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Cherringham  A Cosy Crime Series

Cherringham  A Cosy Crime Series is a series made up of self-contained stories. A new episode is released each month. The series is published in English as well as in German, and is only available in e-book form.


The Authors

Matthew Costello (US-based) is the author of a number of successful novels, including Vacation (2011), Home (2014) and Beneath Still Waters (1989), which was adapted by Lionsgate as a major motion picture. He has written for The Disney Channel, BBC, SyFy and has also designed dozens of bestselling games including the critically acclaimed The 7th Guest, Doom 3, Rage and Pirates of the Caribbean.

Neil Richards has worked as a producer and writer in TV and film, creating scripts for BBC, Disney, and Channel 4, and earning numerous Bafta nominations along the way. Hes also written script and story for over 20 video games including The Da Vinci Code and Starship Titanic, co-written with Douglas Adams, and consults around the world on digital storytelling.
His writing partnership with NYC-based Matt Costello goes back to the late 90s and the two have written many hours of TV together. Cherringham is their first crime fiction as co-writers.


Main Characters

Jack Brennan is a former NYPD homicide detective who lost his wife a year ago. Being retired, all he wants is peace and quiet. Which is what he hopes to find in the quiet town of Cherringham, UK. Living on a canal boat, he enjoys his solitude. But soon enough he discovers that something is missing  the challenge of solving crimes. Surprisingly, Cherringham can help him with that.

Sarah Edwards is a web designer who was living in London with her husband and two kids. Two years ago, he ran off with his sexy American boss, and Sarahs world fell apart. With her children she moved back to her home town, laid-back Cherringham. But the small town atmosphere is killing her all over again  nothing ever happens. At least, thats what she thinks until Jack enters her life and changes it for good or worse …
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1. The Attic

Victor Hamblyn sat in his easy chair, one gnarled hand locked on a claw armrest, the other holding  none too steady  a glass of sherry in a cut crystal glass.

No matter that the size of the pour seemed minuscule. Victor had other supplies stashed around this draughty castle of a home.

That is  if he could remember where.

Then peeking into the living room, the always cheerful face of Hope, his oh-so-tolerant carer and nurse: Im off now, Mr Hamblyn, see you bright and early!

The sound of her footsteps echoed off the cold stone flags and then he heard the heavy front door slam shut.

He was alone now. He supposed there would come a time when hed need someone to actually get him to bed, but at ninety-one, amazingly, he wasnt quite there yet and hed do his best to postpone that final indignity. He took a sip of sherry.

Nice. Not the best, but he could scarcely afford anything near the best, not these days. But, as he often said in his younger days while sipping an inferior gin and tonic at the Raj Club  it was drinkable.

Of course, back then anything was drinkable, save for the water, which could quite literally kill you. That, and any uncooked food.

Had things changed in India?

Sometimes, he thought about what it was like today. India, the place of his youth, now supposedly an economic powerhouse while the not-so-Great Britain muddled along.

Another sip. Half gone. Simple pleasures. Thats what a sherry was. That, and ones memories.

The grandfather clock in the hallway bonged. Still worked, though it had a tendency to lose a few minutes every day. Still that deep, throaty sound! Another simple pleasure.

And with one last sip, he shakily put the glass down. The seat of the chair was high, padded with extra cushions so he could more easily push himself to a standing position.

Two hands on the armrests and …

Success!

And then Victor Hamblyn began a slow navigation to the staircase.

***

It had been years since hed actually climbed the great staircase.

Going up now would be hard without the ugly contraption that Hope had insisted must be purchased.

Those children of yours. You get them to pay Mr Hamblyn, she had scolded. It isnt decent, you struggling like this.

And in due course, after the usual bickering the machine had been installed.

Hope had seemed most nervous about leaving him alone to do this part, but when he demonstrated that he could slide onto the seat of the electric chair and fasten the belt to hold him steady for the ride up, she agreed to depart before he was safely ensconced in his bed.

Now, strapped in good and tight, he hit a button and, with a whirring noise, the chair began ferrying him upstairs.

I could probably do the stairs, he thought, if I was having a good day, or night.

Thing is, he never knew whether hed be having a good day or night. The foolish stair lift was at least dependable.

Riding up, Victor had a good view of the family paintings, all layered with dust on the frames, the paint peeling in places, the colours gloomy with age as sullen generations of Hamblyns from a rosier economic time still found things to scowl about.

The chair stopped, and turned slightly so that Victor could unstrap and slip off. And as he did, he turned on a floor lamp in the hallway. He found himself only using the lamp these days rather than the large overhead lights to avoid the jacking up his already frightening electricity bill. As most nights, the thought of a quick visit to his bathroom, and then sliding under the covers, grew ever more appealing with each step.

He slept with the light on. For some reason, it didnt keep him awake at all, and that was even without an eyeshade.

The soft yellow light on the bedside lamp made the gloomy bedroom seem almost warm, even with its tattered carpet, yellowing antimacassars sitting on a quite uncomfortable armchair, and the ceiling-high windows that looked over the dark path that led from the village road to the circle just outside the house, now already covered by falling leaves.

Care of the grounds? That too had been let go, with only the minimum being done. A once a month visit by the ground-keeping company was all Victor could afford.

Oh well, he thought. Not that I ever get out there.

Then a flash of humour. He could always make people laugh, and even himself.

And he thought … dont get any leaves inside here!

He smiled at that, and then felt himself begin to drift off to sleep.

But that drifting, in the soft yellow light of the room, was interrupted, as if he was sliding down a velvety-slope before something pulled him short.

It was a smell. He sniffed, as if that could dispel the odour. But it only made the smell seem stronger, and he opened his eyes, realizing with a rush what the smell was.

Fire. Something burning.

And now he struggled to sit up, pushing himself to look around the bedroom.

Nothing here. No fire here. But somewhere in this great house, there was a fire.

He reached for the over-sized mobile phone with a big keypad that was always by his bedside.

He pressed a button  as he had done before, on those other times.

A voice. Then: Its Victor Hamblyn, in Cherringham, you know, Mogdon Manor and …

Yes, Mr Hamblyn we can see its you. Is there a problem?

Yes! A fire!

Were on our way. Can you get out of the house?

He nodded, not realizing for the moment that a nod couldnt be heard.

Because he wasnt thinking of the words being said. He suddenly had only one thought.

He let the phone slide from his fingers, the dispatchers voice fading as it hit the rumbled sheets and Victor Hamblyn struggled out of bed, even forgetting his slippers as he started for the hall.

***

Outside of his room, small eddies of smoke swirled around. His head pivoted left and right trying to see where all that smoke came from, but he saw no clues. The blackish smoke seemed to be all over, like a stream rising up to his ankles, then higher.

From his vantage point at the top of the stairs, he could see a cascading waterfall of smoke trip its way down to the bottom floor.

But instead of going down the stairs to the door that might lead him to safety, Victor, in as much of a hurry as he could, turned and walked to a door halfway down the hall, pulled out a key from his dressing gown pocket and opened it. Door open, he fumbled for the light.

God … damn it!

His slow fingers fumbled for a moment but when he hit the switch, a set of bare wooden stairs was illuminated in front of him, leading up to an attic room. Stairs. He hadnt climbed stairs in so long. Now he had to get up to the room, and quickly.

But was that even possible?

Holding firmly on to the thin wooden railing, he placed a bare foot on a step, and then struggled upwards. Like an ancient climber on Everest, he put one foot in front of another and with each torturous step felt his breath going short, his unused leg muscles quickly aching.

But he kept on going, even when he heard someone, distant and garbled, calling out for him.

Dad! Then again, Dad! Ignoring the voice, Victor kept climbing. There were only a few steps to go, then another door and then a light switch to be found. Hed be there soon. In the distance he could hear more sounds from below: sirens, the fire engines had arrived.

Victor stood at the door and though dizzy with the climb, he was able to turn the knob and enter the room. He blindly batted at the right side of the wall with his hand, and somehow smacked on the light switch.

He stepped into the room. A splinter jabbed into his right foot, but he ignored it.

Up here, the sounds from below had been reduced to just a faint murmur. In the quiet room he looked around, forgetting for a moment where to look, confused because it had been so long since he had been up here.

Where was it? The bright light blinded him and created great long shadows.

Where? he asked, scared by his own desperation.

The shadows took on a greyish tinge and he found himself coughing. Then a corner of the great attic seemed to vanish in a fog which he quickly realized wasnt fog at all. He had been followed up here.

The smoke rose up beside him, snaking its way into the room, climbing around his legs as he coughed again and again.

The firemen had to be up here by now, they would be looking for him in his bedroom. But how long until they came up here?

The coughs constant now, he bent over, an ancient hand covering his mouth. He fell to his knee and then, as whole parts of the room disappeared, there was nothing left for Victor but the fog.


2. Ashes to Ashes

Sarah looked over at Hope Brown, whose
eyes were fixed on the young vicar of St James Church as he once
again checked his watch. She shivered, regretting having left her
winter coat at home. But then she hadn’t planned on coming to a
funeral this afternoon.

Only a few people stood around the coffin raised
near an open grave, in the very corner of the ancient churchyard. A
few women, church regulars who probably came to every St James
event. They were hardy, these women, thought Sarah. Although the
old church was in the centre of the village, the autumn winds
seemed always to find it, and the big old yew tree rustled
constantly.

“For God’s sake,” the man next to her muttered
under his breath. Sarah knew him of old: one of Victor Hamblyn’s
sons, Dominic. In his early fifties, Dominic had a long reputation
in the village as someone who splashed the cash.

At the height of the boom he’d been all champagne
and fifty-pound notes. From the slightly orange tone of his face,
thought Sarah, these days it seemed he concentrated on his tan…

Next to him, his wife Vanessa — co-owner of Coole
Solutions, the village’s supposedly trendy and certainly pricey
interior design shop. She wore the wide-eyed look of someone who
would explode if she spent another minute here.

On the opposite side of the grave from Dominic
and his wife, Sarah saw Susan Hamblyn, wearing a crisp grey suit,
looking every bit the tough accountant. During the brief church
service Sarah had been amazed to see her using her phone, probably
writing emails.

And next to Sarah, the last member of the little
cluster around the grave — her own friend Hope. Sarah caught her
eye and Hope rolled her eyes as if to say see
what I have to put up with?

At the last minute, Sarah had volunteered to
accompany Hope, Victor’s carer, to the old man’s funeral.

Hope had checked in on him three times a day and
had grown to like the old man.

“He was strange, odd in his ways, you know?”
she’d once told Sarah. “But there was something sweet there,
too.”

On the subject of his offspring and their
infrequent visits, Hope had nothing good to say.

Hope, Sarah knew all too well, didn’t easily
indulge in judgements. But her silence now spoke volumes.

Another gust of wind blew swirls of leaves
through the weathered gravestones. Everyone was now waiting for
offspring number three.

Hope gave Sarah’s left hand a quick squeeze.
“Thank you for coming, Sarah.” She said quietly. “Didn’t know we’d
have such a long wait.”

“No worries,” Sarah replied. At least the day was
cooperating — just. Clouds threatening rain but so far it was still
dry.

Finally, Reverend Hewitt shook his head.

“I’m afraid, well, we really can’t wait any
longer. I have a wedding at East Charlton so … Best, I begin,
yes?”

The vicar, all thick glasses that matched his
black hair tousled by the wind, was as exciting in making this
decision as he was when Sarah heard him sermonizing.

A gentle man, with a quiet owl-eyed wife who ran
the Christmas pageant; they were as mild and meek as one could ask
for.

“Yes,” Dominic said, catching matching glares
from his sister and wife. “We all have things to do. And Terry, well you know Terry …”

Then, as if on cue, Terry walked over.

In fact he wobbled, obviously having fortified
himself for his father’s internment with an early liquid breakfast
at the Railway Arms.

And he’d even dressed for the occasion, with a
black-and-white Metallica T-shirt stretched over his expansive
belly.

Sarah guessed that Terry’s wardrobe choices back
at his caravan were limited.

But now that he had arrived, it was time for the
final act of the show to start.

First Susan. “So good
of you to come, Terry.”

Dominic also ... [ENDE DER LESEPROBE]
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