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About the Book

In the charming Yorkshire seaside town of Scarborough, the stage is set for murder . . .

Helen Dexter has started a new chapter in her life as sole proprietor of the Seaview Hotel.

But things take a dramatic turn when an acting troupe book into the hotel to rehearse a play they hope will save a much-loved theatre from being closed down. Helen immediately picks up on tension between the actors, but there is worse to come when the charismatic leading lady is found dead.

With so much at stake, it’s clear the show must go on. Helen is roped into helping the troupe with their performance, giving her ample opportunity to discover who wanted their diva dead.

However, the murder is not the only thing on Helen’s mind. She’s receiving threatening phone calls, her car is vandalised – and she’s just learned of an impending visit from a hotel inspector which could change the fortunes of the Seaview Hotel.

With her trusty greyhound Suki by her side, Helen is determined to uncover the identity of the killer – even if it means she has to give the performance of her life.
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Praise for Murder at the Seaview Hotel!

‘I loved this warm, humorous and involving whodunnit with its host of engaging characters and atmospheric Scarborough setting’

Clare Chase

‘Just the heart-warming tonic readers need right now. Endearing characters, intriguing twists and one very cute canine’

Helen Cox

‘A delightful cosy mystery sprinkled with plenty of fun, laughter, hi-jinks, twists and turns and red herrings . . . Guaranteed to keep readers engrossed from beginning to end, Glenda Young’s Murder at the Seaview Hotel is an enjoyable mystery not to be missed’

Bookish Jottings

‘An engaging murder mystery . . . Glenda Young gives a superb sense of place to the novel’s heroine and her guest house. You get the strong sense that the author has pounded the streets of the Yorkshire seaside location to evoke its many breezy, atmospheric charms . . . If you are looking for an enjoyable read, warmly written where you care about amiable characters trying to disentangle a series of suspenseful mysteries, then Murder at the Seaview Hotel is certainly worth your attention’

The Recs

‘This cosy crime drama intersperses real-life Scarborough locations and mixes in just enough elements of believable and enthralling fiction to keep readers of any age suitably entertained. A complex mix of characters, easily readable chapters, with a couple of entertaining sub-plots . . . Here is a cosy crime saga set in a seaside town that has an unwitting crime duo at its heart . . . We recommend it’

VivaLaBooks
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Chapter 1

Helen Dexter, landlady of the Seaview Hotel in Scarborough, gazed from her lounge window. She took in the pretty view of the North Bay beach, where the sea sparkled under a blue sky. It was early September, and the day was warm with late-summer heat. She pushed her bobbed brown hair behind her ears.

‘Come on, you can’t sit gawping out of the window all day. You’ve got guests arriving this morning,’ she said out loud.

‘What’s that, love?’ a voice replied from the hallway. It was Jean, the Seaview’s award-winning cook. When Helen and her late husband Tom had bought the hotel, they’d inherited Jean as part of the fixtures and fittings. She was a no-nonsense Yorkshire woman in her early sixties, a dynamo of a woman with short blonde hair and oversized glasses. She was short and dumpy, but woe betide anyone who called her that as Jean described herself as cuddly.

‘I’m just talking to myself again,’ Helen called back. ‘Don’t they say that’s the first sign of madness?’

Jean bustled into the lounge, where Helen was sitting on the window seat. ‘It’s when you start answering yourself that you need to worry,’ she replied.

Helen swung around to face her. ‘I’ve been talking to myself a lot since Tom died, you know. I talk to Suki all the time, but she’s not much of a conversationalist.’

‘Well, that’s greyhounds for you,’ Jean smirked. ‘Anyway, you’ve always got me. Any time you want to chat, or need a shoulder to cry on, I’m here. And you can talk to Jimmy, too.’

Helen turned her head from Jean’s enquiring gaze and looked out of the window again. ‘Jimmy’s still away, working on the cruise ship with his troupe of Elvis impersonators.’

‘Yes, but he’s coming back next week, isn’t he? You must be looking forward to seeing him again and picking up where you left off. He’s a good man, Jimmy Brown; you seem well suited.’

Helen picked up a cushion, plumped it and placed it back down. She wasn’t ready to talk about Jimmy. He was the first man she’d had feelings for since her beloved Tom had passed away after thirty years of marriage. It felt like she was betraying Tom’s memory, and she was struggling with the emotions that raised. However, Jean wasn’t ready to let the subject drop.

‘I don’t understand why you didn’t join Jimmy on the cruise when he asked you. It would have done you the world of good to get away.’

‘How could I have left? I had the Seaview to run,’ Helen said, more sharply than intended. She smiled an apology at Jean. ‘You know how hard I’ve worked getting the place decorated and updated over the summer; there was no way I could have gone away. Anyway, I didn’t want to. I wanted to stay and cherish my memories of Tom.’

Jean held her hands up in surrender. ‘I’m just saying you could have done with some time out, that’s all. It’s been almost a year since Tom passed; it’s high time you were moving on. You could do a lot worse than getting to know Jimmy better.’

‘Sorry, Jean. I guess I’m feeling on edge this morning because of the new guests coming in,’ Helen replied, happy to change the subject. She’d deal with her feelings for Jimmy when she saw him again. Right now, she had too many other things on her mind. ‘They sound an odd bunch, this lot arriving today,’ she went on. ‘They’ve booked the whole place for a solid two weeks.’

‘An odd bunch? In what way?’

Helen laid her arm along the top of the window seat. Jean sat opposite, straightening beer mats on a tabletop and turning them right way up. Helen appreciated her attention to detail.

‘They’re a theatrical group. They’ve booked eight rooms, though only seven people are coming to stay. They said they need one room to keep props and costumes in.’

Jean’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. ‘You didn’t tell me they were actors.’

Helen shrugged. ‘I didn’t think you’d be interested. They’re rehearsing a play that’s going on at the Modernist Theatre on the seafront in two weeks’ time.’

‘Really? I’m sure I read in the Scarborough Times that the Modernist was in danger of closing down.’

‘Well, the play our guests are putting on is the last chance to save it, so there’s a lot riding on it. If the play’s a success, sells enough seats and the audience returns, my friend Taylor says it’ll be saved.’

‘How is Taylor? I haven’t seen him in ages,’ Jean said.

An image of Taylor Caffery, theatre manager, came to Helen’s mind. He was in his late forties, a jovial, rotund man with slicked-back black hair that Helen suspected was dyed. He liked to wear a grey pinstripe suit with two-tone brogues and styled his look on gangster films from the black-and-white era. He was a well-known, well-liked, flamboyant character about town who contributed to the arts page for the local newspaper, the Scarborough Times.

‘Is he still living on the Esplanade with his mangy old cat?’ Jean asked.

‘Mr Phipps? That poor cat must be on its last legs by now, but as far as I know, it’s still alive. Anyway, if the play’s a success, it means Taylor will have enough money to carry out repairs and keep the Modernist open for another season. That will give him time to apply for grants to pay for repairs to keep it going long-term.’

‘And if the play fails?’

‘Then the theatre closes down. Poor Taylor will be out of work and the Modernist faces the bulldozers. He told me he’s already been approached by a chain hotel who’re after the land, as it’s such a prime spot on the seafront. Actually, he was the one who recommended the Seaview to the cast; that’s why they’re staying here. They were supposed to go into theatre digs, but there’s a problem with mice in the kitchen and they’ve had to close until it’s sorted. All being well, the actors will move there two weeks today, on the morning the play opens.’

‘Mice in the kitchen?’ Jean wrinkled her nose in disgust.

‘Anyway,’ Helen carried on, ‘they can’t rehearse at the Modernist until the leaking roof’s fixed, and that’s why they’re rehearsing here.’

‘Here in the lounge?’ Jean frowned, looking around.

‘And the dining room and hall; I expect they’ll use as much free space as they can. When the booking came in, it was a posh woman who made it, said she was personal assistant to Mr Richard Dawley, Esquire. I mean, who calls themselves Esquire these days? She referred to the actors as “creative artistes” and warned they could be temperamental. Creative types might have fragile egos, I guess.’

‘And only seven are coming, you say?’

‘Yes, only seven breakfasts for you to cook for the next two weeks, so your workload should be nice and light.’ Helen bit her lip, remembering something else she had to tell Jean. ‘Oh, but there’s something you should know . . .’ She paused before delivering the news she knew Jean wouldn’t like. ‘One of them is vegan.’

‘Vegan?’ Jean sucked air through her teeth. In all the years she’d worked at the Seaview, her full English breakfasts were consistently highly praised in reviews. They were renowned for their quality and quantity, and had even won the hotel an award for best breakfast on the Yorkshire coast. Jean took her work seriously. The range of items she cooked was limited, admittedly, but they were always cooked very well. Helen had recently, and very gently, encouraged her to add porridge and grilled kippers to her repertoire. After an initial resistance, Jean was now adept at cooking both, although she still swore under her breath when kippers were requested. However, there was something far worse for her to contend with than kippers. What she couldn’t understand were guests who didn’t eat meat. She’d been raised on meat and two veg, and if it was good enough for her, why wasn’t it good enough for the Seaview’s guests?

She took a deep breath, laid her hands on the table and gave Helen’s breakfast bombshell some thought.

‘Vegan, eh? Well, I’m sure I could give them an extra slice of toast with beans and eggs.’

‘No eggs,’ Helen said quickly.

Jean looked like she’d been slapped. ‘No eggs?’

Helen shook her head. ‘Vegans don’t eat meat, eggs or any dairy products.’

‘Then what on earth will I give them?’ Jean cried.

‘There’s a box of vegan sausages in the freezer; you can grill a couple of those with beans and toast.’

Jean blanched. ‘Vegan sausages? They’re an abomination, that’s what they are.’

‘And that’s not all,’ Helen continued. ‘Another of the guests is on a special low-fat diet. I’ve bought plenty of soy milk and skimmed milk, plus yoghurts, low fat.’

Jean threw her hands in the air in desperation. ‘Low fat? Why does anyone want low-fat food when they’re on holiday? They’re here to enjoy themselves.’

‘This lot will be working, Jean, they’re not coming on holiday. Besides, we’ve always made a point of catering to guests’ special requests. It’s part of our requirements as a three-star hotel. And when we get our four stars, it’ll be even more important.’

‘Don’t count your chickens before they hatch, love,’ Jean said sagely. ‘I wouldn’t want you to be disappointed.’

Helen furrowed her brow. ‘What makes you think we won’t get upgraded? I’ve followed the rules for accreditation to the letter. In fact, I almost went cross-eyed double-checking them. All we need now is for the hotel inspector to pay us a visit and give us their official report. I might even be able to start charging more for the rooms when . . .’

‘If,’ Jean chipped in.

‘. . . when we get the extra star.’

Jean slapped her hand against her forehead. ‘Oh, now you’ve mentioned the inspector, I’ve got something to tell you.’

‘What is it?’

‘You know my friend Gloria, who cleans at the Royal Hotel? Well, she heard on the grapevine that the inspectors have started doing their rounds on the coast. Apparently, the one who inspected the Royal was a woman called Jane Jones, who booked in for one night to give the place a once-over before she completed her report.’

Helen was shocked to hear this. ‘Gloria told you the inspector’s name? But they’re supposed to be anonymous.’

‘There’s not much gets past hoteliers around here, you should know that by now,’ Jean said. ‘When there’s news as big as an inspector at large, you can bet that word passes on.’

Helen thought about this for a moment. ‘Miriam next door at the Vista del Mar usually lets me know about such things. You know what she’s like, always up on the latest hoteliers’ gossip, but she’s never said a word about this. Are you sure Gloria got it right?’

Before Jean could reply, Helen’s phone rang.

‘Oh, the number’s withheld,’ she said, before swiping the screen and announcing herself. However, there was no reply. ‘Hello?’ she repeated. ‘Seaview Hotel? Can I help you?’

There was a beat of dead air before a woman’s voice broke the silence. ‘Stay away from him.’ The line went dead.

Helen glared at the phone, an uneasy feeling settling in the pit of her stomach.

‘Who was it?’ Jean asked.

She was about to reply when her attention was caught by a white minibus pulling up outside. Along the middle of the bus the two masks of tragedy and comedy were painted, with the words Dawley’s Theatre Group.

‘Jean, they’re here,’ she said.

Jean bustled out of the room. ‘Then I’ll go downstairs to put the kettle on for our coffee while you check them in.’

Helen stood, watching the minibus doors open and those inside tumble out. She counted only six people, not seven as Taylor had promised: four women and two men. Two of the women looked around Jean’s age, ladies of a certain vintage who carried themselves with grace and style. They were both smartly dressed, one clad head to toe in black – a long leather coat, well-cut trousers and boots – the other wearing a three-quarter white coat with a pale blue pashmina thrown over her shoulder. The pair walked across the road to take in the stunning view of the beach, but Helen noticed they kept well apart.

The rest of the group appeared to be much younger. The man who’d been driving stood on the pavement stretching his arms and back. He was tall and lean, with dark hair. Good-looking too, Helen noticed, with a dark beard and moustache. The second man, younger than the driver, was tall and skinny, dressed in an unflattering beige anorak, and seemed unsure what to do. He hovered by the minibus as the two younger women – one wearing a red cap over short brown hair, the other with long blonde hair – both pulled their phones from their handbags. Helen glanced at her own phone, wondering who had called, before quickly dismissing it as a wrong number.

The Seaview’s doorbell rang and she stood, pushed her shoulders back and made her way to the hallway. She quickly checked her reflection in the mirror on the wall.

‘Not looking bad, Mrs Dexter,’ she said out loud, slipping her phone into her jeans pocket. She put a welcoming smile on her face and pulled the door open to greet her theatrical guests.


OEBPS/Images/author.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
GLENDA YOUNG

Curtain Cdll
at the »

“Seaview

“Atolon Deder
Cosy Crime Mystery





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
GLENDA YOUNG
Curtain Cadll
at the
Seaview
Hotel





