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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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  PART ONE




  Chapter One




  ‘Christopher Joyce Laker, you stand charged with murder, the particulars being that on the 27th February you murdered Gheorge Dimitriu . . . Do you plead guilty or not

  guilty?’




  Of course, he had said ‘not guilty’; and so far that was all he had said during his trial which was now entering its third day. He could seldom remember having been so bored as over

  the past two days and he wondered whether other occupants of the vast dock of Number 1 Court at the Old Bailey had experienced the same unreal sense of detachment in the course of their trials for

  murder. Crippen or Seddon for example? Or, coming a bit closer in time, Heath or Christie? Had their bottoms been incessantly reminded of the hardness of the chair? Perhaps it was feared that if

  prisoners were given the same padded upholstery as everyone else in court they might drop off to sleep through the tedium of it all.




  Chris Laker smothered a yawn and let his glance roam round the crowded benches. Yes, she was still there keeping vigil, the old girl with iron-grey hair pulled back into a tight bun and dressed

  in layers of heavy mourning. Always there with her eyes fixed on the dock as he took his place each morning and afternoon; always subjecting him to long periods of intense scrutiny, which he had

  come to find annoyingly disconcerting.




  He had gathered early on that she was the widow of the murdered man. Her daily attendance struck him as curious, bordering on the unnatural. He was not to know that others felt the same and had,

  for their own various reasons, tried to dissuade her from attending. But she had brushed all opposition aside, including that of her son, Peter, who was a witness in the case and who would very

  much have preferred his mother to stay away.




  ‘I shall never rest until I know the truth of Gheorge’s death,’ she defiantly told the World, in her guttural English, as she set out each day to fasten her eyes on the young

  man charged with his murder . . .




  Christopher Joyce Laker, aged twenty-seven, 5 feet 11 inches tall and weighing 11 stone. Slim, bespectacled and with thick dark brown hair covering a head which his girl-friend, Janey, professed

  to be his most interesting feature. What she meant was that it had been the shape of his head which had, so to speak, led her to his bed in the first place. Thereafter, she had found additional

  reasons for staying in it.




  Christopher Joyce Laker. It had taken the law to dig out his second name, and public reminder of it had come as an ugly jab in the ribs. It wasn’t even as if it had any literary

  significance. It was simply his mother’s maiden name which had, in one heedless moment, been tied round his neck at baptism.




  It would be false to pretend that it had been the cause of his drift away from home and the world of his parents, but it had certainly persuaded him at an early age that there could never be any

  real understanding between himself and a mother and father who had connived in such a purblind decision. He knew they were now suffering deep shame at their son standing trial for murder, and he

  was genuinely sorry that this was so. On the other hand, they had never begun to understand the shame he had experienced at school with such a name. Inevitably it had leaked out and he had at first

  been mercilessly teased. Only a determined use of fists and feet had saved him from utter humiliation. Feet, in particular, as his long legs had given him a specially effective reach when

  connecting with his tormentors’ behinds.




  It wasn’t, though, that he hated his parents. He just had nothing in common with them and hadn’t had since he first began making decisions for himself. He still kept in touch with

  them in a casual way, though contact was infrequent and the result only of the residue of a sense of duty whose existence he appeared to deny. It was much the same on their side, save that

  they regarded their sense of duty as natural and virtuous.




  Both of them had visited him in prison while he had been awaiting trial, but they had been uncomfortable visits which he could have dispensed with. The more so, since he had declined to tell

  them anything about the case or how he had come to be charged with murder, and his parents – his mother, at any rate – had clearly hoped that this might be the occasion of filial

  confession, followed by reconciliation.




  ‘Is there nothing you want to tell us, Chris?’ she had asked awkwardly on their first visit after his arrest.




  ‘Tell you?’ he had repeated in a puzzled tone, knowing quite well what she meant.




  ‘About . . . about your trouble,’ she had said, biting her lip to keep back the tears.




  He had shaken his head. ‘Don’t worry, Mum, I’m going to be all right,’ he said, and had let it go at that.




  He had observed his father sitting in court on the first morning of the trial and knew he must have taken half a day’s leave from the Ministry of Transport where he was a Senior Executive

  Officer in a section which dealt with road accident statistics. Chris couldn’t conceive a drearier life, and the whole rigmarole of civil service protocol filled him with amused contempt. The

  very absurdity of having to fill in a chit in order to have a morning off from work . . . Come to that the whole drab business of a regular job! Anyhow, he was relieved when his father had failed

  to put in any further appearances, which could only have been an embarrassment to each of them. He had heard prosecuting counsel open the case against his son, so now knew as much as anyone else .

  . . Well, as much as any other informed observer of the case.




  Chris let his glance wander to the witness-box where a small, mousy-looking man seemed to have been in occupation since time began. Looking as though at any moment he might be completely

  swallowed up inside his overlarge suit, leaving only a medal row of coloured ball-point pens to mark his presence, he gave his evidence in an unimpassioned monotone, which successfully concealed

  its effect from the unwary. He was Mr Mendip of the Forensic Science Laboratory. He had entered the witness-box the previous afternoon and was now under cross-examination from Chris’ counsel,

  Charles Lynn.




  Chris found his evidence reaching new peaks of unreality in a trial which was unreal enough in all conscience. It was quite impossible to associate this painstakingly detailed testimony about

  chemically analysed fibres and shoe scrapings with anything he was supposed to have done. He wanted to spit in their combined faces, judge, jury, counsel, spectators, the lot. To spit and

  then slip away, leaving them to enact this elaborate charade without him. It irked him to be the selected victim round whom it all revolved.




  It wasn’t that he was indifferent to the outcome. Nothing could be further from the fact. There had been several nights in prison when he had woken up and experienced genuine terror as his

  mind peered into the black void which would be his life if he were to be convicted. But with the arrival of a new day, he’d once more been enabled to live for the present and let the future

  take care of itself. That had always been his way; the reason why he had never settled to a steady job or looked ahead to marriage and children. He knew he was a drifter, but he declined to

  acknowledge it as an opprobrious term. He worked for as short spells as possible in order to earn enough money with which to amuse himself, to travel and do nothing, to read books on oriental

  philosophy or to improve his technique as a serious guitarist. It was an intelligent way of life; far more so, he felt, than the rat race in which the majority elected to compete.




  He leant forward and rested his chin on his knuckles in an ‘Il Penseroso’ pose. Might as well do something to try and impress the jury, though twelve more middle-aged, mundane fish

  out of water he had seldom seen. They might have come straight from his father’s Ministry. That was exactly what they resembled, a bunch of minor civil servants. He’d thought so as he

  had watched them being sworn on the first day. In the circumstances, it was probably as well that he had taken his solicitor’s advice to dress appropriately for the occasion.




  ‘Haven’t you got a dark suit?’ Mr Wells has asked, eyeing him at their first meeting when he was dressed in grubby jeans and a black turtle-neck sweater, which was equally

  grubby but didn’t show it.




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Good, then I’ll have it sent in. Important to make a good impression on the jury. Doesn’t do to look like a scruff.’




  And so here he was, looking, instead, like a studious bank clerk, in a charcoal grey suit, cream shirt and sober blue tie. The shirt and tie were new, presents from Janey, who had aided and

  abetted Mr Wells in his efforts to make his client as presentable as possible.




  He hadn’t seen Janey since the trial began, though he knew that she was not very far away. Not by any pricking of his thumbs, but because Mr Wells had told him she was waiting outside the

  courtroom. Waiting until the moment arrived for her to give evidence on his behalf. All witnesses, Mr Wells explained, had to wait out of court so that their evidence was untainted by those who

  went ahead of them into the box.




  Chris had for some time been very much in two minds about her giving evidence at all. If it was really going to help him get off, then the price was worth it. The price being the obligation she

  was placing him under by so doing. He eschewed obligations, the more especially where girl-friends were concerned. It had been his experience that almost without exception they tried to truss you

  up with these moral silken cords, hoping you wouldn’t notice until the chosen moment – their chosen moment – arrived. He could think of only one girl with whom he’d lived

  for any time who had not been so and their relationship had foundered when she developed compulsive urges to get up in the middle of the night and go and write poetry in the waiting-room

  of Victoria Station. Sometimes she would be away only two hours, others eight or nine, and oh one occasion over twenty-four . . . Chris had decided that this was straining even a lax relationship

  too far.




  Certainly he had never been with anyone as long as he had with Janey. It was fifteen months since they’d first met on an escalator at Earls Court Station. The heel of her shoe had become

  wedged between two slats and she had stepped out of it with a small shriek. Chris, who was behind her, had freed it and handed it to her at the top where she was standing on one leg.




  ‘It’s a new pair, too,’ she had explained after thanking him.




  ‘Well, no damage has been done, so what’s it matter whether they’re new or old!’ he had remarked.




  She had looked at him in surprise.




  ‘Because they might have been wrecked, that’s why it matters,’ she had replied tartly.




  ‘The shoe’s not even scratched, so their age has nothing to do with it.’ Then before she could make any further retort, he had said quickly, ‘Why don’t we continue

  this interesting conversation over a cup of coffee. There’s lots more I want to hear about your shoes . . . ’




  When they were seated in Clara’s Coffee Shop, he learnt that she was Jane Holland, was twenty years old and the fourth child of a West Country corn merchant. Also that she shared a flat

  with three other girls and had a job in a small, newly-established literary agency, where she answered the telephone and the door, did some typing, attended to the demands of morning and afternoon

  tea-brewing, not to mention the packing up of rejected manuscripts and the maintenance of a press-cutting book, in which every reference to the firm’s authors was diligently recorded with the

  application of a great deal of glue. These, Chris gathered, were just her main duties.




  Two weeks later, they had set up home together in a top-floor room of a house in one of the dingier streets off the Fulham Road. Over the next fifteen months, they moved five times. Over the

  same period, Chris had been in work for approximately one-third of the time, while Janey had remained faithful throughout to her literary agency.




  When he did work, however, he worked hard, usually on construction sites with extravagant overtime rates of pay, sometimes as a lorry-driver on piece-work with bonuses for every load over the

  norm. And the norm was dead easy. In between these hectic spells, he lived on fat.




  It had not been long before Janey had voiced disapproval.




  ‘You ought to get a regular job,’ she had said bluntly when he had been sitting around for a week soon after they’d joined forces.




  ‘Why?’




  ‘Because you ought to.’




  ‘Why?’




  ‘Everyone ought to.’




  ‘Balls! Anyway, I’m not everyone.’




  ‘What’ll you do when you get married?’




  ‘That’s an irrelevant question.’




  ‘I suppose you’ll expect me to support you when your money has run out?’




  ‘I certainly shan’t expect you to, but it’s more than likely you’ll be prepared to. Even want to.’




  ‘Of all the conceit . . . ’




  He had seized her and, with a laugh, kissed her firmly. ‘What else do you expect from someone with such an interesting-shaped head . . . Anyway, I’m not conceited. I’m merely a

  realist.’




  He had several times been ready for her to walk out on him, but she hadn’t and the likelihood had receded, despite the further occasional flashpoint.




  The fact was that it had been Janey who had made the adjustments, since it was she who was the more afraid of their relationship ending. Chris was fond of her, indeed had become more so with the

  passage of time, but it was outside his temperament to get too involved with anyone. This was why he’d never offered her any hope of marriage.




  Nevertheless, their life had seemed set on a relatively even keel when trouble struck. Trouble which had resulted in his arrest and his present appearance in the dock of the Old Bailey.




  It had been two days before that Mr Sherway, one of the Senior Treasury Counsel, had opened the case for the prosecution. He was a small, nut-brown man who managed to bring to his cases a

  serious, if slightly wry, manner which was wholly untinged by any strain of pomposity. He always gave the impression of being relaxed, even when under forensic pressure, and juries who had, as a

  result of watching a surfeit of TV courtroom dramas, come to regard barristers as a tribe of pontificating tyrants, could scarcely believe their eyes, still less their ears, when Dick Sherway rose

  to address them. His style was as conversational as the vast space of Number 1 Court permitted.




  ‘May it please your lordship, members of the jury, in this case I appear for the Crown with my learned friend, Mr Davis, and the accused is represented by my learned friends, Mr Lynn and

  Mr Vickery.’ At this point he gave them a small reassuring smile as if to say, ‘Don’t be put off by all the mumbo-jumbo.’




  ‘Members of the jury, as you have heard, the accused, Christopher Joyce Laker, stands indicted with the murder of a man named Gheorge Dimitriu. Let me begin by telling you something about

  Mr Dimitriu. He was sixty-three years old at the time of his death, which took place on the 27th February this year when someone – the Crown say that it was the accused – shot him in

  the head at point-blank range.




  ‘But to go back for a few moments to tell you something about the deceased, before I come to the events of 27th February. Mr Dimitriu was a naturalised British subject of Rumanian birth.

  He had lived in this country since 1947, where over the years he had built up wide business interests, mostly in the field of property development. He was a married man and for the past five years

  had lived with his wife and only son at Barnet on the northern outskirts of London. You will hear, for such relevance as it has, that it is a large and comfortable house and that its garage

  accommodated the three cars which the three members of the household owned between them.’ His tone was as dry as a water biscuit. ‘I mention these details only to give you an idea of

  the sort of man whose death we’re concerned with in this case. A man of substance; but also, members of the jury, a man round whose last movements a shroud of mystery hangs. The Crown are not

  in a position to explain everything surrounding his death, but they do say that the evidence points strongly to its having been caused by this young man.’




  He shot Chris an appraising glance before turning back to the jury.




  ‘There seems to be little doubt, members of the jury, that Mr Dimitriu was in certain ways a secretive man. That is not in itself a particularly unusual facet of human nature, but it does

  mean in this case that the Crown are unable to satisfy your natural curiosity on one important issue, namely that of motive. That the accused murdered Mr Dimitriu, the Crown hope to prove beyond

  reasonable doubt. Why he murdered him, they cannot tell you. That is something known only to the murderer and his victim.’




  Several members of the jury cast interested glances in Chris’ direction, but were met by a look of counter-appraisal.




  ‘But as my lord will direct you in due course, it is never part of the Crown’s duty to prove a motive, though of course if one is apparent it frequently helps to explain what is

  otherwise obscure. Time and time again accused persons are convicted in our Courts even though the prosecution have been unable to adduce any evidence of motive. They are convicted because the

  facts, and the inferences which must be drawn from them, point clearly to guilt.’




  He paused a moment, braced his shoulders and went on: ‘Moreover, it is also right that I should tell you that the Crown are unable to link the accused with the deceased, other than by

  circumstantial evidence. The accused himself has denied all knowledge of Mr Dimitriu. He says, in effect, I didn’t kill him, I didn’t know him. I’d never even heard of him.




  ‘Members of the jury, the 27th of February fell on a Thursday. It was a dry day – indeed, there had been no rain for over two weeks – but in the evening, which is the time

  we’re concerned with, there was slight mist. Mr Dimitriu arrived home from his office in Park Lane shortly before seven o’clock. He gave every appearance of being his normal self, but

  he told his wife that he wouldn’t be staying in for dinner that evening. But apart from that bald statement, he gave no indication of his plans. It seems that he sat having a drink and

  reading the evening paper in the drawing-room until about a quarter to eight when he suddenly looked at his watch, got up and left the house without a word. The last his wife saw of him – his

  son, too, for that matter, since he was also in the house at the time – was driving off in his Rolls-Bentley.’




  He paused and turned a page of the notebook propped open in front of him. When he went on, his tone had become brisk and businesslike.




  ‘When by next morning he had failed to return home, the police were informed. About ten o’clock that next day, the Friday, a Mr James Exon was walking through a wood, known as Riches

  Wood, when he came across Mr Dimitriu’s car with, inside, dead in the driver’s seat, Mr Dimitriu.




  ‘You will hear in evidence that the car was parked on a little-used track which runs through the wood and that it was about a quarter of a mile off the road and nearly a mile from the

  nearest house. A lonely spot for somewhere within the built-up area of this great sprawling city. A spot which is about six miles from the home of the deceased. You will note, members of the jury,

  that I said six miles, but the Crown will call evidence which shows that the car had covered three times that distance between leaving the house at a quarter to eight on Thursday evening and its

  discovery at ten o’clock the next morning. Within ten minutes of Mr Exon finding it, the police were on the scene. Let me tell you what they found.




  ‘Mr Dimitriu was slumped sideways against the driver’s door, his head resting against the lower part of the window. There was a bullet wound in his left temple and a much larger

  wound in the other temple where the bullet had come out. It had then passed through the car window and embedded itself in a tree about eight feet beyond the car. Round the entry wound there were

  scorch marks indicating that the muzzle of the weapon had been approximately six inches away from the deceased’s head at the time of the shot. Apart from this bullet wound, there were no

  other marks or signs of injury on the body. Moreover, you will hear that Mr Dimitriu was dressed exactly as when he left the house the previous evening. The pathologist will tell you that he had

  been dead for between twelve and eighteen hours.’




  Mr Sherway bent slightly forward and rested his fingertips on the top of the ledge in front of him.




  ‘On the floor of the car on the passenger’s side lay a revolver. A Smith and Wesson .38. It had one spent case in the firing position and three unused bullets in the chamber;

  indicating that one bullet had been sufficient for the murderer’s purpose. There was a single fingerprint on the revolver, members of the jury – and that fingerprint was the

  accused’s.’ He made a small, throwaway gesture in Chris’ direction, as though there might be some in court still unaware of which was the accused.




  ‘It was the print of his right index finger and it was found in one of the shallow grooves of the cylindrical chamber which holds the bullets. There were no other fingerprints on the

  revolver, which indicates that the murderer wore gloves when committing the crime. He wore gloves, then, but he overlooked the fact that he had earlier left a print on it when loading or cleaning

  the revolver. While on this point, I should tell you that the deceased man was not wearing gloves, which rules out the possibility of his having shot himself. Moreover, there is other evidence of

  an expert nature, with which I needn’t trouble you at this stage, showing conclusively that this was murder and not suicide.




  ‘Well, members of the jury, as you will probably have assumed from your general knowledge about such matters, in the wake of the police came the experts. The pathologist, the scientist

  from the laboratory, the photographer and the fingerprint officer, whose evidence I’ve already told you of. But let me just complete what I have to say about his evidence.




  ‘The only identifiable fingerprints on the car itself were those of the deceased. You might have expected to have found prints belonging to the accused, either on the passenger door or in

  the area of the passenger seat, unless the murderer was wearing gloves . . .




  ‘I ought to have told you that both the driver’s and front passenger’s doors were unlocked when the car was found – the rear doors were, however, locked – and that

  all the windows were up. The driver’s window, as I’ve already mentioned, had been broken by the passage of the bullet.




  ‘No further fingerprints, then, were found, members of the jury; but something else of great significance was found. Fibres! Fibres adhering to the passenger seat which are identical with

  fibres from a cardigan belonging to the accused. One of those thick, chunky cardigans with a knitted collar and dark brown in colour. What I would call the colour of old-fashioned treacle toffee,

  members of the jury, though I have no doubt that it goes under a far more resplendent description than that . . .




  ‘So you have in this car a dead man shot through the head, a revolver from which the fatal bullet was fired and which bears the accused’s fingerprint and fibres which are identical

  with those from a cardigan which he used frequently to wear, and was, moreover, seen to be wearing on the afternoon of that day, the day on which the murder was committed . . .




  ‘And now, members of the jury, the time has come when we must turn our attention to the accused himself.




  ‘Exactly one week after the murder, the police received information which resulted in their calling on the accused at his address, 36 Forton Street in Earls Court. The two officers who

  went to see him there were Detective Chief Inspector Adams and Detective Sergeant Paget. Mr Adams asked him if he’d known a man named Dimitriu and he said he had not. The Chief Inspector then

  drew his attention to the murder – it had been fully reported in the press – and the accused said he thought he did remember having read something about it in the papers, but he

  didn’t normally follow reports of crimes and so it hadn’t made all that impression on him. He was then asked if he would have any objection to the officers examining his room – it

  is in fact a one-room flat which he shares with a girl – and he said he had not. In the course of the examination, Chief Inspector Adams took possession, with the accused’s consent, of

  a number of articles of clothing, including the brown cardigan. He was asked about his movements on the evening of 27th February and though he professed slight haziness about where he’d been

  and when, he was quite adamant that he had been nowhere near Barnet or Riches Wood. He said he had never left the Earls Court area the whole of that day. He added that he was not in employment at

  that time.




  ‘He was then asked if he would accompany the officers to the police station and, after slight hesitation, he agreed. At the station, he was asked if he possessed a revolver and he said

  “no”. He was asked if he’d ever had one and again he said “no”. It was certainly true that the officers had failed to find one when they searched his room, though the

  Crown say, of course, that was because he’d left it at the scene of the crime.




  ‘He was then asked if he would be prepared to give his fingerprints and, this time, after considerable hesitation, he agreed. Let me explain, members of the jury, that from time to time in

  the course of a criminal investigation people are asked to co-operate with the police by giving their fingerprints. Those who agree do so on the understanding that the forms will be destroyed once

  they have served their purpose of eliminating the person concerned from the inquiry.




  ‘Well, the accused gave his fingerprints and then after some further questioning during which he repeated his earlier denials, he left the station. But the next day the same two officers

  again went to his address and asked him to accompany them back to the station. On arrival there, he was told that the fingerprint on the revolver which killed Mr Dimitriu matched that made by his

  right index finger. And he was cautioned.




  ‘What the accused then told the police was this. That he did own a revolver, that he had bought it from a workmate on a building site about six months previously and that it had lain

  unused in a clothing drawer all the time he’d had it. He had now discovered it was missing and could only conclude that it must have been stolen, though he had no idea when that could have

  happened. He went on to say that he had never had a firearms certificate for it and that was why he had denied ownership when first seen by the police.’




  Mr Sherway lowered his eyes and appeared to stare thoughtfully at the back of the head in front of him. Then looking up, he said in his quiet conversational tone, ‘Well, members of the

  jury, it will be for you to weigh that explanation in the light of the evidence as a whole. However, you may well wonder why this young man bought the revolver in the first place, if it was merely

  to bury it in a drawer full of clothing. More particularly, seeing that he has also admitted that he had acquired four rounds of ammunition with the revolver. And why, even supposing for one moment

  that his story is true, he felt obliged to deny his ownership. Can you really believe that the mere lack of a firearms certificate was what deterred him?




  ‘Those are questions which you will doubtless keep in mind. Questions to which you will wish to have answers. The Crown say, of course, that the inferences are irresistible. Namely that it

  was the accused’s revolver, fired by him, which ended Mr Dimitriu’s life. If not, why the lies, members of the jury, why the lies?’




  It was at this point that Chris’ attention had first begun to stray. Until that moment he had been following counsel’s opening speech with reasonable concentration, even though the

  extraordinary feeling of detachment was ever with him. But Mr Sherway’s ‘Why the lies, members of the jury, why the lies?’ spoken in a quietly insistent tone, jolted his mind into

  a sudden uncomfortable review of realities, from which it never returned.




  By the time he had completed his reflections on counsel’s unpleasant little rhetorical question, the opening was over and the first witness was giving evidence. From then on his attention

  constantly strayed, not least on account of the protracted tedium of it all. How the law spun everything out! Sometimes they might have been trying the man-in-the-moon for all the notice he

  received. Sometimes he thought they were, as when judge and counsel embarked on a sort of verbal minuet on whether one of the witnesses’ statements was valid in the light of some clerical

  omission from a signed declaration at its end. Anyway, if not exactly that, it was something equally idiotic.




  As he sat listening with half an ear while they picked their delicate way through a maze of sections and sub-sections, it had only been the presence of two large prison officers in the dock with

  him which prevented his getting up and walking out, as one might walk out of a boring film.




  He experienced the same feeling of boredom as he had on being taken to church when he was a small boy. At least then, there’d been music and singing and you could always shunt the hassocks

  around or pile up hymn books in between times. All he now had to play with was a pencil and a pad of paper on which he was supposed to make notes of anything which came to his mind as the trial

  progressed. The pad of paper remained blank and looked like continuing that way. He had heard how some accused were prolific note-passers and seldom stopped scribbling messages to their counsel.

  Whatever else he might be remembered for, it wouldn’t be that!




  And so the first morning had passed.




  Observing his son in court that day left Mr Laker bewildered, angry and not a little frightened. Bewildered and frightened because he was unable to comprehend what was going on in his

  son’s mind. Angry, because he wasn’t adopting the right attitude towards his trial, whatever that should have been.




  It was with bitterness that he returned home in the evening and described the scene to his wife.




  ‘I don’t mind telling you, Gwen, that my stomach turned right over when I saw him come up into the dock, even though I was bracing myself against the shock. But to actually see our

  Chris charged with murder at the Old Bailey . . . I was only thankful no one knew who I was.’




  ‘I’m sure. But I’m glad you went, Frank.’




  ‘I’m glad too. At least he could see we hadn’t deserted him, however badly he’s treated us.’




  ‘Did he look pleased when he spotted you in court?’




  ‘I don’t know whether he ever did spot me. I was tucked away at the back.’ He shook his head disbelievingly as he went on, ‘But it was the way he just sat there, looking

  bored and unconcerned. And him charged with murdering an old man.’




  ‘I’m still sure he never did it.’




  ‘It’s not a pleasant thing to say of one’s only son, but I believe he did.’




  ‘No, Frank! You mustn’t talk like that. Chris couldn’t kill anyone. Not deliberately.’




  ‘You weren’t in court, Gwen. You didn’t hear prosecuting counsel. He thinks Chris did it all right. He told the jury so.’




  ‘That’s what he’s paid to say.’
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