightly clenched jaw.


‘Really? Well, I thank him for his service,’ says Clive, an eyebrow pointing to heaven. ‘I know you’re always keen to . . . broaden your financial horizons? Particularly with young Grace off to Shottsford House next year. Congratulations on the art scholarship, by the way. What a pleasant surprise that must have been?’


He smiles like a snake at a mouse. I can feel Kiera bristle next to me. She’s proud – and got far too much about her to be cleaning up kiddie piddle for the rest of her days. She’s smart as a whip and shoulda got out of this town the second her feet could carry her. Had a place at uni and everything . . . But life ain’t worked out that way. And Clive’s right. She needs the money.


Or thinks she does.


‘Never in doubt,’ Kiera replies tightly. ‘Not with talent like hers.’


‘Indeed,’ says Clive, sipping his coffee. ‘And won’t you make a . . . vibrant addition to the parent community there. I’m not sure any of the other mothers will have met someone with a job before. Let alone three . . .’


‘We’ll think about it,’ says Kiera with jaws that could strain rice, although we all know she’ll tell Matt to take it. Gracie’s fees might be covered, but private school finds plenty of other ways to make you pay. And you don’t look a gift house in the mouth.


‘Marvellous,’ says Clive, taking another sip before wrinkling his nose. ‘On second thoughts, I’ll get a decent cup on the way home.’


He wipes his mouth with a tissue and chucks it in the cup, before dropping it hard on the table. He turns on his heel and slithers toward his seat on the front pew.


‘Roll on his bloody funeral,’ Kiera grumbles, tossing the damp tissue in the bin as Rev McAlester starts the service.


I shush her down, but I can’t disagree.


Clive Baxendale’s dangerous.


Just like Stitchwell was.




Robocoppers


Priya, Al, Tanya


Friday 28 Oct


14.13


Priya


Jesus, this service is miserable.


And sooo dull [image: Snoring face emoji]


Al


It’s what Stitchwell would have wanted.


Tanya


Put your phones away, people are looking.


Priya


She says. On her phone.


Oooh – look [image: Eyes emoji]


Here’s Clive’s statement from my. . . contact.











	
STATEMENT OF WITNESS


CJ Act 1967, s.9; MC Act 1980, ss.5A(3)(a) and 5B; Criminal Procedure Rules 2005, Rule 27.1


Statement of  Clive Baxendale


Occupation  School Bursar


Age of witness (if over 18, enter ‘Over 18’) Over 18








	This statement is true to the best of my knowledge and belief and I make it knowing that, if it is tendered in evidence, I shall be liable to prosecution if I have wilfully stated in it anything which I know to be false, or do not believe to be true.







OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
HEADLINE





OEBPS/images/pg47.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg20.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Also by Maz Evans



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Contents



		Dedication



		The Flatford Gazette



		The Flatford Gazette



		Ben



		Clive



		Hattie



		Kiera



		Hattie



		Ben



		Clive



		Kiera



		Ben



		Hattie



		Clive



		Kiera



		The Flatford Gazette



		Clive



		Kiera



		Hattie



		Ben



		Kiera



		Hattie



		Ben



		Clive



		The Flatford Gazette



		Hattie



		Kiera



		Ben



		Hattie



		Kiera



		Ben



		Kiera



		Kiera



		The Flatford Gazette



		Acknowledgements



		Discover more from Maz Evans













		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading











OEBPS/images/pg14.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg36.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg13.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg35.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg12.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781035413287_FC.jpg
‘Zvans knens how Te make an unlitely plot ceem
enitirely believable

DAILY EXPRESS

That’li
Teach Her

One a’eaa!

Can The parents’ group chat
solve The crime?






OEBPS/images/pg18.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg17.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg39.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg15-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg15-1.jpg
© Y @





OEBPS/images/pg59-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg59-1.jpg





