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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

         

         I am very grateful to a number of friends in medicine and the law who have given up valuable time to help me in writing this book, and in particular to Dr Caroline Finlayson and her colleagues and to Alderman Gavyn Arthur whose timely advice on procedure at the Old Bailey has saved me from a number of embarrassing errors. If any remain, the responsibility is solely mine.

         In a poor return for this kindness I have brutally demolished part of Fountain Court in the Middle Temple to erect my imaginary Pawlet Court, and have peopled it with maverick lawyers. Some of the places in the novel, including the beautiful and historic Temple Church, are manifestly real; all of the characters are fictitious and are not based in any way on living persons. In particular only the perfervid imagination of a crime novelist could possibly conceive that a member of the Honourable Society of the Middle Temple could harbour uncharitable thoughts towards a fellow member.

         I am told that this customary disclaimer gives little protection in law, but I make it nevertheless because it is the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth.

         
             

         

         P. D. James 1997
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         Murderers do not usually give their victims notice. This is one death which, however terrible that last second of appalled realization, comes mercifully unburdened with anticipatory terror. When, on the afternoon of Wednesday, 11th September, Venetia Aldridge stood up to cross-examine the prosecution’s chief witness in the case of Regina v Ashe she had four weeks, four hours, and fifty minutes left of life. After her death the many who had admired her and the few who had liked her, searching for a more personal response than the stock adjectives of horror and outrage, found themselves muttering that it would have pleased Venetia that her last case of murder had been tried at the Bailey, scene of her greatest triumphs, and in her favourite court.

         But there was truth in the inanity.

         Court Number One had laid its spell on her since she had first entered it as a pupil. She had always tried to discipline that part of her mind which she suspected could be seduced by tradition or history, yet she responded to this elegant wood-panelled theatre with an aesthetic satisfaction and a lifting of the spirit which was one of the keenest pleasures of her professional life. There was a rightness about the size and proportions, an appropriate dignity in the richly carved coat of arms above the dais, and the glittering seventeenth-century Sword of Justice suspended beneath it, an intriguing contrast between the witness-box, canopied like a miniature pulpit, and the wide dock in which the accused sat level-eyed with the judge. Like all places perfectly designed for their purpose with nothing wanting, nothing superfluous, it induced a sense of timeless calm, even the illusion that the passions of men were susceptible to order and control. Once from curiosity she had gone into the public gallery and had sat for a minute looking down at the empty court and it had seemed to her that only here where the spectators sat close packed was the air knotted with decades of human terror, hope and despair. And now she was once more in the place where she belonged. She hadn’t expected the case to be heard in the Old Bailey’s most famous court or to be judged by a High Court Judge, but a previous trial had collapsed and the judge’s sittings and court allocation had been reorganized. It was a happy omen. She had lost in Court One, but the memories of defeats there were not bitter. More often she had won.

         Today as always in court, she reserved her gaze for the judge, the jury, the witnesses. She seldom conferred with her junior, spoke to Ashe’s solicitor seated in front of her or kept the court waiting even momentarily while she searched in her papers for a note. No defending counsel went into court better prepared. And she rarely glanced at her client, and then, when possible, without too obviously turning her head towards the dock. But his silent presence dominated her mind as she knew it did the court. Garry Ashe, aged twenty-one years and three months, accused of murdering his aunt, Mrs Rita O’Keefe, by cutting her throat. One clean single slash, severing the vessels. And then the repeated frenzied stabs at the half-naked body. Often, particularly with a murder of great brutality, the accused seemed almost pathetically inadequate in his ordinariness, his air of hapless incompetence at variance with the violent dedication of the deed. But there was nothing ordinary about this accused. It seemed to Venetia that, without turning, she could remember every detail of his face.

         He was dark, the eyes sombre under straight thick brows, the nose sharp and narrow, the mouth wide but thin-lipped, unyielding. The neck was long and very slender, giving the head the hieratic appearance of a bird of prey. He never fidgeted, indeed seldom moved, sitting very upright in the centre of the dock, flanked by the attendant officers. He seldom glanced at the jury in their box to his left. Only once, during the prosecution counsel’s opening speech, had she seen him look up at the public gallery, his gaze ranging along the rows with a slight frown of disgust, as if deploring the quality of the audience he had attracted, before turning his eyes again to rest them on the judge. But there was nothing tautly anxious about his stillness. Instead he gave the impression of a man accustomed to public exposure, a young princeling at a public entertainment, to be endured rather than enjoyed, attended by his lords. It was the jury, the usual miscellany of men and women assembled to judge him, who looked to Venetia like an oddly assorted group of miscreants herded into the box for sentence. Four of them, in open-necked shirts and jumpers, looked as if they were about to wash the car. In contrast, the accused was carefully dressed in a navy-blue striped suit with a shirt so dazzling that it looked like an advertisement for a washing powder. The suit was well pressed but poorly cut, the over-padded shoulders giving the vigorous young body some of the gangling tenuity of adolescence. It was a good choice, the suit hinting at a mixture of self-respect and vulnerability which she was hoping to exploit.

         She had a respect, but no liking, for Rufus Matthews who was prosecuting. The days of flamboyant eloquence in court were over and had in any case never been appropriate to the prosecution, but Rufus liked to win. He would make her fight for every point gained. Opening the prosecution case he had recounted the facts with a brevity and an unemphatic clarity which left the impression that no eloquence was necessary to support a case so self-evidently true.

         Garry Ashe had lived with his maternal aunt, Mrs Rita O’Keefe, at 397 Westway for a year and eight months before her death. His childhood had been spent in care during which he had been placed with eight foster-parents between periods in children’s homes. He had lived in two London squats and had worked for a time in a bar in Ibiza before moving in with his aunt. The relationship between aunt and nephew could hardly be called normal. Mrs O’Keefe was in the habit of entertaining a variety of men friends, and Garry was either compelled, or consented, to photograph his aunt and these various men engaged in the sexual act. Photographs which the accused had admitted taking would be shown in evidence.

         On the night of the murder, Friday, 12th January, Mrs O’Keefe and Garry were seen together from six o’clock to nine in the Duke of Clarence public house in Cosgrove Gardens, about one and a half miles from Westway. There was a quarrel and Garry left shortly after nine, saying that he was going home. His aunt, who was drinking heavily, stayed on. At about 10.30 the licensee refused to serve her any more and she was helped into a taxi by two of her friends. At that time she was drunk but by no means incapable. Her friends judged that she was able to get home on her own. The cab-driver deposited her at Number 397 and watched her enter through the side gate at about 10.45.

         At ten minutes past midnight a call was made to the police by Garry Ashe from his aunt’s house to say that he had returned from a walk to discover her body. When the police arrived at 12.20 they found Mrs O’Keefe lying on a single divan in the front sitting-room, practically naked. Her throat had been cut and she had been slashed with a knife after death, a total of nine wounds. It was the opinion of the forensic pathologist who saw the body at 12.40 that Mrs O’Keefe had died very shortly after her return home. There was no evidence of a break-in, and nothing to suggest that she had been entertaining or expecting a visitor that night.

         A smear of blood, later identified as Mrs O’Keefe’s, had been found on the headpiece of the shower above the bath in the bathroom, and two spots of her blood on the stair carpet. A large kitchen knife had been discovered under the privet hedge of a front garden less than a hundred yards from 397 Westway. The knife, which had a distinctive triangular chip in the handle, had been identified both by the accused and by the cleaning woman as having come from the drawer in Mrs O’Keefe’s kitchen. It had been cleaned of all fingerprints.

         The defendant had told the police that he had not gone straight home from the public house, but had walked the streets behind Westway and down as far as Shepherd’s Bush before returning after midnight to discover his aunt’s body. The court would, however, hear evidence from the neighbour living next door that she had seen Garry Ashe leaving 397 Westway at 11.15 on the night of the murder. It was the case for the Crown that Garry Ashe had, in fact, gone straight home from the Duke of Clarence public house, that he had waited for his aunt to return, and that he had killed her with the kitchen knife, probably himself in a state of nakedness. He had then taken a shower, dressed and left the house at 11.15 to walk the streets in an attempt to establish an alibi.

         Rufus Matthews’ final words were almost perfunctory. If the jury were satisfied on the evidence put before them that Garry Ashe had murdered his aunt, it would be their duty to return a verdict of guilty. If, however, at the end of the case they were left with a reasonable doubt of his guilt, then the accused was entitled to be acquitted of the murder of Mrs Rita O’Keefe.

         The cross-examination of Stephen Wright, landlord of the Duke of Clarence, on the third day of the trial had presented Venetia with little difficulty and she had expected none. He had entered the witness-box with the swagger of a man determined to show that he wasn’t intimidated by wigs and scarlet robes, and had taken the oath with a nonchalance which made only too plain his opinion of this archaic ritual. Venetia had met his slightly salacious smile with a long cool glance. The prosecution had called him to add weight to their case that relations between Ashe and his aunt had quickly descended into acrimony when they were in the pub together, and that Mrs O’Keefe had been frightened of her nephew. But he had been an unconvincing and prejudiced witness and had done little to shake the evidence of the other pub witnesses that Ashe had, in fact, said little and had drunk less. ‘He used to sit very quiet,’ said Wright, seduced by hubris into folly and turning to confide in the jury. ‘Dangerous quiet, if you ask me. And he’d stare at her with that look he has. He didn’t need drink to make him dangerous.’

         Venetia had enjoyed her cross-examination of Stephen Wright and, by the time he was released, couldn’t resist a glance of commiseration at Rufus as he rose to try to undo some of the harm. Both knew that more had been lost during the last few minutes than one witness’s reliability. Every time a prosecution witness was discredited the whole case for the Crown became tainted with distrust. And she knew that she had had from the start one great advantage: there was no instinctive sympathy for the victim. Show the jury pictures of the violated body of a dead child, tender as a fledgeling, and some atavistic voice within always whispered ‘someone ought to pay for this.’ The need for vengeance, so easy to confuse with the imperatives of justice, always worked for the prosecution. The jury didn’t want to convict the wrong man, but they did need to convict someone. The prosecution evidence was always weighted with the need to believe it true. But here those stark police photographs of the victim, the flabby pendulous belly and the spreading breasts, even the severed vessels, so horribly reminiscent of a pig’s carcass hung on a butcher’s hook, evoked disgust rather than pity. Her character had been effectively destroyed. It was seldom difficult in a murder case; the victim, after all, was not there to defend herself. Rita Ο’Keefe had been a drunken, unattractive, quarrelsome fifty-five-year-old with an insatiable appetite for gin and sex. Four of the jury were young, two only just of the qualifying age. The young were not indulgent towards age and ugliness.Their silent inner voices would be muttering a very different message: ‘She had it coming to her.’

         And it was now in the second week and seventh day of the trial that they had reached what, for Venetia, was the critical cross-examination of a prosecution witness: Mrs Dorothy Scully, neighbour of the victim, a widow aged sixty-nine, the woman who had told the police, and now the court, that she had seen Garry Ashe leaving Number 397 at 11.15 on the night of the murder.

         Venetia had watched her during the examination-in-chief, noting her strengths, assessing her vulnerability. She knew what she needed to know about Mrs Scully; she had made that her business. The woman was poor, but not desperately so, a widow managing on her pension. Westway had, after all, been relatively prosperous, a comfortable enclave of the respectable, reliable, law-abiding lower middle class who owned their houses and took a pride in clean lace curtains and carefully tended front gardens, each a small triumph of individuality over the drab conformity. But their world was crashing down with their houses, rising in great choking clouds of ochre dust. Only a few houses were now left standing as the work on the road-widening went inexorably ahead. Even the painted slogans of protest on the boards which separated the vacant lots from the road were beginning to fade. Soon there would be nothing but tarmac and the ceaseless roar and screech of traffic thundering westward out of London. In time even memory would be powerless to conjure up what once had been. Mrs Scully would be one of the last to leave. Her memories would be built on air. She had brought with her into the witness-box her soon-to-be-obliterated past, her uncertain future, her respectability and her honesty. It was an inadequate armoury with which to confront one of the country’s most formidable cross-examiners.

         Venetia saw that she had purchased no new coat for this court appearance. A new coat was a major extravagance; only the onset of a particularly cold winter, or the wearing out of the old coat could justify that expenditure. But the hat was obviously bought for the occasion, a pale blue felt with a small brim, adorned with a huge white flower, imposing a note of discordant frivolity above the serviceable tweed.

         She had taken the oath nervously, her voice almost inaudible. Twice during her evidence the judge had bent forward to ask her in his courteous old voice to speak up. She had, however, become more at ease as the examination proceeded. Rufus had tried to make it easy for her by occasionally repeating a question before she replied, but Venetia thought that his witness had found this more confusing than helpful. She guessed, too, that Mrs Scully had disliked his over-loud, slightly hectoring upper-class voice and his habit of addressing his remarks to the air some few feet above the heads of the jury. Rufus had always been at his most effective when cross-examining a hostile witness. Mrs Scully, old, pathetic, a little hard of hearing, brought out the bully in him. But she had been a good witness, answering simply and convincingly.

         She had spent the evening from seven o’clock having supper and then watching a video of The Sound of Music with a friend, Mrs Pierce, who lived five doors down the road. She didn’t herself have a video recorder but her friend would hire a video each week, and usually invited her to spend the evening so that they could watch it together. She didn’t normally leave the house at night but Mrs Pierce lived so close that she didn’t mind walking the short distance home and the road was well lit. She was certain of the time. When the film ended both she and her friend had said how much later it was than either of them had expected. The clock on her friend’s mantelpiece had shown ten minutes past eleven and she had looked at her own watch because of her surprise that the time had passed so quickly. She had known Garry Ashe since he had come to live with his aunt. She had no doubt that it was he whom she had seen leaving Number 397. He had walked swiftly down the short garden path and had turned left on Westway, walking quickly away from her. She had stood watching him until he was out of sight, surprised that he was leaving the house so late. She had then let herself into Number 396. She couldn’t remember whether there were any lights showing from the house next door. She rather thought that it had been in darkness.

         It was towards the end of Rufus’s examination-in-chief that the note was passed to Venetia. Ashe must have signalled to his solicitor, who went over to the dock. The note was handed from him to Venetia. It was written in black ballpoint in a firm, small, upright hand. There was nothing impulsive or scrawled about this message. ‘Ask her what spectacles she was wearing on the night of the murder.’

         Venetia was careful not to look at the dock. It was, she knew, one of those moments of decision which could decide the outcome of the trial. And it went straight to that first rule of cross-examination learned when she was a pupil: never ask a question unless you already know the answer. She had five seconds to decide before she must rise to cross-examine. If she asked this question and the answer was wrong, Ashe would go down. But she was confident of two things. The first was that she did already know the answer; Ashe would not have written that note unless he was certain. The second was as vital. She had, if at all possible, to discredit Mrs Scully. The woman’s evidence, given with such obvious honesty, such certainty, had been damning.

         She slipped the note under her papers as if it were an unimportant matter which she could attend to at leisure and took her time getting to her feet.

         ‘Can you hear me clearly, Mrs Scully?’

         The woman nodded and whispered ‘Yes.’ Venetia smiled at her briefly. It was enough. The question, the encouraging smile, the warmth of the voice said it all: I’m a woman. We’re on the same side. These pompous men don’t frighten us. You’ve nothing to fear from me.

         Venetia went over the evidence quietly so that when she was ready to move in for the kill the victim was happily compliant. The rows she had heard from next door, one male voice, the other, strongly Irish, recognizably that of Mrs O’Keefe. Mrs Scully had thought it had been the same male voice. But Mrs O’Keefe was always entertaining her men friends. Perhaps a more accurate word would be clients. Could she be certain that the voice was Garry’s? Mrs Scully could not be sure. The suggestion was skilfully planted that a natural animus against the aunt could have spilled over to include the nephew. They were not the kind of neighbours Mrs Scully was used to.

         ‘We come now, Mrs Scully, to your identification of the defendant as the young man you saw leaving Number 397 on the night of the murder. Did you often see Garry leaving the house by the front door?’

         ‘No, he usually used the back door and the garden gate because of his motorbike.’

         ‘So you would see him leaving, wheeling his bike out by the garden gate?’

         ‘Sometimes. I could see from my bedroom window at the back.’

         ‘And as he kept his motorcycle in the garden, then that would be the natural way for him to leave?’

         ‘I suppose so.’

         ‘Did you sometimes see him leaving by the back gate even when he hadn’t the bike with him?’

         ‘Once or twice, I suppose.’

         ‘Once or twice in all, or once or twice a week? Don’t worry if you can’t be absolutely precise. It isn’t, after all, something you’d make a note of.’

         ‘I suppose I saw him leaving by the back door about two or three times a week. Sometimes with his bike, sometimes not.’

         ‘How often did you see him leaving by the front door?’

         ‘I can’t remember. Once when he had a taxi call for him. He left by the front door then.’

         ‘As one would expect. But did you often see him use the front door? You see, what I’m trying to find out here, because I think it will help the jury, is whether Garry normally used the front door or the back door when he left the house.’

         ‘I think they mostly used the back door, both of them.’

         ‘I see. They mostly used the back door.’ Then, still quietly, still in the same interested, sympathetic voice: ‘The spectacles you are wearing today, Mrs Scully, are they new?’

         The woman put up her hands to the frames as if uncertain that she was still wearing them. ‘Quite new. I got them on my birthday.’

         ‘Which was?’

         ‘February 16th. That’s how I remember.’

         ‘And you are quite sure about the date?’

         ‘Oh yes.’ She turned to the judge as if anxious to explain. ‘I was going to have tea with my sister and I went into the shop to collect them on the way. I wanted to know what she thought about the new frames.’

         ‘And you are quite sure of the date, 16th February – five weeks after the murder of Mrs O’Keefe?’

         ‘Yes, quite sure.’

         ‘Did your sister think that the new glasses suited you?’

         ‘She thought they were a bit fancy, but I wanted a change. You get tired of the same old frames. I thought I’d try something different.’

         And now the dangerous question, but Venetia knew what the answer would be. Women who are struggling on a low income don’t pay for an eye test unnecessarily or see their spectacles as a fashion accessory.

         She asked: ‘Is that why you changed the spectacles, Mrs Scully? Because you wanted to try different frames?’

         ‘No, it wasn’t. I couldn’t see properly with the old spectacles. That’s why I went to the oculist.’

         ‘What couldn’t you see specifically?’

         ‘Well, the television really. It was getting so that I couldn’t see the faces.’

         ‘Where do you watch the television, Mrs Scully?’

         ‘In the front sitting-room.’

         ‘Which is the same size as the one next door?’

         ‘It must be. The houses are all alike.’

         ‘Not a large room, then. The jury have seen photographs of Mrs O’Keefe’s front room. About twelve feet square, would you say?’

         ‘Yes, I suppose so. About that.’

         ‘And how far do you sit from the screen?’

         The first sign of slight distress, an anxious look at the judge, then she said: ‘Well, I sit by the gas fire, and the telly’s in the opposite corner by the door.’

         ‘It’s never comfortable to have the screen too close, is it? But let’s see if we can be more definite.’ She looked at the judge, ‘If I may, my Lord,’ and received his confirming nod. Then she leaned forward to Ashe’s solicitor, Neville Saunders. ‘If I ask this gentleman to move slowly towards his Lordship, will you tell me when the distance between them is roughly the same as the distance between you and the set?’

         Neville Saunders, a little surprised but setting his features into the gravity appropriate to taking a more active part in the proceedings, got up from his seat and began his slow game of grandmother’s footsteps. When he was ten feet from the bench, Mrs Scully nodded. ‘About there.’

         ‘Ten feet or a little less.’

         She turned again to the witness. ‘Mrs Scully, I know that you are an honest witness. You are trying to tell the truth to help the court and you know how important that truth is. The freedom, the whole future of a young life depends on it. You have told the court that you couldn’t comfortably see your television set at ten feet. You have stated on oath that you recognized the defendant at twenty feet on a dark night and by the light of overhead street lighting. Can you be absolutely sure that you weren’t mistaken? Can you be confident that it wasn’t some other young man leaving the house that night, someone of roughly the same age and the same height? Take your time, Mrs Scully. Think back. There’s no hurry.’

         There were only eight words the witness needed to speak: ‘It was Garry Ashe. I saw him plainly.’ A professional criminal would have said them, would have known that in cross-examination you stick to your story doggedly, without alteration, without embellishment. But professional criminals know the system; Mrs Scully was under the disadvantage of honesty, of nervousness, of the wish to please. There was a silence, then she said: ‘I thought it was Garry.’

         To leave it there or to go one step further? This was always the danger in cross-examination. Venetia said: ‘Because it was his house, he lived there. You would expect it to be Garry. But could you really see plainly, Mrs Scully? Can you be sure?’

         The woman stared at her. At last she said: ‘I suppose it could have been someone like him. But I thought at the time it was Garry.’

         ‘You thought at the time it was Garry, but it could have been someone like him. Precisely. It was a natural mistake, Mrs Scully, but I suggest to you that it was a mistake. Thank you.’

         Rufus, of course, could not leave it like that. Entitled to re-examine on a point requiring clarification he got portentously to his feet, hitched up his gown and surveyed the air above the witness-box with the puzzled frown of a man expecting a change in the weather. Mrs Scully looked at him with the anxiety of a guilty child who knows that she has disappointed the grown-ups. Rufus attempted with some success to modify his tone.

         ‘Mrs Scully, I am sorry to keep you but there is one point on which I think that the jury may be somewhat confused. During your examination-in-chief you said that you had no doubt that it was Garry Ashe whom you saw leaving his aunt’s house at a quarter past eleven on the night of the murder. However, during cross-examination by my learned friend you have said – and I quote – “I suppose it could have been someone like him. But I thought at the time it was Garry.” Now I’m sure you will realize that these two statements can’t both be right. The jury may find it difficult to understand what precisely it is you are saying. I confess I find myself somewhat confused. So I have just the one question. The man you saw leaving Number 397 that night, who do you believe he was?’

         And now she was anxious only to be let out of the witness-box, no longer to feel that she was being pulled between two people who both wanted a clear answer from her, but not the same answer. She looked at the judge, as if hoping that he would answer for her, or at least help her to a decision. The court waited. Then the answer came and it came with the desperation of truth.

         ‘I believe that it was Garry Ashe.’

         Venetia knew that Rufus had little choice but to call his next witness, Mrs Rose Pierce, to confirm the time at which Mrs Scully had left her house. Time was of the essence. If Mrs O’Keefe had been killed immediately or shortly after arriving home from the pub, Ashe would have had thirty minutes in which to kill, shower, dress and set out on his walk.

         Mrs Pierce, plump, red-cheeked, bright-eyed and padded in a black woollen coat topped with a flat hat, fitted comfortably into the witness-box like Mrs Noah ensconced in the cabin of her ark. No doubt, thought Venetia, there were places which Mrs Pierce might find intimidating but the premier court at the Old Bailey was not among them. She gave her profession as retired children’s nurse, ‘A nanny, my Lord’, and gave the impression that she was as capable of dealing with the adult nonsenses of the male sex as she had with their childhood delinquencies. Even Rufus, facing her, seemed to be visited by uncomfortable memories of nursery discipline. His examination was brief and her answers confident. Mrs Scully had left her house just before Mrs Pierce’s carriage clock, given to her by one of her employers, had chimed quarter past eleven.

         Venetia rose at once to ask her single question.

         ‘Mrs Pierce, can you remember whether Mrs Scully complained that she had difficulty in seeing the video that evening?’

         Mrs Pierce was surprised into unexpected loquacity.

         ‘Funny you should ask that, learned counsel madam. Dorothy complained at the time that the picture wasn’t clear. Mind you, that was when she had her old specs. She’d been saying for some time that she ought to have her eyes tested and I told her the sooner the better and we had a chat over whether she’d stick to the same frames or try something different. Try something new, I told her. Be a devil. You only live once. Well, she got the new specs on her birthday and she’s had no trouble since.’

         Venetia thanked her and sat down. She felt a little sorry for Rufus. The night of the murder could so easily have been the one on which Mrs Scully had made no complaint of poor sight. But only the most naive believed that luck played no part in the criminal justice system.

         On the next day, Thursday, 12th September, Venetia stood up to open the case for the defence. She had already effectively made that case in her cross-examination. Now, by the early afternoon, she had only one witness left to call: the accused.

         She knew that she had to put Ashe in the box. He would have insisted. She had recognized early in their professional relationship the vanity, the mixture of conceit and bravado, which might even now undo all the good achieved by her cross-examination of the Crown witnesses. He wasn’t going to be cheated out of this final public performance. All those hours of sitting patiently in the dock were for him a prelude to the moment when at last he could answer for himself and the case would be won or lost. She knew him well enough to be sure that what he had most hated was the knowledge that he had to sit while others spoke, others argued their case. He was the most important person in that courtroom. It was for him that a High Court judge in his scarlet sash sat to the right of the carved royal arms, for him that twelve men and women sat there listening patiently for hour after hour, for him that the distinguished members of the Bar in their wigs and gowns questioned, cross-questioned and argued. Venetia knew that it was easy for the accused to feel that he was merely the ineffectual object of others’ concerns, that the system had taken him over, was using him, that he was on display so that others could demonstrate their cleverness, their expertise. Now he would have his chance. She knew that it was a risk; if the conceit, the bravado proved stronger than his control then they were in trouble.

         Within minutes of her examination-in-chief she knew that she needn’t have worried. His performance – and she had no doubt that it was that – was beautifully judged. He was, of course, prepared for her first question, but she had not been prepared for his answer.

         ‘Garry, did you love your aunt?’

         A short pause, and then: ‘I was very fond of her, and I was sorry for her. I don’t think I know what people mean by love.’

         They were the first words he had spoken in court except for that plea of not guilty spoken in a firm low voice. The court was absolutely silent. The words fell on the quiet expectant air. Venetia could sense the reaction of the jury. Of course he didn’t know, how could he? A boy who had never known his father, had been thrown out by his mother before he was eight, been taken into care, shunted from foster-parent to foster-parent, transferred from one children’s home to another, seen as a nuisance from the moment he was born. He had never known tenderness, security or disinterested affection. How could he know the meaning of love?

         She had an extraordinary sense during his examination of their working together like two actors who had played opposite each other for years, recognizing each other’s signals, judging each pause for its effectiveness, being careful not to spoil the other’s most powerful moment, not because of affection or even mutual respect, but because this was a double act and its success depended on that instinctive understanding in which each contributed to the desired end. His story had the merit of consistency and simplicity. What he had first said to the police he now told the court without alteration or embellishment.

         Yes, his aunt and he had had a disagreement while they were at the Duke of Clarence. It had been a resurgence of the old argument; she wanted him to go on taking photographs of her when she and her customers were having sex, he wanted to stop. It had been a disagreement rather than a violent quarrel, but she had been drunk and he had thought it wise to get away, to walk alone through the night to think out whether it was time for him to move on.

         ‘And is that what you wanted, to leave your aunt?’

         ‘Part of me wanted that, part of me wanted to stay. I was fond of her. I think she did need me, and it was home.’

         So he had walked through the streets behind Westway as far as Shepherd’s Bush before returning. There were people passing, but not many. He had noticed no one in particular. He wasn’t even sure which streets he had walked. He had arrived home just after midnight to find his aunt’s body lying on the single divan in the sitting-room and had at once telephoned the police. No, he had not touched the body. He could see as soon as he entered the room that she was dead.

         He was unshaken in cross-examination, ready to say in reply to questions that he could not remember or was not sure. He never once looked at the jury, but they in their box to the right of him kept their eyes on him. When he finally left the witness-box she wondered why she had ever doubted him.

         Her final speech for the defence took each of the prosecution’s points one by one and persuasively demolished them. She spoke to the jury as if she were confiding to them the truth of a matter which, with good reason, had caused both them and her concern, but which could now be seen in its true, its reasonable, its essentially innocent light. Where was his motive? It had been suggested that he hoped to be his aunt’s heir, but all Mrs O’Keefe had in prospect was the money for the compulsory sale of her house, when it came through, and that was insufficient to cover her debts. Her nephew knew that she spent lavishly, particularly on drink, that her creditors were pressing, that debt-collectors called at the house. What could he expect to receive? By her death he had gained nothing and lost a home. Then there was that single small splash of Mrs O’Keefe’s blood on the head of the shower and the two spots on the stairs. It had been suggested that Ashe had killed his aunt naked and had showered before leaving the house to take a walk designed to provide an alibi. But a visitor, particularly if he were a regular client, would have known the house, known that the tap of the bathroom wash-basin was stiff and gave an uncertain flow of water. What more natural than that he should wash his bloody hands under the shower?

         The prosecution had relied largely on one witness, the neighbour, Mrs Scully, who said in her examination-in-chief that she had seen Garry leaving the house by the front door at 11.15. The jury had seen Mrs Scully in the witness-box. She may have struck them, as surely she did everyone who had heard her, as an honest witness trying to tell the truth. But what she had briefly seen was a male figure at night under the high sodium lights designed to shine brightly on the busy road, but apt to throw confusing shadows over the fronts of the houses. At the time she was wearing spectacles through which she couldn’t even clearly see the faces on her television screen at less than ten feet. In cross-examination she had told the jury: ‘I thought at the time that it was Garry. I suppose it could have been someone like him.’ The jury might feel that Mrs Scully’s identification of Garry Ashe, central to the prosecution’s case, could not be relied upon.

         She ended: ‘Garry Ashe has told you that he went for that night walk because he couldn’t face his aunt when she returned home from the Duke of Clarence pub, drunk, as he knew she would be. He needed time to think about their life together, about his future, whether it was time to leave. In his own words in the witness-box: “I had to decide what I was going to make of my life.” Remembering those obscene photographs, which I am sorry you had to see, you may wonder why he didn’t leave before. He has told you why. She was his only living relation. The home she provided was the only home he had ever known. He thought that she needed him. Members of the jury, it is hard to walk out on someone who needs you, however inconvenient, however perverse that need.

         ‘So he walked unseeing and unseen through the night and returned to the horror of that blood-spattered sitting-room. There is no forensic evidence to link him with the crime. The police found no blood on his clothes or his person, his fingerprints were not on that knife. Any one of her numerous clients could have called that night.

         ‘Members of the jury, no one deserves to be murdered. A human life is a human life whether the victim is a prostitute or a saint. In death as in life we are all equal before the law. Mrs O’Keefe did not deserve to die. But Mrs O’Keefe, like all prostitutes – and that, members of the jury, is what she was – put herself peculiarly at risk because of her lifestyle. You have heard what that lifestyle was. You have seen the photographs which her nephew was induced or compelled to take. She was a sexually rapacious woman who could be affectionate and generous but who, in drink, was abusive and violent. We do not know who it was she let in that night or what happened between them. The medical evidence is that no sexual act took place immediately before death. But is it not overwhelmingly likely, members of the jury, that she was murdered by one of her clients, killed out of jealousy, rage, frustration, hatred or the lust to kill? It was a murder of great brutality. Half drunk, she opened her door to her murderer. That was her tragedy. It is also a tragedy for the young man who is in the dock in this court today.

         ‘My learned friend, in his opening address, put the matter to you quite clearly. If you are convinced beyond reasonable doubt that my client murdered his aunt, then your verdict must be one of guilty. But if, after considering all the evidence, you have a reasonable doubt that it was indeed his hand that struck down Mrs O’Keefe, then it will be your duty to return a verdict of not guilty.’

         All judges are actors. Mr Justice Moorcroft’s forte, a part which he had played for so many years that it had become instinctive, was a courteous reasonableness occasionally enlivened with shafts of mordant wit. During his summing-up it was his habit to lean well forward towards the jury, a pencil delicately spanning the first finger of each hand, and address them as equals who had kindly agreed to give up their valuable time to assist him with a problem which had its difficulties, but, as with all human concerns, was susceptible to reason. The summing-up, as always with this judge, was exemplary in its comprehensiveness and fairness. There could be no appeal in a court of law on the grounds of misdirection; with this judge there never had been.

         The jury listened with impassive faces. Watching them, Venetia thought, as she often did, that it was a curious system but one which worked remarkably well provided that your first priority was the protection of the innocent rather than the conviction of the guilty. It wasn’t designed – how could it be? – to elicit the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. Even the Continental inquisitorial system couldn’t do that. It would have gone hard with her client if it had.

         There was nothing more that she could do for him now. The jury were given their charge and filed out. The judge rose, the court bowed and waited, standing, until he had left. Venetia heard above her the murmuring and shuffling as the public gallery emptied. She had nothing to do now but to await the verdict.
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         In Pawlet Court on the western boundary of the Middle Temple the gas lamps were glowing into light. Hubert St John Langton, Head of Chambers, watched from his window as he had on every evening when he had been working in Chambers, for the last forty years. It was the time of the year, the time of day, that he loved best. Now the small court, one of the loveliest in the Middle Temple, took on the soft refulgent glow of an early autumn evening, the boughs of the great horse chestnut seeming to solidify as he watched, the rectangles of light in the Georgian windows enhancing the atmosphere of ordered, almost domestic, eighteenth-century calm. Beneath him the cobbles between the pavements of York stone glistened as if they had been polished. Drysdale Laud moved up beside him. For a moment they stood in silence, then Langton turned away.

         He said: ‘That’s what I’m going to miss most, the lighting of the lamps. But it’s not quite the same now they’re automatic. I used to like watching for the lamplighter to come into the Court. When that stopped, it seemed as if a whole era had gone for ever.’

         So he was going, he’d actually made up his mind at last. Laud carefully kept from his voice either surprise or regret. He said: ‘This place is going to miss you.’

         There could hardly, he thought, have been a more banal exchange over a decision he had been awaiting with increasing impatience for over a year. It was time for the old man to go. He wasn’t very old, not yet seventy-three, but in the last year Laud’s critical anticipatory eyes had seen the gradual but inexorable draining of powers physical and mental. Now he watched as Langton seated himself heavily at his desk, the desk that had been his grandfather’s and which he had hoped one day might be his son’s. That hope, like so many others, had been swept away in that avalanche above Klosters.

         He said: ‘I suppose the tree will have to go eventually. People complain that it shuts out too much light in summer. I’ll be glad not to be here when they take the axe to it.’

         Laud felt a small surge of irritation. Sentimentality was something new for Langton. He said: ‘It won’t be an axe, it will be a heavy-duty chainsaw and I don’t suppose they’ll do it. The tree is protected.’ He waited for a moment, then asked with studied unconcern: ‘When were you thinking of leaving?’

         ‘At the end of the year. Once these decisions are made there’s no point in dragging things out. I’m telling you now because we need to give thought to my successor. There’s the Chambers meeting coming up in October. I thought we might discuss it then.’

         Discuss? What was there to discuss? He and Langton had run Chambers between them for the last ten years. The two archbishops – wasn’t that how Chambers spoke of them? Colleagues might use the words with an undertone of slight resentment, even of derision, but they expressed a reality. He decided to be frank. Langton had become increasingly vague and indecisive, but surely not about this. He had to know where he stood. If there was going to be a fight it was better to be prepared.

         He said: ‘I’d rather thought that you wanted me to succeed you. We work together well. I thought that Chambers had come to take it for granted.’

         ‘That you were crown prince? I expect they have. But it might not be as straightforward as I expected. Venetia is interested.’

         ‘Venetia? This is the first I’ve heard of it. She’s never shown the slightest interest in becoming Head of Chambers.’

         ‘Not until now. But I’ve heard a rumour that she’s changed her mind. And she is, of course, the senior. Only just, but there it is. She was called a term before you.’

         Laud said: ‘Venetia made her position perfectly plain four years ago when you were off for two months with pneumonia and we had a Chambers meeting. I asked her then whether she wanted to take the chair. I remember her reply perfectly. “I have no ambition to occupy that seat either temporarily or when Hubert decides to vacate it.” What part has she ever played in running this place, in the more tedious chores, even in the finance? All right, she comes to Chambers meetings and protests at whatever other people propose, but what does she actually do? Her own career has always come first.’

         ‘Perhaps this is about her career. I’ve been wondering if she might not have an ambition to become a judge. She’s apparently enjoying sitting as an assistant recorder. If so, succeeding me as Head of Chambers would be important to her.’

         ‘It’s important to me. For God’s sake, Hubert, you can’t let her cut me out because I happened to have appendicitis at the wrong time. The only reason she’s senior to me is because I was in the operating theatre on the day she was called. It put me a term behind. I don’t think Chambers is going to choose Venetia because she was called in the Michaelmas term and I was forced to wait until the Lent.’

         Langton said: ‘But it does make her senior. If she wants the job it will be embarrassing to reject her.’

         ‘Because she’s a woman? I thought we’d come to that. Well, it may terrify the more timid members of Chambers but I think they’ll put fairness over political correctness.’

         Langton said mildly, ‘But it isn’t exactly political correctness, is it? We do have a policy. There is a code of practice on sexual discrimination. That’s what it’s going to look like if we pass her over.’

         Trying to control the mounting anger in his voice, Laud said: ‘Has she spoken to you? Has she actually said she wants it?’

         ‘Not to me. Someone – I think it was Simon – said she’d hinted at it to him.’

         It would be Simon Costello, thought Laud. Number Eight, Pawlet Court, like all Chambers, was a hotbed of gossip, but Simon’s contribution to it was notorious for inaccuracy. If you wanted reliable news you didn’t go to Simon Costello.

         He said: ‘It’s pure guesswork. If Venetia wanted to initiate a campaign she’d hardly begin with Simon. He’s one of her bêtes noires.’ He added: ‘It’s important to avoid a contest if it’s at all possible. It’ll be fatal if we descend to personalities. Chambers could become a bear garden.’

         Langton frowned: ‘Oh, I hardly think so. If we have to vote, that’s what we’ll do. People will accept the majority decision.’

         Laud thought with some bitterness: And you no longer care. You won’t be here. Ten years of working together, of covering up your indecision, of advising without appearing to advise. And you do nothing. Don’t you realize that defeat would be, for me, an intolerable humiliation?

         He said: ‘I can’t think she’ll have much support.’

         ‘Oh I don’t know. She’s probably our most distinguished lawyer.’

         ‘Oh, come off it, Hubert! Desmond Ulrick is our most distinguished lawyer beyond question.’

         Langton stated the obvious. ‘But Desmond won’t want it when the time comes. I doubt whether he’ll even notice the change.’

         Laud was calculating. He said: ‘The people at the Salisbury Annexe and those who work mainly from home probably care less than those physically in Chambers, but I doubt whether more than a minority will want Venetia. She’s not a conciliator.’

         ‘But is that what we need? There are going to have to be changes, Drysdale. I’m happy I shan’t be here to see them, but I know they’ll come. People talk about managing change. There’ll be new people in Chambers, new systems.’

         ‘Managing change. That fashionable shibboleth. Venetia might well manage change, but will they be the changes that Chambers want? She can manage systems; she’d be disastrous at managing people.’

         ‘I thought you liked her. I’ve always seen you – well, I suppose as friends.’

         ‘I do like her. In so far as she has a friend in Chambers, I’m that friend. We share a liking for mid-twentieth-century art, we go occasionally to the theatre, we dine out about once every two months. I enjoy her company, presumably she enjoys mine. That doesn’t mean I think she’ll make a good Head of Chambers. Anyway, do we want a criminal lawyer? They’re a minority here. We’ve never looked to the criminal bar for the Head of Chambers.’

         Langton answered an objection understood but not stated. ‘Isn’t that rather a snobbish view? I thought we were getting away from that. If law has to do with justice, with people’s rights, their liberty, their freedom, isn’t what Venetia does more important than Desmond’s preoccupation with the minutiae of international maritime law?’

         ‘It may be. We’re not discussing relative importance, we’re choosing the Head of Chambers. Venetia would be a disaster. And there are one or two other matters which we’ll have to discuss at Chambers meeting on which she’ll be difficult. What pupils to take on as tenants, for example. She won’t want Catherine Beddington.’

         ‘She’s Catherine’s sponsor.’

         ‘That will make her objections more compelling. And there’s another thing. If you’re hoping to get Harry an extension of his contract, forget it. She wants to do away with the Senior Clerk and appoint a practice manager. That’ll be the least of the changes if she gets her way.’

         There was another silence. Langton sat at his desk as if spent. Then he said: ‘She seems to have been a bit on edge in the last few weeks. Not herself. Is anything wrong, do you know?’

         So he had noticed. That was the difficulty with premature senility. You could never be sure when the gears in the mind might not engage again, the old Langton disconcertingly assert himself.

         Laud said: ‘Her daughter’s home. Octavia left boarding school in July and I gather she’s done nothing since. Venetia’s let her have the basement flat so they shouldn’t be on top of each other, but it isn’t easy. Octavia’s not yet eighteen, she needs some control, some advice. A convent education is hardly the best preparation for running around London unsupervised. Venetia’s over-busy, she can do without the worry. And they’ve never got on. Venetia isn’t maternal. She’d be a good enough mother to a beautiful, clever, ambitious daughter, but that’s not the kind she’s got.’

         ‘What happened to her husband after the divorce? Is he still in the picture?’

         ‘Luke Cummins? I don’t think she’s seen him for years. I’m not sure he even sees Octavia. I believe he’s married again and lives somewhere in the West Country. Married to a potter or a weaver. A craftsperson of some kind. I’ve got a feeling they’re not well off. Venetia never mentions him. She’s always been ruthless in writing off her failures.’

         ‘I suppose that’s all that’s wrong, worry about Octavia?’

         ‘It’s enough, I should have thought, but I’m only guessing. She doesn’t talk to me about it. Our friendship doesn’t extend to personal confidences. The fact that we go to an occasional exhibition together doesn’t mean that I understand her – or any other woman come to that. It’s interesting, though, the power she exerts in Chambers. Has it ever occurred to you that a woman, when she is powerful, is more powerful than a man?’

         ‘Powerful in a different way, perhaps.’

         Laud said: ‘It’s a power partly based on fear. Perhaps the fear is atavistic, memories of babyhood. Women change the nappy, give the breast or withhold it.’

         Langton said with a faint smile: ‘Not now, apparently. Fathers change nappies and it’s usually a bottle.’

         ‘But I’m right, Hubert, about power and fear. I wouldn’t say it outside these walls, but life in Chambers would be a great deal easier if Venetia fell under that convenient number eleven bus.’ He paused, and then asked the question to which he needed an answer. ‘So I have your support, have I? Can I take it that I’m your choice to succeed you as Head of Chambers?’

         The question had been unwelcome. The tired eyes looked into his and Langton seemed to shrink back in his chair as if bracing himself against a physical attack. And when he spoke Laud didn’t miss that quavering note of petulance.

         ‘If that is the will of Chambers, of course you will have my support. But if Venetia wants it I don’t see how she can reasonably be rejected. It goes by seniority. Venetia is the senior.’

         It wasn’t enough, thought Laud bitterly. By God, it wasn’t enough.

         He stood looking down at the man he had thought was his friend and, for the first time in that long association, it was a look more judgemental than affectionate. It was as if he were seeing Langton with the critical, unclouded eyes of a stranger, noting with detached interest the first ravages of merciless time. The strong regular features were losing flesh. The nose was sharper and there were hollows under the jutting cheekbones. The deep-set eyes were less clear and beginning to hold the puzzled acceptance of old age. The mouth, once so firm-set, so uncompromising, was slackening into an occasional moist quaver. Once it had been a head formed, or so it seemed, to be topped by a judge’s wig. And that surely was what Langton had always hoped for. Despite the success, the satisfaction in succeeding his grandfather as Head of Chambers, there had always hung about him the uncomfortable whiff of hopes unrealized, of a talent which had promised more than it had achieved. And like his grandfather, he had stayed on too long.

         Both, too, had been unlucky in their only sons. Hubert’s father had returned from the First World War with lungs half-destroyed by gas and a mind tormented by horrors of which he was never able to speak. He had had energy enough to father his only child, but had never effectively worked again and had died in 1925. Hubert’s only son, Matthew, as clever and ambitious as his father, sharing his father’s enthusiasm for the law, had been killed by an avalanche while skiing two years after being called to the Bar. It was after that tragedy that the final spark of ambition had seemed to flicker then die in his father.

         Laud thought, ‘But it hasn’t died in me. I’ve supported him for the last ten years, covered his inadequacies, done his tedious chores for him. He may be opting out of responsibility but, by God, he’s not going to opt out of this.’

         But he knew with a sickness of the heart that this was mere posturing. There was no way in which he could win. If he forced a contest Chambers would be embroiled in an acrimonious dissent which would be publicly scandalous and could last for decades. And if he won by a narrow margin, what legitimacy would that confer? Either way, he wouldn’t easily be forgiven. And if he didn’t make a fight for it, then Venetia Aldridge would be the next Head of Chambers. 
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         It was never possible to estimate how long the jury would be out. Sometimes a case which had seemed so strong as to admit no possible question of the accused’s guilt resulted in a wait of hours, while one of apparent doubt and complexity produced a verdict with astonishing speed. Counsel had different ways of occupying the dead hours. The occasional sweepstake on the time the jury would take to arrive at their verdict provided at least a diversion. Some played chess or Scrabble, others went down to the cells to share the suspense with their client, to encourage, sustain, perhaps warn, while others reviewed the evidence with their colleagues and meditated possible lines for an appeal if the case went against them. Venetia preferred to spend the waiting time alone.

         As a junior she had walked the corridors of the Bailey, moving from the Edwardian baroque of the old building to the simplicity of the new, then down to the marbled splendour of the Great Hall to pace under the dome between its lunettes and blue mosaics and contemplate once again the familiar monuments while she emptied her mind of the things she might have done better, those she could have done worse, and prepared herself for the verdict.

         Now this perambulation had become for her too obvious a defence against anxiety. She preferred to sit in the library and her insistence on solitude ensured that she was almost always alone. She took a volume from the shelf without noticing its tied carried it over to a table with no intention of reading.

         ‘Garry, did you love your aunt?’ The question brought to mind a similar question asked – when? – eighty-four years earlier, in March 1912, when Frederick Henry Seddon had been found guilty of the murder of his lodger, Miss Eliza Barrow. ‘Seddon, did you like Miss Barrow?’ And how could he convincingly answer that, of the woman he had cheated out of her fortune and had buried in a pauper’s grave? The Frog had been fascinated by the case. He had used that question to demonstrate the devastating effect which one question could have on the result of the trial. The Frog had come up with other instances too: the expert witness for the defence in the Rouse burning car case whose evidence had been discredited because he couldn’t give the coefficient of expansion of brass; the judge, Mr Justice Darling, leaning forward to intervene in the trial of Major Armstrong to ask why the defendant, who claimed that the arsenic he had bought was for the destruction of dandelions, had parcelled it up into small portions. And she, a fifteen-year-old, sitting in that small, under-furnished bed-sitting-room, had said: ‘Because a witness forgets a scientific fact or the judge decides to intervene? Is that justice?’

         The Frog had for a moment looked pained because he needed to believe in justice, he needed to believe in the law. The Frog. Edmund Albert Froggett. Improbably a Bachelor of Arts, obtained by external study at some unspecified university. Edmund Froggett who had made her a lawyer. She acknowledged this truth with gratitude to that odd, mysterious, pathetic little man, but he seldom came into her mind as an invited guest. The memory of the day when their relationship ended was so painful that gratitude was subsumed in embarrassment, fear and shame. If she thought of him it was because, as now in this moment, some trick of memory intruded on the present and she was fifteen again, sitting in the Frog’s bed-sitting-room listening to his stories, learning about the criminal law.

         They would be seated one each side of his small hissing gas fire with only one section burning because the Frog had to put coins into the meter and the Frog was poor. But there was a gas ring beside the fire, and he would make cocoa for them both, strong and not too sweet, just as she liked it. She must have been there with him in summer surely, in spring and in autumn, but in memory it was always winter, the unlined curtains drawn, the noise of the school muted now that the boys were in bed. Her parents, in their sitting-room in the main part of the house, were unworried about her because she was supposed to be in her bedroom finishing her homework. At nine o’clock she would break off their talk and go downstairs to say good-night, to answer the predictable questions about how her work had gone, the timetable for the next day. But she would return always to the only room in the house in which she had ever been happy, to the hiss of the fire, the armchair with the broken springs which was made comfortable because the Frog would take a pillow from his bed and put it at her back, to the Frog sitting opposite her in the upright chair with his six volumes οf Notable British Trials piled on the floor by his side.

         He had been the least regarded, the most exploited of the teachers at her father’s suburban prep school, Danesford, where he had been employed to teach English and History throughout the school, but was required to undertake almost any job at the headmaster’s whim. He was a neat, delicately boned little man, snub-nosed, with small bright eyes behind the pebble glasses and a fringe of ginger hair. Inevitably he was nicknamed the Frog by the boys. He could have been a good teacher, given the chance, but the small barbarians could smell out a natural victim in their juvenile jungle, and the Frog’s life was a patiently borne hell of noisy insurrection and calculated cruelty.

         If a friend or acquaintance asked Venetia about her childhood – and few did – she had an answer ready, always in the same words, always spoken with a tone of casual acceptance which somehow still managed to prohibit further curiosity.

         ‘My father kept a boys’ prep school. Not exactly the Dragon or Summerfields. One of those cheaper places which parents send their children to when they want them out of the way. I don’t know who disliked it most, the pupils, the staff or I. But I suppose being brought up with a hundred small boys wasn’t a bad preparation for a criminal lawyer. Actually, my father taught rather well. The pupils could have done worse.’

         She herself could hardly have done worse. The school, the pretentious red-brick residence of a nineteenth-century local worthy and former mayor, had originally been built some two miles outside the pleasant Berkshire town which had then been little more than a village. By the time Clarence Aldridge bought the school in 1963, using a legacy from his father, the village had grown into a small town, though still with an individual character and a sense of identity. Ten years later it had become a dormitory suburb, spreading over the green fields in a creeping cancer of red brick and concrete, executive estates, small shopping precincts, office buildings and blocks of flats. The fields between Danesford and the town had been bought by the local council for housing, but when the money ran out with only part of the estate developed, the ground remaining had been left vacant, a junk-strewn wilderness of scrub and broken trees, the playground and the rubbish-tip of the surrounding estate. She would cycle through it on her way to the high school, a

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      

   

OPS/9780571248704_cover_epub.jpg
‘Ingenious and beautifully written, this is P. D. James
at her highly impressive best.’ Sunday Telegraph

A GERTAIN_
JUSTICE _=

\\- -\\\\\“ R

\\

‘\\\‘

PD.JAMES .






OPS/faber_online.jpg
fi

faber and faber





