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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 to 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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  Chapter One




  ‘Gotcha!’




  It may not have been the recognised formula for making an arrest, but it was effective, especially when uttered without warning and accompanied by a hug of which any bear could have been

  proud.




  The victim gave one futile wriggle before his arm was twisted fiercely behind his back, abruptly cutting off any thought of escape.




  ‘Gotcha!’ P.C. Paynter said again, in a satisfied tone. He was a strapping young man who never needed a second invitation to demonstrate his physical prowess. Indeed, if truth be

  known, he felt cheated if deprived of an excuse for doing so when arresting somebody he regarded as fair game.




  While this was going on, his colleague, P.C. Hexham, was faring less well. The second youth had given him a painful jab in the stomach with his elbow and taken to his heels almost before Hexham

  knew what was happening. With a good ten seconds start and a greater turn of speed than his pursuer, he was never in any danger of being caught.




  P.C. Hexham returned out of breath and frustrated to where P.C. Paynter was standing with his prisoner in the shadow of a car.




  ‘Got away, did he?’ Paynter asked in a tone which barely concealed his contempt.




  ‘’Fraid so. He had too much of a start on me.’




  ‘Search this one while I hold him,’ Paynter ordered. He was the senior of the two by six months and liked to show who was in charge.




  P.C. Hexham removed a wallet from a hip pocket of the arrested youth’s jeans and some loose change from another pocket which he placed on the roof of the car beside which they were

  standing. A quick examination of the wallet revealed a driving licence, a snapshot of a girl in a bikini and £8 in notes.




  ‘Take his keys,’ Paynter said, nodding at a bunch which hung from a metal ring on the youth’s belt.




  ‘That seems to be the lot,’ Hexham remarked in a faintly worried tone.




  ‘It is,’ the youth said angrily, speaking for the first time. ‘So now you can let me go.’




  ‘The only place you’re going, boyo, is the station,’ Paynter retorted, giving the arm he was holding a further twist for good measure. ‘What’s your name?’




  ‘It’s on my driving licence,’ the youth said with a note of truculence, at the same time grimacing with pain.




  ‘I’m asking you. What’s your name?’




  ‘You’re breaking my arm.’




  ‘Your name?’




  ‘Arne. Francis Arne.’




  ‘That’s the name on the licence,’ Hexham broke in quickly, as if hoping to defuse an embarrassing situation.




  ‘Where do you live?’




  ‘I haven’t an address of my own.’




  ‘Where’d you spend last night?’




  ‘At a friend’s flat in Hammersmith.’




  ‘And the night before?’




  ‘I’ve been there two or three weeks.’




  ‘What’s the name of your pal who buggered off?’




  ‘I don’t know his name. Anyway he’s not a pal.’




  ‘No? So what were you up to together?’




  ‘We weren’t up to anything. I’d never seen him before in my life.’




  ‘You’d better think up something better than that.’




  ‘It’s the truth. What’s more, if you don’t let me go, I’ll sue you for false arrest and assault.’




  ‘You’ve a nerve! I don’t take that sort of talk from little runts like you.’




  ‘Let’s get him back to the station,’ Hexham broke in anxiously. Not for the first time in his short career, he cursed having been paired with Terry Paynter. The job was fraught

  with enough without having to go along with his roughshod tactics.




  On the way to their car which was parked round a corner, P.C. Paynter gazed thoughtfully at the bunch of keys taken from their prisoner and which he now held in his hand.




  ‘I reckon some of these would open a few car doors,’ he observed in a ruminative tone.




  





  Chapter Two




  Rosa Epton had just poured herself a second cup of tea when the telephone rang. At that hour in the morning (she had been up only half an hour) it usually meant her partner,

  Robin Snaith, on the line.




  They were the sole partners of Snaith and Epton and were careful to keep one another in touch with their daily movements, if necessary leaving messages with Stephanie who was the office Girl

  Friday.




  Rosa lifted the receiver on the kitchen extension.




  ‘Is that Rosa Epton?’ a voice asked urgently before she had time to speak. Though not Robin’s, it was vaguely familiar.




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘This is Philip Arne. We’ve met once or twice and you came to a party when I moved into my flat.’




  He was speaking in a gabble and Rosa broke in. ‘Of course I remember you and the party.’




  And, indeed, she did. She had first met Philip Arne in court. He was some sort of social worker and had had a professional interest in one of her clients, a Pakistani as she now recalled,

  charged with possession of marijuana. They had got on rather well and he had invited her to a party at his flat off Clapham Common, of which her chief memory was a sea of Asian faces and some

  extremely hotly-spiced snacks which had brought tears to the eyes.




  ‘Oh that’s a relief, because I certainly remember you very well,’ he exclaimed. With a quick nervous laugh he went on, ‘I apologise for calling you so early and at home

  but it’s about my brother who’s got into trouble. He’s been arrested and is coming up in court this morning. Can you possibly go along and represent him? I’d be tremendously

  grateful if you could.’




  ‘What’s he been charged with?’




  ‘Under the hoary old sus law. They say he was tampering with parked cars, which is crazy for a start. Incidentally, I thought that law had been finally repealed.’




  ‘It’s about to be, but it’ll be replaced by something not dissimilar. Which court is he appearing in?’




  ‘Shepherd’s Bush Magistrates’ Court. That’s not too far from where you live, is it?’ he added hopefully.




  ‘Not very.’




  ‘I remember your telling me you had a flat in Campden Hill.’




  ‘I still live there.’




  ‘So can you go along . . ?’ There was a distinct note of desperation in his voice.




  ‘All right. I don’t suppose the case’ll be disposed of today. Indeed, if your brother’s denying the charge, I’ll have to ask for a remand.’




  ‘He denies it completely. He was very agitated when he phoned me and said the whole thing was a frame-up. He’d been hauled off to the police station and despite his protests not been

  allowed to get in touch with me for several hours. But you’re probably familiar with that scenario . . .’




  Rosa was, but refrained from comment. Instead she said, ‘How old is your brother?’




  ‘Nineteen. Twenty next month. There’s eight years between us. By the way, his name is Francis.’




  ‘Where does he live?’




  ‘At the moment he’s in a flat at Hammersmith. There are several others living there and a good deal of coming and going. You know what the young are like.’




  ‘Does he have a job?’




  ‘He’s been drifting from one casual employment to the next. Like so many kids of his age, he’s found it hard to settle down since leaving school.’ He paused. ‘But

  don’t think the worse of him for that, Rosa! I’m very fond of him.’




  ‘Will you be coming to court yourself, Philip?’ she asked.




  ‘Should I? I’ve got a fairly busy morning ahead of me.’




  ‘If he’s granted bail, which is a reasonable certainty, the police may ask for a surety. I imagine you’d be willing to stand?’




  ‘Of course. I’d better try and re-arrange a couple of my appointments. Will it matter if I don’t turn up till the end of the morning?’




  ‘No, though he mayn’t be released until you do appear.’




  With a slight catch in his voice, he said, ‘I can’t tell you how grateful I am, Rosa. I was sure I could rely on you. I’ve always been the big brother to Francis and he’s

  always turned to me when he’s been in trouble.’




  Did this mean previous trouble with the police, Rosa wondered? But that was something she’d find out soon enough.




  ‘If I don’t see you in court,’ he went on, ‘I’ll call you at home this evening. I’ll be anxious to hear what you think of the case and how you rate his

  chances.’




  Though she had not seen Philip Arne for about three or four months, his face had been clearly in her mind’s eye while they talked. He was near enough her own age and she had found him

  attractive, but after his party their professional paths had not crossed again and her half-expectation that he might invite her out had not been fulfilled. If he had done so, she would readily

  have accepted. On the other hand she hadn’t brooded unduly over his failure to further their social relationship.




  Shepherd’s Bush Magistrates’ Court was one in which she appeared regularly and where she had particular ties with its officials.




  ‘Wasn’t expecting to see you here this morning, Miss Epton,’ the jailer greeted her.




  ‘Up to a couple of hours ago, I wasn’t expecting to be here,’ Rosa replied with a smile. ‘I believe you have someone called Francis Arne locked away in your

  dungeon.’




  ‘Dungeon, indeed! We have the best cell accommodation in the whole of the M.P.D. We have old lags trying to make winter bookings because they find it so cosy here.’ He glanced down

  at the list of overnight charges which was clipped to a millboard in his hand. ‘P.C. Paynter’s the officer. I suppose you’ll be asking for a remand?’




  ‘I’ve yet to take my client’s instructions, but I don’t imagine he’ll want to plead guilty.’




  ‘You could try and persuade him . . .’




  Rosa grinned. ‘It must be wonderful having such an optimistic nature. Incidentally, who’s sitting today?’




  ‘Mr Lipstead. You’re his favourite amongst favourites. He drools every time you walk into court.’




  ‘What nonsense!’ Rosa said with an embarrassed laugh. She was not, however, unaware of the magistrate’s tendency to bend over backwards to meet her wishes. It was a situation

  she had found embarrassing on a number of occasions. His readiness to accede to her every application placed an unfair burden on her not to take advantage of his pliancy.




  ‘I suppose you want to see your client?’ the jailer said genially.




  ‘Please.’




  ‘Know him?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘I wish you luck with him.’ Rosa raised a quizzical eyebrow and the jailer added, ‘Arrogant-looking little so and so.’




  Which was near enough Rosa’s own impression when she was shown into his cell. He glanced up from the bench on which he was sitting, but apparently decided not to stir himself.




  ‘My name’s Rosa Epton. I’m a solicitor and a friend of your brother. He phoned me this morning and asked me to represent you.’




  ‘Oh,’ he said uncertainly, as he lifted his backside a token few inches off the bench in what Rosa took to be a gesture of acknowledgement. ‘Did Philip tell you I’d been

  framed? It’s crazy to suggest I was trying car doors.’ In a tone of considerable bitterness, he added, ‘They were obviously out to grab anyone they saw merely to bolster their

  statistics.’




  ‘What were you actually doing when they arrested you?’ Rosa asked.




  ‘I was just taking a look at this old car. It was a vintage Rolls and I crossed the road to have a closer look at it.’




  ‘Where was this?’




  ‘In Kenpark Square.’




  ‘Did you examine the other cars?’




  ‘Definitely not.’




  ‘Sure about that?’




  ‘Of course I’m sure.’




  ‘Could the police have thought you were going from car to car?’




  ‘No way.’




  ‘Did you touch the Rolls? Try its doors or anything like that?’




  ‘No. The only time I touched it was when that bastard Paynter shoved me against it. He almost broke my arm. I want him charged with assault.’




  ‘Were you examined by a doctor at the police station?’




  He shook his head moodily. ‘They wouldn’t let me get in touch with anyone. They just tried to bully me into saying I’d plead guilty.’




  ‘Who’s they?’




  ‘Mostly Paynter. There was a sergeant around for part of the time and there was this other constable who was with Paynter, but he wasn’t too bad. If you ask me, he was embarrassed by

  Paynter’s bullying behaviour.’




  ‘What was the other officer’s name?’




  ‘I think it was Hexham. Something like that, anyway.’




  Rosa nodded slowly. ‘I think that’s about all I need to know for the moment. It’s obvious the case won’t proceed today, so it’s a question of getting you bail which

  shouldn’t be difficult. Later you can come along to my office and I’ll take a detailed proof of your evidence.’




  He gave her a morose look. ‘I’m afraid I haven’t got any money.’




  ‘I’ll apply for legal aid.’




  ‘Good, it’s time I got something out of the taxpayer.’ The observation was accompanied by a sour little smile which Rosa had pointedly ignored.




  It was clear to her that in the distribution of charm between the two brothers, Philip had scooped the jackpot. Francis had the air of a spoilt, dissatisfied child. He was of slight physique,

  had naturally curly hair and a mouth that turned down at the corners. His eyes gave him a permanently hostile expression. And yet overall he was a good-looking boy, even unshaven after a night in a

  police cell.




  He has the slightly depraved air of a fallen cherub, Rosa decided as she covertly studied him.




  As she returned through the jailer’s office on her way to court, a burly young P.C. stepped from a throng of waiting officers.




  ‘I’m P.C. Paynter,’ he said in a faintly truculent tone. ‘I believe you’re defending Arne?’




  ‘That’s right. I’ll be asking for a remand, if that’s what you want to know.’




  ‘I reckon you’ll advise him to plead guilty when you know all the facts.’




  ‘At the moment I know very few of the facts and it’s definitely a plea of not guilty,’ Rosa retorted with a touch of acerbity.




  ‘I suppose he thinks because his pal escaped, he’ll be able to wriggle out of it,’ Paynter remarked with something between a smile and a sneer.




  Rosa managed to conceal her surprise, something lawyers become adept at doing. Francis Arne had certainly made no mention of being with someone else. His omission served to confirm her fear that

  defending Philip’s brother was going to be neither an easy nor, probably, a very satisfactory experience.




  Mr Lipstead was already on the bench when she entered court. He was a tubby, avuncular man of normally benign manner, who was nevertheless capable of flying into sudden rages, when his face

  would redden and his dewlaps quiver with menace. These outbursts would pass with the suddenness of a tropical storm and were induced, more often than not, by a witness or a lawyer whose face or

  behaviour he unaccountably took against. Caught without warning or protection in the epicentre of the storm, the victim could only wait for it to abate, which it did with a final angry rumble.




  As soon as he saw Rosa come in, he gave her a welcoming smile which she returned with a small bow. Having dispatched the item of business that had been occupying him, he turned to give her his

  full attention.




  ‘In what way can the court help you, Miss Epton?’ he enquired in his friendliest tone.




  ‘I represent Francis Arne, sir, who is number eight on your list of charges. It’s a plea of not guilty and I shall be asking for a remand.’




  ‘So you’d like the case called immediately, I expect, and then you can get away?’




  ‘I’d greatly appreciate that, sir, if it doesn’t inconvenience the court.’




  ‘We’re here to assist, Miss Epton. No point in your hanging around if the case is for remand.’




  Mr Lipstead glanced toward the jailer who had had the prescience to position Francis at the head of the queue of defendants lined up in the corridor outside.




  ‘Charge number eight, Francis Arne,’ he intoned as he opened the door and gave the defendant a brisk beckoning nod.




  ‘I take it there’s no objection to bail?’ the magistrate said, addressing himself to P.C. Paynter who was hovering close to the witness box.




  Paynter took a step forward and assumed a bullish look.




  ‘The defendant has no fixed abode, your worship,’ he said bluntly.




  Mr Lipstead’s expression clouded over slightly. ‘Are you saying that you do oppose bail?’




  ‘The defendant can offer a surety, sir,’ Rosa broke in quickly.




  ‘Are you still opposing bail in the light of what Miss Epton has just said?’




  It was not the first time P.C. Paynter had incurred Mr Lipstead’s disfavour, though his skin was too thick ever to show any scars.




  ‘No, your worship, but I think the surety should be substantial.’




  ‘That’s a matter for the court,’ Mr Lipstead remarked in his judicially reproving tone. Addressing Francis he went on, ‘You’ll be remanded on bail in your own

  recognisance of £25 and with one surety in the sum of £250.’ Turning to Rosa and leaning forward in his chair as if about to offer her a plate of sandwiches, he said, ‘How

  long a remand would you like, Miss Epton?’




  The jailer glanced across at the court inspector and raised his eyebrows skywards. It’s a wonder he doesn’t have us serving her clients with hot drinks and tasty snacks, he reflected

  sardonically.




  ‘My client doesn’t wish to have the charge hanging over his head for longer than necessary, sir, but I know how full your list is with fixtures.’




  ‘Your first free morning for a contested case is June the twenty-sixth,’ the jailer said defiantly.




  ‘We must try and fit it in before then,’ Mr Lipstead said in an equally firm tone. ‘Three and a half months is too long to keep a young man waiting on such a charge.’ The

  jailer fixed his unblinking gaze on the coat of arms on the wall behind the magistrate’s chair and remained silent. ‘I’ll remand him for two weeks,’ Mr Lipstead went on.

  ‘We’re used to juggling with the list,’ he added, carefully avoiding looking in the jailer’s direction.




  Rosa collected up her papers and, giving the magistrate a courteous bow, edged her way out of court. She had met Maurice Lipstead socially on a number of occasions when he was usually under the

  restraining influence of a particularly watchful wife. His third, so Rosa understood. Despite her presence he had, nevertheless, contrived to give Rosa a smacking kiss beneath the mistletoe at a

  court Christmas party on one occasion. It was rumoured that his wife had since put him on a shorter lead when they went out together.




  Outside the court Rosa passed behind P.C. Paynter, who was talking to another officer.




  ‘We’ve got to find his mate,’ Paynter said vehemently. ‘He obviously got away with all the stuff.’




  His colleague’s only response was a forlorn nod.




  Rosa had little doubt about whom they were talking. But what stuff, she wondered as she moved out of earshot?




  





  Chapter Three




  Thanks to Mr Lipstead, Rosa was back at her office soon after eleven o’clock. She was due in another court at two to mitigate on behalf of a motorist who, according to

  police evidence, had ricocheted across Hammersmith Broadway at 3 a.m. leaving a trail of destruction that included three damaged parked cars, two shattered bollards and a lamp post in which he met

  his final match. She had warned him that he was bound to lose his licence and be heavily fined, if not be sent to prison. Fortunately, nobody had been hurt in the course of the car’s wild

  escapade and her client was a first offender, both of which gave Rosa some scope for mitigation.




  She had been at her desk for just over an hour when Stephanie informed her on the internal phone that a Mr Arne had walked into reception and asked to see her.




  ‘Which Mr Arne?’ Rosa enquired with a slight frown.




  ‘Hold on and I’ll find out,’ said the unflappable Stephanie, to supply the answer a few seconds later. ‘Mr Francis Arne.’




  Rosa glanced at her watch. She supposed she could see him now, though it irked her that he had just turned up expecting to walk in without any semblance of an appointment. Philip had obviously

  been to court and signed as a surety and Francis must have come straight from there to his solicitor’s office. Perhaps at Philip’s suggestion, or, more likely, because he couldn’t

  think of anything better to do with his time. In any event the sooner she saw him, the sooner she’d find out.




  ‘All right, Stephanie, send him in,’ she said, reaching for a large pad of paper and then pushing back her hair which had fallen forward on either side of her face. It was a habit,

  if the truth be known, that always gave Mr Lipstead a distinctly sensual pleasure.




  A minute later the door opened and Francis came in.




  He gave her a small nod. ‘Philip told me I should come and see you straight away, so I have.’




  ‘You’re lucky to find me free. Next time make an appointment or you may have a wasted journey.’




  He appeared unmoved by the reproof and stood glancing about her office with mild interest.




  ‘Pretty functional, isn’t it?’




  ‘What were you expecting, thick pile carpeting and furnishings from Heals?’




  ‘From what Philip told me, I thought there’d be a few feminine touches amongst the dusty tomes.’




  ‘And what exactly did Philip tell you?’ Rosa asked, and immediately regretted it.




  ‘That you were the most feminine of all the female lawyers he’d come across. He also said you were pretty good.’ As he spoke he fixed her with a cool, appraising stare.




  Rosa was silent for a moment, then said briskly, ‘Now we’d better discuss more important things, namely your case.’ She picked up her pen and poised it purposefully over the

  pad of paper. ‘For a start, I gather from the police you were with someone else who ran away. Is that right?’




  He stared down at the floor for a few seconds before replying in an almost offhand tone, ‘No, I was on my own.’




  Rosa frowned. ‘Are the police mistaken then?’




  ‘There was this other chap who was also looking at the car, but we weren’t together. We just happened to be there at the same moment.’




  ‘Was it dark?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Wasn’t it rather a curious time to be examining the finer points of a vintage Rolls?’




  He gave a shrug. ‘Not to me.’




  ‘Was there a street lamp nearby?’




  ‘No idea. There was enough light from somewhere.’




  ‘And you crossed the road to where this car was parked.’




  ‘That’s right.’




  ‘As I recall Kenpark Square, there’s a garden in the middle with parking spaces alongside the perimeter railings.’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Whereabouts were you when you were arrested?’




  ‘Between the car and the railings.’




  ‘And when were you first aware of this other person who was showing an interest in the car?’




  ‘About the same time, I suppose,’ he said vaguely.




  Rosa sighed. Her worst fears about her client were being realised.




  ‘Tell me the exact sequence of events from the time you walked across the road to look at the car.’




  ‘I remember peering through the driver’s window . . .’




  ‘Was that on the road or the railings side, as the car was parked?’




  ‘The railings side.’




  ‘So you’d walked round to its further side?’




  ‘Yes,’ he said, with a long-suffering look. ‘Yes I did, if it really matters.’




  ‘Detail is all-important in this sort of case,’ Rosa retorted. ‘Why were you peering through the driver’s window?’




  ‘To have a look at the instrument panel.’




  ‘Had you walked round the front or the rear of the car?’




  ‘The rear.’




  ‘Yes, go on.’




  ‘It was then I was seized by that fucking bully of a policeman. Excuse my language, but that’s what he was.’




  ‘O.K., but now you’ve got it off your chest, I’d sooner you didn’t use that word every time you refer to him.’




  He glanced at her in surprise. ‘I thought you’d be used to that sort of language in your work.’




  ‘I am, but that doesn’t mean I like its gratuitous use by my clients.’




  ‘I’ll try and remember,’ he said.




  ‘Right. We’ve reached the point where P.C. Paynter arrested you. Where was the other man at that moment?’




  ‘I think he was glancing into the back of the car.’




  Rosa frowned as she tried, not too successfully, to visualise the scene. For the present she was content to get a general picture, though later she would need to obtain a more detailed account.

  Francis had already said enough, however, for her to doubt whether she was being told the whole truth or much more than a convenient approximation to it.




  ‘Did you speak to this other person?’




  ‘Not that I recall.’




  ‘Surely you’d remember if you had.’




  ‘One of us may have made a comment about the car.’




  ‘Would you recognise him again?’




  ‘Not a hope.’




  ‘What sort of age was he?’




  ‘About mine.’




  ‘How was he dressed?’




  ‘He could have been in yellow silk pyjamas for all I noticed.’




  ‘I wonder why he took to his heels so smartly,’ Rosa remarked thoughtfully.




  ‘Don’t ask me! He may have suddenly remembered he’d left his supper in the oven.’




  ‘We’ll have to wait and hear what the police evidence is,’ Rosa remarked pointedly.




  Francis scowled. ‘I bet Paynter tries to verbal me.’




  ‘Did you at any time make any sort of admission to him?’




  ‘Of course I didn’t.’




  Rosa laid down her pen and read through the notes that she had made. When she looked up, she said, ‘One thing I ought to say is this. It’s your responsibility, as well as being very

  much in your interest, not to let me be taken by surprise when we get to court. In brief, don’t spin me any tales which are palpably false.’ Without waiting for his reaction, she went

  on, ‘Let me note down a few personal details.’ After recording his date of birth and his current address, she said, ‘I seem to recall Philip telling me that your parents live on

  the south coast.’




  ‘My father lives at Worthing. My mother died last November.’




  ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t know . . .’




  ‘It’s all right. I haven’t been home often since I left school. Since my mother’s death, not at all.’ There was a note of hard-crusted bitterness in his tone.




  ‘Would you like me to get in touch with your father?’




  ‘Good grief, no! What on earth for, anyway?’




  ‘To find out if he’s prepared to help you at a time of need.’




  ‘He wouldn’t, so that’s that.’ He paused before going on. ‘He’s over sixty and a retired Colonel. He’s one of those people who believes that

  everyone’s better for being hanged and flogged, so you don’t have to be a clairvoyant to know what he thinks of me.’
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