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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




  ‘YOU DON’T look a bit like a barrister. I just can’t picture you in a wig.’


  Elsie Dunn’s tone was more puzzled than

  disappointed. The scene of her reproach was the refreshment room of St. Pancras Station on a warm, wet Sunday evening in June: its object Adam Cape, aged twenty-five, single and

  barrister-at-law.




  As the girl spoke, she fixed Adam with a nervous eager gaze which caused him to look quickly elsewhere, first at the brown pools of spilt tea on the table between them and then at his shoes

  whose lack of shine seemed in keeping with his present mood.




  ‘Shall I be seeing you again?’ she asked anxiously.




  ‘I hope not’, Adam would have replied if this hadn’t sounded unkind. The week-end had not been a success and now he was waiting only to see

  her train steam out before writing finis to the whole short-lived episode.




  ‘Who knows!’ he said unsatisfactorily, with the sad, dreamy smile behind which he took refuge at such moments; moments, that is, of being pressed by girl-friends for a declaration of

  devotion.




  No, the week-end had been a bore, and the irony of it was that it had been Sara’s pressing invitation to go and spend it with her people in Norfolk which had made him invent a distant cousin

  just arrived from the West Indies whom he must stay in town and be nice to.




  He liked Sara a lot and enjoyed going out with her, but recently she had begun to display proprietorial airs which he had felt must be resisted.




  He looked at his watch. ‘We’d better go, Elsie’ — he winced as he spoke her name — ‘trains are apt to get packed on Sunday evenings and you don’t want to have to stand all the way, do

  you?’




  Aware that the girl was watching him closely, almost as if she was determined to memorize every pore of his skin, he got up, seized her bag and led the way out.




  He had hoped that she would suggest his leaving once she’d found a seat on the train, but it was soon apparent that nothing was further from her mind.




  For twenty minutes they stood making pointless conversation until finally the guard blew his whistle.




  ‘I have enjoyed myself, Adam’, she said feverishly as she leant towards him through the carriage window.




  ‘I’m so glad. So have I.’ He could afford to be magnanimous now that the train was actually moving.




  ‘You weren’t offended at my saying that about your not looking like a barrister?’




  ‘Of course not.’ He fixed a smile on his face. ‘’Bye. Have a good journey.’




  Adam waved while he counted up to three, then turned and walked rapidly down the platform. Elsie Dunn was at last safely on her way back to Leicester, and it certainly wouldn’t be his invitation

  which would bring her to London again. But that’s what came of inviting out girls on the strength of a pair of shapely legs but a less than short acquaintance.




  Almost the only perceptive thing she had said the whole week-end had been her remark about his not looking like a barrister. For not only did he not bear any resemblance to Elsie’s imagined

  picture of one, but he didn’t even look like the genuine standard article to be seen and heard around the courts.




  Indeed, Adam frequently wondered how he had come to embrace the Bar as a profession, since he felt that he lacked most of the requisite qualities for success. But whenever he pointed this out

  across five thousand miles of water to his parents in Barbados, he was invariably reminded how his uncle, who had been a famous Q.C. but was now dead, had said precisely the same thing to his

  parents thirty years before.




  ‘Do stick at it a bit longer, darling’, his mother had written in her last letter. ‘It’s such a fine profession and we’re so keen you should succeed and quite certain that you will if only you

  keep going. I can so well remember your Uncle Godfrey being in despair at ever getting started and look where he finished up’ — in a premature grave, Adam had reflected sardonically —

  ‘I’m sure the briefs will come tumbling in once people have had a chance to see you in court. I enclose a cheque for £50 as a small douceur . . . .’




  Adam had read the letter, sighed and gone out to cash the cheque.




  The clock in the main hall of St. Pancras showed twenty minutes past six as he passed through on his way out of the station. The very hour, he reflected, that Sara’s train would be arriving at

  Liverpool Street, which meant that in about half an hour’s time she would almost certainly be ringing him.




  He decided, nevertheless, that before returning to his room in Kensington he must go for a swim. For Adam, swimming was an elixir. It refreshed his body and revived his spirit. Having been

  brought up in the West Indies, he had learnt to swim as soon as he could walk.




  ‘’Ello, Mr. Cape’, the grizzled attendant at the baths greeted him, showing the respect due to his most regular and proficient customer. ‘Not wet enough for you outside, isn’t it — going

  to ’ave a swim?’ He handed Adam a key to a locker, and a few minutes later was watching with silent pleasure the short powerful legs and slim arms driving the lithe body through the smooth satin

  water.




  Adam did four lengths without a pause, then clambered out and shaking himself like a dog accepted the towel which the attendant handed him.




  ‘I had a body like yours once, Mr. Cape’, he said in a half wistful tone as Adam ran a hand through his tousled hair.




  Adam laughed. ‘Five feet six of skin and bone.’




  ‘Wish I had muscles like yours now’, the attendant went on, gazing at Adam’s midriff. ‘Ever do any boxing?’




  ‘A bit at school. I must go and get dressed, George. Get us another dry towel.’




  Ten minutes later with the feeling of elation a swim always brought him, Adam emerged into the rain and caught a bus back to Kensington.




  ‘Your young lady’s been ringing you, Mr. Cape’, said Miss Brown, his landlady, as he was about to climb the stairs to his room. ‘I told her I didn’t know when you’d be back and she said would

  you call her when you get in.’




  ‘Thanks, Miss B.’




  ‘You’re welcome, Mr. Cape.’




  Since Miss Brown’s phone was situated where her tenants could listen to one another’s calls with the minimum of inconvenience, Adam usually chose to go to a public call-box round the corner from

  where he lived.




  Without going up to his room, he now turned about and left the house. Sara, who shared a flat in Chelsea with two other girls, answered immediately.




  ‘Hello, Sara, it’s Adam. Miss B. says you’ve been ringing.’ As he spoke he wriggled himself into a comfortable position inside the call-box in preparation for a lengthy siege.




  ‘I looked out for you at Liverpool Street but I suppose you couldn’t make it’, Sara said. ‘How was your cousin?’




  ‘Dim. But she’s gone now.’




  ‘Gone! I thought she’d come over for several months.’




  ‘I mean she’s left London. She’s training to be a nurse or something at Leicester.’




  ‘Why Leicester?’




  ‘What’s wrong with Leicester?’




  ‘It seems a funny place to come all the way from the West Indies to go to.’




  ‘Well, that’s where she’s gone’, Adam replied firmly.




  ‘Did you have a very dull week-end with her?’




  ‘Very.’




  ‘Poor sweet! But I think it was terribly noble of you to stay in town and look after her.’




  ‘Oh well, you know how it is with family . . .’ Adam said uncomfortably and decided it was time to steer the conversation into less perilous channels before Sara’s questions became more awkward

  or her sympathy too embarrassing.




  He gave a little shiver as he suddenly pictured her finding out that the cousin from the West Indies was none other than Elsie Dunn of Leicester whom he had invited to town for the week-end on

  the strength of having met her casually in a bar a few weeks before. The fact that Elsie had been a bore, that not even her legs had been as good as he remembered them, and that the week-end had

  been a dreary failure from beginning to end could scarcely be claimed in his favour.




  A quarter of an hour later, however, when he rang off, Adam had again reached the point of thinking that it would be rather nice if he were to be married to Sara. As he walked back to his room,

  he pondered the prospect further, and continued doing so as he lay on his bed smoking a cigarette.




  Well, maybe one day he would ask her to marry him. Meanwhile, however, he supposed that he had to make his way in the law.




  At the thought of chambers the next day, his heart sank a little. The brotherhood of the law, like the public school system, required that you should be a conformer in order to make life

  tolerable. But though Adam was sure he was a normal, friendly young man, he knew that he was not a conformer.




  With a sigh, he rolled off the bed, undressed and a few minutes later was fast asleep.










  Chapter Two




  SHORTLY after ten o’clock the next morning, Adam arrived at chambers prepared for another day of enervating idleness. Poking

  his head round a door, he greeted William, the chambers’ clerk with a cheerful grin.




  ‘Good morning, William.’ The clerk looked up, seemed to be distracted by something about Adam’s appearance and sorrowfully shook his head. ‘What’s wrong with me now?’




  ‘Your hair, Mr. Cape . . .’




  ‘That all? I’ll comb it.’




  ‘If only you’d wear a hat like all the other gentlemen.’




  Adam raised an admonitory hand. ‘Enough, William. I’ve given way to you on everything else, but I will not wear a hat, at least not the sort you want me to wear. If you want to know what I’d

  look like in a bowler, picture a monkey in one and take it from me that I’d look even sillier than that.’ He brandished a neatly rolled umbrella. ‘This is my badge of professional respectability.

  At least it doesn’t make me feel the little snot one of your black hats would.’ He gave the umbrella a casual twirl. ‘Anything else before I go and get on with the crossword?’




  In a drier than usual tone, the clerk said, ‘There’s a brief on your table awaiting your attention, Mr. Cape.’




  ‘A brief!’




  ‘It arrived on Friday afternoon after you’d left. You went early, you remember?’




  The event was rare enough for Adam to feel momentarily stunned. To think that while he’d sloped off to meet Elsie, someone had actually delivered him a brief.




  ‘What is it? A poor person’s divorce? A legal aid at sessions?’




  ‘Neither’, William replied primly. ‘It’s a Yard brief to prosecute at the Bailey.’




  Adam stared at his clerk in stupefaction. ‘Gosh, I have gone up in the world.’




  William smiled thinly. ‘You’d better go and read it, sir. They may want to have a conference.’




  ‘When’s it for?’




  ‘The case’ll come on in the session starting a week tomorrow.’




  This was the first time that anybody had hired Adam’s forensic services for anything so important. His few previous appearances in the criminal courts had been prosecuting in minor motoring

  cases, or defending in the sort of case which was a lost cause from the beginning and in which either nothing could go wrong or nobody cared very much if it did. The sort of case in which the only

  room for speculation was whether the prisoner would get three or five years and in which he’d have been quite thankful to have got away with seven.




  But this was something quite different, a definite move up the professional ladder. Or so he felt as he flung open the door of the tiny room which he shared with Charles Imrey.




  Imrey was six years his senior and possessed almost everything that Adam lacked, including an elegant bowler hat which he wore tilted slightly forward over his forehead. Moreover, he had the

  beginnings of a steady practice and was always dashing from one court to another and giving the impression of working at high pressure.




  When Adam entered the room, Imrey was bent over a set of papers, and others — Adam sometimes wondered if they weren’t dummy sets — lay scattered about his desk.




  ‘Hello, Charles, have a pleasant week-end?’




  From the grunted reply, Adam knew that Imrey had noticed the brief on his table and was not pleased. Only the week before he had let slip that he considered he should be on the Yard list for

  police prosecutions.




  Adam sat down and gazed happily at the slim bundle of papers which lay before him in isolated prominence. The outside of the brief informed him that he was to appear on behalf of the

  Commissioner of Police for the Metropolis in the prosecution of one Frankie Young.




  Mesmerized by the prospect that the case might last two or three days and lead to that additional remuneration known delightfully as refreshers, Adam slipped off the piece of white tape to open

  the brief and discover who Frankie Young was and what he was supposed to have done.




  ‘At the time of the offence, Adam read, ‘Young was employed as a storeman by Mather Brothers Ltd., printers, of Packhorse Road, N.10. . . .’




  His eye sped on down the page to learn what the offence was. Stated bleakly, it was wounding with intent, contrary to Section 18 of the Offences Against the Person Act 1861, the object of the

  attack being said to be Carole Young.




  ‘Do I gather you’ve got a brief there, Adam?’ Imrey asked languidly, looking in Adam’s direction.




  ‘A prosecution at the Bailey next week.’




  ‘Not the case of Young by any chance?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Oh well, we should have a good scrap, I’m defending.’ Adam’s jaw dropped and Charles Imrey laughed. ‘Don’t look so surprised. Young’s solicitors phoned on Friday afternoon to inquire if I’d be

  available to take the case. They’re a firm I’ve done quite a bit of work for’, he added airily. ‘Though between you and me, they’re a bit fly and William’s not too keen on them. However, he told

  them I’d only do the case for a corking fee and since they agreed to his figure without demur, it’s Imrey for the Defence.’




  Though Adam had grown used to Charles Imrey lording it over him he found this latest turn of events distinctly disagreeable. Indeed, he would sooner have heard that the Attorney General was

  defending, if that had been possible. The prospect of Imrey with his greater experience and commanding self-assurance needling him throughout the trial, as he most certainly would take every

  opportunity of doing, made Adam feel quite weak inside.




  He could just hear him, after his client had been acquitted, saying in his most condescending tones, ‘Expected you to put up a better scrap, Adam. You made a mistake, you know, in not

  re-examining the wife and your final speech to the jury lacked punch. Anyway, let’s hope it won’t prevent the Yard sending you further work.’




  One of the cherished notions of the Bar is that two barristers can spend all day exchanging body blows in the forensic arena and at the end leave court together in an aura of professional

  comradeship.




  Maybe it could happen, but Adam was more than certain that it wasn’t even an outside prospect in the case of the Queen against Young — whatever the result.




  Bending over his brief again with renewed purpose he made a silent vow to get Mister Young convicted at all costs. Not only should justice be done, but Charles Imrey should be undone. A quick

  read of his papers convinced Adam that the two were compatible.




  Any ideas he might have had about the case lasting several days were soon dispelled when he saw that there were only four witnesses for the prosecution.




  The first was Carole Young who turned out to be the wife of the accused man. Next was a doctor with the euphonious name of Bill Jumbo who testified about the shoulder wound from which he found

  Mrs. Young to be suffering and which had apparently required the insertion of stitches. Then there was a police constable who’d been called to the Youngs’ flat after the offence and lastly

  Detective-Sergeant Perry who had investigated the case and whose evidence consisted mostly of his interview with the accused.




  It was this that Adam read first, scanning it for some indication that Frankie Young had already thrown in the sponge and was merely waiting for the prison gates to close behind him.




  His eye alighted on the last line of the Detective-Sergeant’s deposition. ‘I cautioned and charged him with the offence and he replied, “Not guilty. I’ve told you it was an accident.”’




  Adam sighed and wrinkled his nose which had begun to tickle. Then lighting a cigarette he turned to the document labelled ‘Exhibit 5’ which was the accused’s written statement under caution. The

  document which in nine cases out of ten becomes a sort of Bridge of Sighs for its hapless author, paving his irrevocable path to prison.




  But one look at this statement showed Adam that Young had said nothing he would later regret or would need to retract. It was a short statement and read as follows :




  ‘We had been having a bit of a quarrel about money matters when my wife suddenly picked up the knife from the table. I told her not to be silly and to put it down but she started waving it

  about. I went to take it from her and in the struggle she got stabbed. It was a complete accident and the knife was never in my hand at any time. I went to phone a doctor and when I came back, I

  found a policeman there and my wife saying I’d stabbed her on purpose which is a lie. It happened just as I’ve said it did. This statement has been read over to me and is true.’ There followed his

  signature.




  If this was true, it followed that Carole Young’s evidence could not be, and Adam turned again to her deposition.




  It read : ‘A quarrel began and suddenly my husband seized a knife, the one I use for vegetables, and came for me. I tried to get out of the way and the next thing I felt was a sudden pain in my

  shoulder and I saw the blood. My husband dashed out and a little later I went to the street door. I saw a policeman along the street and spoke to him. My husband didn’t say anything before he

  attacked me. My shoulder is now all right apart from still being sore and stiff.’




  Adam pursed his lips. This was the evidence on which the charge rested and it had an ominously indefinite ring about it. Admittedly Carole Young said her husband picked up the knife and came for

  her, but that was followed by a film-like dissolve in her evidence . . . ‘The next thing I felt . . .’ He could just hear Charles Imrey’s languid and arrogant tones boring away to enlarge this bolthole

  for his client. ‘Thought you’d have put up a better scrap, Adam.’




  Adam turned to his ‘instructions’, the particular points which the Solicitor to the Metropolitan Police, who had prepared the brief, thought Counsel should have in mind.




  ‘Counsel will see,’ the instructions ran, ‘that the case rests entirely on the evidence of the wife who is, as Counsel will know’ — as a matter of fact Adam didn’t — ‘not only a

  competent but a compellable witness for the prosecution. Though there is no reason to doubt the truth of her evidence, she does not give the impression of being a very strong witness and will

  require careful handling in the witness-box . . . Finger-print examination of the knife has been made with negative result . . . Counsel will observe from the antecedents report that the accused has

  previous convictions for dishonesty. . . .’




  ‘Hello, Adam, hear you’ve got a prosecution at the Bailey next session.’ The speaker who had just stuck his head round the door was Robert Canfield, who was one of the more senior members of

  chambers.




  ‘Yes, quite a tricky one too. Hope I don’t make a mess of it.’




  Canfield shook his head in a gesture of mild deprecation.




  ‘I don’t think anyone worries very much what happens in these domestic biff-baffs, provided nobody’s actually killed or permanently disabled. Anyway, mind you give Charles a good run for his

  money.’ He seemed about to add something further, but then with a casual flip of the hand was gone.




  From the passage outside, Imrey’s voice floated in. ‘Been hearing about Adam’s case?’




  A determined expression came into Adam’s eyes as he sat back in his chair. Adam’s case! Imrey had spoken with amused condescension as though to rank the event as one of the year’s more

  diverting. Well, he’d show him.




  By the time he went out to lunch, he had read his brief through four times and knew large portions of it by heart. Before eating he phoned the travel bureau where Sara worked and asked for her

  extension.




  ‘Fastwork Travel, good afternoon, may I help you?’




  ‘It’s Adam.’




  Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. ‘Hello, darling.’




  ‘O.K. to talk?’




  ‘Yes, I’ve just finished with a client.’




  ‘I’m doing a case at the Old Bailey next week, a prosecution. I thought you’d like to know.’




  Sara was indeed delighted to know and showered congratulations on him. She even spoke of taking the day off to come and hear him, but this was pushing enthusiasm too far and Adam received the

  suggestion coolly.




  After lunch in Hall, where he sat next to a barrister who immediately button-holed him and talked interminably about a recent decision of the Court of Appeal in a case of which Adam had never

  heard, he returned to chambers and read his brief a couple more times.




  It was around four o’clock that his clerk brought him a letter, which had arrived by the afternoon post. It was addressed in a childish hand to ‘Mr. Adam Cape, 3 Gray’s Buildings, Temple,

  E.C.4.’




  Inside was a single sheet of paper which bore writing in the same hand and which read as follows :




  

  

    ‘Dear Sir,


	

    ‘Carole Young is lying and you shouldn’t believe her story. I know. I thought I ought to tell you this so as you won’t press the case on perjured evidence. Sorry that I must remain anonymous,

    but please don’t ignore this letter.’


  


  




  

    At first Adam thought it must be a practical joke, though he couldn’t think of anyone he knew who lived in the North London district of the postmark. Finally, it was the unfunniness of the

    letter and its faint air of threat that persuaded him to treat it seriously.


  




  Luckily Charles Imrey was out, so he could use the phone without embarrassment. After speaking to someone in the Solicitor’s branch at Scotland Yard he was put through to the division in which

  Detective-Sergeant Perry was stationed.




  ‘Hello, sir, I thought you might call me’, Sergeant Perry said cheerfully, after Adam had been connected with one extension after another. ‘It’s about the Young case, isn’t it?’




  ‘Yes, I’ve just received an anonymous letter about it. I thought I’d better let you know.’




  ‘Too right, sir, too right’, Sergeant Perry rejoined heartily. ‘We get them all the time of course, but it’s a bit off to start pestering counsel. What’s it all about, sir?’




  ‘I’d better read it to you’, Adam said without enthusiasm. He found Detective-Sergeant Perry a shade too breezy. ‘Here it is . . .’




  ‘Hold on a tick, sir! What’s the postmark on the envelope?’ Adam told him. ‘That’s in this divisional area. O.K. go ahead, sir.’




  Adam read the letter through without further interruption and was gratified by the silence which fell at the other end of the line.




  ‘Well, sir’, Sergeant Perry said at last. ‘I don’t quite know what to make of that.’




  ‘It would appear to have been sent by someone rooting for the accused, but is there anything in the suggestion that she is lying, do you think?’




  ‘No, sir, I’m sure she’s told the truth about what happened.’ He paused. ‘Though I think rather more took place than what she has told us.’




  ‘What do you want me to do about the letter?’




  ‘I’d better have it, sir. I’ll make a few inquiries, though I don’t suppose I’ll get anywhere. I’ll send someone to collect it from your chambers tomorrow.’




  ‘Perhaps the accused sent it himself.’




  ‘Hardly, sir, he’s inside, though he’s tried hard enough to get bail; two applications before the magistrate and one before the judge in chambers.’ Sergeant Perry chuckled. ‘Mr. Creedy, that’s

  his solicitor, got really shirty when it was refused the last time.’




  ‘Were you afraid he’d abscond?’




  ‘One’s afraid of everything where Mr. Creedy’s clients are concerned. He’s a bigger twister than most defending solicitors. Suppose I shouldn’t say that to you, sir.’




  ‘Oh I don’t know, it’ll be useful to bear in mind should you and I ever be on opposite sides.’




  Sergeant Perry laughed uncertainly and Adam rang off. He read the letter through once more and then put it in his pocket. It seemed better not to leave it about, particularly as he had no

  intention of telling Charles Imrey of its existence.




  A few minutes later Imrey came in and nonchalantly cast a large bundle of papers on to his desk.




  ‘Still at it, Adam? I should think you must have learnt that brief by heart. Lucky chap to be able to give it so much time. Knowing Creedy, I don’t expect I shall get a brief till five o’clock

  the day before the case comes on. Incidentally, if they want a conference you’ll have to disappear.’




  ‘You know I always do anyway when you have solicitors to see you’, Adam replied, allowing himself to be nettled by Imrey’s tone. ‘And don’t forget the same’ll apply if I have a conference.’




  ‘Well, try and fix one for when I’m out, otherwise it can be darned annoying.’




  Imrey sat down and began to undo the piece of pink tape round a brief. Adam stared with dislike at the top of his head, deriving satisfaction from the increasing area of baldness he saw there.

  Satisfaction, since he knew that Charles Imrey was sensitive on the subject.




  When he left chambers for the day, Adam made his way, as he often did, to a coffee-bar not far from the Temple. It was usually fairly empty at that hour, most home-goers preferring to stop, if

  anywhere, for refreshment of a sterner kind.




  The youth behind the espresso machine nodded at Adam as he came in and handed him a large cup of black coffee. There were two girls sitting at one of the small tables, their heads almost

  touching in a whispered colloquy which was punctuated by giggles. At another table sat someone who could have been a barrister’s clerk, except that one didn’t usually find them in coffee-bars at a

  quarter past six of an evening. Alone at the counter, his back to Adam, was a young man deep in an evening paper.




  Adam viewed them all without pleasure. Charles Imrey had the effect at times of turning him unreasonably against the whole human race.




  He chose a stool at the counter and blew irritably at his cup of scalding coffee. It was quite unnecessary to serve it at the temperature of molten steel. He stretched for the sugar and knocked

  the arm of the young man two stools away. The young man turned to acknowledge his grunted apology and with a look of astonishment exclaimed, ‘Good heavens, it’s Adam.’




  Adam’s face broke into a smile of pleasure. ‘Why, Tony, what are you doing here?’




  ‘I’ve got to meet somebody in Fleet Street at half past six and came in here for a coffee as I was early. And you?’




  ‘I work hereabouts.’




  ‘Don’t tell me you’re a newspaperman?’




  ‘No, not Fleet Street. The Temple.’




  ‘A barrister?’




  ‘Yes.’




  There was silence while they grinningly appraised each other. Adam hadn’t seen Tony Lelaker since they’d left school together seven years before. They had been exact contemporaries, having

  arrived as new boys in the same term and spending much of their school lives in one another’s shadows. As a boy Tony Lelaker had been amusing, unprincipled, and wholly lacking in any respect for

  authority. He had come near to being expelled more than once, but Adam had never accorded him less than a grudging admiration.




  ‘Yes, I remember now that you were destined for the Bar. Well, well.’ Lelaker shook his head slowly as though finding it difficult to believe that Adam had really joined such eminent ranks.

  ‘What sort of practice have you got, crime, divorce?’




  ‘I think a general practice describes it best’, Adam said dryly.




  ‘A bit of everything, eh?’




  ‘A very little of practically nothing, though today’s been a red-letter one.’ Lelaker listened while Adam told him about his case, his expression becoming positively eager at mention of the

  anonymous letter.




  ‘You make me envious’, he said a trifle wistfully, when Adam had finished. ‘Compared with yours, my job completely lacks excitement.’




  ‘What are you doing, Tony?’




  ‘I’m in the property racket.’




  ‘That spells money, doesn’t it?’




  ‘Mmm, it can do, though it’s easier to lose a fortune than make one.’




  ‘Nevertheless you’re doing all right?’




  ‘So far, though believe me, Adam, it’s a rat race. Hard work, and if you’re going to do any good, you’ve got to have a battle spirit allied to a gambler’s instinct.’




  ‘What’s the name of the firm you work for?’




  ‘I’ve got my own firm.’ Noticing Adam’s expression he went on, ‘Only me and a luscious secretary and an office-boy.’




  ‘I didn’t think you’d be without an office-boy.’ They laughed, for both knew that Tony Lelaker had been absorbed in the multiple attractions of the female sex since a more than usually early

  age. ‘Incidentally, are you married, Tony?’
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