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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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      Some circumstantial evidence is very strong, as when you find a trout in the milk.




      Thoreau


    


  




  





  Contents




   




   




  Cover




  The Murder Room Introduction




  Title page




  Epigraph
  

  

   




  Chapter One




  Chapter Two




  Chapter Three




  Chapter Four




  Chapter Five




  Chapter Six




  Chapter Seven




  Chapter Eight




  Chapter Nine




  Chapter Ten




  Chapter Eleven




  Chapter Twelve




  Chapter Thirteen




  Chapter Fourteen




  Chapter Fifteen




  Chapter Sixteen




  Chapter Seventeen




  Chapter Eighteen




  Chapter Nineteen




  Chapter Twenty




  Chapter Twenty-One




  Chapter Twenty-Two




  Chapter Twenty-Three




  Chapter Twenty-Four




  Chapter Twenty-Five




   




  Outro




  By Michael Underwood




  About the author




  Copyright page




  





  Chapter One




  An urgent tearing sound halted Robin Appleman in his tracks.




  ‘Damn and blast!’ He looked down with dismay at the sleeve of his barrister’s gown which a moment before had been proudly billowing, but which now hung like the broken wing of

  a blackbird. ‘Oh blast! ’ he repeated as his eye caught sight of the loose, jutting hinge of one of the robing-room lockers.




  A stranger might have thought his language remarkably restrained in the circumstances and have attributed this to the Old Bailey’s grave, repressive aura. But in fact it was Robin’s

  own strict Nonconformist upbringing which continued to inhibit him, so that the two expletives he used were the worst in his vocabulary. Furthermore, he was someone who frequently suffered uneasy

  forebodings of hellfire, even after three years of living in London away from home while he had been working for his Bar exams.




  But now he was a full-blown barrister of four months’ standing . . . A barrister with a shredded sleeve to his gown . . . And worse, a barrister who was already late for Court.




  It was only a few days ago that James Geddy, his pupil-master, had gently but firmly reproved him for too often arriving at Court at the last minute – or just after it.




  ‘Clients don’t like their Counsel looking as though he’d just run all the way from Fulham, dressing on the way.’




  Robin had nodded in vigorous assent. ‘I know. I’m terribly sorry, it’s just that . . .’




  ‘It’s just that you’re one of nature’s unpunctual animals, Robin. But you must overcome this . . . not sloth, heaven knows nobody could accuse you of being slothful or

  unalert once you’re there . . . this penchant for the last-minute arrival. As an advocate, you’re in the front row of the chorus and you can’t get away with it.’ He had

  smiled in a way to remove any sting from his rebuke. ‘At the moment, as a pupil, you’re only in the second row, but that still doesn’t mean you can sneak in unnoticed.’




  And that had only been the day before the Manion trial had begun. For the past three days he had been sitting behind his pupil-master in Number 1 Court where Geddy was defending a man about whom

  the public at large had long since formed its conclusions, namely that he was one of the more dangerous members of society who belonged behind bars for as long as anyone liked to suggest. For Frank

  Manion was without doubt one of the top league criminals who normally managed to keep themselves several moves beyond the reach of the police. But now he was fighting desperately for his

  freedom.




  Tucking his notebook beneath his arm and bunching the torn sleeve into his other hand, Robin streaked off towards Court. There was still a chance, he thought, that he’d make it before the

  judge. It was usually a couple of minutes after the half hour before those imperious knocks heralded Mr Justice Tyler’s entry. And, according to Robin’s watch, it was only twenty-nine

  minutes past.




  The concourse outside the main Courts was thronged with people as he thrust his way towards Number 1 Court. Once he found himself forcing a passage through a group of waiting jurors.




  ‘That young man’s in a bloody hurry,’ one of them observed sourly, as Robin cannoned off him.




  ‘They’re all in a bloody hurry outside Court,’ his neighbour replied. ‘But get ’em inside and they seem to think you want to spend your lifetime there as

  well. Takes ’em ten minutes to put the right question and then they have to go through it all over again.’




  ‘That’s to make sure we’ve got the point. They don’t know what’s going on in our minds as we sit there listening.’




  ‘Wouldn’t mind their knowing what’s going on in mine! Wouldn’t want some of the ones I’ve heard these past few days defending me, I can tell you.’




  ‘A citizen’s highest public duty, the judge called it yesterday.’




  ‘And his biggest waste of bloody time! Anyway, let’s hope our next case has a bit of spice.’




  By this time, Robin had reached Court. As he shot through the outer swing doors, his heart sank for he saw the judge already in his place. He was about to push stealthily through the inner

  glass-panelled doors when his way was suddenly barred. It was the tall, thin police officer with the humorous face who was holding the door against his entry, at the same time mouthing at him

  through the glass. He looked like some comical fish in an aquarium tank and Robin replied with his own more urgent signs of wishing to enter. But all the officer did was to put his finger to his

  lips, roll his eyes dramatically and turn his back.




  Glancing past him, Robin saw that a witness was in the box taking the oath. This explained everything since Mr Justice Tyler could be guaranteed to instigate an immediate reign of terror in

  Court if anyone so much as scratched an ear when the oath was being taken. He would command silence as though for the last roll-call and then deliver a stern homily on the solemnity attaching to

  the swearing of a witness or a juror. Thereafter, the desire to cough, squirm or scratch became, for many, almost unendurable. But it was generally recognised that every judge must be allowed one

  idiosyncrasy, and this was Tyler, J’s.




  The tall back removed itself and the door was held open just enough to let him slide past.




  ‘Ssh! ’ the officer hissed with another exaggerated gesture of compelling silence. He plucked at Robin’s gown as he went to pass. ‘Your wig’s on crooked, Mr

  Appleman.’




  ‘Oh, thanks.’ Robin’s hand flew up to straighten his barristerial plumage, which still caused him moments of embarrassment when he happened to catch sight of himself.




  He slipped into his seat behind James Geddy, opened his notebook and began writing. All in one continuing movement.




  Geddy turned his head and Robin leaned forward.




  ‘I’m terribly sorry, I had a bit of an accident . . .’ His voice trailed away apologetically as he met Geddy’s coolly quizzical gaze and he bent with increased fervour

  over his notebook.




  The witness in the box was Detective Chief Superintendent Peters who was the officer in charge of the case. The prosecution’s evidence was drawing to a close and would be followed by James

  Geddy’s submission of no case to answer on at least some of the counts in the indictment. Then, unless the judge threw the whole case out, would come the make or break of every criminal

  trial, the accused’s own performance in the witness box.




  In a matter of seconds, Robin had forgotten all his discomfiture as he became wholly absorbed in his note-taking role. For years he had dreamed of becoming a barrister and now here he was

  playing a part, important if mute, in one of the most talked-about trials of the year. Important because, although only a pupil without any standing in the case, he knew that Geddy relied on him to

  do more than take a good note, to pick up what he himself might miss.




  When the luncheon adjournment came, Peters was still giving evidence, but was unlikely to be in the box for much longer. James Geddy, who had been cross-examining him for half an hour, was

  giving a demonstration of how a skilled advocate tackles a tough, no-quarter-giving adversary who was additionally an extremely experienced witness. It was an exercise in not attempting the

  impossible, but of extracting the one or two points which could not be denied the defence. Senior police officers didn’t suddenly crack up in the witness-box, nor was Peters one of those

  given to overstating his evidence. He was quiet, temperate, unshakeable – and deadly.




  At one o’clock, Mr Justice Tyler who had scarcely intervened throughout the morning’s proceedings announced that the Court would adjourn until five minutes past two.




  James Geddy turned round to Robin. ‘Not much change to be got from a witness like Peters. It’s like throwing pebbles at the Rock of Gibraltar.’




  Robin, who had been admiring his pupil-master’s handling of this implacable witness, nodded. ‘I don’t see what more you could have achieved.’




  ‘I know, but one always hopes for miracles even though one doesn’t count on them. I’d like to look through your note of my cross-examination, but that can wait till after

  lunch. Coming to the mess?’




  ‘James, just before you go . . .’




  Geddy turned to find Peter Strange, the senior of the two Treasury Counsel prosecuting in the case, approaching him.




  ‘Don’t tell me anything you shouldn’t, but I take it you’re going to submit on Count One? Frankly, I don’t see that I have any answer . . .’




  ‘Or any evidence,’ Geddy broke in, with a smile.




  Strange shrugged, then lowering his voice said, ‘We both know the form in this sort of case. It’s all a question of where the witnesses think their better interests lie. I’ve

  not only had one ratting on me in the box but another failing to appear at all.’ His voice had an angry edge at the now empty dock and at the innocent back of Adrian Slatter, Geddy’s

  instructing solicitor, who was gathering up his strewn papers at a table in the well of the Court where he sat immediately in front of his counsel.




  James Geddy made no comment. He would have felt the same had he been prosecuting. ‘To answer your question, Peter, I certainly shall be submitting and it won’t be confined to Count

  One.’




  ‘I see. Well, thanks for telling me. You can’t possibly hope to get out of the lot at this juncture.’




  It was Geddy’s turn to shrug. ‘Difficult to know with old Tyler. He rarely gives one any sort of indication of what’s going on in his mind, except when he thinks he hears a pin

  drop during the oath.’




  Peter Strange laughed. ‘I hear he’s likely to go up to the Court of Appeal soon.’




  ‘Put three of him in a row and you really will have a picture of inscrutable justice.’ He turned back to Robin who was talking to the solicitor.




  ‘Anything you want done during the adjournment, Mr Geddy?’ Slatter asked.




  ‘No, thanks. Manion realises he may be in the box before the end of the day?’




  ‘Yes, though he’s hoping your submission will save him the necessity. But you’ll find him a good witness.’




  ‘I hope the jury do as well! I must say, I can’t recall a client who ever showed such a lively interest in his trial. He’s the most prolific note scribbler I’ve come

  across.’




  Slatter seemed to colour slightly as though this was a reproach on him. ‘I only pass on the ones which seem relevant,’ he said defensively.




  ‘My dear chap, I’m not accusing you of anything, though on the whole it’s not a habit to be encouraged among one’s clients. I don’t believe I can recall a single

  occasion when a client has either reminded me of something I’d forgotten or told me something I needed to know.’ He gave a small laugh. ‘But I’d probably be as active if I

  were sitting in the dock listening to someone trying to defend me.’




  ‘And Manion isn’t the easiest of clients from a solicitor’s point of view,’ Slatter said, again in a slightly defensive tone.




  ‘I’m quite sure he’s not! Well, see you after the adjournment.’




  Later when they were having lunch in the Bar mess, Robin said, ‘I get the impression that Adrian Slatter doesn’t care for his client very much.’




  ‘Can’t say that I blame him,’ Geddy said, trying to spear an elusive piece of potato on his plate. He paused a second with the potato on the end of his fork and then slowly put

  it in his mouth. Robin had a feeling that he had been on the verge of making a similar comment about Slatter himself, but had balked at an indiscretion which might be overheard.




  Robin had heard a good deal about Adrian Slatter before he ever met him. He sent a lot of work to 4 Mulberry Court and obviously had a high opinion of James Geddy whom he often instructed in his

  more important cases. Those in Chambers were, in general, fairly divided in their view of him as a person, though everyone agreed that he was competent, that his briefs were well prepared and, most

  strongly in his favour, that he paid up promptly, which was more than could be said for a good many solicitors in criminal practice. This last was, in the eyes of some, his most attractive

  feature.




  Robin, however, had also rather taken to him as a person. It may have had something to do with the fact they were both self-made in the sense that each came from a family which had not

  previously claimed any professional men in its ranks. This formed an unconscious bond in a profession which is still largely manned by so-called public school types. There was also a slightly

  anxious air about him which evoked Robin’s sympathy. And, lastly, there had been the completely different physical image of the man from what he had been expecting. This is always something

  of a shock. You build up a picture of someone and then you meet him and he doesn’t remotely resemble the person you had imagined.




  He had never expected that a solicitor, who had, as clients, some of the biggest criminals in town and whose managing clerk looked just like one of them, would turn out to have the guise of the

  man he had met for the first time a week before the trial opened. Anxious and rather lonely looking, Adrian Slatter had also appeared much younger than Robin had expected. Robin decided that he was

  probably unfairly judged by Chambers. Certainly Donald, the clerk, liked him, and not only on account of the work he sent to Chambers or the promptness with which his cheques arrived afterwards.

  And Donald was a sound judge of men, as well as being an extremely good clerk. It was he who had told Robin of Slatter’s reputation as a lady’s man when Robin had said that he looked a

  lonely sort of person.




  James Geddy’s voice suddenly broke in on his thoughts.




  ‘Finished, Robin?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Sure? You look as though you might be hoping for another helping of that syrup pudding.’




  ‘No, I’ve finished, though it was jolly good.’




  ‘Well, let’s find a quiet corner. I’d like to run through some of the points of my submission with you.’




  The case against Frank Manion, never as strong as the prosecution had hoped, had been seriously eroded by the defection of two crown witnesses. It would probably be argued later that the police

  would have done better to have waited until they could have mounted a stronger case, but this would be ignoring the realities, as well as smacking of hindsight.




  Among the realities was a man named Ricky Pitts who had been found one night in a state of collapse in a gutter and who, in a probably unconsidered moment, alleged that he had been beaten up by

  Manion in his office at Frank’s Tavern, a night-club and the West End headquarters of Manion’s various enterprises.




  This had led to Manion’s arrest and his immediate denial that anything of the sort had happened. He could only suggest that Ricky Pitts, never one of Society’s more stable members,

  had better have the inside of his head examined, not just the outside bandaged, if he was going to throw accusations of that sort around.




  As the police now had him under lock and key, they not unreasonably decided to see whether they couldn’t find a bit more to pin on him. The very fact that he was in custody might encourage

  some of those who had suffered in their dealings with him to come forward with evidence.




  And so it proved, though the result was something closer to a trickle than a floodtide of accusations.




  At all events it led to Manion facing trial at the Old Bailey on four counts. The first alleged an offence of causing grievous bodily harm with intent and related to the assault on Ricky Pitts.

  The next two were allegations of blackmail and referred to the extortion of £1500 in one instance and just over £2000 in the other from someone named Sam Lusk. The fourth related to an

  offence of attempting to obtain money by deception and hinged entirely on the inference of dishonest intent which, the prosecution said, must be drawn from the facts they would prove.




  Manion had pleaded not guilty to all counts and the trial had begun. Before this, however, James Geddy had applied for the Grievous Bodily Harm count to be severed and made the subject of a

  separate trial, but the prosecution had opposed this and the judge had ruled against him.




  As things turned out, this proved to be a pyrrhic victory for the crown, since, when the time came, there was no Ricky Pitts to give evidence. It transpired that he had been warned by the police

  the previous evening to attend Court the following day, but had left his home in the middle of the night and disappeared. Intensive police efforts to find him were unsuccessful and the jury in

  Number 1 Court found themselves deprived of his evidence.




  Unrecovered from this body blow to their case, the crown had next had to face a Mr Lusk who retired so far from his original evidence as to make it sound that Manion had done him a favour by

  accepting two large sums of money from him. As a result, it had been left to James Geddy in cross-examination merely to underscore Mr Lusk’s reluctance to pull the trigger in his

  client’s face.




  As to the fourth count, the crown had proved a number of incontrovertible facts and said that Manion’s dishonest intent was the only possible inference. Manion, of course, had denied any

  such dishonesty in the transaction in question.




  James Geddy glanced at his watch. ‘Time we got back into Court, Robin. So we’ll have a shot at getting him out of the lot, shall we! The judge is bound to sling the G.B.H. and I

  think there’s a very fair chance of his upholding my submission of no case on Counts Two and Three after Mr Lusk’s performance in the box. He certainly ought to, but judges aren’t

  always the lilywhite guardians of virginal justice the public likes to believe. Maybe because justice lost her virginity when first given into the charge of frail mortals. As for Count Four,

  I’ll try and persuade him that it, too, is unworthy of any answer, but Peter Strange is certainly going to fight to hold him on something. The police must be hopping mad the way the case has

  gone.’




  Robin nodded gravely. ‘I imagine they suspect that Manion’s responsible for Pitt’s disappearance and for Lusk’s watered down evidence.’




  ‘I wouldn’t have thought there was any doubt about it. Their imagining it, I mean,’ he added drily.




  When they arrived back in Court, Adrian Slatter was already there, leaning against the dock and talking to George Uppard, his chief clerk, a genial-looking tough among whose reputed duties was

  that of undertaking the firm’s occasional extra-curricular activities. He turned to leave and gave Geddy a friendly nod. Robin received a knowing wink and smiled back. He and Slatter made a

  strange pair, but Robin supposed that, if you were a one-man firm and attracted clients as shady as so many of Slatter’s, it was necessary to employ someone who could, so to speak, guard the

  shop when occasion required. At first he had been rather shocked by all he had heard about Adrian Slatter’s practice, but since meeting him he had come round to the view that his services to

  the criminal community were almost those of some philanthropic organisation.




  The judge entered and a few seconds later Manion came up the steps at the back of the dock and sat down with a prison officer at his side. Before doing so, however, he glanced quickly down to

  make sure that his counsel and solicitor were in their places. Robin had noticed how he did this every time. There was something impressive about the gesture, as though he would not hesitate to

  hold up the proceedings if one of them were missing. Some defendants are shrunken wretches, others faceless nonentities, others again dominant forces who manage to make their presence felt just by

  being there. Manion was one of these. He was of medium height, broad-shouldered with a rather square-shaped head. He had black hair brushed straight back, a wide thin mouth and a pair of eyes which

  never reflected any emotion, but which would suddenly focus on something with frightening intensity. All his movements were neat and extremely rapid.




  The afternoon’s proceedings had scarcely begun before he leaned over the edge of the dock and waved a small piece of folded paper at his solicitor. Slatter rose and put up his hand to take

  it. Robin watched idly to see whether he passed the note back to James Geddy. But he didn’t. Instead, he tore it into small pieces which he placed in a neat pile beside his papers.




  Robin suddenly realised that he was missing some of the witness’s evidence and bent over his notebook with a faint feeling of guilt.




  But somehow he found it difficult to concentrate that afternoon. He kept on thinking of Sheila and wondering if he would have an opportunity of speaking to her alone that evening. He hated

  having to conceal his feelings about her; hated, too, all the hole-in-the-corner measures he was obliged to adopt just to steal a furtive kiss. And then not always successfully. If only he could

  also be more sure of Sheila’s exact feelings towards him. The present situation was becoming unbearable. He had enough to occupy his mind with trying to establish himself in his new

  profession, without the additional strain of a frustrated emotional entanglement.




  Eventually Chief Superintendent Peters completed his evidence and Strange announced that that was the close of the prosecution’s case. James Geddy rose to begin his submission, but paused

  when the judge and the clerk of the court went into a whispered huddle. The judge kept on glancing up at the clock as though to will it to stop.




  ‘Mr Geddy,’ he said after a final exchange with the clerk and a last dismissive look at the clock, ‘I think we shall have to break off at this point as I have to interpose

  another matter which will occupy the rest of the afternoon. And I shan’t be able to sit to-morrow morning so I’ll adjourn this case until two o’clock to-morrow

  afternoon.’




  ‘If your lordship pleases,’ Geddy said and sat down, his tone indicating anything but pleasure on his own part.




  A couple of minutes later, he and Robin and prosecuting counsel were outside the Court.




  ‘Someone might have given us a bit of warning,’ he remarked. ‘Did you know he was going to do this, Peter?’




  Strange shook his head. ‘No, but I’ll be quite glad to have to-morrow morning in Chambers. Anyway, I’m sure your submission will keep.’




  ‘Oh, I’m not worried about my submission. It’s just that this’ll mean adding at least half a day on to the trial and I’ve got something specially fixed in the Court

  of Appeal on Friday.’




  ‘So what, James. It’s always happening. I’ve had no fewer than four of my cases listed to-day in different Courts. One just goes where the thunder rolls loudest and leaves

  one’s clerk to sort out the rest.’




  ‘I still don’t have to approve the system whereby it happens.’




  ‘System?’ Strange echoed in mock surprise. ‘Since when has system had any part in a barrister’s life? It’s just day-to-day semi-organised chaos.’




  Robin always enjoyed the walk back to Chambers from the Old Bailey, even on a grey November’s afternoon. Buses were full and pavements crowded as the first commuters made their way home

  and one had the feeling of being in the heart of things. There was always the chance of some new breathtaking glimpse of St Paul’s in silhouette if you happened suddenly to glance behind you.

  And if you didn’t, Fleet Street was there to stimulate the mind in a different way with its air of vibrant activity. To one who had first visited London at the edge of sixteen and who had

  only been living there for quite a short time, the whole atmosphere was charged with excitement, especially all those areas connected with the law.




  He had short legs and had difficulty in keeping up with James Geddy who seemed to be able to keep going in a straight line while he, Robin, was for ever dodging round human and other

  obstacles.




  But at last they turned down one of the alleys which fed the Temple like so many tributaries. Mulberry Court itself was tucked away at the end of an arched-over passage which provided its only

  entrance and egress. The tree which gave it its name stood in the middle of the small courtyard, heavily propped up with iron poles which had become almost part of it. There was a doorway on each

  of three of the courtyard’s sides which led to sets of Chambers. These were numbers 2, 3 and 4 Mulberry Court. Number 4 was on the right-hand side as you emerged from the passage. There was

  no number 1, and there never had been to anyone’s knowledge. The Temple’s archives, moreover, were silent on this minor mystery.




  Number 4 contained six sets of Chambers, James Geddy’s being ground-floor left as you entered. As they passed through the doorway, Robin’s eyes took in, as they always did, the

  panels bearing the names of those in the various sets. He hoped that his own might one day appear there as a full-blown tenant. Outside the entrance to each set, the names of those barristers in

  that particular set appeared once more, though this time in larger letters. Head of Chambers was Martin Ainsworth Q.C. whose name topped the list. James Geddy’s was fifth, immediately below

  that of Anthea Rayner, the only female member of Chambers. Below Geddy’s came five more names and at the bottom in slightly smaller letters appeared, ‘Clerk: Mr D. Swingler.’




  ‘I always think Donald’s name ought to be in the largest letters of all,’ James Geddy had once remarked to Robin. ‘He’s about the only indispensable person in

  Chambers.’




  And this in a sense was true. Donald was one of the Temple’s young clerks. When his predecessor had finally retired, it had been felt necessary to bring in someone young and energetic to

  try and repair the damage old John had wrought through his off-hand treatment of solicitors. The trouble was that he had become tired and lazy and though he ‘clerked’ the senior members

  of Chambers reasonably satisfactorily, he did very little for the younger members who eventually threatened to break away and set up elsewhere (there was more hope than practicality in their talk

  at the time) unless something was done. And so John was pensioned off and Donald, who had been the number two clerk for quite some time, was given the job.




  The clerk’s room was the usual half past four scene of activity when James Geddy and Robin arrived back. Donald appeared to be making two telephone calls at once and Sheila was typing an

  opinion as though her life depended on its completion. Of Stephen, the junior clerk, there was no immediate sign, but he suddenly appeared behind them carrying two mugs of tea.




  ‘Who are those for?’ Geddy asked, eyeing the tea with interest.




  ‘One’s for Mr Ainsworth, the other’s for . . .’ Stephen jerked his head in the direction of a nervous young man who was sitting very upright on a chair just inside the

  main door. ‘He’s come for a con with Miss Rayner, but the solicitor hasn’t arrived yet,’ Stephen whispered as he pushed his way past Geddy and Robin.




  ‘Well, Mr Appleman and I would like some, too.’




  ‘You’re back early, sir, aren’t you?’




  ‘A bit. Judge had something else to deal with before the end of the day.’




  ‘How much longer’s Donald going to be on the phone?’ Geddy asked, watching the clerk with an expression of admiration as he juggled with his two callers.




  Stephen glanced at Donald, then shrugged. ‘Could be some time, sir. He’s trying to get one of Mr Ainsworth’s cases swapped around and it’s taking a bit of doing. There

  are three other silks involved.’ James Geddy grunted. ‘I’ll tell him to come and have a word with you, sir, as soon as he’s free.’




  Geddy wandered off down the passage to his room, but Robin remained standing in the doorway watching Sheila. He wished she would look up from her typing, but she showed no signs of doing so.

  With luck, if she was as busy as this, she would be staying late this evening to finish her work. Sometimes she would be there after Donald and Stephen had gone.




  ‘Hello, Robin, what sort of a day have you had?’




  Robin turned to find David March behind him. David was a fellow-pupil in chambers, though not James Geddy’s. He was the same age as Robin, but had a very different background. His father

  was a famous doctor and David had been to a fashionable school and then Oxford. At first, Robin had been on the defensive, but it had not been long before David’s unaffected friendliness had

  persuaded him that he had nothing to fear on the score of social inequality.




  ‘We’re about to submit,’ Robin replied, using the proprietorial ‘we’ that pupils often do when discussing their pupil-masters’ cases.




  ‘Do you think you’ll get Manion out on a submission?’




  ‘He’s likely to be held on at least one count. And what about you? Where’ve you been today?’




  ‘Middlesex Sessions this morning and Bow Street this afternoon. Both walk-overs,’ he added with a grin. ‘Philip’s now gone off home with a cold.’




  Philip Quant was David’s pupil-master and next in seniority to James Geddy. He was a rather sardonic, school-masterish person whom Robin didn’t like, though David said he was

  perfectly all right provided you made it plain that you didn’t take him too seriously.




  ‘Coming up to the Templar later?’ David asked, at the same time casting a casual glance at the nervous young man who was still sitting bolt upright over by the door.




  The Templar was one of the public houses in the area frequented by the Bar and the one most favoured by their Chambers.




  Robin’s gaze went back to Sheila before he replied.




  ‘I expect so,’ he said in a vague tone. ‘I’d better go and find out whether James wants me for anything. I’ll join you if I can.’




  He went off down the passage as though he had suddenly remembered an urgent appointment at the other end. David watched him with a small smile, then turning back to the clerks’ room, where

  Donald was still on the telephone, he said hopefully, ‘Any more biscuits? I didn’t have any lunch to-day.’




  Sheila stopped typing and looked over her shoulder at him. ‘ ’Fraid not. Miss Rayner raided the tin when she came in. I gather she also failed to get any lunch. But I’ll buy

  some more on my way in to-morrow.’




  David drifted away. Sheila was an attractive girl, as well as being an extremely competent typist, and everyone liked her. It was painfully obvious, however, that Robin was infatuated with her

  and that she didn’t reciprocate his feelings, which would be embarrassing if she were not so obviously able to take care of the situation. Although not officially engaged, she was known to

  have a steady boy-friend who was also rumoured to be extremely jealous. He had turned up in Chambers once or twice to collect her, a tense, somewhat glowering young man whose response to any

  greeting was never anything more than a quick nod. But David reckoned this was probably due to his unease in a completely strange atmosphere. If he was of a jealous disposition, he would hardly

  welcome Sheila working in such a masculine atmosphere. One, moreover, with quite a few unattached and not unattractive males always around, who were additionally cloaked with all the proverbial

  glamour of a barrister’s life. Poor old Sheila’s boy-friend, David thought, it was a bit tough on him! But then it was up to him to persuade her to change her job if he minded that

  much.




  David opened the door of Anthea Rayner’s room and looked in.




  ‘Hello,’ he said hopefully, stepping inside.




  ‘I’m about to start a con, David, so if you’re merely looking for somewhere to gossip, you’ll have to try else where.’




  Anthea Rayner wore her no-nonsense air like a cloak she never left off. She was in her mid-forties and of sufficiently solid build to cause any bag-snatcher to have second thoughts. Her dark

  hair was pulled back into a large bun in the nape of her neck and she dressed without exception in a black coat and skirt and white blouse. Only the material of her garb changed between winter and

  summer. She was a competent advocate and a particularly good prosecutor. She had the only other pupil in Chambers, Holly Childersley, who was terrified of her.
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