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  This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available
  out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.


  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are obsessed with the
  forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.


  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing
  means that we are now able bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for decades.


  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid twentieth-century America and
  their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all.
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  Prologue


  JONATHAN COOL TO STAR IN NEW T.V. SERIES


  JONATHAN COOL IN MILLION DOLLAR T.V. DEAL


  BRITAINS MUMS HOT ON COOL


  These and similar headlines appeared in the popular press during the last weeks of October, proving once more that Jonathan Cool was big news, as, indeed, he had been for the
  past twelve months.


  He might not be the first lead singer of a pop group to turn serious actor, but no other had succeeded in projecting an image that had such an appeal for the nation at large. Girls mobbed him
  whenever they had the opportunity and their mothers had recently voted him a favourite son, or an even more favourite son-in-law. At twenty-four he neither smoked nor drank and his photograph
  radiated a fresh and youthful friendliness. The sceptics averred that nobody could possess so many virtues without being an insufferable prig and yet those who knew him said it wasnt so. He
  was, they insisted, a genuinely wholesome and charming young man, his head unturned by all the adulation and by a bank account that visibly swelled even while his bank manager warmed his hands over
  it.


  Naturally enough his private life constantly came under a microscope, but he managed to conduct it with extreme discretion, and the fact remained that none of the girls with whom his name had
  ever been linked had yet been lured into telling a story that would have boosted a newspapers sales by a single copy.


  For the past twelve months he had been riding the crest of a cream-topped wave and, with a business manager as determined and astute as Paula Lang, seemed destined to remain there, if not
  indefinitely, at least for the foreseeable future.


  It was Paula who had insisted he should change his name. The family name was Coolie, which, she said briskly, conjured up a picture of peasants in lampshade hats. He could never become a star
  with a name like that. Thus he had shaved off the final two letters and become Cool.


  It had also been Paula who had persuaded a popular newspaper to organise the poll which had resulted in the headline that Britains mums were hot on Cool. A considerable
  percentage of the over-forties polled had, in fact, said that they wouldnt mind swapping their own husbands for him, but the paper concerned (ours is a family readership) had
  thought it wiser to omit this tantalising statistic.


  It was shortly after these headlines had appeared in the press that Jonathan drove down to Worthing in his Lotus to see his current girlfriend, Cheryl Peterson. Cheryl was eighteen, an only
  child and completely infatuated with him. She had now known him for three months, having first met him at a party in London to which she had been invited by her cousin who was a production
  secretary on the television series Jonathan was then making.


  The point had been reached when her mother, Joan, and her father, Stan, who was a clerk in a local solicitors office, felt they could even hear distant wedding bells, with all the
  dreamlike prospect of reflected fame and fortune that implied.


  Cheryl home yet? Stan called out as he arrived home shortly after half-past five that Friday evening.


  Shes upstairs getting ready, his wife replied from the kitchen.


  What times Jonathan coming?


  Hes picking her up at seven.


  Shell bring him in for a drink of course.


  I dont know what their plans are.


  Stan frowned. Ill tell her to, he said firmly. Cant have him driving all this way and not coming in.


  Dont make a thing of it, Stan! If he doesnt want to come in, dont make a fuss. I have the feeling that our Cheryls a bit on edge.


  You think he may be going to propose to her this evening? he asked with sudden eagerness.


  Ive no idea.


  He ought to speak to me first. After all I am her father and there is a proper way of doing these things, even in this day and age. Even in this day and age was one of his
  favourite expressions.


  Though his wife was just as excited as he was at the possibility of Cheryl becoming Mrs Cool, she was more restrained in voicing her hopes and feelings. Cheryl herself said little (she had never
  confided much in her parents), but with Jonathan calling her on the phone every day and making frequent visits to Worthing, she couldnt fail to have her hopes about marriage.


  Occasionally she had visited him at his flat off Baker Street, but on the whole he preferred to meet her on neutral ground as reporters were liable to hang around the block where he lived and
  pounce on his visitors. Soon, he told Cheryl, he would be buying a place with greater privacy and things would be different. What had most impressed her about his present flat, she had told her
  mother, had been its extreme tidiness. The coffee jar always had its lid on, and the various tubes and bottles in the bathroom stood in perfect array. These two details had particularly impressed
  her.


  On the occasions he came down to Worthing they would invariably go to a club at nearby Goring which was run by an ex-member of his old group. Here he was guaranteed discretion, which almost
  amounted to anonymity. Moreover, Micky, the owner, would make a room upstairs available, so that he and Cheryl could be together without fear of interruption or intrusion.


  Youre looking as pretty as a picture, Joan Peterson said when her daughter appeared in the kitchen doorway. Is that the dress Jonathan gave you? she asked,
  knowing perfectly well that it was.


  It must have cost him a few quid, her father remarked, coming up behind. Got one of those fancy French labels, has it?


  Dior, Cheryl said.


  Its really lovely, her mother purred.


  And the perfume, her father said with a noisy sniff, is that French too?


  Chanel.


  One of the best, he said with an approving nod. Turning to his wife, he went on, Tell you what, why dont we get Jonathan down for Sunday dinner next weekend? What do
  you say Cheryl?


  Hell be away, she said in a subdued voice.


  Away? Wheres he going? her father enquired with the note of belligerence that was never far below the surface.


  Hes flying to Hollywood next Wednesday to discuss a film.


  How long for?


  About a week. Hes stopping off in New York on his way back.


  Calling you every day from therell put his phone bill up, Stan said heartily. Then, giving his wife a meaningful glance, he added, He ought to take you along
  too.


  Dont be silly, dad!


  I dont know whats silly about it.


  I know what you and mum are thinking, but give it a rest.


  Give what a rest? her father said indignantly.


  You know what I mean. Dont try and rush us. Maybe. . . She bit the sentence off as though wishing she had never begun it.


  Maybe what? her father asked eagerly.


  She gave an impatient shrug, leaving her parents to pursue their own thoughts.


  It was about an hour later when they were in the front room with the television on that they heard a car pull up outside. Stan immediately sprang to his feet, followed by his daughter.


  Its O.K., dad, she said, were going straight off.


  Arent you going to ask him in? he enquired militantly.


  Well be late, Cheryl said breathlessly. Dont wait up for me, Ill see you in the morning.


  Late for what? her father demanded as she pushed past him into the hall.


  But she had had enough of this delaying dialogue, and made a dash for the front door.


  Night, mum! Night, dad, she called out as she slammed it behind her.


  Whats she up to? Stan grumbled as he returned to the living-room. Is she suddenly ashamed of us, not asking him in?


  Of course she isnt.


  Well, why didnt she ask him in then? Weve always treated him as one of the family.


  Come and sit down and stop fussing.


  I just hope hell remember that he needs my permission to marry our Cheryl, he said huffily. There are certain proprieties to be observed even in this day and
  age.


  His wife said nothing. Frankly she couldnt care less whether the so-called proprieties were observed or not. She would even forgo the glamour of a slap-up wedding provided Jonathan became
  her son-in-law. Her feminine instinct told her that tonight was the night he was going to pop the question. She felt he would wish to have it settled before he went off to America and she wondered
  how soon it would be before the nation was made aware that Jonathan Cool had chosen a bride. She realised that she must be prepared for a tumultuous invasion of their privacy which would inevitably
  follow the announcement. She imagined it would be similar to what Princess Di had gone through before her marriage.


  In the event, however, it was not Jonathan Cools forthcoming wedding that made the news the next day, but his violent death the previous evening.


  


  Chapter One


  Mr Jamesons, as it was popularly known, (or Mr Jamesons School of the English Language, to grace it with its full name) had recently celebrated its
  fiftieth anniversary and was regarded as one of the towns institutions. Its founder and sole proprietor, Horace Chadwick Jameson, was still going strong at eighty and was still the
  schools vital force.


  During the whole of its existence it had been situated in a double-fronted early Victorian villa in Swift Road, which lay about half a mile back from Worthings sea front in a residential
  area.


  Mr Jameson was a character with a large C. He was tall and thin and had a mane of white hair and a walrus moustache. His complexion was pickled brown, which accentuated the blueness of his eyes.
  When on duty he always dressed the same, black jacket and waistcoat and a pair of striped trousers. He possessed several such outfits and all were now of equal shabbiness. He wore a stiff winged
  collar and a black tie which provided the background for a large pearl pin. On his feet were old-fashioned black boots with thick crpe soles. Almost as old as himself was the bicycle which
  he would ride down to the sea front most days for an early morning dip.


  His students were all foreigners, mostly in their twenties, and the courses they attended were of varying duration. Ornately inscribed diplomas were awarded to those who passed their final
  exams. Those who failed went away with a mere certificate of attendance signed by the school secretary, whereas all diplomas bore Mr Jamesons own elaborate signature.


  Apart from Mr Jameson, the teaching staff consisted of Peter Atkins, Cecily Young and Eileen Tiplady. Miss Young and Miss Tiplady were ladies in their fifties who lived with
  widowed mothers. Peter Atkins was only in his mid-forties and had been on the staff less time than the others. He had, however, married Mr Jamesons secretary, Sarah, and they had a daughter,
  Nicole, aged two, who was the joy of their life. Sarah, who was twelve years younger than her husband, still worked part-time at the school and did a lot of the secretarial work from home.


  Mr Jamesons zest for living was demonstrated by the number of parties he gave. There was a party at the beginning of every term and another at the end; there were parties at Christmas and
  Easter, mid-summer parties and, of course, a party on his birthday, which fell at the end of October.


  The composition of each party was virtually the same, only the students supplying fresh faces. Usually three or four (six at the most) would be asked, selected by Mr Jameson for their passable
  English and presentable manners. The guests were otherwise made up of staff and a hard core of locals. Mr and Mrs Morgan who ran a small hotel in the same road always attended, as did Major
  Bloomfield, their oldest permanent resident, who was the same age as Mr Jameson. Mr and Mrs Gatling, who lived opposite the school, never missed; nor did old Mrs Christian, a wealthy widow with a
  living-in staff.


  Conviviality was the keynote of all Mr Jamesons parties. Everyone contributed his quota of life and soul to the proceedings, fortified by Mr Jamesons home-brewed punch. Served hot
  in winter and ice-cold in summer, its recipe was Mr Jamesons own closely guarded secret, chiefly because he never clearly remembered from one occasion to the next exactly what he put into
  it. The basis was cheap red wine, thereafter its preparation was something like a mystery tour.


  Ill be along about five oclock, Sarah said to her husband as he prepared to leave the house and catch a bus to work that morning. She let out a sigh. I still
  havent got Jamie a birthday present. Ill have to think of something.


  A new pair of bicycle-clips, perhaps, her husband remarked gravely.


  Sarah laughed. Its an idea. I mean, I might get him something for his bicycle.


  Peter shook his head in a bemused fashion. Surely she had realised his suggestion was intended as a joke.


  Dont look so solemn, darling! Sarah said, giving him a parting kiss.


  I hope you and Nicole have a happy day, he said in the tone that always melted her.


  Sarah returned to the breakfast alcove to find Nicole gazing out of the window with a faraway look. There were times when her expressions mirrored those of her father so uncannily that Sarah
  would find herself holding her breath for fear of breaking a spell. Although Nicole could be as lively and talkative as most two-year-olds, she could also assume the same thoughtfully grave air
  that was so much Peters.


  As she stood quietly observing her daughter, her mind went back three-and-a-half years to the day when Peter had arrived at the school for interview. She remembered showing him into Mr
  Jamesons study and crossing her fingers that he would make a good impression. She felt he was just what the school needed, though a deeper analysis of her feelings might have disclosed a
  more personal motive.


  I think Ill give Mr Atkins a try, Mr Jameson had said to her afterwards.


  You liked him then? Sarah had said a trifle breathlessly.


  Mr Jameson had shot her a faintly quizzical look before replying, I liked the clarity of his diction.


  Three months after Peter joined the staff, he and Sarah became engaged. Three months later they were married, an occasion which provided an admirable excuse for an additional Mr Jameson party.
  Nicole was born on the first anniversary of their wedding day.


  Nicole suddenly turned her head and gave her mother a ravishing smile.


  Potty, she said, bringing Sarah back from her bout of nostalgia.


  Later in the morning they went out and Sarah bought Mr Jameson a silver paper-knife from the funny little shop that was the source of many of her presents. It would look
  elegant on his desk, even if he never used it. Certainly more expensive, though probably less practical than a pair of bicycle clips, she reflected on their way home.


  At half-past four the baby-sitter arrived and fifteen minutes later Sarah set off in the car, with the paper-knife gift-wrapped on the seat beside her.


  Well be back by half ten, Rosemary, she said as she prepared to leave. The party wont last that long, but I have to help with the clearing up.


  Dont worry about me, Ill be all right, Rosemary said reassuringly, holding Nicole in her arms.


  She was the seventeen-year-old daughter of a neighbour, who was their regular baby-sitter. Nicole adored her and once she had been put to bed, Rosemary would settle down to her A-level studies.
  She always came armed with a pile of books.


  Though the party was not scheduled to start till six, Sarah knew she would be expected to add any finishing touches to the preparations before the guests arrived. Mr Jameson would have shut
  himself away in the pantry and would be concocting his punch with all the absorption of an ancient alchemist.


  The guests would arrive more or less together on the stroke of six and would stay until the end at half-past eight when they would sally forth en masse. It was a familiar and accepted pattern.
  On this particular occasion everyone would bring Mr Jameson a birthday present which he would open with great ceremony and relish while his guests watched and offered suitably appraising
  comments.


  It was halfway through the party that Sarah glanced across the room to where her husband was deep in conversation with old Mrs Christian. At least, he was standing with a grave, attentive
  expression while she did the talking.


  Shed carry him off to her lair if she could, Sarah reflected with faint amusement and a sudden unexpected twinge of jealousy. Shes boring Peter to tears and hell drink more
  than he should. Then she gave a small shrug. What did it matter! She would do the driving home anyway. Nevertheless she didnt like him drinking too much on these
  occasions, even if the only visible effect was a certain moroseness.


  A splendid party, I thought, Mr Jameson said contentedly as he waved the last guest into the night.


  All your parties are, Sarah observed loyally.


  Wheres your husband got to? he enquired, looking around.


  Ive put him to work in the kitchen.


  Good chap! Will it take long to clear up? He had a way of putting the question with childlike innocence.


  No. Why dont you go and sit down and well soon have everything straight.


  If youre sure I cant help. . . he murmured as he ambled off in the direction of his study. Come and say good night before you go. Dont be afraid to wake
  me up if I happen to have dropped off, he added with a yawn.


  An hour later when they were ready to leave, Sarah opened the study door and peered in.


  He looks as peaceful as Nicole when shes asleep, she whispered to Peter. In a slightly raised voice she said, Were going, Jamie.


  Drive carefully, my dear, he said in a fuzzy tone without opening his eyes. Im not really asleep. Just resting my eyes.


  Thank goodness we havent far to drive, Sarah remarked as she took Peters arm on the pavement outside. The cars just round the corner.


  A sea mist had blown in and everywhere was unnaturally silent.


  Well soon be home, Sarah said reassuringly as they reached the car. Peter was inclined to be a nervous passenger in any weather that was less than perfect and she could feel
  his tension. Ive driven in much worse than this and I know the way backwards.


  The mist proved to be variable with visibilty up to a hundred yards and more in some places, but much less in others.


  It was just after they had entered one particularly dense patch that it all happened.


  Peter suddenly let out an inarticulate shout at the same moment as there was a chilling thud and a sound of heavy scraping. Sarah braked immediately and gave her husband a
  horrified glance.


  I think you have knocked somebody down, he said in an expressionless voice.


  Oh, my God! Lets pray theyre not badly hurt, Sarah exclaimed in anguish.


  As if to answer her invocation, a girls face rose up like an apparition in front of the windscreen.


  Youve killed him, she screamed. Youve killed him!
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