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  ››› This title is part of The Murder Room,

  our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.




  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are

  obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of

  digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for

  decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid

  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. ›››
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  Chapter One




  The mayor droned on, viewing his captive audience with merciless relish. He enjoyed making speeches and could produce an unquenchable flow of platitudes for every occasion.

  Moreover, he regarded the opening of the new Runnymede Crown Court as one for pulling out all the stops in his oratorial repertoire. The more illustrious his audience, the greater his determination

  to impress; and what more illustrious than a gathering of judges and lawyers – or ‘legal luminaries’ as he persistently referred to them in his speech.




  He was the final speaker and many of those who now filled the main court-room were casting less than surreptitious glances at their watches as his speech pursued its platitudinous course.




  Speeches had been designed to last from twelve to twelve-thirty, after which there was a buffet lunch for invited guests. The three courts were due to begin their proper business of trying

  criminals at two o’clock.




  Rosa Epton smothered a yawn and reflected that even a free lunch was going to be small recompense for listening to the mayor. She was involved in a big drugs case starting that afternoon before

  Mr Justice Ambrose and had accepted the invitation to the opening ceremony, as providing her with an opportunity to talk to the counsel she had briefed.




  She glanced towards the judge, resplendent in his full-bottom wig and his ermine-trimmed scarlet robes and reflected what a forbidding figure he cut. Severe, humourless and autocratic: that was

  his reputation. She understood that her case was originally in Judge Holtby’s list, he being the senior of the two permanent judges assigned to the new court, but that Mr Justice Ambrose who

  was the visiting High Court judge, had peremptorily informed Leo Dodd, the hapless clerk of the court, that he intended trying it. When she sought the reason for the change she had been surprised

  by the tight-lippedness that met her innocent enquiry. Certainly Leo Dodd, normally of cheerful and carefree appearance, looked anything but happy at this moment as he sat on the dais next to Judge

  Welford, the court’s other permanent judge. But Rosa supposed that could have been the effect of the mayor’s speech.




  ‘Hold on to your seats!’ Rosa’s neighbour murmured irreverently as the mayor launched into his peroration.




  ‘It is particularly fitting that this magnificent court stands close to where Magna Carta was signed in 1215. Magna Carta, the ancient cornerstone of all our precious liberties,’ he

  declaimed with an expansive gesture of his right hand. ‘May all who practise in this court over seven centuries later be ever imbued by all that is finest in our legal heritage! May its

  judges dispense justice with mercy and may counsel uphold all that is best in the traditions of their proud profession!’




  ‘And God bless all the defendants too!’ murmured Rosa’s neighbour.




  The mayor sat down to a minimum of polite applause and there was a general movement towards the buffet, which was being served in a long room overlooking the Thames. Along one side french

  windows opened on to a balcony which overhung the river. On this particular March day a torrent of brown water swirled past, the result of several days of heavy rain which had been followed by a

  downfall of snow and an immediate thaw. But as if to make amends and show what a superb site had been chosen for the new court, the sun shone benignly and the cold north-easterly wind had given way

  to a balmy south-westerly breeze.




  ‘What’s happening now?’ Rosa asked as she observed various people being shepherded towards one of the large french windows.




  ‘A photo call,’ Jane Crenlow remarked drily. She was the Q.C. Rosa had briefed to defend her client in the drugs case.




  ‘Oughtn’t you to go and join all the legal luminaries?’ Rosa said with a mischievous smile.




  At that moment a voice called out, ‘Miss Crenlow, you’re wanted on the balcony.’




  Jane Crenlow gave Rosa a look of mock despair and moved toward the french window.




  As it was clear that neither food nor drink would be served until the photographic session was over, Rosa drifted across to watch. There seemed to be almost as many photographers as there were

  victims. Apart from professionals, wives and friends were active with expensive-looking bits of equipment.




  In the centre of the line-up the mayor and Mr Justice Ambrose stood side by side, the one radiating social bonhomie, the other looking austere and disdainful. Leo Dodd, the clerk of the court,

  was next to the mayor, and their honours Judge Holtby and Judge Welford stood shoulder to shoulder on Mr Justice Ambrose’s other side.




  Was it Rosa’s imagination or had they put space between themselves and his lordship? There was certainly a gap, but it was probably mere chance.




  Bulbs flashed and cameras clicked and whirred as the photographers went into action. At that moment, too, as if to compete for attention, Concorde roared overhead two minutes out from Heathrow.

  Everyone looked up save Rosa, to whom Concorde was no longer a novelty, and who consequently was one of the few people present to observe the sudden startled expression on Mr Justice

  Ambrose’s face. His right hand flew up to his neck at the very same moment as he toppled backwards over the stone balustrade and disappeared from view.




  She ran to the edge of the balcony in time to see him being carried away downstream, his robes billowing out and giving him the appearance of a large crimson bloodstain.




  Almost immediately there was a confusion of shouts and somebody threw a lifebelt which swirled futilely away in a direction of its own. Meanwhile, before everyone’s horrified gaze, Mr

  Justice Ambrose went bobbing and spinning on his way towards the weir.




  ‘He can’t swim,’ Jane Crenlow said in a grim tone as she joined Rosa.




  ‘He didn’t seem to make any effort to save himself,’ Rosa remarked.




  Of one thing she was sure, Mr Justice Ambrose would not be taking his seat on the bench at two o’clock that day. Or any other day.




 







  Chapter Two




  ‘These prawn vol-au-vents are jolly good. Have one, Rosa!’




  As he spoke, Paul Elson brushed enough crumbs from his waistcoat to feed a family of birds. He was a tubby, friendly man of around forty with four children who were small replicas of himself.

  More to the point he was the junior counsel Rosa had instructed in the defence of Bernard Blaker in the drugs case. She had briefed him many times before and had a high regard for his forensic

  astuteness. He and Jane Crenlow, his leader in the case, belonged to the same chambers and it was at her client’s personal wish that Rosa had briefed Jane.




  ‘I want you to get Miss Crenlow,’ Blaker had said at his first meeting with Rosa. ‘Any objections?’




  Rosa had none, though Jane Crenlow was not somebody she had ever briefed before. But as Blaker was paying for his defence out of his own pocket he was certainly entitled to the counsel of his

  choice. It might have been a different matter if he were being defended at public expense.




  Paul Elson waylaid a passing waitress and scooped up a handful of smoked salmon sandwiches.




  ‘I seem to be the only person eating,’ he remarked, gazing around the room. For the most part people were standing about in embarrassed groups picking equally nervously at food and

  conversation.




  ‘Events have taken away most people’s appetites,’ Rosa observed drily.




  ‘Not mine! Ambrose, J. was an old bastard on the bench and not much different off it. I’m not shedding any tears for the old so-and-so. Any barrister who did would be a hypocrite.

  Agreed, Jane?’ he said turning to Jane Crenlow who had come up at that moment. He repeated for her benefit what he had said to Rosa.




  ‘I wouldn’t describe him as one of the more lustrous adornments on the bench,’ Jane said cautiously.




  Paul Elson grinned. ‘There you are! Just what I said,’ he exclaimed to Rosa. Turning back to Jane Crenlow he went on, ‘Any news about what’s happening to our

  case?’




  ‘I gather there’s to be an announcement at two o’clock. The rumour is that the courts won’t sit today.’




  ‘What about Mr Justice Ambrose?’ Rosa asked. ‘Have they managed to recover his body?’




  Jane nodded. ‘It was caught at the weir.’




  At two o’clock Judge Holtby took his seat in a packed court. He was accompanied on the bench by Judge Welford who wore a grim expression. Holtby himself looked ashen and

  he had obvious difficulty keeping his voice under control.




  ‘In view of this morning’s tragedy, the court will adjourn immediately until tomorrow morning. I ask you all now to stand in silence for a minute as a mark of respect for Mr Justice

  Ambrose.’




  As Paul Elson remarked afterwards, old Ambrose’s Maker must have received quite a miscellany of pious and less than pious thoughts during this brief period. When the two judges had left

  the court, Leo Dodd came over to where counsel were standing.




  ‘Blaker and others will start before Judge Holtby tomorrow morning,’ he said with a tired smile. ‘That is unless anything happens between now and then to prevent it.’




  ‘You’re not expecting a further depletion of the judiciary, are you?’ Henry Keffingham asked in the mocking tone that came naturally to him.




  ‘I certainly hope not,’ Leo Dodd said in a tone of some alarm. ‘I was just being ultra cautious.’




  ‘I must say Tony Holtby looked as if he could do with a strong drink,’ Keffingham went on thoughtfully.




  ‘He’s completely shattered by what’s happened,’ Dodd said.




  ‘What about Stephen Welford, how’s he taken it?’ Keffingham asked with one quizzically raised eyebrow.




  Dodd threw him a suspicious look. ‘He’s shocked like everyone else,’ he said in a stony voice.




  Henry Keffingham, Q.C. was briefed in the defence of Gail Bristow, the only female defendant in the drugs case. The remaining two defendants were Marcus Watt and Monty Yarfe, each of whom was

  separately represented. The prosecution was in the hands of Nicholas Barrow, Q.C. and Charles Rosten.




  Briefly the case against the four defendants was that Bristow and Yarfe had been arrested at Heathrow airport on their arrival from Milan when approximately two kilos of cocaine, valued at

  £200,000, had been discovered in a vanity case Bristow had been about to retrieve when the officers swooped a fraction too soon, giving her the opportunity of disputing it was hers. She and

  Yarfe were travelling as Mr and Mrs Goodman, a wealthy Canadian couple on a honeymoon tour of Europe. Watt was the driver of the Daimler limousine which was waiting to pick them up. As for Bernard

  Blaker he had been an object of suspicion to the police for some time and was, to their certainty, at the centre of a drugs distribution racket whose profits amounted to over a million pounds a

  year. It was Watt who, in an effort to save his own skin, had given the police the information they needed to nail Blaker. The prosecution’s hope was that Watt would plead guilty to a reduced

  charge and would thereafter turn Queen’s Evidence against the others.




  There had been much toing and froing behind the scenes with Watt under subtle, and sometimes less than subtle, pressure from both the police and shadowy figures on the opposite side. Even on the

  eve of the trial nobody was quite sure what was going to happen. The lawyers involved had, as was their wont, steered healthily clear of anything that could be construed as threats or inducements,

  conscious all the time, of course, of an ever powerful swell beneath the apparently calm water.




  From the outset all four defendants had been on substantial bail, despite strenuous police opposition. They had surrendered to the court jailer that morning and were now in cells awaiting their

  release until the next day. In all the excitement and agitation, however, their presence in custody had been almost forgotten and Paul Elson now prepared to lead a deputation to see the clerk of

  the court and arrange a continuation of their bail.




  Rosa, meanwhile, decided to go down to the cells and have a word with her client. She found him sitting in a cell which was as mint-fresh as the rest of the building. He was wearing the vicuna

  top-coat which she had come to regard as his trademark. It was unbuttoned to reveal a bluey-grey mohair suit and a cream silk shirt which had his initials monogrammed over his left nipple. He had

  once mentioned to Rosa in the course of casual conversation that he had his shirts made in Hong Kong and his suits in Italy. His shoes – a light burgundy – were, as always, beautifully

  polished and also, he had told her, came from Italy.




  He got up as Rosa entered the cell.




  ‘I gather there’s been a hitch,’ he said in his quiet, slightly sad voice.




  ‘Yes, the judge who was due to try our case has been involved in an accident and been killed.’




  ‘So who’ll be trying it now?’




  ‘Judge Holtby.’




  He nodded thoughtfully. ‘Is that a change for the better?’




  ‘Certainly not for the worse,’ Rosa remarked.




  ‘I take it Miss Crenlow and Mr Elson have been here today?’




  ‘Yes, both of them.’




  Blaker gave a satisfied nod. ‘Good.’




  It was not often that Rosa found herself ill at ease with clients, but Bernie Blaker had that effect on her. She had tried to analyse her feelings and had come to the conclusion that it was

  because he was a genuinely evil man. If she accepted as true only part of all she had heard about him, he was wicked to the core. He had made a huge fortune out of the illicit drugs empire over

  which he reigned and was by all accounts totally ruthless and unscrupulous.




  He was the sort of wealthy client (a flat in Mayfair and a large house near Weybridge, complete with indoor swimming pool and two gardeners’ cottages) that firms like Snaith and Epton,

  which specialised in criminal work, often dreamt about, but Rosa had several times found herself wishing he had taken his business elsewhere.




  At all their meetings and consultations with counsel he had never been less than polite. He always appeared to listen carefully to advice, but would then give his own view firmly and succinctly

  in his soft, sad voice. He was a handsome man with wavy iron grey hair and sad brown eyes which matched his voice. His complexion was sallow and though he was on the short side, he radiated

  power.




  ‘Mr Elson’s gone to attend to bail,’ Rosa said. ‘You’ll be released shortly.’




  He nodded again. Then with a sudden smile he said, ‘I trust you have your fingers crossed for me, Miss Epton.’




  ‘As your solicitor, I do much more than cross my fingers,’ Rosa replied, uncertain how to respond to his remark.




  ‘I appreciate all the work you’ve put into the case, Miss Epton,’ he said. ‘Some of my more chauvinistic friends think I must be soft in the head putting my fate into the

  hands of two women, but, so far, I’ve certainly no cause for regret. Miss Crenlow, of course, is only about to show off her paces, but I have as much confidence in her as I’ve

  always had in you.’




  A number of replies flashed through Rosa’s mind, but none of them seemed entirely right and so she said nothing. Fortunately, what might have become an uncomfortable silence was broken by

  a prison officer opening the door and announcing that Blaker was free to leave but must be back at ten o’clock sharp the next morning.




  A few minutes later, as Rosa manoeuvred her small Honda out of the car park, Bernie Blaker gave her a tiny wave from the back of his chauffeur-driven Mercedes as he also made his departure.




  ‘I gather from the news that the opening of Runnymede Crown Court was accompanied by an unscripted drama,’ Robin Snaith, her partner, said when Rosa returned to her office in West

  London.




  ‘In front of my very eyes,’ Rosa remarked with a small shiver.




  ‘What actually happened?’ he asked. When she had finished telling him he said, ‘Have the police been on to you yet?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘They will be.’




  ‘I imagine they’re awaiting the results of the post mortem.’




  ‘I wonder what caused his lordship to catapult backwards into the river? What’s your theory?’




  ‘I don’t think I have one at the moment.’ She paused and went on in a thoughtful tone, ‘If he’d been shot, I’d have expected to have seen blood. Anyway, there

  wasn’t any sound of a gun going off. I can only think he suddenly saw something that gave him such a shock that he lost his balance and toppled backwards.’




  ‘It must have been some shock,’ Robin observed. He shuffled some papers on his desk. ‘We’ll doubtless learn more soon enough.’




  ‘Doubtless,’ Rosa agreed as she walked slowly towards the door to go to her own room.




  She just hoped that Mr Justice Ambrose’s demise would not cast any deeper shadows over the trial that was about to start. It was going to be testing enough without any peripheral

  distractions.




 







  Chapter Three




  ‘I somehow don’t think his lordship would be very happy to know I’m in charge of the enquiry into his death,’ Detective Chief Superintendent Everson

  observed sardonically.




  ‘I don’t suppose he does know,’ Detective Inspector Martin replied. ‘He’s probably too busy knocking on the pearly gates to look down.’




  ‘Serve him right if his knuckles start bleeding. He tore my balls off in court once and I shan’t forget it. Gave me the worst roasting I’ve ever had and now here I am charged

  with finding his murderer.’




  ‘I suppose it is murder?’ Martin said in a thoughtful voice.




  ‘If you push somebody off a bridge and they drown, it’s murder. And his lordship got something a darned sight more effective than a push. A pellet in his neck. And it’s my bet

  that when it’s examined it’ll be found to contain poison. The same poison as killed that Bulgarian defector on Waterloo Bridge a few years ago.’




  ‘Ricin.’




  ‘Was that his name?’




  ‘It’s the name of the poison. It comes from the castor oil plant.’




  ‘Find out all you can about it for me, David.’




  ‘It was a bit of luck that Dr Berry noticed the mark on his neck.’




  ‘He didn’t. I did. It was no more than a small pimple, but when I drew his attention to it he dug out the pellet that was buried just beneath the skin. It’s my guess it

  contained enough poison to kill him off anyway.’




  ‘Prompt first-aid and the right antidote might have saved his life.’




  ‘Possibly. As it was, he filled his lungs with untreated Thames water which is more lethal than poison pellets. I wonder if his murderer knew he couldn’t swim?’




  ‘Any theories, sir, as to how the pellet was fired? The Bulgarian got his from an umbrella.’




  ‘I fancy his lordship’s came from a camera. Or what appeared to be a camera.’




  ‘Ingenious.’




  ‘So was the umbrella. In each case a specialist’s weapon.’




  D.I. Martin, who had been assigned to the case only an hour before and was having his first briefing, now asked the sixty-four thousand dollar question.




  ‘Any idea who might have had a motive, sir?’




  ‘The difficulty is finding somebody who didn’t,’ Everson remarked grimly. ‘I understand his lordship recently threatened to report Henry Keffingham to the benchers of his

  Inn for unprofessional conduct in a case he was trying. And Keffingham is one of the defending counsel in a big drugs case that was scheduled to start before Ambrose yesterday afternoon. I’ve

  also learnt that his lordship had a row with Leo Dodd, the clerk of the court, when they met to discuss which cases should be tried by whom. He went so far as to suggest that Dodd wasn’t up

  to his job. And then only just before you came into the room I was informed that Lady Ambrose left her husband three years ago and ran off with Judge Welford and is, in fact, now Mrs

  Welford.’ He paused and fixed Inspector Martin with a sardonic gleam. ‘How’s that for starters?’




  ‘I’m surprised Judge Welford wasn’t required to resign. After all, judges are supposed to be like Caesar’s wife, beyond reproach.’




  ‘I don’t know anything about Caesar’s wife, but I do know that the legal establishment is capable of some pretty fancy footwork when it comes to covering up scandal within its

  own ranks.’




  ‘So what’s first on the agenda, sir?’




  ‘A visit to Runnymede Crown Court. I want the names of everyone who took photographs on that balcony. I also want to have copies of all the photographs taken. They could reveal something

  of interest.’




 







  Chapter Four




  Judge Holtby was regarded as a fair though not particularly strong judge. He was inclined to be light on sentence, which didn’t please the police, and he had a reputation

  for playing safe. That is to say, he would do everything he could to avoid being taken to the Court of Appeal.




  He liked to tell people that he was aware of his limitations, which was an endearing trait in a profession not renowned for its corporate or individual modesty.




  He was relaxed and easy-going without being lazy, though there were some who regarded him as a bit of a playboy. This label had become attached to him largely on account of his French wife.

  Denise was small and petite and had been an actress before her marriages – two marriages in fact. She was now in her early forties and the mother of four children, but still enjoyed the

  social whirl as much as she had in Paris when a girl. She had one son, Ian, by her first marriage, which had taken place when she was only seventeen.




  Her first husband, who had been twenty years older than herself, had been a diplomat at the British Embassy at the time. Romantically enough they had met at an embassy ball. The marriage had

  lasted exactly six months and when Patrick Lester had been posted to Bogotá, she, by then six months pregnant, had remained in Paris.




  She had met Tony Holtby when he came over as a member of a party of British barristers to play tennis against a team of French avocats. She had now been married to him for twenty years

  and they had three children, Charles aged nineteen, Susan seventeen and Paul fourteen.




  Though Tony Holtby had never taken formal steps to adopt his stepson, Ian had always been regarded as a full member of the family. Denise was known to be fiercely loyal to her husband and to be

  something of a tigress where her children were concerned.




  ‘God, he looks ill,’ Jane Crenlow murmured to Rosa when Judge Holtby took his seat on the bench that morning. ‘Ambrose’s death must have hit him really hard, not that

  they could ever have been friends. But I suppose it’s understandable. It’s a terrible thing to have happened and, as the senior resident judge, he obviously feels some sort of

  responsibility. A bit like a guest being murdered at your dinner table.’




  Nobody arriving at Runnymede Crown Court that morning had been left in any doubt that Mr Justice Ambrose’s death was no mere unfortunate accident. The whole building throbbed with rumour

  and speculation. People stood about in knots exchanging furtive whispers. Witnesses and jurors who foregathered in the spacious entrance hall could have been forgiven for thinking they had strayed

  into a temple in which strange mystical rites were about to be performed, as lawyers and officials passed to and fro wearing solemn and portentous expressions.




  Rosa said nothing in response to Jane Crenlow’s observation, but wondered, not for the first time, whether Mr Justice Ambrose had really been the intended target. The thought had first

  come to her as she listened to a late night news bulletin on the radio when the possibility of foul play had been mooted.




  Not only did Judge Holtby look careworn, but Leo Dodd appeared to be equally ill at ease. She presumed that the police must already have interviewed both of them. On her own arrival at court

  that morning she had made it known to one of the investigating team that she had been a witness of what had happened and would be in court all day if required. The officer, Detective Sergeant Luke,

  had thanked her and said he would let his superiors know.




  On a signal from the clerk of the court, Blaker and his co-defendants stepped into the dock. It was noticeable that Marcus Watt put distance between himself and the other three. There was a

  distinct air of tension when he was called upon to plead.




  ‘Not guilty,’ he said in a voice that trembled while his face glistened like a freshly-wet pavement.




  Rosten, the junior prosecuting counsel, frowned and leaned across to whisper to David Pilly who was defending Watt.




  ‘I thought your chap was going to plead guilty, David,’ he said in a slightly accusing tone.




  ‘I did warn you not to take anything for granted,’ Pilly replied ruefully.




  ‘Can’t you have a word with him and get Leo Dodd to put the charge again?’ Rosten said in a tone of irritation.




  Pilly shook his head vigorously. ‘Just be patient,’ he replied.




  David Pilly had been told by his instructing solicitor only a couple of minutes before the judge took his seat that their client was in a highly emotional and volatile state and, at that

  particular moment, was in greater fear of Bernard Blaker than of any opposing forces. Pilly had accepted the news philosophically and still thought it likely that Watt might change his plea in the

  course of the trial and be prepared to give evidence for the crown. The carrot dangling in front of his nose as an inducement to do so was the certainty of a lighter sentence than he might

  otherwise receive.




  In the meantime, the jury was being sworn and soon Nicholas Barrow would be opening the case for the prosecution.




  Bernard Blaker had shed his vicuna coat and had draped it over the back of his chair for on this the court’s first working day, the latest device in air-conditioning was producing a

  temperature suitable to the tropics. He sat at the far end of the row from Watt, radiating an air of total calm and self-assurance. He even managed to look cool.




  Jane Crenlow and Paul Elson, with Rosa in attendance, had conferred with him briefly that morning, more out of courtesy than necessity. It had been a meeting which had served to reinforce

  Rosa’s distaste for their client. The smoother and more urbane his manner, the more sinister he became.




  Nicholas Barrow was not known for brevity and his opening speech to the jury was expected to last most of the morning as he took them through the details of the prosecution’s evidence.

  From her place just behind her own two counsel, Rosa was able to observe the four defendants as well as Judge Holtby, who continued to look ill at ease and preoccupied. Rosa couldn’t help

  wondering whether he was in a fit condition to try a complex case that was likely to throw up an abundance of thorny legal issues. He was obviously finding it hard to concentrate and kept on

  fidgeting in his chair.




  ‘Poor chap must have a boil on his behind,’ Paul Elson whispered to Rosa with a wink.




  ‘Or something on his mind,’ she murmured back.




  Elson made a face and nodded.




  Rosa glanced towards her client who was sitting back in his chair in the dock with arms folded across his chest and watching the judge with a thoughtful expression. After a while he slowly

  turned his head and put the jury under a lengthy scrutiny. Probably deciding which of them is open to being nobbled, Rosa reflected.




  Prosecuting counsel had been addressing the jury for about twenty minutes when Detective Sergeant Luke tiptoed up to where Rosa was sitting.




  ‘Detective Chief Superintendent Everson presents his compliments, Miss Epton, and wonders if you could conveniently slip out of court as he’d like to talk to you.’




  Rosa leaned forward and whispered to Paul Elson, who nodded.




  As she departed behind Sergeant Luke, she was aware of the judge’s gaze following her. Fortunately her client’s attention seemed to be elsewhere and she scurried past the dock

  unnoticed.




  ‘Mr Everson’s set up a temporary headquarters in one of the administrator’s rooms,’ Sergeant Luke said as they got outside. ‘One thing about these new courts,

  there’s lots of space. This building actually gives the impression of having been designed by someone who knows what it’s like to work in a court, which is more than you can say for

  most.’




  He led the way down a floor and through a stout door marked ‘private’. A thickly carpeted corridor stretched ahead. He knocked on a door on the left and opened it.




  ‘Miss Epton, sir,’ he announced, standing aside to let Rosa enter.




  Chief Superintendent Everson was gazing out of the window at the swollen river whose muddy waters were only a few feet away.




  ‘Hello, Miss Epton, sorry to get you out of court, but I felt it was a good idea to start my enquiries at the scene by talking to you. I gather you actually witnessed what

  happened?’




  ‘Quite a lot of people must have.’
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