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  Guy Cullingford and The Murder Room




  ››› 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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  My Unfair Lady




  I was sitting in a nook in the woods reading a paperback, when this little girl parted the leaves and looked in at me. At first sight she seemed no better or worse than the

  usual run of small females, a set of indeterminate features framed in towy pigtails which had a long way to go to reach her shoulders. She was wearing a fairly clean dress, bare legs and

  sandals.




  “Excuse me, mister,” she said, staring at me good and hard.




  “Certainly,” I said amiably. “But the wood’s big enough for both of us, and I daresay we’ll get on better at a distance.”




  I went on with my reading. And though I kept my eyes on the printed word, I could feel hers like a pair of gimlets boring into me.




  “How about leaving me in peace?” I said. “Be a good girl.”




  She made no attempt to move. She was following her own line of thought, not mine. After a moment, she said, “There’s a gentleman being unkind to a lady under that tree.” And

  she turned a bit and pointed.




  I felt myself getting hot under the collar, and I said, “That’s none of my business or yours either. Run away home, you nasty prying little girl. I don’t want to know

  you.”




  She stayed put, not budging an inch. For a full minute she remained silent, twisting one ankle round the other.
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‘Cullingford is an original
and can really write’
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