
THE ECHOES OF DEATH SERIES

BOOK TWO

SHADOWS OF THE VERDICT

The trial begins. The truth fractures. And the echoes find new voices.

Timothy Duru

A Novel



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SHADOWS OF THE VERDICT

    

    
      First edition. March 25, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Timothy Duru.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233787232

    

    
    
      Written by Timothy Duru.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Timothy Duru

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Echoes of Death Series

          
        
          
	          Echoes of Death: A Scholar's Confession

          
        
          
	          Shadows of the Verdict

          
        
          
	          The Architect's Game

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Shadows of the Verdict (The Echoes of Death Series, #2)

The Cell and the Silence

The Prosecution Opens

Byrne's Notebook

The Witness List

The Wrong Body

A Dead Man's Name

The Face in the Gallery

Elise, Found

The Watcher's Journal

Marcus

Vera Wakes

The Counter-Testimony

The Philosopher's Papers

The Mathematics of Murder

A Death in Absentia

The Edited Confession

Whitmore

Two Truths

The Mother's Testimony

Byrne's Doubt

Closing Arguments

The Jury Deliberates

The Sentence

Marcus's Letter

The Aftermath

Echoes Return

The Successor

The Last Shadow

Epilogue — Kingsbridge, One Year Later

A Note on What Follows

END OF BOOK TWO

THE ARCHITECT’S GAME

AUTHOR’S NOTE

About the Author

“The truth is rarely pure and never simple.”

— Oscar Wilde

“The greatest trick the devil ever pulled was convincing the world he didn’t exist.”
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———


HM Prison Fenwick, Remand Wing B. Inmate #4471. Status: Awaiting trial. Psychiatric evaluation: Pending. Note from duty officer: Prisoner has requested writing materials. Request approved per legal counsel directive.



There is a grammar to imprisonment that no one teaches you. The vocabulary is simple—cell, yard, lights-out, count—but the syntax is complex, governed by rules that are felt rather than spoken, rhythms that the body learns before the mind can articulate them. I have been here for eleven weeks, and I have learned the grammar fluently, the way I once learned Latin: through immersion, through repetition, through the slow, reluctant surrender of the self to a system larger and older and more patient than any individual will.

My cell is eight feet by ten. I have measured it with my forearm—the only ruler available—and confirmed the measurement against the architectural plans of HM Prison Fenwick, which I requested from the prison library and which the librarian, a quietly amused woman named Mrs. Okafor, provided with the comment that I was the first inmate in her seventeen years to ask for blueprints. The walls are painted a colour that was once cream and is now the particular yellow of institutional decay. There is a bed, a desk, a toilet, a shelf. The window—narrow, barred, positioned too high for comfortable viewing—admits a rectangle of light that traverses the opposite wall in the course of a day, a sundial marking the hours with a precision that the clock above the door, which runs four minutes fast, cannot match.

I write this in the hours between evening count and lights-out, when the wing settles into its nocturnal register: lower voices, softer footsteps, the occasional shout from a cell three or four doors down where a man named Doyle conducts nightly negotiations with demons only he can see. The echoes here are different from those at Kingsbridge. They do not carry accusation—or if they do, it is drowned by the louder, more immediate sounds of confinement: the slam of steel, the jangle of keys, the constant, low-grade murmur of men enduring the particular boredom of being warehoused by the state.

Angela Cross, my solicitor, visited yesterday. She is a woman of approximately fifty, with grey-streaked hair pulled back in a style that suggests either efficiency or indifference to aesthetics, and eyes that assess with the speed and accuracy of a jeweller appraising a stone. She sat across from me in the visiting room—a space of bolted-down furniture and surveillance cameras and the faint, persistent smell of industrial cleaning product—and laid out the prosecution's case with the detached thoroughness of a mechanic describing the faults in an engine.

"They have the body," she said. "Recovered from the river, identified as Marcus Hale through dental records and personal effects. They have your confession—the one you gave Byrne, not the written one. They have Elise Marchetti's corroborating statement. They have the witness—the individual who saw two figures in the alley. And they have circumstantial evidence connecting you to the disappearances of Thomas Crane and Vera Kowalski, though they have not, as yet, charged you with those."

"As yet," I repeated.

"As yet." She met my gaze with the particular steadiness of a woman who has delivered worse news to worse people and survived the experience. "The prosecution intends to establish a pattern. One death might be an accident. Two suggest something more. Three would be devastating. They will try to introduce the other disappearances as evidence of character—propensity, escalation, a psychology consistent with serial violence."

Serial violence. The phrase sat between us like an object too heavy to lift. I turned it over in my mind, examining its surfaces, its edges, its implications. Was that what I was? A serial offender? The words conjured images of cold-eyed predators, of calculated campaigns of terror conducted with surgical precision and sadistic pleasure. That was not me—was it? My crimes had been reactive, desperate, driven by the compounding pressure of concealment rather than any appetite for harm. But the law, as Angela reminded me with the patience of a tutor explaining a concept to a slow student, is not interested in self-perception. The law is interested in acts, and the acts spoke for themselves.

"There is something else," Angela said, and the shift in her tone—a fractional lowering, a tightening of the muscles around her eyes—told me that what followed would be significant. "The forensic report on the body came back this morning. The dental records match. The personal effects match. But the DNA comparison—run against Marcus Hale's medical records from the university health centre—has produced an anomaly."

"What kind of anomaly?"

She paused. In the eleven weeks I had known her, Angela Cross had never paused. Hesitation was not in her professional vocabulary; she delivered information the way a surgeon delivers incisions—cleanly, quickly, with minimal wasted motion. The fact that she paused now sent a current of electricity through my spine.

"The DNA does not match Marcus Hale's records," she said. "The body in the river is not Marcus Hale."

The room tilted. Not literally—the bolted furniture remained where it was, the cameras continued their silent recording, the fluorescent light maintained its indifferent hum—but something in my perception shifted, as though the axis of the world had been nudged a degree off centre, and everything that had been level was now, imperceptibly but undeniably, askew.

"That's not possible," I said.

"And yet."

"I saw his face. In the alley. It was Marcus. I spoke to him. He spoke to me. I know who I—" I stopped. The word I had been about to say—killed—stuck in my throat, not from guilt but from a sudden, vertiginous uncertainty that was worse than guilt, worse than anything I had felt in the long months of concealment and confession. Because if the body in the river was not Marcus Hale, then who had I killed in that alley? And if Marcus Hale was not dead, then where was he?

Angela watched me absorb the information with the clinical interest of a scientist observing a reaction. "The prosecution is requesting additional time to investigate," she said. "The identification is being re-examined. The trial date may be delayed."

"Or it may not," I said, because I understood, with the instinct of a man who has learned to read the currents of institutional power, that a prosecution does not easily release a case it has built. They would find an explanation. They would adjust the narrative. The machinery of justice, once set in motion, does not reverse direction without extraordinary force.

Angela left, and I sat in the visiting room until the guard came to escort me back to my cell, and in the silence that closed around me like water, a new voice joined the chorus of the dead—not an echo this time, but a question, sharp and clear and terrible in its simplicity: If Marcus Hale is alive, then what have I confessed to?
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———


CROWN COURT, READING. R v. [REDACTED]. Case No. T20260187. Before: The Honourable Mr Justice Whitfield. Prosecution: Ms Helena Voss QC. Defence: Ms Angela Cross. Charge: Murder (Count 1), Concealment of a body (Count 2), Perverting the course of justice (Count 3). Plea: Not guilty.



The courtroom smelled of wood polish and old paper and the particular anxiety of people who have been told to dress smartly and sit still. Crown Court Number Three was a room designed to impress upon its occupants the gravity of the proceedings it housed: high ceilings, dark panelling, the royal coat of arms mounted above the judge's bench like a reminder that the power being exercised here derived from something larger and older than the individuals who wielded it. I sat in the dock—a glass-enclosed box that provided both visibility and containment—and looked out at a room full of people who had assembled to determine the trajectory of my remaining life.

Helena Voss QC rose to deliver the prosecution's opening statement. She was a woman of perhaps forty-five, immaculately dressed, with the particular poise of someone accustomed to commanding rooms and the quiet, devastating confidence of a mind that organized facts the way an architect organizes space. I had been warned about her—Angela had described her as "the most dangerous prosecutor on the Western Circuit, not because she's theatrical, but because she's precise"—and watching her now, I understood the warning.

"Members of the jury," she began, her voice carrying without effort to every corner of the room, "this case concerns a death. A young man—a student, a son, a person with a future—was killed in an alley behind a public house in the university town of Kingsbridge on the night of October the twelfth. His body was concealed in a storm drain, carried by the river, and recovered weeks later in a state of advanced decomposition. The defendant"—she did not look at me; she did not need to—"has confessed to causing this death. He has admitted to pushing the victim, causing him to fall and strike his head on a stone bollard, resulting in fatal injuries. He has admitted to concealing the body. He has admitted to constructing an elaborate web of lies to avoid detection."

She paused, and in the pause, I felt the jury's attention crystallize—twelve faces, twelve sets of eyes, twelve separate calculations of judgement being initiated simultaneously.

"The prosecution's case is straightforward. The defendant killed a man. He hid the body. He lied to the police. These facts are not in dispute—the defendant himself has admitted them. What is in dispute, members of the jury, is the nature of the act. The defence will tell you it was an accident—a tragic, unintended consequence of a brief physical altercation. The prosecution will show you that it was something else entirely: a deliberate act of violence committed by a man whose pattern of behaviour, whose psychological profile, and whose subsequent actions reveal not a frightened
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