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  ‘From such crooked wood as that which man is made of, nothing straight can be fashioned.’




  Kant




  





  Prologue




  She had received him with hostility which had increased as his visit proceeded. She had said little. She had had no need to. Her eyes and the set of her mouth conveyed her

  feelings toward him.




  He could now feel her hostility at his back as he walked down the narrow hall. Nevertheless, he turned on reaching the front-door as if to give her a final opportunity of acknowledging that he

  might, after all, have a point of view worth considering. But her expression made further words futile. With a slight shrug, he stepped across the threshold and she immediately closed the door

  behind him as though putting another shutter between them.




  He shivered, only partly from the icy draught which blew along the outside corridor, and hurried, shoulders hunched, toward the lift. He pressed the button and waited impatiently, but nothing

  happened. Then he heard running footsteps on the stone stairs, followed by laughter and a string of adolescent obscenities.




  He realised that some children had just put it out of action, doubtless for the umpteenth time that month.




  He set off down the stairs, thankful that he had only four floors to descend. God help any old folk who lived in the higher reaches of the block. They must spend half their lives marooned above

  the world.




  He emerged at the bottom on to the asphalt surround which was still euphemistically referred to as landscaping by those who received the constant stream of tenants’ complaints and felt

  obliged to fight back.




  It was like walking across a barrack square and he quickened his step for the wind was no less cold at ground level than it had been whistling through the building’s corridors.




  A low wall surrounded the three tower blocks and he made for the gap nearest which he had parked his car.




  He reached the car and was about to unlock the driver’s door, when, out of the corner of his eye, he glimpsed a tiny spurt of flame. At the same time there was a muffled explosion, but,

  before his mind could register this, the bullet had smashed its way into his head.




  





  Chapter One




  Police informers are generally unloved and, looking at Gordy Warren, Nick Attwell could easily see why. He was small and wiry, with a narrow head and a smile that sent your

  hand to your wallet to make sure it was still there. His pale, watery eyes were never still and his soft, warm breath was surprisingly harmless. Nick was particularly grateful for this as Gordy was

  one of those people who liked to push his face right against yours when he spoke.




  Unloved and despised as they may be, a great many crimes would go unsolved but for the bits of information they impart to police. Their motives are seldom other than venal, but no police force

  could effectively function without them.




  Every C.I.D. officer has his informer with whom he develops a working relationship in which faith is tempered by wariness and rewards are doled out like morsels of fish to performing seals.




  In the twelve months or so that Nick had known Gordy Warren, he had received from him a number of tip-offs which had proved reliable and consequently helpful. But none had been as important as

  that which had led to the arrest of Clive Donig on a charge of murdering Stanley Fulmer.




  The trial was due to begin at the Old Bailey on the following day, with Gordy Warren well out of sight and his vital disclosures veiled in anonymity.




  ‘I’ve never let you down yet, ’ave I, sarge?’ he said in a soft, wheedling tone as he leaned across the narrow ledge of a table in the small café where they were

  meeting. ‘Anyway, why should I invent it?’ he went on in a faintly aggrieved tone. ‘Every time I meet you, sarge, I’m running a risk. It’s only because I want to

  ’elp the police I do it.’




  ‘You’ll be telling me next you do it for love,’ Nick said with a laugh. Gordy shook his head in sorrowful reproach and Nick went on, ‘Anyway, I’m not doubting your

  information; what I need to know is how reliable it is.’




  ‘’Ave I ever not been reliable?’ Gordy asked in his self-pitying voice.




  ‘You’ve got to find out more, and quickly, too. You’ve got to. At the moment it’s all too vague. Oh, we’ll take it seriously all right, but there’s little we

  can do unless you can come up with something stronger. A name, that’s what I want, Gordy. A name.’




  Gordy Warren examined a bitten thumb-nail with a faintly sulky expression. ‘Most officers I know would ’ave given the earth for that bit of information,’ he said. ‘If it

  ’adn’t been for me, you wouldn’t be ’aving a Bailey trial. You’d never ’ave got on to Donig without my ’elp. Now own up, sarge, that’s the truth and

  you knows it.’




  Nick let out a sigh. He wondered how many more times they would go through this well-worn routine. Whenever Gordy felt dissatisfied with his treatment, which was as regular as phases of the

  moon, he would remind Nick of all his past services.




  ‘Let’s hear the other side, Gordy. I know that side by heart.’




  ‘What other side?’




  ‘The side that tells of all the advantages which have come your way. I know you expect the Commissioner to find you a nice, cosy pad and pay your board and lodging for the rest of your

  life and keep you supplied with those big bosomy birds you go for, but forget all that and count your blessings.’




  ‘Blessings!’




  ‘If you can find out a bit more, I’ll see that you’re decently rewarded.’




  ‘’Ow much?’




  ‘It could be worth quite a bit.’




  ‘A cent?’




  ‘Yes, it could be worth a hundred. If it proves reliable. But you’ve got to find out more.’




  ‘Aren’t you going to give me anything for what I already told you?’




  Nick reached into his pocket and produced the two £10 notes he had brought along. ‘On account,’ he said, passing them over.




  With almost sleight of hand, the notes disappeared into one of Gordy’s pockets.




  ‘Call me at home this evening if you find anything out. Otherwise we’ll meet here to-morrow after court. Say about seven o’clock, in case I have to stay on and confer with

  counsel. And if I want to get in touch with you in the course of the day, I’ll phone the pub.’




  Gordy Warren had part-time employment as a cellarman in a public house in Camden Town where an indulgent licensee allowed him the use of an attic room rent-free.




  As they got up to leave, Gordy appeared to emerge from the brooding mood into which he had sunk.




  ‘’Ow’s your kid, sarge?’




  ‘Simon? He’s fine.’




  ‘Tell ’im, I’m going to give ’im a present. It’s a surprise. ’Ow old is ’e, did you say?’




  ‘Three.’




  ‘I’d like to ’ave ’ad a son,’ Gordy remarked wistfully.




  Nick said nothing, but tried to envisage the sort of offspring Gordy Warren and one of his bosomy lady friends might produce. He decided that it might be very odd-looking, with its

  father’s narrow head and mother’s probable mammary proportions.




  Gordy had been on about giving Simon a present for several months, but to Nick’s relief, the matter had never got any further. He had no wish to become beholden to his informer in that way; on the other hand, the refusal of an actually proffered gift was an embarrassment he hoped to be spared.




  As Nick walked away from their rendezvous, he reflected that he would obviously inform prosecuting counsel first thing next morning of what Gordy Warren had told him. And that was about all he

  could do. His own superior officer in the case was lying on a hospital bed slowly recovering from an operation for a slipped disc which had felled him soon after most of the major work in the

  enquiry had been accomplished. Nick had accordingly been left on his own in the run-up to trial stage of the case, though with Detective Superintendent Peter Bramber to turn to in the event of

  necessity. Nick did not regard it as necessary to bother him yet. He would await counsel’s reaction, it being primarily a counsel matter. He would also discuss it with Clare when he got home

  that evening. That was the boon of having a wife who had once been a police officer herself. She was not only interested in his cases, but could also view them with a professional eye.




  It was half past eight before he arrived back at the small house in Barnes where they lived.




  Clare, who had been watching television, came into the hall to greet him as she always did.




  ‘Hello, darling. Ready to eat?’




  ‘Too right. I’m ravenous,’ he said, after they had kissed. ‘I’ll just go upstairs and have a wash.’




  Clare knew that taking a peep at Simon rated considerably higher with Nick than having a wash. She sometimes reflected how much better balanced their lives would be if they could take equal

  turns at minding Simon and doing police work. Not that she had ever regretted quitting in order to get married – or, rather, to marry Nick. On the other hand she had never been averse to

  helping him in practical fashion with one of his cases when the opportunity had arisen. The fact that such help had to be hidden and unofficial usually added zest to the occasion.




  Upstairs Nick stood looking down at his sleeping son. Simon lay breathing quietly, his arms outside the covers as though ready for instant use. He had always resisted having them tucked in. His

  light brown hair had been recently cut and, to his father at any rate, he now looked a real little boy. Not that he had ever given much evidence of being anything else.




  Nick blew him a silent kiss and crept out of the bedroom.




  ‘All set for to-morrow?’ Clare enquired as he came into the kitchen.




  ‘Except that Gordy Warren’s thrown a potential spanner into the works. He called me earlier to-day and said he must see me urgently as he’d picked up a vital straw affecting

  the trial.’ Clare paused, casserole dish in hand, half-way between oven and table and waited for Nick to go on. ‘He says an attempt is going to be made to nobble the jury.’




  ‘Which way?’




  ‘Need you ask. To secure Donig’s acquittal.’




  ‘Who’s going to do the nobbling?’




  ‘That’s what I’ve told Gordy to find out. He didn’t know.’




  ‘And you believe him?’




  ‘Does one ever believe anything Gordy tells one unless it can be checked out!’




  ‘Where’d he learn this?’




  ‘He says he overheard a conversation between two men in the pub where he works.’




  ‘And he doesn’t know who the men are, I suppose,’ Clare observed, sardonically.




  ‘That’s what he says. He’d not seen them there previously. He heard the name, Donig, mentioned as he passed by and so he tuned in on their conversation as well as he could

  without actually appearing to eavesdrop.’




  ‘Seems unlikely he’d have invented it.’




  ‘That’s what I think.’




  ‘Of course, it’s a long leap from trying to nobble a jury to achieving it.’




  ‘Yes, though it still happens.’




  ‘Presumably, no one knows at this moment who the jurors will be in the Donig case.’




  ‘That’s why all I can do is to let prosecuting counsel know and leave him to challenge anyone who may look susceptible to being nobbled. After all, he and I are as likely to

  recognise the type as whoever it is waiting in the shadows to do the nobbling.’ He speared a lump of meat on his fork and put it into his mouth.




  ‘Forewarned is forearmed,’ Clare said, starting to eat. ‘Particularly in that realm. Can’t the judge be persuaded to say something in open court? If he told the jury to

  report any improper approaches, the nobbler might well be frightened off.’




  ‘Provided we don’t empanel a bad apple, without being aware of the fact.’




  ‘That’s where you and counsel’s powers of perception will come in.’ She chewed for a while, looking thoughtful. Then with a small hesitant smile, she said, ‘I could

  get along for an hour to-morrow. Sally’s picking Simon up from play-school and giving him lunch. Alexander’s coming here the next day.’ Alexander was currently Simon’s best

  friend.




  Nick’s expression told Clare all she needed to know.




  ‘That’s a great idea,’ he said. ‘Even if you can’t shout out “Don’t have him”, you’ll be able to tell me afterwards which of them

  you thought looked dodgy. Feminine intuition and all that.’




  ‘Yes,’ Clare said, ‘it’ll be interesting to try and do that. Also to spot the nobbler himself. He’s bound to be in court.’




  ‘More likely a henchman.’




  ‘Who’s defending Donig?’




  ‘Julius Orkell, Q.C., with Barry Gand as his junior.’




  ‘Who are his solicitors?’




  ‘Naseby and Co.’




  ‘Reputable?’




  ‘I gather so.’




  ‘Not like Fulmer and Co.?’ Clare remarked with a smile.




  Nick grinned. ‘Even they could scarcely defend the man who’d murdered their senior partner.’




  





  Chapter Two




  ‘Bernard Smith . . . Arthur Perkins . . . Barbara Anderson . . . Ephraim Clavering-Jones . . .’




  As each name was intoned by the clerk of the court, its owner took his place in the jury box and came under the immediate scrutiny of Nick and Robin Mendip, the Treasury Counsel nominated to

  prosecute in the case. Somewhere behind both of them sat Clare, also intently studying each new face as the jury box slowly filled.




  So far they looked just about as ordinary as their names, save that Ephraim Clavering-Jones appeared more so than his. He was a tall, handsome negro who managed to look rather more relaxed than

  his colleagues.




  At last the jury box was full, nine men and three women. As Nick ran his eye along the two rows, he decided that there was only one whose looks he didn’t care for. Trevor Lee in the middle

  of the back row. It wasn’t his open-neck red shirt and black corduroy jacket that affronted Nick’s idea of how a juror should dress, nor his shoulder-length ungroomed hair, for jurors

  came in all sizes, colours and descriptions these days. It was his mean mouth and arrogant stare that made Nick turn and whisper to Mr Mendip.




  ‘Don’t like the look of him, sir. Can’t we get him off?’




  ‘We’ll wait and see how the defence play it,’ counsel whispered back.




  When Nick had told him and Tom Parrod, the junior prosecuting counsels of Gordy’s tip-off, Robin Mendip had said they would have to play it by ear, though he would certainly mention it in

  open court before the end of the day so that the judge could warn the jury to be on their guard against any improper approaches.




  As to challenging any jurors whom they didn’t like the look of, he reminded Nick that this had become an increasingly sensitive area for the crown, with certain politicians always ready to

  use it as a stick with which to belabour the existing system. If the defence made a number of challenges, it was easier for the crown to do so. But if the defence made none, then, unless they had

  real cause, discretion required the crown to sit tight and hope for the best. He had also pointed out that it was too late to have a jury check – a check, that is, of all the names on the

  list from which the jury would be selected – and, moreover, even if it had not been too late, it was unlikely to have been sanctioned in this particular case. Nick had nodded, aware that this

  was yet another fetter which had recently been imposed on the prosecuting authority in the alleged interest of fairness. Fairness to the defence had become a strident and distorted cry which often

  drowned the less articulate plea of society as a whole for protection from wrong-doers.




  Nick turned back and surveyed again the object of his disquiet. Trevor Lee was sitting back with arms folded across his chest and an expression of imperious disdain on his face. He was the

  prototype anti-police demonstrator, it was written all over him. He would be in favour of an acquittal simply because he could never appear to ally himself with those who represented law and

  order.




  Nick’s thoughts were interrupted by the clerk of the court telling the accused that the jurors selected to try him were about to be sworn and that, if he wished to object to any of them,

  he must do so when their names were called and before they were sworn.




  Donig threw his counsel a quick glance and received a reassuring nod.




  To Nick’s dismay, the six in the front row were sworn without challenge. The first three in the back row went similarly unchallenged and then the Testament was handed to Trevor Lee. Nick

  turned his head to give counsel a last despairing look, but Robin Mendip merely gave him a wink and a slight shrug.




  Nick’s worst fears were confirmed when Trevor Lee declined to take an oath, but said condescendingly that he would affirm.




  Nick had almost lost interest when Mr Orkell suddenly called out, ‘Challenge.’ The juror in question, a somewhat formidable-looking lady named Judith Walker, froze in apparent

  indignation and glared at defending counsel who wisely looked elsewhere.




  ‘Would you mind leaving the box, madam?’ the judge said with a small apologetic smile.




  Julius Orkell leaned sideways and murmured to Robin Mendip, ‘I thought she looked a bit too much like the president of the Hang’em and Flog’em Society.’




  Mendip grinned. ‘Probably find she’s as soft as melted icecream underneath.’




  Judith Walker was replaced by William Smythe, whose looks couldn’t have offended anyone. He was small and nondescript with a bald head and a moustache grown to compensate for the absence

  of hair on his head. Or so it seemed to Clare.




  If she had been able to communicate her views to anyone, they would have been that, though Trevor Lee looked the obvious trouble-maker, there were others whose exteriors might well prove to be

  deceptively stolid and respectable. It seemed to her that it would be a waste of anyone’s time to try and nobble Trevor Lee. It would be like preaching to the converted. As for Ephraim

  Clavering-Jones, she thought he looked one of the more intelligent jurors. Once or twice he had whispered something to one of his neighbours and had revealed a pleasant, easy smile and a general

  air of alertness.




  Clare turned her attention back to the accused sitting in the huge dock of Number 1 Court. He looked less thuggish than Nick had led her to believe. Perhaps because he so obviously was one, she

  had expected him to resemble one more. Apart from his rather squashed nose, he had good, strong features. Short fair hair, a firm jaw-line and cornflower-blue eyes. He certainly had a tough, chunky

  appearance as befitted someone who had boxed for his regiment. But then he had been court-martialled for striking a sergeant-major in the orderly room, knocking him out cold at that, and had been

  dismissed the service, since when he had lived by crime, generally as the strong-arm man in any enterprise requiring one. According to Nick, he was a killer by instinct, acting without emotion. He

  certainly exhibited none as he sat in the dock with an expression carved from stone.




  She looked from Donig to the man facing him across the well of the court. Mr Justice Finderson was a new judge and little was known of him. His wig and scarlet robes might indicate that his

  appointment was recent, but Clare felt that anyone who sought to take advantage of the fact could well find themselves judicially gored. In his own way, he looked every bit as tough as the accused

  in the dock.




  The jury had been sworn, the indictment had been read to the accused who had pleaded not guilty in an expressionless voice and Clare sat back in her seat as Robin Mendip rose to open the

  case.




  ‘May it please your lordship, members of the jury, I appear to prosecute in this case with my learned friend Mr Parrod and the accused, Clive Donig, is represented by my learned friends,

  Mr Orkell and Mr Gand.




  ‘As you have heard, members of the jury, the charge is one of murder, the allegation being that the accused murdered Stanley Fulmer on the eighth of January this year. As you will in due

  course be directed by my lord, it is for the prosecution to prove the charge. To prove beyond reasonable doubt that the accused did what the prosecution alleges, namely that he murdered Stanley

  Fulmer. There are a number of unusual features about the case, but, leaving those on one side for a moment, there is, in the prosecution’s submission, clear evidence to prove the charge to

  your satisfaction.




  ‘When you have heard all the evidence, you may well reach the conclusion that this was what is called a contract murder. Namely that someone wanted Mr Fulmer killed and employed, directly

  or indirectly, the accused to carry out the deed. In a word, the accused was a hired killer. He killed Mr Fulmer because he was paid to do so.’




  Prosecuting counsel turned a page of his notebook, gave his gown a hitch and went on, ‘Stanley Fulmer was a solicitor, members of the jury, the senior partner in the firm of Fulmer and Co.

  which has an office in Crenly Street, just off Tottenham Court Road. Mr Fulmer’s practice was primarily in the criminal law and he was a well-known figure in this and other criminal

  courts.’ Mendip glanced along the row to where a small, hunched counsel was scribbling furiously in a notebook. This was Mr Tagg who was holding a watching brief on behalf of the

  victim’s late firm. His role gave him no voice in the proceedings, but Mendip reckoned that he would have quite a busy time reporting back on the various imputations that were likely to be

  made once the defence got going.




  ‘On the eighth of January,’ counsel went on, ‘Mr Fulmer was shot through the head beside the driver’s door of his car which was parked outside Medina Towers, a complex of

  flats in the East End of London. The car door was still locked and the keys were on the ground close by. The car engine was cold. I mention that, members of the jury, because it is the strongest

  indication that Mr Fulmer had just returned to his car when he was shot rather than that he had just got out of it. This is supported, moreover, by the evidence of a Miss Kitching who lives in the

  north block of Medina Towers and who recalls looking out of her window and seeing the car parked there about eight o’clock. The murder took place near enough round twenty past eight. That was

  when the shot was heard and a 999 call was made to the police.’




  He paused and pursed his lips in apparent thought for a moment. ‘You will probably agree, members of the jury, that the strong inference from what I have told you is that Mr Fulmer had

  returned to his car after visiting somebody in Medina Towers. There are no fewer than two hundred and forty flats in Medina Towers. Eighty in each of three blocks. Four flats on each floor and

  twenty floors to each block.’ He paused again and fixed the jury with a head-on look. ‘The police have called on the occupiers of each of those two hundred and forty flats. In addition

  they have visited every house within a quarter of a mile of where Mr Fulmer’s car was found. No one, but no one, admits to having received a visit from the deceased solicitor that evening.

  Moreover, despite well publicised appeals, no one has come forward with any information which would explain what he was doing in that area, far from his office and even further from his own home.

  Mr Penfold, his junior partner in the firm, who left the office around six on the evening in question, will tell you that Mr Fulmer was still at work and said nothing about going to visit anyone in

  Medina Towers. Mrs Fulmer will tell you that her husband said he wouldn’t be home until around nine o’clock that evening, but that there was nothing unusual about that. So what was Mr

  Fulmer doing in the area of Medina Towers around eight o’clock? The prosecution cannot tell you. He was there all right, there can be no doubt about that. Shot through the head, the bullet

  lodging in his brain. A bullet fired from a Smith and Wesson .38 revolver.’




  From the rapt expressions on the faces of the jurors, it was clear that Robin Mendip had hooked them with his recital of the facts. There was nothing like a murder case with some of its mystery

  unsolved, Nick reflected as he looked at their faces. Even Trevor Lee couldn’t help appearing interested.




  ‘Whoever fired the shot, members of the jury, disappeared without trace immediately afterwards. It was a cold night and the street was deserted. One or two people thought they heard

  running footsteps after the shot, but no one was observed leaving the scene of the crime. The odds are that the murderer had escaped down a side street almost before anyone could look out of a

  window. One may presume he had a getaway car conveniently parked in the vicinity. A matter of speculation is where he waited for Mr Fulmer to return to his car. When you come to examine the album

  of photographs, you will see that almost opposite where the car was parked is a builder’s yard with a recessed entrance. It would undoubtedly provide excellent cover for anyone wishing to

  keep watch and stay out of sight. For two days, the police remained baffled and then certain information reached them. As a result of that information, they went to an address in Hackney where the

  accused, Donig, was living. In his room they found a Smith and Wesson .38 revolver and £2000 in used notes. The revolver has been examined by a firearms expert at the Metropolitan Police

  Laboratory who will tell you that he has no doubt it is the weapon which fired the bullet recovered from Mr Fulmer’s brain. As to the £2000 found in a carrier bag in a cupboard of his

  room, the accused said they were his winnings at gambling. However, when pressed, he was unable to give any details as to how or where he had won the money. You may think, members of the jury, that

  if his story was true, he would have been very quick to have provided details so that the police could check them and confirm what he had said. As it is, coupled with his possession of the

  revolver, you may well infer that the £2000 was his payment for murdering Mr Fulmer. If that inference is correct, the prosecution is unable to take the matter any further. There is clear

  evidence that Mr Fulmer met his death at the hands of the accused. The fact that someone else may have ordered it to happen does not relieve Donig of his responsibility. I would urge you most

  strongly, members of the jury, to concentrate on the facts and not embark on speculative theories, tempting though it may be. There is no evidence that the accused and his victim knew each other or

  had ever been linked together in any way. It follows that the accused had no known motive to kill Mr Former, which is why the prosecution has branded the crime a contract murder. Happily hired

  killers are still a rarity in this country, but they do exist, members of the jury. They do exist.’




  ‘Will you be calling yourself as an expert witness on the subject, Robin?’ Mr Orkell asked in a murmured aside.




  The judge frowned and defending counsel quickly buried his head in his papers. Mendip, who had been about to make an appropriate riposte, stifled the urge and proceeded to that part of his

  opening which required him to expound in greater detail on the evidence which the prosecution’s witnesses would be called to give.




  Nick took the opportunity to slip out of court and check that all the witnesses who had been warned for attendance that day had in fact turned up. He had left Detective Constable Cambridge to

  take care of this aspect.




  Ted Cambridge, a keen young officer who played hockey for the Metropolitan Police, was peering through the glass panel of the door into court as Nick came out.




  ‘Going all right?’ he asked, with the anxious air of an expectant father.




  Nick nodded. ‘I reckon Mr Mendip will be about another half hour. Everyone here?’




  ‘Yes, including Mr Penfold.’




  ‘I thought we’d arranged to phone him, so that he didn’t have to hang around all day.’




  ‘That’s right, we did; because he kept reminding us what a busy man he was and stressing all the extra work he had as a result of old Fulmer’s death.’




  ‘So why’s he here now?’ Nick asked in a tone of slight exasperation. Only the police knew what a chore it was getting witnesses to court. They grumbled at the inconvenience

  and had to be cajoled and mollified. In order to mitigate the inconvenience to busy, professional men, it was often arranged that they should be on the end of a telephone and be summoned to court

  only at the last minute. Nick had made such an arrangement with Neil Penfold and now, after all that, he had turned up before the trial was scarcely under way.




  ‘He apparently felt it was his duty to keep Mrs Fulmer company. He told me that, on reflection, he didn’t think it’d look very good if she had to sit about all day while her

  late husband’s junior partner received star treatment.’




  Nick let out a derisive snort. As far as he was concerned, Penfold had been a pain in the arse from the outset. Though he had avoided being downright obstructive, he had certainly not shown the

  degree of co-operation the police had hoped for and expected. This had been particularly apparent when they had been probing Fulmer’s list of clients to try and ascertain whether any of them

  bore him a grudge and might have felt they had a score to settle. Penfold’s attitude had been one of extreme caution and wariness as he withdrew behind a shield of professional privilege and

  repeatedly stressed the sanctity of a solicitor’s relationship with a client. As a result the police had been frustrated in their hopes of examining Stanley Fulmer’s records and

  correspondence. Such bits of information as had come their way had been like autumn leaves blown beneath a door.




  Nick glanced past Ted Cambridge to where a number of the witnesses were sitting. Neil Penfold and Brenda Fulmer appeared to be deep in conversation while another woman leaned across

  listening.




  Anticipating Nick’s question, D.C. Cambridge said, ‘That’s Olive Tishman, Mrs Fulmer’s sister.’




  Nick saw that there was a resemblance between the two women. He knew that Brenda Fulmer was 37, fifteen years younger than her late husband, and he reckoned that Mrs Tishman was the older of the

  two, probably by two or three years. He watched her with interest. So that was Frank Tishman’s wife. In the course of their enquiries they had learnt that Tishman had amassed a fortune in

  various speculative deals, at least one of which had been the subject of investigation by the Fraud Squad, though nothing came of it, and, more interestingly, that he was rumoured to have cast

  adulterous eyes at his sister-in-law.




  This was something that Fulmer’s secretary had told them under seal of great secrecy. Whether or not there was any truth in it, she didn’t pretend to know, though it seemed that

  Stanley Fulmer himself had had his suspicions.




  There had certainly not been enough to justify tackling Tishman, who, it was known, flatly refused to see police officers other than in the presence of his legal advisers.




  Catching sight of Nick, Penfold got up and came across to where the two officers were standing.




  ‘Good morning, Sergeant Attwell. I decided that I might as well make a complete wreck of my day and be at your disposal.’ Nick noticed that the solicitor’s hands had a slight

  tremble which he had not observed before. ‘Quite frankly,’ Penfold went on, ‘I wouldn’t have been able to get any work done if I had stayed in the office. My nerves are all

  to pieces this morning.’




  ‘I’d have thought you were the last person to have nerves about coming to court,’ Nick said, with an absence of sympathy.




  ‘It’s coming as a witness. I’ve never given evidence before other than in formal matters.’




  ‘I don’t see that you have much to worry about,’ Nick said. ‘Mr Mendip’ll nurse you along.’




  ‘Mendip doesn’t worry me, it’s Orkell’s cross-examination I’m not looking forward to.’ Nick, who had been well aware of this, said nothing. ‘Have you

  any idea yet what line the defence is going to take?’




  ‘I imagine they’ll seek to show that Mr Fulmer had a lot of enemies as a result of his contacts with the criminal world and that various people might have been glad to see him

  dead.’




  Penfold nodded unhappily. ‘Just what I’m afraid of.’




  ‘It’s something you haven’t been exactly helpful over,’ Nick remarked.




  ‘I couldn’t be. I’d have been guilty of professional misconduct.’




  ‘The result is,’ Nick went on, ‘that the defence may have unearthed things in the woodshed which you’ve hidden from us. Donig may never have been a client of your firm,

  but he’ll certainly have mixed with people whom Mr Fulmer has represented, people who mayn’t be too scrupulous about flinging the dirt about.’ Nick shrugged. ‘Anyway,

  it’s too late to do anything about it now.’
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