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THE EXPERT

A Sixties Mystery

BERNARD KNIGHT

A classic murder mystery by acclaimed crime writer Bernard Knight, set in the 1970s and featuring pathologist John Hardy as he investigates deaths using the latest scientific crime-fighting techniques available. When a series of women are found murdered, leaving police baffled, it's up to local expert Hardy to crack the case … but the odds are against him.

The Expert was previously made into an acclaimed TV series and draws on Knight's extensive experience in pathology.


Author’s note

The Sixties Mysteries is a series of reissues of my early crime stories, the first of which was originally published in 1963. Looking back now, it is evident how criminal investigation has changed over the last half-century. Though basic police procedure is broadly the same, in these pages you will find no Crime Scene Managers or Crown Prosecution Service, no DNA, CSI, PACE, nor any of the other acronyms beloved of modern novels and television. These were the days when detectives still wore belted raincoats and trilby hats. There was no Health and Safety to plague us and the police smoked and drank tea alongside the post-mortem table!

Modern juries are now more interested in the reports of the forensic laboratory than in the diligent labours of the humble detective, though it is still the latter that solves most serious crimes. This is not to by any means belittle the enormous advances made in forensic science in recent years, but to serve as a reminder that the old murder teams did a pretty good job based simply on experience and dogged investigation.
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PROLOGUE

The blonde was slightly drunk. She giggled and swayed a little as the man put an arm around her shoulders. They left the car and went inside.

She still clutched the few fivers that he had pressed on her during the ride.

‘I’m not that sort of girl,’ she had said, but she gave a silly little laugh and made no move to hand them back.

‘Buy yourself some new undies,’ he said. ‘You’ll probably need them by the time I’ve finished with you.’

He whispered something in her ear as they jostled up the stairs. She sniggered and bumped him playfully with her shoulder.

In the bedroom, he pulled off her coat and threw it carelessly at a chair. It missed and fell to the floor.

Grabbing her roughly, he pushed her back on to the bed and dropped heavily on top of her, kissing her greedily.

‘Hey, mister, don’t eat me!’

She had stopped giggling now.

Still holding her tightly, he put his mouth to her ear. ‘I’ve been nice to you. Are you going to be nice to me?’

She tried to focus her eyes close enough to see his face. The first doubts about him began to filter into her fuddled mind.

He kissed her again, savagely. With his lips back at her ear, he whispered something again.

Immediately she tried to struggle back to a sitting position.

‘No damn fear, I won’t,’ she said thickly. ‘Let go of me, you bloody nutter!’

He kissed her even more violently this time, pushing her head down against the bedcover.

‘Come on, don’t play pure and simple with me. You’ve been around, girlie!’

She started to yell, but he clapped a hand across her face. With the other hand he reached out to grope in the drawer of the bedside table.
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