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For my family, who have supported me through everything and have always believed in me.


And in loving memory of my friend ‘K’, my Uncle Pat and my Aunty Sue.
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How to Use This Ebook


Select one of the chapters from the main contents list and you will be taken straight to that chapter.


Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related sections.




Note to Readers


To protect both privacy and confidentiality, I have made changes to each of the cases in this book. Nobody’s real name has been used. I do not name any courts or give the real names of other barristers or any members of the judiciary. I do not identify the locations where any alleged crimes or incidents have taken place.


As expected, some criminal cases that I observed during pupillage were reported in the news. In these few cases, I only write as an outside observer, similar to any member of the public who attends court.


Whilst adult criminal cases are heard in open courtrooms (where the public can attend), family and youth court proceedings are conducted in private. Any out-of-court discussions between a client and their legal representative are also confidential. These deserve additional disguise to ensure further anonymity.


As any criminal or family practitioner will confirm, no client is ever the same but there are issues that may feel familiar throughout this book. It is important, for a number of reasons, to preserve the confidentiality of discussions that took place between me, my colleagues and our respective clients. I have altered details and/or combined features of several cases so that there is no danger of any individual being identifiable to anyone other than themselves.




1


My Story


It was slowly darkening outside. I switched on my desk lamp and turned to the next page of my maths textbook. I was starting to feel sleepy but I’d promised myself that I would finish the questions in this chapter before I went to bed. The numbers were blurring into one lump of black ink. I took a sip of my lukewarm mocha, hoping that the caffeine might give me some energy. My A level exams were only a few weeks away and this was the last stretch.


Question 56.


I glanced at the equation and began to pencil my workings into my notebook.


‘Alexandra, I need to speak to you.’


Alexandra?


The formal version of my name floated past.


My thoughts had been interrupted. I had just settled back into my revision and my dad wanted to speak to me now, of all times?


‘Err…yes, Dad?’


‘Alexandra…’


His repetition of my full name made me nervous. My dad never called me Alexandra. Even when I was in trouble my name was shortened to the two-syllable ‘Alex’. I figured Alexandra was a bit of a mouthful when you wanted to tell someone off. My dad had learned from his Jamaican parents that telling a child off is all about maintaining control of the situation.


He slowly stepped into my room and sat on the bed next to my desk. ‘Alex. I need to speak to you.’ His voice was softer this time.


I looked up from my book and turned to face him. His eyes seemed swollen. In that brief moment I thought I could see tears in his eyes. I swivelled my chair to face him.


‘Al—’ Dad’s voice broke mid-sentence.


I turned off my CD player and closed my notebook. I clearly wasn’t going to finish these questions tonight. Silence engulfed the room. My dad’s troubled expression unsettled me.


‘Alex, I have just had a call from Aunty Beth. Ayo has been killed.’


My notebook dropped from my hands onto the wooden floor in one sudden action. My dad’s face melted into a hazy blur as tears began to fill my eyes.


Ayo had been out that day with a friend. They had been playing football and were on their way to see his friend’s aunt. Finding themselves in an unfamiliar area, they were chased into a cul-de-sac by two boys, both of whom were on the prowl for rival gang members. The boys’ friend had been stabbed earlier that day; they believed by an opposing gang. They wanted to avenge his death.


Ayo was not in a gang. He was just an unfamiliar face to these boys. He was a black teenage boy in the wrong place at the wrong time. His friend managed to escape from the cul-de-sac. Ayo was not so fortunate. He was caught by the boys. Despite pleading with them that he was not from the area, he was stabbed over 14 times before being left for dead. Paramedics pronounced him dead at the scene. He was just 17 years old.


The truth is, I cannot remember my dad telling this to me but I was left with the vivid mental image of Ayo being stabbed multiple times and left on the ground to die.


In the days that followed, newspaper websites published chilling CCTV footage of Ayo being chased into the cul-de-sac. The footage is haunting.


Ayo’s funeral was devastating. The order of service included an array of pictures taken throughout his short life. In bold lettering at the bottom it stated: ‘17 years old’. This, and the presence of so many young people at the funeral, brought home that his life had been taken too soon. Family and friends had t-shirts made commemorating his life.


* * *


Ayo’s death changed me.


I wanted answers. I couldn’t understand why Ayo’s life had been taken so casually. These boys didn’t know him, they had never met him before, but had killed him within minutes.


The assumptions made by law enforcement institutions about black boys being affiliated with gangs seem to have seeped into every part of society. In February 2012, the Metropolitan Police established a ‘gangs violence matrix’, a data collection and risk assessment tool to track and assess the risk of violence posed by London’s allegedly ‘known gang members’. By July 2016, 78 per cent of people on the matrix were black (only 13 per cent were white and 9 per cent other ethnic minority groups) and 90 per cent were male. An Amnesty International report on the gangs violence matrix highlighted that many of the indicators used by the Metropolitan Police to identify members of gangs, ‘simply reflect elements of urban youth culture and identity that have nothing to do with serious crime’.1 The police are operating on inaccurate and prejudiced stereotypes, which are then exacerbated by biased media reports. It is hardly surprising that young people are wrongly identifying rival gang members when the police force are doing so too.


A lot of the rhetoric around knife crime in the UK suggests that the victims are affiliated with gangs. It is assumed that the only reason a young black male would be stabbed is because he is part of a gang. Ayo was never part of a gang and yet his life was stolen.


We do not blame a bank when it is robbed. We do not blame a child when they are abused. We should not blame victims of knife crime when they are seriously harmed, or even killed. The victims of knife violence are not always gang members. Ayo’s death showed me that innocent young people can be caught up in gang violence merely because of their skin colour. He was a young black boy in the wrong place at the wrong time.


Ayo was murdered in London, less than an hour from where he lived. I couldn’t help but question: would the boys who killed him have acted the same way if Ayo had been white? Both Ayo and his friend were black and there was nothing more that would have led the boys to assume they were part of a rival gang. They were not wearing any clothes to suggest gang affiliation; they were not hanging around in a group with known gang members; they were not armed with any weapons. To those boys, Ayo was just another black boy who they didn’t know and who they took for members of a rival gang in that area of London.


So, would Ayo have still been killed if he had been white? It is clear that black victims in London are overrepresented in homicides.2 And this isn’t just in London – across England and Wales black children in particular are disproportionately at risk of being killed compared to other children.3


Of course, knife crime is not an issue that only affects the black community, despite the media’s focus on black-on-black youth knife crime. Knife crime is also prevalent in areas that are almost exclusively white. The first knife offence I knew of was when a white boy brought a knife into my primary school. My classmate had something in common with many others who commit knife crime offences: he was living in poverty and had become involved in criminal activity outside of school. Most of the areas where there are high levels of violent offending are also the most deprived. Figures show that three-quarters of the boroughs in London with the highest levels of violent offending are also in the top ten most deprived, while the same boroughs also have higher proportions of children and youths under 20 living in poverty than the London average.4 The disproportionate number of black victims correlates with the fact that black people are more likely than any other ethnic group to live in the most deprived areas.5


Knife crime is no distant academic issue for me. It’s a reality that cruelly affected me and my family. Poverty disproportionately affects the black community and the result is that black people, like Ayo, are losing their lives, and the perpetrators often seem to be young boys themselves. There are people like me: my age, my race, who grew up in big cities, who are either losing their lives or losing their freedom to lengthy prison sentences.


After Ayo’s death, I began to develop an interest in similar cases. I was trying to find an explanation as to what had happened, senseless though it was. Over the next few years, I started to follow reported cases as they appeared in the news. The cases were fascinating and I developed an interest in the law underpinning the court’s decisions. I visited criminal courts on my days off from sixth form college to watch the trials, particularly at the Old Bailey where they would decide the most serious cases. In sentencing hearings, I would listen to the prosecutor reel off a long list of previous convictions and give details of the significant amount of time that many defendants had spent in care, in pupil referral units (alternative schools for children who are excluded from mainstream education) and often young offender institutions as children. Some of the previous crimes were serious but many were petty and I wondered how different their lives might have been had they not been involved in the criminal justice system from such an early age.


A close family member works in a pupil referral unit and sees the daily challenges that so many of these children who have been rejected by mainstream education face. He was threatened by a 13-year-old student and the police, taking the threat seriously, found that the student had brought a 4-inch blade into school that morning and had hidden it just outside the school gate. It was terrifying to think that at just 13 years old he had already made choices that could have meant taking someone’s life and would have put him in prison for a long time.


Later, when I became a law student, I would sit among defendants’ and victims’ families in the waiting area at court. I heard parents arguing with court staff about having to wait all morning and the struggle to find childcare. I saw young people with obvious learning and behavioural difficulties who were not getting the support they needed.


Many of these families were black or from an ethnic minority background but that diversity was not reflected in the people representing them. There seemed to be such a disconnect when a white, male barrister with an upper-class accent approached these families. The barrister would often tower over the family, who were sitting down in the crowded public waiting area because the courts rarely have enough rooms for families to have a private conference. I saw family members nodding along to the pace of the barrister’s speech, until he turned his back and they would then try to decipher what they had just been told. The barrister often left as quickly as he had arrived, leaving no room for questions.


Other families would try to talk at the barrister, expressing their frustrations with a system that was against them from the start. I remember seeing a single mother crying in front of her barrister, explaining that she worked every hour she could in order to provide a roof over her child’s head and to ensure that he had enough food to eat. She said that she wasn’t able to monitor his behaviour at all times because she had to work double shifts and she couldn’t afford alternative childcare. Her other son had been killed just last year and she didn’t understand how her son in court had been caught up in the same offending behaviour. I could see the barrister nodding along apparently sympathetically. Eventually he said: ‘Don’t worry, you will be able to go and visit him in prison.’


Unsurprisingly this didn’t reassure the mother, who became hysterical. I could see the barrister awkwardly gazing around. We locked eyes for a brief second. He apologised to the mother and walked away. It was obvious that he had no idea what this woman was going through. His experiences were so far removed from hers.


It was watching moments like this that made me realise how important diversity is in the legal profession. I wanted to be able to give people a voice and be instrumental in changing the path of their lives. There are so many young people drawn into this system who are struggling to find their way out. I decided I wanted to be a barrister.


Ayo’s life has motivated me every single time things have got hard. His dreams and ambitions were stolen from him. Honouring my own dreams and ambitions, in his memory, felt like the very least I could do.


* * *


Five years after Ayo’s death, at just 22 years old, I received an offer for pupillage – the traineeship to become a qualified barrister. I had been reminded by everyone in and outside of the profession how difficult it was to obtain a pupillage.6 Every time I did work experience (also known as a ‘mini-pupillage’) I was kindly reassured that it can take many years for a barrister to obtain pupillage and that I should prepare myself for that.


The thought of this scared me as the one-year course cost nearly as much as my entire undergraduate degree, so I applied for pupillage whilst studying for my graduate diploma in law (GDL) – the law conversion course. Managing my time whilst studying for the GDL full time had been tough. I was undertaking numerous mini-pupillages and working part-time at a local school to fund my studies.


I knew that the BPTC course would be just as intense and twice as expensive. It dawned on me that working part time would not be enough so I applied for a scholarship from my Inn of Court, Middle Temple. I was overwhelmed when I received the news that I would be starting my training a year later and that I had been awarded the most prestigious scholarship at Middle Temple: the Queen’s Scholarship. The scholarship and a bursary from my law school (BPP) covered the entire cost of my fees. When you take the BPTC course, you learn everything from drafting legal documents to courtroom advocacy in under a year. It felt very intense. I was studying full time and trying, as many aspiring barristers do, to balance this studying with voluntary work. I visited homeless shelters, schools and prisons with a charity called Street Law, which aims to help educate the public about their rights and responsibilities in law. At this point, though, I had studying fatigue. I had completed my three-year degree (in politics, philosophy and economics, or PPE), my one-year law conversion course and was now continuing my studies to obtain this essential barrister qualification.


In the lead up to my exams I was asked to help out with a mock trial. This is a demonstration of how a case is tried, and this particular project involved a real judge and barristers conducting a mock criminal trial with professional actors in a courtroom at the Royal Courts of Justice. The trial would be based on a genuine criminal case. It was being organised by two charities, Urban Lawyers and Lawyers in the Soup Kitchen, in partnership with the National Justice Museum and some school-aged students were invited to get involved as part of a wider initiative to help educate young people about the criminal justice system and, in particular, the principle of ‘joint enterprise law’.7


The barrister leading the mock trial introduced the exercise and explained what would be happening. The students were invited to examine the evidence and the barrister handed out the papers. On the front page, in capital letters, I saw the now familiar capital ‘R’, representing the prosecution in the name of Regina (the Queen). Regina versus the defendants. I glanced further down the page to read the defendants’ names. My eyes immediately stopped. I recognised the names.


It couldn’t be them. I told myself that it was virtually impossible that his case would have been selected for this mock trial. But I could feel a stone growing in my throat. I tried to take deep breaths. I turned to the next page.


The letters swam across the paper. I scanned the page hoping for a break in the black squiggles. One word stood out to me. It looked like it had been carved into this A4 sheet of paper and painted in the same red paint used to coat the famous English post-boxes.


Ayo.


The ‘high profile murder case’ that had been chosen for use as a tool to educate young people was Ayo’s. Salty tears trickled down my face as I rushed to use the bathroom.


I returned to the mock trial a few minutes later. The next few hours crawled by.


I tried to stay focused as the police constable gave his evidence.


‘Could you walk us through what happened when you arrived at the scene?’ the prosecutor began.


The police officer answered calmly: ‘When we arrived, the paramedics were already attending to the person I now know to be Ayo.’


Hearing his name spoken aloud gave me the shivers.


The police officer watched everyone’s pens as they scribbled a note and then continued: ‘We were told that he had suffered multiple wounds to the back. The paramedics were moving him to the ambulance.’


People continued to scrawl notes in their notepads. I sat still, waiting for what I knew was coming next.


‘We heard later that day that he died from his wounds before he reached the hospital.’


I felt the tears collecting in my eyes. I lowered my head and tried to focus on the patterns in the wooden desks.


The prosecutor turned to question the pathologist. The only words I remembered hearing were: ‘The deceased would not have lived longer than five minutes.’


New case law on joint enterprise had come into force a few years after Ayo’s death. In the past, a person could be convicted of murder without personally intending to kill or cause serious harm themselves. All the jury had to be sure of was that the person could have foreseen that serious harm or death would be caused (which is much easier for the prosecution to prove). For example, if you went out with a friend and they ended up killing someone, provided the jury were sure that you could have foreseen that the your friend was going to cause serious harm, then you would also be found guilty of murder.


The change in the law means that you can only be convicted of murder if you also have what’s called ‘the mental element’ – that is, if you intend to kill or cause serious harm. In other words, you can no longer be found guilty of murder merely for foreseeing that serious harm or death would be caused.


The trial moved onto the defence case. The actor playing the second defendant embraced the role wholeheartedly. The defence barrister questioned him slowly and thoughtfully.


‘Why did you follow the boys?’


‘They started to run when they saw us and I thought it was funny. We started to run after them and I was asking why they were running.’


‘Where did they go?’


‘They ran into a cul-de-sac. I only saw one of them and he was trying to jump over the wall. Then X went over and started attacking him.’ (He referred to the main defendant as ‘X’, as he refused to identify his friend as the murderer.)


‘How did he attack him?’


‘He was stabbing him. I was shocked.’


‘Why were you shocked?’


‘I didn’t know he had brought the knives out of the taxi.’


He claimed that X had bought knives for ‘protection’ earlier that day. However, he said that he had no idea that X had carried the knives out of the taxi with him and so when they approached Ayo and his friend, he didn’t know X had a knife. He said he panicked when he saw X attack Ayo. He described himself as being in a trance. X asked him to follow him back to the taxi and he did. He said he didn’t know what to do.


‘I knew if the police came, they would arrest me. I don’t trust the police. I don’t trust the system.’


In the real trial, both defendants were convicted. They both faced murder sentences for taking Ayo’s life. In the mock trial, one of the defendants was acquitted. The co-defendant was acquited because, according to the new joint enterprise law, the second defendant could not be found guilty of murder; he did not have the requisite intention to cause serious harm to or kill Ayo.


This was difficult to process. I knew that this was not the real case. I knew that it had no bearing on the two boys that were already in prison for murdering Ayo, but a part of me felt that this mock trial had undermined the seriousness of their offences.


But, while it was painful to watch, the unlikely coincidence of Ayo’s case being used for this mock trial confirmed my belief that I should pursue a career at the Bar. It felt like Ayo’s blessing.


* * *


My parents told anyone who would listen that their daughter was about to become a barrister. My friends and my family sent cards and messages expressing their pride. My extended family live by the mantra that if one of us is doing well, we are all doing well. But not everyone was proud. Some of my family were baffled.


‘Cuz, how can you do it? How can you prosecute our brothers and sisters? Don’t you feel guilty putting another black person in prison?’


My cousin looked genuinely disappointed in me. He could not understand why a black person, or anyone of black heritage, would want to be part of a system that imprisoned more black people than any other race.


His questions were fair given that the criminal justice system disproportionately affects black people. My cousin wasn’t the only person to question me about my decision. My brothers, uncles, other male cousins and male friends were sceptical about me being part of a system that they all suffered under. All of them had been stopped by the police at some point, which is unsurprising given that black people are more than seven times more likely to be stopped and searched than white people and almost four times more likely to be arrested.8 Discriminatory policing has led to a strained relationship between much of the black community and the police. The Stephen Lawrence Inquiry confirmed what many black people had been saying for years: there is institutional racism within the police.


The problem with my cousin’s question is that it is loaded with the assumption that the problems cannot be solved. I was – and still am - convinced that they can, and I want to be a part of making these changes happen. I am a strong believer that the best way to change something is from the inside. I see value in prosecution and defence work and I wanted to do both. Prosecuting people who commit crimes is just as important as defending them. To live in a safe society, the rules that protect us all need to be enforced. When people commit serious crimes, there needs to be a way of preventing them from causing further harm to others. Equally, it’s important for people who are accused of crimes to be properly represented in proceedings that are likely to change their lives.


My cousin wasn’t convinced. He scrunched up his nose and narrowed his eyes. I knew he wasn’t finished and I sat there awkwardly waiting for his next question.


‘Alex, are you going to fit in?’


I interlocked my fingers and took a deep breath. I sat still for a moment and thought about my answer.


I knew I wouldn’t blend in at the Bar but I hoped I would be welcomed. However, there had, in truth, already been many moments in which I’d begun to doubt whether this really was the career for me.


In the long summer after completing the Bar Professional Training Course I’d continued my court visits. One weekday morning, I was waiting outside the courtroom in the public waiting area as I always did. I was dressed smartly: a black knee-length work dress and a black blazer. I convinced myself that if I looked ‘the part’ maybe I would be seen as a real barrister.


The courtroom usher approached me, and said: ‘You must be the defendant? Follow me.’


This wasn’t the first time it had happened and it certainly wasn’t the last. I was dressed exactly as every other barrister waiting around at court that day and none of them had been taken for the defendant. The only difference between me and them was the colour of my skin.


I’ll never forget when I approached a barrister to tell him how interesting it had been to watch his case. It was the end of the day and he was clearly eager to draw the conversation to a close. I mentioned that I was an aspiring barrister and he smiled sympathetically. He reminded me that pupillage is incredibly difficult and that I could help people in other ways. When I told him that I had pupillage and was starting in a few months’ time, his jaw dropped.


‘Really? You? People like you usually find it very difficult to get pupillage, so well done.’


His shock was obvious but his congratulations seemed genuine. Who were ‘people like me’? His reaction was not unusual; most people I meet are shocked when I tell them that I am a barrister. This doesn’t surprise me given that every time I attend court, the vast majority of barristers and judges are white, older, male and have been privately educated.


I’m a woman. I am mixed-race. I grew up in East London and Essex. I am not posh but I’m not going to let anyone tell me that the Bar isn’t for ‘people like me’.


This is my story.





 


________


1 ‘Trapped in the Matrix’, report by Amnesty International, https://www.amnesty.org.uk/trapped-gangs-matrix


2 There were a total of 377 homicides in London where the ethnicity of the victim was recorded between 2015 and 2018. The highest number of homicide victims was among black people (160 or 42 per cent). There were 152 (40 per cent) white victims, 41 (11 per cent) Asian victims and 24 (or 6 per cent) victims of another ethnicity. https://assets.publishing.service.gov.uk/government/uploads/system/uploads/attachment_data/file/849200/statistics-on-race-and-the-cjs-2018.pdf


3 Across all ethnic groups, victims who were under 18 made up a minority of victims (11 per cent). At a group level this percentage was similar for the white (11 per cent), Asian (10 per cent) and ‘other’ (12 per cent) ethnic groups. However, in the black ethnic group, child victims accounted for 17 per cent of all homicides. Victims from the black ethnic group accounted for 20 per cent of all child victims compared to 12 per cent of adult victims. https://assets.publishing.service.gov.uk/government/uploads/system/uploads/attachment_data/file/849200/statistics-on-race-and-the-cjs-2018.pdf


4 https://www.london.gov.uk/press-releases/mayoral/full-links-between-poverty-and-violent-crime


5 Among the broad ethnic groups, black people were most likely to live in the most deprived neighbourhoods, followed by Asian people – 19.6 per cent and 17.1 per cent of these groups lived in the most deprived 10 per cent of neighbourhoods. https://www.ethnicity-facts-figures.service.gov.uk/uk-population-by-ethnicity/demographics/people-living-in-deprived-neighbourhoods/latest


6 Pupillage is competitive because of the number of applicants per place. There are somewhere between 400 and 500 pupillage places available each year. In 2017/18, 1,619 students enrolled on the Bar Professional Training Course. Once the BPTC has been completed, the qualification is usually only valid for five years so the candidate usually must find pupillage in that time. Each year a candidate is not only competing with their peers but also those who have successfully completed the course in previous years but have not yet obtained pupillage. https://www.barstandardsboard.org.uk/uploads/assets/7a20eb3e-b152-4777-9e821417bf596eed/bptckeystatisticsreport2019.pdf


7 Under this principle, a person involved in a criminal activity with others can be held jointly criminally liable for any further crimes that result from that initial criminal activity, even if they don’t personally commit the further crime. For example, if person A and person B commit a robbery together but, during the robbery, person B decides to then shoot someone and kills them, person A could be held jointly criminally liable for the shooting.


8 The rate of stop and search for black people in the UK is 38 per 1,000 people. This compares to just 4 per 1,000 white people. https://www.ethnicity-facts-figures.service.gov.uk/crime-justice-and-the-law/policing/stop-and-search/latest#byethnicity. Black and mixed-race defendants have the ‘highest number of prosecutions’, which may be a result of the disproportionate number of arrests, or it may indicate bias in charging decisions. Black people receive the longest average custodial sentence lengths. And there are more black and mixed-race individuals in prison compared to other ethnicities. https://www.cps.gov.uk/publication/code-crown-prosecutors https://assets.publishing.service.gov.uk/government/uploads/system/uploads/attachment_data/file/663376/race-cjs-2016-infographic.pdf.
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First Day in Court


My grandma and I grinned at each other as we stood outside the legal dress shop. Today was a big day; we were buying my wig and gown. I was about to look like a real barrister! We had visited one of the oldest tailors in London, which was nearly 300 years old and specialised in legal dress. The name of the shop was engraved into its glass window in gold handwriting. I had never seen so much polished, dark wood.


We stepped inside and were greeted with polite smiles as the shop assistant asked what we were looking for. My grandma couldn’t contain her pride, she exclaimed: ‘My granddaughter has just qualified as a barrister and she’s starting pupillage, we need to get her a wig and gown!’ She was beaming.


We were taken to the back of the store, which added to the enchantment of the experience, and I was asked to stand in front of a tall glass mirror whilst my measurements were taken. The tailor disappeared momentarily and my grandma and I tiptoed around, looking at the old wig tins and wigs decorating the shelves and walls. The tailor returned and I slipped back into position in front of the grand mirror. First the gown was draped over my shoulders as I pushed my arms through the armholes like an eagle spreading her wings. I twirled in front of the mirror and the gown flew up behind me like a cape.


I could hear the rustling as the wig was removed from the box. I stared back at my own reflection, waiting patiently for the curled grey hair to be placed on my head. Slowly the wig was lifted above me and I could see the silver hair sparkle in the light above. It was lowered onto my head and it fitted snugly. From the corner of my eye I could see a tear trickle down my grandmother’s cheek.


The woman standing in front of me looked so elegant and composed. She looked like she could take on the world. I wanted to be the woman in the mirror.


However, it’s worth noting at this point that the trip to the legal dress shop was not just emotional, it was expensive! To buy a wig and gown – the uniform I would be required to wear in the Crown Court – costs almost £1,000. It’s worrying that these items are still so expensive. It is yet another financial barrier to pursuing a career at the Bar.


My grandmother bought me a beautiful dark blue bag to keep my legal dress in, which I had engraved with my initials. Then, there was the wig tin. I was in two minds about this because I think it is absurd to spend £300 on a tin to store your wig in, but it was so beautiful and would be engraved with my full name. I figured I would only ever need one tin, so in 30 years’ time it will have worked out at just £10 a year, and if I’m still working in 60 years’ time, just £5. My simple maths justified it in my head and clearly my grandmother thought so too as she decided to buy me one of the personalised tins. I will cherish it forever.


* * *


The first day of pupillage finally arrived. I felt as though everything was aligning for this huge moment. Pupillage – our apprenticeship year – is split into two equal parts, and I had been told that it would feel like a 12-month interview, which terrified me.


The first six months would be spent shadowing my supervisors in court. Outside of court, I would be undertaking legal research and drafting legal documents for other members of chambers.1 I would also be doing advocacy training with my Inn of Court. There are four Inns of Court: Middle Temple, Inner Temple, Gray’s Inn and Lincoln’s Inn and all students must join one before they start their training. The Inns are essentially professional associations, and they play a crucial role in legal education for barristers and students. They also hold exclusive rights of admission to the Bar, which is referred to as our ‘call to the Bar’ and occurs once you have completed the Bar Professional Training Course.


The second six months of my pupillage, which did not seem very far away, would consist of me representing my own clients. I would be able to accept professional instructions from solicitors to represent their clients in court, which meant that I would be sent my own cases to do. Solicitors are responsible for the majority of the client’s case preparation out of court, whereas barristers usually represent the client in court. Whilst the professions are separate, there is some overlap and a lot of our work is dependent on the relationships we build with the solicitors that instruct us.
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