[image: Cover: The English Lawyer By Jeremy Raylton]


The English Lawyer

Jeremy Raylton

Austin Macauley Publishers

2026-11-06



Table of Contents

	Cover

	Title Page

	About the Author
	Dedication
	Copyright Information ©
	Acknowledgement
	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


Guide
	Cover
	Title Page
	About the Author
	Dedication
	Copyright Information ©
	Acknowledgment
	Start of Contents

List of Pages
	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48
	Page 49
	Page 50
	Page 51
	Page 52
	Page 53
	Page 54
	Page 55
	Page 56
	Page 57
	Page 58
	Page 59
	Page 60
	Page 61
	Page 62
	Page 63
	Page 64
	Page 65
	Page 66
	Page 67
	Page 68
	Page 69
	Page 70
	Page 71
	Page 72
	Page 73
	Page 74
	Page 75
	Page 76
	Page 77
	Page 78
	Page 79
	Page 80
	Page 81
	Page 82
	Page 83
	Page 84
	Page 85
	Page 86
	Page 87
	Page 88
	Page 89
	Page 90
	Page 91
	Page 92
	Page 93
	Page 94
	Page 95
	Page 96
	Page 97
	Page 98
	Page 99
	Page 100
	Page 101
	Page 102
	Page 103
	Page 104
	Page 105
	Page 106
	Page 107
	Page 108
	Page 109
	Page 110
	Page 111
	Page 112
	Page 113
	Page 114
	Page 115
	Page 116
	Page 117
	Page 118
	Page 119
	Page 120
	Page 121
	Page 122
	Page 123
	Page 124
	Page 125
	Page 126
	Page 127
	Page 128
	Page 129
	Page 130
	Page 131
	Page 132
	Page 133
	Page 134
	Page 135
	Page 136
	Page 137
	Page 138
	Page 139
	Page 140
	Page 141
	Page 142
	Page 143
	Page 144
	Page 145
	Page 146
	Page 147
	Page 148
	Page 149
	Page 150
	Page 151
	Page 152
	Page 153
	Page 154
	Page 155
	Page 156
	Page 157
	Page 158
	Page 159
	Page 160
	Page 161
	Page 162
	Page 163
	Page 164
	Page 165
	Page 166
	Page 167
	Page 168
	Page 169
	Page 170
	Page 171
	Page 172
	Page 173
	Page 174
	Page 175
	Page 176
	Page 177
	Page 178
	Page 179
	Page 180
	Page 181
	Page 182
	Page 183
	Page 184
	Page 185
	Page 186
	Page 187
	Page 188
	Page 189
	Page 190
	Page 191
	Page 192
	Page 193
	Page 194
	Page 195
	Page 196
	Page 197
	Page 198
	Page 199
	Page 200
	Page 201
	Page 202
	Page 203
	Page 204
	Page 205
	Page 206
	Page 207
	Page 208
	Page 209
	Page 210
	Page 211
	Page 212
	Page 213
	Page 214
	Page 215
	Page 216
	Page 217
	Page 218
	Page 219
	Page 220
	Page 221
	Page 222
	Page 223
	Page 224
	Page 225
	Page 226
	Page 227
	Page 228
	Page 229
	Page 230
	Page 231
	Page 232
	Page 233
	Page 234
	Page 235
	Page 236
	Page 237
	Page 238
	Page 239
	Page 240
	Page 241
	Page 242
	Page 243
	Page 244
	Page 245
	Page 246
	Page 247
	Page 248
	Page 249
	Page 250
	Page 251
	Page 252
	Page 253
	Page 254
	Page 255
	Page 256
	Page 257
	Page 258
	Page 259
	Page 260
	Page 261
	Page 262
	Page 263
	Page 264
	Page 265
	Page 266
	Page 267
	Page 268
	Page 269
	Page 270
	Page 271
	Page 272
	Page 273
	Page 274
	Page 275
	Page 276
	Page 277
	Page 278
	Page 279
	Page 280
	Page 281
	Page 282
	Page 283
	Page 284
	Page 285
	Page 286
	Page 287
	Page 288
	Page 289
	Page 290
	Page 291
	Page 292
	Page 293
	Page 294
	Page 295
	Page 296
	Page 297
	Page 298
	Page 299
	Page 300
	Page 301
	Page 302
	Page 303
	Page 304
	Page 305
	Page 306
	Page 307
	Page 308
	Page 309
	Page 310





About the Author

 For the first twenty years of his retirement from the aviation industry, Jeremy Raylton’s hobbies were walking and gardening. At the age of 85, when those pursuits became less possible, he took to writing, and had had eight books published: two historical novels, two children’s books, two crime stories, and two contemporary novels.





Dedication

 This book is dedicated to Harry, a very English lawyer and a very good friend for almost seventy-five years.





Copyright Information©

 Jeremy Raylton 2026

The right of Jeremy Raylton to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by the author in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

Any person who commits any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library.

ISBN 9781037125324 (Paperback)

ISBN 9781037125331 (ePub e-book)

www.austinmacauley.com

First Published 2026

Austin Macauley Publishers Ltd®

1 Canada Square

Canary Wharf

London

E14 5AA





Acknowledgement

This, like all my books, was painstakingly proofread by my sister, Rosemary, and her fluency in French and her residence in that country enabled me to give the book a bit more of a French flavour than I could otherwise have done. My wife, Judy, continues to encourage my writing efforts, possibly because it gets me out of the way for several hours.









Chapter One

The last few months have been very stressful. The interview, then the interview under caution; the time spent waiting to hear further from the police; the charge and the refusal to grant bail; and lastly, most recently, the trial.

I have been well supported, during this difficult time, by my family and friends, and by my lawyer, but when one is alone in a cell in a remand facility, support from anyone seems a distant and fragile thing. There are many hours in the day and in the night, when I have nothing to do, and rather than sit and play over and over again in my mind the events that have put me where I am.

I have decided to put pen to paper and ensure, whatever the verdict handed down, that a wider jury than the twelve souls who will determine my fate will be able to reach their own verdict. Although it will do me little good if I am to be put away.

It is said that many aspects of a person’s character are formed during his or her childhood years, and I have no reason to doubt that. I was born into a loving family, younger by less than two years than my brother Richard. My father, Charles Henderson, was a senior manager in a leading insurance company, and my mother, Elizabeth, helped out at the village store.

I never knew whether she was paid anything for the hours that she spent there, but it seemed to me that she always had enough money to be smartly dressed and to buy treats for Richard and me.

Every year we went on a family holiday, not to Margate or Blackpool, but to the Lake District or the Scottish mountains, where my father said that there was more to be appreciated than the piers and burger shops of the seaside resorts, and the long tiring walks, often in pouring rain, were ‘character-forming’.

Richard and I both went to private boarding schools, not the same one, for my father thought that it would be good for us to learn to rely on ourselves, without fraternal support, and although we both found the first term a lonely time, we soon made good friends with several of our schoolmates.

I was not academically inclined, and genuinely found it hard to remember all that I was taught, but I compensated for my inability to remember which of Shakespeare’s characters was the fool, and which the star-crossed lover, by scoring more goals and runs on the sport field against the neighbouring schools, thus ensuring that my school was able to boast of sporting excellence in its brochure.

It was when I was at school that one particular element of my character became almost dominant; if I saw something that I liked, I had to have it. It did not matter whether it was the property of one of my schoolmates or in a shop window; I had to have it.

There was no question of my stealing it; honesty had been well injected into my character by my father from an early age. So, unless I had the money to buy it, which was not often the case, I had either to give something of mine in exchange, or, if it was in a shop, earn it by performing some service for the proprietor; this could be sweeping out the storeroom, making deliveries, or running errands.

At school, the swapping of possessions between boys was the norm, and I often had to give away something that I had acquired only recently to get something even more desirable. It became known that I was a keen collector of all sorts of things, and many an unwanted Christmas or birthday present found a home in my locker.

My pocket money did not run to funding my acquisitive nature, or my liking for the sweets and fizzy drinks at the school tuck shop, and I very soon realised that I needed more money, so as to be in a position to bargain successfully for objects that I wanted.

In this, I was much beholden to an uncle who came to stay with us one summer holiday. He had no children of his own, and he was glad to impart some of his accumulated wisdom to Richard and me. In my case, it was the secret of the age-old game, Last Man Standing.

I believe that the game originated on board sailing ships, many years ago, or possibly in the trenches of long-forgotten wars, but the spiel that goes with the game is much more dramatic. It says that long ago, just after God had created the world, he looked at what.

He had done, and realised that whereas He had given to the Arabs oil, to the Swiss chocolate, and to the Scots whisky, He had given nothing to the English. In order to rectify this omission, He gave to the English the gift of the game, which came to be called Last Man Standing. So, throughout time, there had always been Englishmen so gifted.

These men sometimes had long periods with nothing to do, and had none of the current games with which to while away the time until the next change of sail, or the next dice with death in the killing ground between the trenches.

All that is required for the game is fifteen small objects: bottle tops, stones or bullets; they are laid out in three lines of five, not five lines of three. The game is played by two people, who take it in turns to remove the objects from the lines. The loser is the person to remove the last object.

The first person can remove as many as he likes from any single line of five, with the sole proviso that for the first move, he cannot remove all five objects from a single line. After that, the players in turn take any number of objects from any one line, until only a single object is left; the loser takes that.

It sounds like a very simple game, but it is far from simple to avoid taking the last object, and the secret was gifted to me by my favourite uncle.

Playing for pocket money pennies at school kept me in sufficient funds to buy things that I desired from my schoolmates, who very seldom won a game; and when they did, they never remembered how they had won, and invariably lost the double-or-quits replay. After I left school, the game served me well on many occasions, when the stakes were pounds, not pennies.

With school behind me, aged 18, I was keen to use my freedom by experiencing all the delights available to a young man, but my father insisted that I go to a university, so that I would have some meaningful qualification when it came to seeking a job. I thought that it would be interesting to study law, and I very much enjoyed the three-year course.

When I left the university with a degree, I could have joined a firm of solicitors, but I thought that I deserved a break after three years of hard work. My father reluctantly agreed that I could have a short period of freedom andgave me five hundred pounds, saying that when it was all spent, I would have to earn a living.

The same challenge had been given to my brother Richard, and he was now an apprentice in an engineering company. I was inclined to join the legal profession, and perhaps be taken on by a firm of solicitors, but when I researched the possibility, and spoke to my father’s lawyer, I decided that I would never learn enough about our laws.

I had a passport, and I decided to use the money that my father gave me to broaden my experience of life by going to France. The French language was the only subject that I had enjoyed being taught at school, and although I was far from fluent, I was confident that I knew enough to get by. The money would not last long if I bought a ticket on the train or one of the cross-channel ferries, and I sought a cheaper alternative.

I hitch-hiked from our home near Canterbury to Dover, where I spoke to the drivers of the lorries waiting to enter the port, until I found one, Harry, who was going to Paris. He agreed to take me with him, and after a short wait, we passed through the Customs control, and after another short wait, drove onto the ferry.

Harry locked the cab doors, checked that the canvas sides were secured, and led me to the canteen, where the drivers passed the time until the arrival at Calais. My new friend was evidently a regular channel crosser, and soon met up with other drivers that he knew. He introduced me as his ‘mate’, and bought me a cup of tea and a bacon sandwich.

After this breakfast, I left the canteen and went on a brief tour of the ship. The duty-free shop had a number of things that I liked, all non-alcoholic, but I restricted my expenditure to a packet of biscuits, which I thought would sustain me until my next meal in Paris.

I went on deck; the sea was calm, and we passed several ships, some heading for England, and others making their way north or south through the English Channel. I wondered what their final destinations were, and thought that I might move on from Paris after a short stay, if I had the means.

When the ferry docked at Calais, the French authorities seemed used to there being more than a driver on the lorries, and in no time, we were on the road to Paris. Harry told me that we were heading for Billancourt, an industrial area to the south of the Bois de Boulogne. These names meant nothing to me, except that before that night, I would be in Paris, and I passed the journey thinking what I might do there.





Chapter Two

It was beginning to get dark as the lorry pulled into a parking area, which was filled with vehicles from a multitude of countries. Harry said that he would not be able to unload the lorry until the following morning, and asked if I had anywhere to stay.

I said that I did not, and he said that if I would clean out the lorry after it was unloaded, he would sign me into the nearby hostel used by the drivers. I readily agreed. I got a hot meal and a bunk bed in a room housing eight men, and I very soon fell asleep, well content that I had got to Paris without spending more than a few pence on my packet of biscuits.

In the morning, I had a French breakfast, although the hostel offered a cooked meal, which was enjoyed by most of the drivers. Harry moved the lorry to the unloading bay, and when it was empty, I thoroughly swept out the interior and secured the numerous webbing straps which kept the canvas sides of the lorry taut and inaccessible to migrants seeking cheap rides to England.

I offered to pay Harry for my overnight stay at the hostel, but he would not take my money, and he wished me a nice stay in Paris; he was going straight back to England. Before he left, he introduced me to another driver who was also going back to England, after several days in France, and he gave me euros in exchange for my English pounds. He also gave me a map of Paris.

I slung my backpack onto my shoulders and set off for the middle of the city. I did not dawdle, for I wanted to get to the bright lights before it got dark, but I stopped for a beer and a burger in a small bistro.

I came to one of the stations on the Metro underground system, which, at this distance from the city centre, ran on the surface. By consulting my map, it seemed to lead in the right direction. I took a deep breath and decided to see if I could navigate successfully through this new challenge.

The whole system was, not surprisingly, basically very similar to the London Underground, on which I had travelled several times, and after several false starts, I was on the platform, waiting for a train.

It came in, almost completely full, and I would have waited for the next one, but all the other people waiting decided that there was plenty of room for everyone, and with them I was swept through the open doors.

There was no room to consult my map, and I did not wish to make it so obvious that I was a foreigner. So I did not seek assistance from my fellow travellers, and hoped that the train would stop at a destination that I remembered from my earlier examination of the map, which had shown that I would have to change to another line.

When some of the passengers left the train, making more room in the carriage, I asked one of my fellow travellers where I should get off to change lines. Happily, he was making the same change, and he told me to follow him when we stopped at the next station. I followed him up and down stairs, and through a tunnel, for we were now truly underground, and eventually we stood on another platform.

A sign told us to expect the next train in seven minutes, and when it arrived, I boarded it with my helper; he got off before very long, wishing me a good stay in Paris, and I was left scrutinising the route map on the top of the carriage wall. To my relief, after quite some time, the train stopped at Champs Élysées—Clemenceau, which I remembered was right in the centre of the city, and I got off the train and headed for the surface.

I was certainly in the middle of Paris, for the Arc de Triomphe was only a few hundred metres up the broad avenue, which was lined with expensive shops, expensive hotels, and even an expensive car showroom. My money was not going to any of these, but I sat for some time on a bench and took in this very essence of Paris.

As evening approached, I gave thought to where I would spend the night. A bed in one of the hotels would cost every euro that I had, and I would be seeking a way home without having said more than Bonjour to the French capital.

I made my way to the massive roundabout that surrounded the Arc de Triomphe, and strolled along one of the lesser streets that radiated from it. I hoped to find a small restaurant or café, where I could seek directions to a cheap lodging. As I passed a bar, a girl of about twenty-five years of age came out of the door, pursued by two men of the same age.

It was clear that they were forcing themselves on her, and they were not welcome. She was tearfully trying to resist them.

She ran towards me, shouting, “À l’aide! à l’aide!”

Although I had no wish to get involved in what might only be a domestic dispute, I allowed her to cling to me. One of the men shouted at me in heavily accented French, which I did not understand, and aimed a blow at my head, while his companion tried to pull the girl from my grasp. Without letting go of the girl, I kicked one of her assailants in the crotch and stamped on the foot of the other.

Probably unused to resistance, they hobbled off, shouting what I imagined to be threats or comments on my legitimacy.

The girl disentangled herself from my grasp and began to thank me in French, but in mid-delivery she paused, and said in almost perfect English, “But you are English, aren’t you. You shouted at those Algerian pigs in English.”

I admitted that I was indeed English, and she repeated her thanks in my mother tongue. I asked if she would like me to see her safely home, and she said that would be kind; she said that she lived only a few hundred metres away, and we set off together.

As we walked, we exchanged names, and she said that she was called Camille. When we got to the door of a modest block of flats, Camille asked if I would like to come in for a drink. I said that I would, and we went up in the lift to the fourth floor, where Camille opened the door to one of the two apartments.

Inside, another girl was eating at the kitchen table, and Camille introduced her as Brigitte. A bottle of wine was produced, and I told the girls why I was in Paris and how glad I was to have been able to assist Camille. Brigitte, who also spoke good English, said that the English were famous for their chivalry and how lucky Camille had been.

Camille asked where I had been going when I came to her assistance, and I said that I was looking for a cheap lodging. She said that it was too late to find one and if Brigitte did not mind, I could sleep on their sofa that night. Brigitte said that it was the least that they could do to thank me for coming to Camille’s assistance.

Another bottle of wine was produced, and Camille rustled up some bread and pâté. I asked her what she did, and she said that she was the secretary to an English lawyer who practised in Paris. He was partially retained by the British embassy, who called on him when a British citizen had got themselves into trouble by contravening some French law.

She said that she had worked for ‘Tommy’ for two years; that he was a good boss, and she was gradually learning about some aspects of French law. I told her that I had a law degree and was planning on becoming a solicitor in England.

It was late when the girls went to their bedrooms, and I made myself comfortable on the sofa; my first day in Paris had been interesting, and I had been lucky to meet Camille. On the morrow, I needed to find some work that would enable me to extend my stay for a few weeks.

I slept well and awoke shortly before eight o’clock to the smell of croissants and coffee. I washed, shaved and joined the girls for breakfast. They were both going to work very soon, and I left the apartment with them. They both wished me luck in finding a job and a lodging, and Camille said that if I was not successful, I could spend another night on their sofa.

It was not a good day. It poured with rain for most of the day, and I got soaked as I trudged from one café to the next. None of them could offer me employment, and the only lodging that I was directed to had a problem with its toilets that made its low cost entirely understandable, and equally unacceptable.

I rang the bell of Camille’s apartment at six o’clock, and was buzzed into the foyer, where I got a rather disapproving, “Bonsoir, monsieur,” from the concierge, who probably thought that I was lowering the moral standards of her territory by consorting overnight with the two girls in No. 7.

I took the lift to the fourth floor and found the door open. Both girls had just got back from their work, and Brigitte told me to make myself comfortable while they changed and freshened up. When Camille appeared, she asked me whether I had found a job and/or lodgings, and I said that, in spite of trying, I had failed on both counts.

She said that was a pity, but she just might have some good news for me, and went to the kitchen. I could only imagine that I was to be able to spend another night on their sofa, but when she returned with a bottle, she did indeed have good news.

Camille said that she had told Tommy, her boss, how I had rescued her from the two louts, and I was looking for a job that would enable me to stay in Paris for a while. Tommy had taken on a new client that day, an English firm wanting to do business in Paris, which would earn the practice a good fee, and told Camille that he needed a lawyer’s clerk.

She told him that I was intending to make the law my career, and Tommy had agreed to meet me on the following day. I went out and bought two bottles of wine, and Brigitte cooked a splendid meal. Later, well fed and ‘watered’, and with the exciting prospect of a job interview on the following day, I lay down on the sofa and was asleep before the girls turned off the lights.

The next morning, I was up, washed and shaved, and looking as respectable as my limited wardrobe allowed before the two girls emerged from their rooms. I enjoyed the croissants and honey, but my mind was on the interview, and I asked Camille whether there were any topics to avoid when talking with Tommy.

She said that he was very ‘proper’, and had traditional values, and as long as I did not appear to be too ‘modern’, I should be alright. I left the apartment building with Camille, suffering en route a very disapproving look from the concierge, who rather emphasised her bonjour, monsieur.

We took the Metro to the business area of La Défense, and Camille led me to a second-floor office overlooking a small square. There were only two rooms, one for Tommy and one for Camille, and there was a shower room and a small kitchenette.

Camille knocked on the door, which bore a plaque identifying it as being the office of Thomas Wilson, Solicitor et Avocat and was bidden to enter. She was out very soon and told me to go in. I hoped that the deep breath that I took was not audible, and stepped through the door.

Tommy was younger than I had imagined he might be, probably about 35; he was all of six feet tall, well built, with brown hair and blue eyes. He got up from behind his desk and leaned over it, offering his hand.

“Stephen,” he said, “I hear that you have been defending the honour of our Camille. Very well done; take a seat.”

I saw no need to confirm my rôle, but smiled modestly and sat down.

He continued, “Camille will have told you that I need a clerk to take some of the repetitive, non-legal work off my shoulders. It will involve checking outgoing documents, in English, for any errors of format or content, liaising with other lawyers as necessary, running errands, and generally supporting my small but flourishing practice. Do you speak French?”

I spoke for the first time and said that my French was pretty basic and my vocabulary was better than my grammar.

“No matter,” said Tommy, “you will soon pick it up living here; they say that the best way to learn the language is to live with a French mistress, but I cannot speak from personal experience. Now, I understand that you are intending to become a lawyer. I may not be the best rôle model, but if you spend some time with us, you will pick up a lot that would help you if you were to decide to study here in France for the qualifying examination. Where are you staying?”

I told him that I was yet to find lodgings that I could afford, but with a modest income, I was sure that I could be well suited in short order.

“Yes,” he said, “we need to pay you enough to keep body and soul together, and to finance suitable accommodation. Do you have a suit?”

I said that my only suit hung in my room on the other side of the English Channel.

“You must have a suit,” he said, “we cannot charge our clients exorbitant fees if they have cause to think that we do not dress the part. Do you have any questions?”

The interview had not gone as I expected, but it seemed that I was being offered this somewhat vague position. I had a host of questions that needed answers, but it seemed better not to ask them at that time.

I stood up and extended my hand over the desk.

“Thank you, sir,” I said, “I would like to accept the position, subject to a suitable salary.”

“Capital,” said Tommy, “Camille will see to that, and give you an advance, so that you can lay your head to rent somewhere, and get better dressed. I’ll see you on Monday, when we will go and see a rather irritating firm of French lawyers.”

He shook my hand, said “Goodbye,” sat down, and picked up one of the many documents on his desk and started to read it.

I joined Camille in the outer office, and it was clear that she had heard all of what Tommy said through the partially open door, which I carefully closed.

“Congratulations,” she said, “welcome to Thomas Wilson, Solicitor et Avocat.”

“Is he always like that?” I asked.

“Oh, yes,” she replied, “I think that a lot of clients and legal persons find him a bit unusual, and underestimate him, but he is a very good lawyer. Now, we have to agree on a salary for you and an advance. Our last clerk was paid eight hundred euros a month, but I think that you are worth more. Let’s call it a round thousand, and I will give you five hundred in advance.”

I wanted to ask how long my predecessor had occupied the position and why he had left, but it was not the right moment. I took the euros and asked Camille what the rental on an apartment like hers. She said that it was eight hundred a month, but when two shared it was quite reasonable. She said that she believed that there was a single-bed apartment on the ground floor of their block, beside the one where the concierge lived, and it might be worth asking her.

I went straight there. The good lady did not greet me warmly, but when she heard that I was looking for an apartment, she agreed that there was one with a single bedroom on the ground floor. But she told me that it was occupied.

That seemed to be the end of that possibility, until she said that the tenant was unsatisfactory, and probably made bombs in the kitchen, and she preferred English people to those with dark skins. I assured her that I had no bomb-making experience, and she said that she would give the bomb-maker a week’s notice.

We agreed on a monthly rental of 350 euros, and she said that if the young ladies in No. 7 accommodated me until No. 2 was vacant, she would turn a blind eye to the ‘irregularity’.

With my accommodation satisfactorily arranged, I went out to bring my clothing up to the standard demanded by Tommy. I did not fancy wearing a suit every day, but at a Monoprix store I bought a smart blazer and a pair of dark blue trousers. I also bought two white shirts and a tie.

This expenditure, and the down-payment to secure the apartment, left me with very few of the euros that Camille had given to me, but I still had nearly all of those that the lorry driver had given to me in exchange for my father’s money, and I reckoned that I had just enough to pay for my food and Metro tickets until my first pay day.

I waited in the foyer of the apartment building at going-home time, and when Camille arrived, she invited me up to No. 7. I told her that I would be moving into No. 2 in a week, and she said that was good news, and if Brigitte agreed, I could use their sofa until then.

I showed her the clothes that I had bought, and she said that she hoped that Tommy would accept them in lieu of a suit. She said that he had said that he thought that I would be a good clerk. I hung my new clothes in Camille’s wardrobe, and when Brigitte came in and heard my news, she said that it was a good reason to open a bottle of wine.

While the girls were preparing a meal in the kitchen, they had evidently discussed my situation, for when they returned to the sitting room, Camille told me that I could share their sofa until I moved into No. 2, and if I contributed a few euros to their housekeeping budget, I could share their breakfasts and suppers.

I said that was very kind, and I would try to earn my keep by washing up, cleaning, and generally helping out. I lay down on the sofa that night, well pleased with how the day had turned out, looking forward to seeing a bit more of Paris over the weekend, before taking up my clerical duties on Monday.





Chapter Three

On Monday morning, I travelled on the Metro with Camille to Tommy’s office. He was there before us and bade welcomed to the practice. He did not comment on my lack of a suit, but told me to come into his office, where he was preparing for a meeting with the ‘irritating’ French lawyer.

He said that several months previously, the British embassy had put him in touch with an English development company; they wished to gain a foothold in France, and had bought a fire-damaged building and two hectares of land in the northern residential suburbs of Paris.

They proposed to build a minimarket, a store selling electrical goods, a sports shop and a gym. Before they signed the purchase contract, Tommy had sought the approval of the local council, which had confirmed their agreement in writing.

The developer had lost no time in knocking down the damaged building and clearing the site, and construction of the minimarket was underway. On Monday of the previous week, Tommy had received a letter from a firm of lawyers acting for the council, saying that approval for the development was withdrawn.

It gave as a reason a long-standing by-law which had apparently been overlooked, and it seemed that the development fell within an area that was specifically reserved for residential use.

This restriction had apparently been introduced at the insistence of the owners of a number of high-value properties, who did not want the value of their homes reduced by aesthetic contamination from nearby commercial enterprises.

The instigators of the restriction were long since dead and buried, and their successors would probably have welcomed the convenience of a small number of shops and facilities. However, the council had been approached by a consortium of shops in the nearest shopping mall, who foresaw their businesses suffering from the establishment of competitors in what they considered to be their territory.

The letter from the council’s lawyer did not go so far as apologising for this volte-face over the granting of permission, but blandly said that it was hoped that the problem could be solved to the satisfaction of both parties.

“Fat chance of that,” said Tommy, “The old by-law probably has legal effect, and I do not suppose for one minute that the councillors would be allowed by their lawyer to express regret for their error in granting approval for the development.

“Our client has invested a considerable sum in purchasing the land, clearing it, and starting to build on it, and all good sense says that they should not be the losers as a result of local politics and probably backhanders. It is a case that I shall greatly enjoy, and it will be a fine example to you of the sort of work that we do here.”

Tommy put all the papers in his briefcase and told Camille that he would not be back before lunchtime. I followed him out the door and into my first experience of a legal confrontation.

The offices of the council’s lawyers were in a rather run-down building, close to the actual council offices, and it took us some time to get there on the Metro. We were politely received and shown into a well-appointed conference room, where two Frenchmen awaited us. They introduced themselves as Damien Pichon, Avocat, and Michel Roustan, Clerc.

We were offered coffee, and Maître Pichon asked Tommy to open the discussion. Tommy said that two things could not be disputed: one, that the council had approved, in writing, the use of the land in question for the construction of a number of commercial buildings; and two, that after granting that approval, the council had revoked it, also in writing.

He said that his client had spent a considerable amount of time and money on the strength of the initial approval and wished to be permitted to continue building on the site.

If this were not possible, he would sue the council for damages, which would include money already spent, and future earnings from the sale or rental of the buildings. Tommy said that his client was reasonable, but could not accept this completely unreasonable turn of events without adequate compensation.

Maître Pichon said that he did not dispute the two facts presented by Maître Wilson, but what could not be ignored was the long-standing by-law, which specified that the area in question was reserved for residential use. This had never been revoked, and therefore, the granting of approval for the buildings in question had been illegal.

He said that his client, the council, was embarrassed by this and was prepared to offer a sum in compensation to Maître Wilson’s client. Tommy asked what the sum might be, and Maître Pichon said one million euros.

Tommy made a great show of gathering his papers together and stuffing them into his briefcase. He said that he was sorry to have wasted the time of the two lawyers, but it was obvious that his client would have to seek justice in the courts. He thanked Maître Pichon for the coffee, got to his feet, and shook hands with him and Maître Roustan.

I did the same, and we were halfway to the door when Maître Pichon got there before us. He said that it would be a pity to trouble the courts with such an insignificant matter and he felt that his client would be prepared to reconsider its offer.

Tommy said that it would have to be a very considerable improvement, but he was always ready to listen, and was also in favour of settling out of court. We all returned to the table and sat down.

Maître Pichon said that we would understand that the one million euros was offered by his client more in hope than expectation; Tommy said that he would not have expected anything else. Maître Pichon said that he was authorised to make another offer, and Tommy said that he would be glad to give it whatever consideration it merited.

The offer, said Maître Pichon, was that the council would withdraw the letter blocking the development of the site, and would also revoke the original by-law that prevented commercial operations in the area. As a token of goodwill, it offered the sum of one euro in damages, in consideration of the disruption to the work on the site.

Tommy said that was a much more interesting offer, and with a small alteration, he would be happy to recommend its acceptance to his client. Maître Pichon smiled and asked how small that alteration might be.

Tommy said that halting the work had inevitably caused unexpected expenses; he said that to identify all of them would not only take time but would doubtless see them increase. He suggested that a figure of one million euros for damages would be reasonable.

Maître Pichon said that he would have to consult with his client and left the room. Maître Roustan asked whether we were free to join them for lunch; Tommy said that it would be a pleasure, and Maître Roustan left to make the necessary arrangements. When Maître Pichon returned, he said that his client agreed to the one million euros for damages, and we shook hands.

Over an excellent lunch, Maître Pichon said that his client had been less than wise to bow to pressure from the group of companies opposed to the development; he said that it was often difficult representing bodies that had no personal individual concern in the outcome of a legal dispute, and he recommended that Maître Tommy avoid them.

Tommy said that he had appreciated the difficulty of Maître Damien’s position in their negotiation. The two sets of legal representatives were now on first-name terms, and while our superiors chatted, I asked Michel what a clerk’s duties involved and what examinations or other qualifications were required.

He told me that in France there were a number of bodies offering the relevant courses, but that in fact much depended upon finding a qualified and successful lawyer who needed a clerk. There was no better way of learning the trade, he said, than at the feet of a good master.

We got on very well, and before the lunch was over, we had exchanged addresses and agreed to go together to the next rugby international, for which Michel said that one of their clients often provided tickets.

Tommy and I left our hosts well satisfied with the outcome of our visit. Tommy said that it was not always so easy to get the result one wanted, but on this occasion, he had felt fairly certain that the council could afford neither the damages that might have been awarded by a court, nor the bad publicity that a court case would involve.

It had not been a great victory, he said, but it was one that would more than satisfy their client, who would see a sizeable part of the million euros damages vanish in Tommy’s fees.

When we got back to the office, Camille was delighted to hear that the matter had been settled. Tommy said that he was going to advise his client of the outcome and asked me to write a report of the meeting, which would go in the case file. I had never had cause to use a typewriter, but with Camille’s help, I managed to produce two sheets of text that accurately described the meeting.

At the end of the day, Camille told me that she was going to the cinema with her boyfriend; I had a key to the apartment, and I assured her that I could find my way. When I got to the apartment, Brigitte was already there; she said that Camille had told her that she would not be in for supper, and it would be an opportunity for us to get to know each other better.

I had not paid much attention to the appearance of either girl; they were both a few years older than me, and I had assumed, correctly in the case of Camille, that they both had boyfriends.

Over supper, I learned that Brigitte had until recently been engaged to a young officer in the French army; while they were planning their wedding and their life together, he had suddenly been posted to Chad, where a French contingent was part of a United Nations peace-keeping force.

Their engagement did not survive their separation, and Brigitte said that it was probably just as well that they had not got married. She told me that Camille had several good friends, but did not want to be tied down yet.

For the rest of that week, Tommy told me of the other clients that he was advising. One interesting case concerned a French woman aged 42, who had been stopped by a security guard while leaving a shop wearing a dress for which she had not paid.

She had insisted that she wanted to see it in the light of day, rather than in the shop’s fluorescent lighting, and had no intention of taking it without paying, but the shop had suffered several thefts lately and was determined to make an example of the woman.

Tommy went to the shop and questioned both the sales lady who had served the woman and the security guard who had stopped her from leaving. The former said that she was a regular visitor to the shop, who tried on a number of clothes but bought very few.

She said that she thought it possible that she was responsible for some of the losses that the shop had experienced. The guard said that he stopped her because the sales lady gave him an agreed signal.

Tommy prevailed upon the sales lady to write a detailed account of the incident, and when he had read it, he smiled and passed it to me.

“What do you make of that?” he asked.

I said that it seemed very detailed, but I could not see that it helped us to prove the woman was innocent.

“The handbag,” he said, “look at the handbag.”

I read the account again, and the penny dropped. When the woman was escorted back to the changing room, where she took off the dress that she was accused of stealing, and put her own back on, the sales lady said that she had collected her handbag.

“Do you think?” Tommy asked me. “Would she leave her handbag in the changing room if she wanted to steal the dress and leave the shop?”

Tommy said that he would press for a considerable sum in damages for wrongful arrest and the embarrassment caused to his client.

On Friday afternoon, Tommy gave a bonus of one hundred euros to Camille and me. He said that it had been a good week for the practice and thanked us for our contribution. I felt that I had contributed very little, but the money was very much appreciated and would enable me to enjoy the weekend.

When I returned to the apartment that evening, the concierge handed me the key to No. 2, and I lost no time in bringing my few possessions down from No. 7. I then went out and bought the items that I needed to equip my small kitchen, and the food that I hoped would last me for a week.

That left me with very little of the bonus money, but it did leave me feeling that I was established in Paris. I wrote a letter to my parents telling them of my good luck in getting introduced to Tommy, and I was getting some experience that would stand me in good stead if I wanted to be a lawyer in France.

On Saturday, Camille took me on a bateau-mouche, one of the river boats that operated on the Seine, and I reciprocated by buying our lunch in a bistro that she knew. On Sunday, I took most of my clothes to a laundromat, which, unusually, offered its customers the opportunity to iron them on the premises.

I felt rather proud of my efforts, the first time that I had attempted the task, but when I told the girls, they said that I should not waste my money in that way, and if I gave my clothes to them once a week, they would put them in their washing machine. They said that I should buy an iron, and I could probably iron my clothes on my dining table. I was becoming very grown-up very quickly.

Early in the next week, Tommy called me into his office and asked me whether I had developed any ambition to be a French lawyer. I said that I had been much impressed by his negotiations and the work interested me.

However, the thought of having to study for long hours, when the delights of Paris were out there, waiting to be explored, was not attractive. I said that I was only 21 and thought that I deserved a period of carefree youth before putting my nose to the grindstone.

Tommy said that he quite understood; he had felt the same at my age. But, he said, I would find it easier to absorb the knowledge necessary to pass the course while I was gaining practical experience. He said that he had a proposal.

Several of the universities in Paris offered degree courses in law, French law, and one of them, the Sorbonne, also offered ‘starter’ courses, designed to see whether those intending to make a career in practising the law had the potential to achieve degrees.

These courses involved attendance on four nights a week, Monday to Thursday, for two and a half hours, from six o’clock to half past eight. A course lasted for eight weeks, and students who passed the examination at the end had automatic acceptance at the university.

Tommy said that if the idea appealed to me, he would sponsor my course, on the understanding that if I passed, I would work with him for at least two years. The idea did appeal to me, for it offered a path to a French legal degree if I went to the university after the course.

But I still was not certain that that was what I wanted, and I was loath to give up the freedom that I was so enjoying, and who would pay for the university? Tommy? My father? Whoever it was, I would be beholden to them, and I would lose a major part of my cherished independence. I told all this to Tommy, who was a good listener, and he said that he understood my concerns.

He said that there was an evening before the course started, when those considering taking the course met and learned all about it. Tommy suggested that I go to that and said that it would help me to decide what to do. I willingly agreed to that and looked forward to it.

The pre-course meeting was held in a house in central Paris that was owned by the university. There were about twenty potential students, roughly equally divided, male and female. We were offered a beer and a sandwich in what I supposed was the dining room of the house.

As we mixed, waiting for the session to start, I spotted an attractive girl, who gave an air of being rather socially superior to the rest of us; she seemed to be on her own, and I struck up a conversation with her.

We had only just exchanged names when I learned that she was called Chloé, and we were told to sit down. We were addressed by a very smart lady, probably in her 40s, who said that she was the Responsable du Personnel for the university.

She introduced herself as Madame Jeanette Cartier and said that at the end of the evening, she would take the names of those who wanted to take the course. She said that it lasted for eight weeks, and those who passed were guaranteed a place on the university’s next three-year degree course.

An older man then spoke for about half an hour, and gave details of the course, what it covered, when it started, where it was held, and how it should be paid for. I had not managed to sit next to Chloé, but when the introduction was finished and everyone got up, I made my way to where she was standing and asked her what she thought.

She said that it seemed to be a good way to help one decide whether or not to become a lawyer, and she was going to sign up for the course. I said that I felt the same, although I was concerned that my imperfect knowledge of French would be a problem. We joined the queue of those giving their details to Madame Cartier; it seemed as though most, if not all, of those present had taken the bait.

I asked Chloé if I could buy her a drink, and she said that would be nice. We found a bar on the next street, where I ordered a carafe of house rosé, and for an hour we told each other what had brought us together at the evening’s meeting. Chloé was the daughter, the only child, of one of the board members of Citroën cars.

She was 23, and it was her father’s ambition that she should marry the son of an equally rich family, and present him with several grandsons, on whom he could bestow the love and financial blessings that he would have done on sons of his own.

She said that she would like to have children, in due course, but she wanted to have a career first, and what she really wanted was to become an airline pilot and fly for Air France. She had not told her father this, but had told him that she would like to be a lawyer; this had satisfied him, in the short term.

He thought that it was a respectable profession, in which she would meet a number of perfectly suitable young men. She thought that a legal qualification and a pilot’s licence might help her to get a job with the airline, with the possibility of a senior position in their legal department if she stayed when she retired from flying.

I was two years Chloé’s junior, and I could not compete with her background, her ambition, or her financial situation, and I felt that when we left the bar, she would politely imply that it had been good to meet me, but we should go our separate ways.

I was, therefore, surprised and delighted when she said that she must get home, but she looked forward to seeing me again in a week, when the course started. She got into a taxi outside the bar, and I waved her goodbye; I walked back to my apartment, a very happy young man.

The next day, I told Tommy that I thought that the course would give me a very good grounding in French law and I had signed up for it. He was delighted and arranged to pay the fee without demur. He said that if at any time while I attended the course I needed time to go over the previous evening’s instruction, he would not object if I took some time off from the office.

Tommy was a very considerate and supportive boss, and I liked him very much. Camille said that if I had to attend the course for four nights a week, it would keep me out of trouble. I did not tell her that I hoped there was every chance of it getting me into trouble, of the most desirable kind.

The rest of the week passed slowly, for I was looking forward to the start of the course on Monday evening. Tommy took the time to give me an idea of what the course might cover and lent me his very thick book, which dealt with all the major elements of French law, which I studied over the weekend.

When the office closed on Monday, Tommy and Camille both wished me good luck, and I made my way to the Sorbonne. Most of the other students had no jobs and were already there. I looked for Chloé, but there was no sign of her. I thought that she must have decided not to take the course after all.

But just as our teacher was about to start the proceedings, Chloé rushed in and made for the seat beside me, which I had managed to keep empty. She whispered a brief greeting and said that there had been an accident, which had delayed her taxi.

For two and a half hours, I tried to concentrate on the legal rights of the French individual, and I took notes, which I hoped would compensate for what I had missed, due to my thoughts being more focused on the occupant of the seat next to mine than the rights of a divorced French wife. Chloé also took notes and appeared to be giving our teacher her full attention.

When the session ended, we were invited to ask the teacher to explain any points that we had not fully understood, but Chloé did not take up the invitation, and that meant that I did not. She readily agreed that she needed a beer, and we went to the same bar as previously.

We exchanged news of our lives during the few days since we last met. My time in the office did not compete with the ball that Chloé had attended on Saturday night. It was hosted by a friend of Chloé’s father, who hoped that it would initiate a romance that would see his daughter well married.

Chloé said that she hoped that her father did not get the same idea. I asked her whether she had given any more thought to her ambition to learn to fly, and she said that indeed she had.

She said that at Beauvais airport, half an hour to the north of Paris, there was a course, yes, another course, where she could learn to fly; she said that next Saturday she was going to go there and get the details, and she asked if I would like to go with her.

I jumped at the chance of a day with her, away from the excitements of French law, and she said that she would pick me up on her way. I gave her directions to my apartment and promised to be ready at ten o’clock.

Once again, the days of that week passed very slowly. In the office, Tommy took me with him one day when he visited the lawyers representing a company that his client was threatening to sue. His car and another had been damaged when he was obliged to swerve suddenly to avoid a delivery van which shot across the red lights at a controlled crossing.

The van did not stop, but his client had seen and remembered the logo on its side. It would have been his word against theirs, had Tommy not prevailed upon a policeman that he knew well to let him have a copy of the CCTV tape of the crossing at the time in question. This clearly showed the incident and the registration number of the van, which sped away without stopping.

Tommy listened politely while his opposite number said that in the absence of testimony by an eyewitness, he could not agree that his client’s van had been responsible.

Tommy did not at first say that he had the tape, and listened politely while the other lawyer agreed that his client may well have had one of his vans in the district, hence its identification. But it had not been involved in the incident with Tommy’s client, and in the absence of any positive evidence, he was happy to let Tommy’s client sue his client.

Tommy then took his laptop from his briefcase and showed the CCTV tape of the incident. The other lawyer studied it and said if that had been produced earlier, it would have saved a lot of time. However, he would have no option but to advise his client to accept responsibility for the damage to the two cars.

Tommy thanked him and said that he would be submitting the bills from the repairers shortly. He packed his paperwork and the laptop back into his briefcase and bade the other lawyer farewell.

On our way back to the office, he said that because I had seen him win three cases out of three on behalf of his clients, I should not think that it was always as easy as that. I asked him if he felt guilty when he charged a client his fee when he lost a case, and he said certainly not. He always tried his hardest to win every case, but it was not possible to win some. He deserved to be paid for the effort that he had made on his client’s behalf.

On the course, the instruction that we were given in the evenings was interesting, and the teacher kindly gave me a summary, in English, of the points covered in each session, but my very limited command of legal French meant that I missed a great deal, and I very soon decided that there was no way that I would sign up for a three-year degree course, regardless of who paid for it.

I told this to Chloé, and she said that she quite understood, and she was still undecided whether to commit to the course. She said that it would please her father, but it would put on hold for three years her ambition to be an airline pilot.

On the following Saturday morning, I was outside my building in good time, waiting for Chloé. She arrived very punctually, and it was not very long before I realised that she had already learned all the characteristics of a typical French driver.

She drove fast, but thankfully, safely, and it was not long before we were passing through the northern suburbs of Paris. The airport at Beauvais was rather like that at Croydon. In its day, it had been an important aerial gateway to the capital. Now it was mostly used by private aircraft and hosted a flying club.

Chloé soon found someone to direct her to the club’s office, and while she was there, I spoke to a young lady at the reception desk and asked her how busy the airport was. She said that it was not busy enough.

There was a steady stream of private aircraft, and a hangar where they could be serviced while their rich owners were in Paris, and the flying club made good use of the facilities when they had students. But the revenue that these generated was barely sufficient to cover the running costs of keeping the airfield open, the salaries of the staff and the rates.

I was having a cup of coffee with my informant in the small restaurant when Chloé came out of the club office and joined us. She had a handful of paperwork, leaflets and forms to complete, and she seemed well pleased with what she had learned. She said that there was a course starting in three weeks, and she had signed up for it.

It was a six-week course, with instruction about the physics of flight, and also the mechanics of the aircraft and its engine, before bringing the pupils up to the stage where they left the ground for the first time. There would then be at least several hours airborne with an instructor before they were deemed capable of performing a solo flight from the airfield, around a point on the map, and back again.

If they passed that test, they would then be given a Light Aircraft Pilot Licence, which would be the basis on which to train for a commercial licence. Chloé was very excited at the prospect of getting on the bottom rung of the ladder that led to a licence that would enable her to apply for a job with an airline.

On the way back to Paris, Chloé told me all about the course and asked if I would be interested in taking it. I said that I had no ambition to make a career in the sky, and that, in any case, I could not afford to pay the cost of the course. She said that she would lend the money to me, but I told her that it really was not for me.

I asked whether she was not going to complete the pre-course for the university. She said that she would only miss three or four weeks of it, and she would make up for it by joining the next course halfway through.

When we reached my apartment, I invited her in, and we had tea and biscuits. I could see that she was not impressed with my little home, but she said that it was very small and very nice. We talked for a couple of hours and discussed how we would meet again.

Chloé was going to be at the airfield for the duration of the course, and until it started, she wanted to read as much as she could about flying in general. She said that there was a good library not far from their home, and she would spend a lot of time there, but would be free from her studies at weekends, and we could meet then. I readily agreed, and we arranged to meet at my apartment on the next Sunday.

The week seemed to pass very slowly. There were no dramatic cases in the office, and Tommy suggested that I read up on the records of past cases that the practice had handled, a mixture of wins and losses, which would give me a good idea of a lawyer’s experience.

He also gave me a book which dealt with several famous cases, and it included an analysis of why the parties to the cases had won and lost. In the evenings, I attended the course, which I found less interesting without Chloé. I saw Camille every day in the office, but we did not talk about our private lives there.

One evening, as we shared a beer in my apartment, she said that she had heard from the concierge, who was a sure source of any local gossip, that a young lady had been seen coming and going at my home.

She knew of the three-year course that Tommy had suggested. I had decided not to pursue, and I told her that on the pre-course evening, I had met Chloé. I told her of Chloé’s wish to become a commercial airline pilot, and I had declined her offer to fund me if I joined her on the course.

Camille asked if I was seeing her again, and I said that we planned to meet on Sundays while she was on the course. She asked several more questions, and I got the impression that she might be jealous of Chloé, but she certainly had no reason to be.

And she had given no sign that she had anything but a polite interest in my private life. I did not want any such complication in my life, and I tried to steer the conversation away from Chloé. Camille said that Brigitte had a new boyfriend and to be careful not to go to the flat unannounced.

I met Chloé on every Sunday before her course began, and on the last one, we drove to Beauvais in order to find somewhere that she could stay during the course. The flying club had given her the addresses of several houses which offered rooms on a short-term basis, and Camille was well pleased with the second one that we saw.

It was a shed at the far end of the garden that had been very nicely converted into a one-bedroom apartment, with its own access from the road. Chloé paid for six weeks in advance, and said that she hoped that after a week or two, when she had got to grips with the course, I would sometimes visit her. I said that I certainly would, for perhaps this was an invitation to share her bed.
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