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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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  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 buildings 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 drivers 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.


  Ive 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 caf where they were
  meeting. Anyway, why should I invent it? he went on in a faintly aggrieved tone. Every time I meet you, sarge, Im running a risk. Its only because I want to
  elp the police I do it.


  Youll 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, Im 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.


  Youve got to find out more, and quickly, too. Youve got to. At the moment its all too vague. Oh, well take it seriously all right, but theres little we
  can do unless you can come up with something stronger. A name, thats 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
  adnt been for me, you wouldnt be aving a Bailey trial. Youd never ave got on to Donig without my elp. Now own up, sarge, thats 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.


  Lets 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, Ill see that youre 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 youve got to find out more.


  Arent 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 Gordys pockets.


  Call me at home this evening if you find anything out. Otherwise well meet here to-morrow after court. Say about seven oclock, 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, Ill 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.


  Ows your kid, sarge?


  Simon? Hes fine.


  Tell im, Im going to give im a present. Its a surprise. Ow old is e, did you say?


  Three.


  Id 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
  fathers narrow head and mothers probable mammary proportions.


  Gordy had been on about giving Simon a present for several months, but to Nicks 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 counsels 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. Im ravenous, he said, after they had kissed. Ill 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 Warrens thrown a potential spanner into the works. He called me earlier to-day and said he must see me urgently as hed 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 Donigs acquittal.


  Whos going to do the nobbling?


  Thats what Ive told Gordy to find out. He didnt know.


  And you believe him?


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


  Whered he learn this?


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


  And he doesnt know who the men are, I suppose, Clare observed, sardonically.


  Thats what he says. Hed 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 hed have invented it.


  Thats what I think.


  Of course, its 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.


  Thats 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. Cant 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 dont empanel a bad apple, without being aware of the fact.


  Thats where you and counsels 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. Sallys picking Simon up from play-school and giving him lunch. Alexanders coming here the next day. Alexander was currently Simons best
  friend.


  Nicks expression told Clare all she needed to know.


  Thats a great idea, he said. Even if you cant shout out Dont have him, youll be able to tell me afterwards which of them
  you thought looked dodgy. Feminine intuition and all that.


  Yes, Clare said, itll be interesting to try and do that. Also to spot the nobbler himself. Hes bound to be in court.


  More likely a henchman.


  Whos 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 whod murdered their senior partner.
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