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  Prologue




  ‘You do believe I’m innocent, don’t you, Miss Epton?’




  It was a question that always caused Rosa a mental squirm, for no answer short of ‘I’ll stake my life on it’ was going to satisfy the client seeking such an assurance. She had

  long since discovered it was no use replying that it was the jury’s view that mattered and not her own.




  ‘But I still want you to believe I’m innocent,’ was the invariable riposte to that evasion.




  Robin Snaith, who was Rosa’s senior partner, merely used to give her an indulgent smile whenever she brought up the subject.




  ‘It’s only natural,’ he was inclined to say. ‘Clients always want to feel that their solicitor is one hundred per cent committed to their cause. It’s an emotional

  need. They’re like a drowning man looking for something to cling to. And because you’re an attractive girl they want to cling all the tighter.’




  ‘So what’s your answer?’ Rosa had long ago asked him.




  ‘I say that lawyers are not concerned with innocence, only with the quantum of proof in each case.’




  ‘And that satisfies them?’ she had enquired incredulously.




  ‘Of course not, but I move on quickly while they’re still pondering what I’ve said. Quantum is a particularly good word for distracting their minds . . .’




  Over the years Rosa had come to accept that her femininity did indeed render her more vulnerable to this perilously loaded question. The fact was, however, that very few clients were innocent

  within the dictionary meaning of the word. That didn’t prevent her fighting hard to obtain their acquittal where the evidence against them fell short. To Rosa, as to most lawyers, innocence

  and being found not guilty were two different things. But try explaining that to an indignant client!




  From the time she had joined Robin’s firm as a clerk, he had always warned her against the dangers of becoming emotionally involved in a case. It was sound advice and she normally had no

  difficulty keeping her head firmly in control of her heart. Just occasionally, however, something would happen to disturb the balance and then the effect was apt to be felt all round the office,

  for she was not one to agonise in silence.




  There was, moreover, the additional factor that whenever she did believe a client to be truly innocent, the task of defending him became that much more onerous.




  The Queen against Stephen Lumley was such a case . . .










  Chapter One




  ‘How’d things go in court today?’




  Rosa glanced up to find Robin standing in her doorway. She had just returned from court and was still taking papers out of her briefcase.




  She gave him a quizzical look. Her case had not been one in which he had any particular interest and that meant his enquiry was merely a pretext for finding out what sort of mood she was in.

  Which, in turn, meant he was about to ask her a favour if the moment seemed propitious. He always took trouble to choose the right moment for his approaches.




  ‘They didn’t,’ Rosa said with a sigh. ‘The chief prosecution witness failed to turn up and there was an adjournment. The police were livid as they’d visited him

  yesterday evening and he’d promised he’d be at court today.’




  ‘A familiar story,’ Robin observed. ‘I take it your client’s influence stretches beyond his garden wall?’




  ‘He’s King Kong without the charm. Need I say more! Anyway, what really brings you to my room?’




  ‘May I offload a case on you?’




  ‘Of course. Is that all? I thought you were about to tell me you’d been dipping into the clients’ account. What case is it?’




  ‘Lumley.’




  ‘Is he the chap charged with armed robbery?’




  ‘And with attempted murder. He came up on remand this morning and has been put over to next Thursday, which clashes with that case of mine involving the MP’s wife, which is

  part-heard. So I must give it priority.’




  ‘That’s all right,’ Rosa said cheerfully, glancing at her diary. ‘I can manage Lumley that day. Tell me something about it.’




  ‘Three men, of whom one is alleged to be our client, raid a jeweller’s shop off Oxford Street. A shot is fired at the owner as he emerges from his office at the rear. The men grab

  about £100,000 worth of stuff, mostly diamond and sapphire rings, and flee. Two of the raiders got clean away, but Lumley was tripped up by a passer-by as he made his escape and was

  arrested.’




  ‘Was he carrying a gun?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘That’s something.’




  ‘It’s about all.’




  ‘What about the two who got away, do the police have descriptions?’




  Robin shook his head. ‘It seems likely they were disguised. Wigs and false moustaches and that sort of thing.’




  ‘And Lumley?’




  ‘Not disguised.’




  ‘Why should two have been disguised and not the third?’




  ‘Lumley insists he wasn’t part of the gang. He says he was an innocent who got caught up.’




  ‘Why’d he run away then?’




  ‘A good question. You’ll be able to ask him. I’ve not had more than a five-minute chat with him.’




  ‘What was he doing in the shop? Was he a bona fide customer?’




  ‘He’s a nephew of the owner, Bernard Hammond, and had gone there to see his uncle.’




  ‘An unfortunate piece of timing!’




  ‘Disastrous, if he’s to be believed.’




  ‘And do you believe him?’




  Robin gave her a sardonic smile.




  ‘Depending on the judge, I’d say he’ll get between five and ten years.’




  It wasn’t long after Robin had returned to his own room that Stephanie, their telephonist-cum-receptionist, came on the line.




  ‘I have a Mrs Lumley who’d like to speak to you,’ she announced in her usual dispassionate voice. ‘She asked for Mr Snaith, but I understand you’re now handling the

  case involving her husband. Shall I put her through or tell her you’re engaged?’




  ‘No, I’ll speak to her, Steph,’ Rosa said. Having taken the case over she might as well plunge right in. She was going to need to talk to Mrs Lumley at some stage, though she

  would normally have waited until after she had met Stephen Lumley himself. She picked up her pen and pulled a thick note-pad toward her.




  ‘Miss Epton?’ a nervous voice enquired. ‘I’m Christine Lumley. I gather you’ve taken over my husband’s case.’




  ‘That’s right. My partner, Mr Snaith, is unable to attend court when your husband appears next week and has asked me to act in his place.’




  ‘I’m ever so grateful to you.’




  Rosa blinked in surprise. Defendants and their wives weren’t noted for offering thanks to their lawyer – and certainly not at such an early stage of proceedings. In Rosa’s

  experience, most of her clients regarded legal aid as their right; something supplied by the state and therefore not subject to any norms of gratitude.




  ‘What can I do to help you, Mrs Lumley?’ she asked.




  ‘Stephen’s innocent, Miss Epton. He really is. I hope you believe that.’




  ‘Whatever I believe won’t affect my efforts at defending him,’ Rosa said in what she hoped was a reassuring tone. ‘But at the moment I know very little about the case. In

  any event, courts are not concerned with innocence as such. They are there to weigh up all the evidence and then decide whether or not a charge is proved. If it’s not, the defendant is found

  not guilty and goes free.’




  ‘But surely it must make it easier for you to know your client is innocent?’




  Rosa groaned inwardly. Christine Lumley sounded nice enough, but she would try Rosa’s patience if she insisted on plugging her husband’s innocence every time they spoke.




  ‘I think the best thing would be for us to meet, Mrs Lumley,’ she said briskly. ‘Could you come to my office tomorrow afternoon at, say, three o’clock. Then we can

  discuss the case.’




  Rosa wasn’t due in court the next day and spent the morning working on papers in her office. It was two o’clock before she decided to go out for a quick lunch.

  There was a family-run Italian cafe nearby which she usually visited on such occasions. In summer a sandwich sufficed and in winter a steaming bowl of minestrone. Occasionally, very occasionally in

  view of its calorific content, she would have a plate of spaghetti bolognese.




  On this particular November day she decided to break with routine and have a cheese omelette. She was a popular customer and was always greeted like a long lost relative by Mamma Capella and her

  dashing son, Paolo.




  Finishing her cup of black coffee, she left money for the bill on the table and slipped away while mother and son were busy with other customers.




  It was just after two thirty when she got back to the office. As she opened the outer door she became aware of a young woman sitting nervously on the edge of a chair in the small reception area.

  Stephanie’s face, wearing an expression of sardonic despair, was framed in the hatch behind.




  ‘Mrs Lumley?’ Rosa enquired.




  The girl jumped up. ‘I’m afraid I’m early. I hope you don’t mind.’




  ‘That’s all right. Come along to my room.’




  ‘I’ve had to arrange for a neighbour to look after the children and I promised I’d be back by four thirty.’




  ‘How old are they?’




  ‘Maxwell’s six and Cheryl’s three. Max goes to school and Cheryl’s just started at a play group three mornings a week.’




  ‘Whereabouts do you live?’




  ‘We’ve got a flat in Kilburn. It’s not ideal, but . . . ’ She gave a helpless shrug. ‘Well, there’s no point in thinking about moving at the moment, though

  Stephen and I had discussed getting away from London before all this happened. It’s not a good environment for children. I come from Cambridgeshire myself.’




  They had reached Rosa’s room and were seated, Rosa behind her desk and Christine Lumley in a chair to one side. Rosa had always avoided having her visitors sitting directly opposite her as

  she felt it gave an unfortunate effect of confrontation.




  ‘Let’s get one or two questions out of the way first,’ she said as she prepared to make notes. ‘How old is your husband?’




  ‘Twenty-nine. I’m twenty-six.’




  ‘And what’s his job?’




  Christine Lumley bit her lip and looked suddenly close to tears. She was a nice-looking girl in an unspectacular sort of way. Her fair hair was cut short and she had neat features, though her

  eyes reflected the strain she was living under. They had a lack-lustre appearance and were surrounded by smudges of exhaustion.




  ‘He’s been out of work for some time,’ she said. ‘But I hope you won’t hold that against him.’




  ‘What used he to do when he was in work?’




  ‘He’s had a lot of different jobs. It hasn’t always been his fault, but if Stephen takes a dislike to someone, he’s apt to show it.’




  ‘To an employer, you mean?’




  She gave a nod. ‘He’s best working for himself. He enjoyed being a mini-cab driver, but then he had an accident and the insurance company refused to pay up and he couldn’t

  afford to put the car back on the road. That was an absolute disaster. Since then, he’s just done anything that came to hand, which means we’ve not had a regular income.’ Rosa

  waited for her to go on, which she did with obvious painful recollection of the difficult times they’d been through. ‘Like everyone else we have our money problems. We’re in debt

  all round. And now this nightmare!’ She paused; then giving Rosa an almost defiant look she said, ‘But Stephen’s innocent. You must believe that. Being charged and held in prison

  has shattered him. I’ve never known him so depressed.’




  ‘Has he ever been in trouble before?’




  ‘Not since we got married seven years ago,’ she said, with a returning note of defiance.




  ‘But before that?’




  ‘He was in court a couple of times. Once for burglary when he was only eighteen and then a year or so later he was involved in a stupid fight with other youths outside a club. He was

  charged with assault and with carrying an offensive weapon. But he wasn’t sent to prison either time and he’s gone straight ever since I’ve known him.’ She blinked away a

  tear. ‘He may have been a bit wild as a youth, but that’s all in the past and he’s been a good husband and father.’




  Rosa stared thoughtfully at her note-pad for a while. Then looking up, she said, ‘How did he come to get involved in the armed robbery at Hammond’s?’




  ‘He wasn’t part of it,’ she said vehemently. ‘It was a ghastly coincidence that he was there when it took place.’ She shot Rosa a challenging look.

  ‘Coincidences do happen, Miss Epton.’




  Rosa was also well aware how awkward they were to explain away in a court where a defendant’s evidence in particular tended to be regarded with a degree of scepticism.




  Christine Lumley now went on, ‘Bernard Hammond is Stephen’s uncle. Stephen went to see him that morning to ask him to lend us some money.’ Her voice had become taut with

  emotion. ‘He had lent us money in the past, but . . . ’ She paused as though suddenly unable to articulate her words. ‘The last time Stephen went to see him, they had a row and

  Uncle Bernard told him not to come bothering him again.’




  ‘How long ago was that?’




  ‘Around the end of July. Just before last Christmas Uncle Bernard got married for the third time and Carol, his new wife, turned him against us. She’s at least twenty years younger

  than he is and had worked in the shop for several years. She lost no time in getting him to marry her once his second wife had died.’




  Her tone told Rosa all she needed to know about the third Mrs Hammond.




  ‘Which side of the family does Uncle Bernard come from?’




  ‘He’s Stephen’s mother’s brother. Stephen’s parents were killed in a car crash soon after we were married and Uncle Bernard is his only relative.’




  Rosa stared pensively at her notes for a moment. ‘Am I right in thinking that, as far as the robbery is concerned, all you know is what Stephen himself has told you?’




  ‘Yes, but I know he’s told me the truth. He wanted to patch up his quarrel with Uncle Bernard. That was why he went to see him.’




  Rosa decided not to challenge what struck her as a somewhat disingenuous remark.




  ‘When did you first learn about the robbery?’ she asked.




  Christine Lumley gave a shudder. ‘When the flat was suddenly full of policemen. They turned the place upside down despite my protests. One of them told me Stephen had been caught

  red-handed on an armed raid and was under arrest. There was a woman officer with them and she tried to be kind when she saw how upset I was.’




  Rosa nodded sympathetically. ‘I think that’s as far as we can go at the moment, Mrs Lumley. I’ll see Stephen at court next week and have an opportunity of hearing what he has

  to tell me— ’




  ‘Couldn’t you go and see him before?’ she broke in. ‘He’s in Wormwood Scrubs. I know a visit from his solicitor would help his morale. He spends practically the

  whole day locked in his cell and it’s driving him mad. He counts the minutes until his release. That shows he’s innocent. If he’d done what the police say, he wouldn’t fret

  the way he does.’




  Rosa sighed. ‘All right, I’ll try and go to see him in the next few days. Mind you, there’s very little I can do until the prosecution serve us with the statements of the

  witnesses on whom they’re relying to prove the charges. Until then, it’s simply a matter of waiting.’ She gazed steadily at the woman sitting nervously forward in her

  visitor’s chair. ‘I’m afraid you must be prepared for a long wait before the case reaches a conclusion, so you must be steadfast for your husband’s sake and patient for

  mine.’




  Christine Lumley gave Rosa a bleak look. ‘But that’s terrible when I know he’s innocent.’




  Rosa thought it kinder to refrain from comment.










  Chapter Two




  The following Monday afternoon Rosa paid her promised visit to Wormwood Scrubs. Of all London’s prisons the Scrubs was the nearest to her office, though that was about

  the only thing in its favour.




  Used as she was to visiting clients in prison, she still found it a grimly depressing experience. However liberal their regimes compared with half a century ago, it was still like entering a

  different world. She felt that only the totally unimaginative could survive unscarred. For most it was an existence to be endured as best one could. Those who complained that prison life was soft

  (too soft) had no conception of the effect a lengthy deprivation of liberty could have. For the normal person, even though society had branded him a criminal, imprisonment was a traumatic

  experience.




  Such were her thoughts as she sat in one of the interview cubicles in the ‘legal visits hall’ waiting for Stephen Lumley to appear. For a brief moment the sound of doors being

  unlocked and re-locked was over and she sat in silence.




  The door of the cubicle opened and a young man came in. His escorting officer closed the door behind him, but didn’t enter.




  Being a remand prisoner, Stephen Lumley was wearing his own clothes and was dressed in a black windcheater with a pale blue T-shirt beneath and a pair of jeans. Presumably, Rosa reflected, what

  he’d been wearing when he went to Uncle Bernard’s shop that fateful morning two weeks before.




  ‘Christine told me you’d be along, so I knew it must be you when they said I had a legal visitor.’




  He sat down and faced Rosa across a small table rather as if they were about to embark on a game of chess. He had fair, slightly reddish hair cut short to reveal a well-shaped head. His eyes

  were a nondescript grey and he had a bud-like lower lip. It was a day or so since he had shaved and the stubble on his chin and upper lip reflected the red in his hair.




  ‘Your wife has told me all she can about what happened,’ Rosa said, ‘but only you, of course, can provide the detail.’




  ‘I’m innocent, Miss Epton. The police have blundered.’




  ‘If you’re innocent, why did you run away? It’s a question that’s going to be thrown at you over and over again. It’s not the sort of conduct a court is likely to

  associate with innocence.’




  He stared vacantly into a corner of the room before replying.




  ‘I was scared. I panicked,’ he said, not meeting her gaze. ‘I lost my nerve when Uncle Bernard suddenly came out of the room at the back and saw me there. It was his expression

  that did it.’




  ‘Describe it.’




  ‘He obviously thought I was one of the gang. There was a look of shock and outrage on his face.’




  ‘At what point was the shot fired?’




  ‘Then, as he was staring at me.’




  ‘Whereabouts were the other two in relation to yourself?’




  ‘We were more or less standing in a row.’




  ‘Did you see which of them fired the gun?’




  ‘I think it was the one next to me. The whole thing was over in a minute. The one further from me was shovelling stuff from the showcase into a bag.’




  ‘How did he open the showcase?’




  ‘He smashed the glass with a heavy hammer.’




  ‘About how long had you been in the shop before all this happened?’




  ‘No time at all. I’d just asked Susan, who was the assistant behind the counter, whether my uncle was there when they came bursting in. One pointed the gun at Susan while the other

  smashed the showcase.’




  ‘Did they take any notice of you?’




  Lumley fidgeted uncomfortably. ‘They were too intent on their business.’




  ‘And as they made good their escape, you ran off too?’




  ‘Yes. I was scared out of my wits and wasn’t thinking straight.’




  ‘How were they dressed?’




  ‘They both had large moustaches. One was wearing a black hat with a brim, the other a green tweedy hat turned down all round.’




  ‘Your wife said they were wearing wigs.’




  ‘They each had shoulder-length hair and I reckon they must have been wigs. I remember thinking it didn’t look normal.’




  ‘Have you any idea who they were?’




  ‘I’ve never seen either of them before in my life. I swear that’s the truth.’




  ‘Apart from your wife, did anyone know you were intending to visit the shop that morning?’




  ‘I phoned to find out that Uncle Bernard would be in that day.’




  ‘Who did you speak to?’




  ‘Philip. He and Susan are the two counter assistants. He confirmed that my uncle was at the shop.’




  ‘Did you ask him to give your uncle a message?’




  Lumley shook his head, apparently embarrassed by the question.




  ‘No. I didn’t tell him who was speaking and I doubt whether he’d have recognised my voice.’




  ‘But if you recognised his, it’s a reasonable assumption that he recognised yours.’




  ‘I just assumed it was Philip. I knew it wasn’t Uncle Bernard’s voice.’




  ‘And when you fled, were you behind or in front of the other two?’




  ‘Behind. They got into a waiting car and drove off at high speed. I ran along the pavement until somebody tripped me and I fell. The next thing I knew, I had three men sitting on top of me

  and then the police arrived.’ He paused. ‘I swear that’s the truth, Miss Epton.’




  But is it the whole truth, Rosa wondered. She was used to clients who wove a cunning tapestry of truth, half-truths and downright lies. The coincidence of his arrival at the shop just before the

  raid was difficult to accept. And even if accepted, what about his flight? He was certainly going to need a sympathetic, not to mention gullible, jury.




  ‘Did you make a written statement to the police?’ she asked, closing her notebook.




  ‘Yes. I hoped it would stop them charging me.’




  ‘Is there anything in it you haven’t told me?’




  ‘No, definitely not.’




  ‘Well, I’ll see you at court on Thursday.’




  ‘Any chance of bail?’




  ‘I’d say, absolutely none.’




  ‘I thought everyone was innocent until proved guilty,’ he said bitterly.




  ‘They are, but I’m afraid you still won’t get bail.’




  She opened her handbag and took out a packet of cigarettes and two bars of milk chocolate, which she pushed across the table towards him.




  ‘Thanks,’ he said with a distracted air. Then, with a smile dredged up from his boots, he added, ‘And thanks for coming this afternoon.’




  Robin was talking to Stephanie when Rosa got back to the office.




  ‘Well,’ he enquired, ‘how do you rate his chances?’




  ‘Maybe a bit higher than you do, but not much. However, these are early days.’




  Something in her tone warned Robin that her terrier instinct had been aroused and he exchanged a wry look with Stephanie.










  Chapter Three




  ‘No point in my coming to court tomorrow,’ Detective Superintendent Forrester said. ‘It’s only a formal remand. Bit of a waste of your time too, Ian,

  but you’d better be there to hold the hand of whoever turns up from the CPS.’




  His tone held a note of scorn. Ever since the creation of the Crown Prosecution Service, things had been chaotic, largely due to under-manning and the right hand all too often not knowing what

  the left was up to. Teething problems, said the optimists. May have looked all right on paper, said the sceptics, but it’ll never be made to work.




  Detective Inspector Ian Cleave, who was Forrester’s second-in-command on the Lumley case, made to leave, but his Detective Superintendent went on, ‘Have a quiet word with

  Lumley’s solicitor. Mention that Lumley would be doing himself a favour if he gave us the names of his co-conspirators. Nobody’s going to believe that he doesn’t know their

  identities and one way or another we’ve got to extract the information out of him. Anyway, plant the seed in his solicitor’s ear. Snaith, isn’t it?’




  ‘When I was at the Scrubs yesterday, I heard from one of the screws that he’d been visited by Snaith’s partner, Rosa Epton.’




  Forrester pulled a face. ‘That’s bad news. She can be an obstructive little cow when she puts her mind to it.’




  DI Cleave nodded solemnly. Personally he rather liked Rosa and respected her fighting qualities. Not that he could envisage much scope for a fight in the present case. Lumley had been caught

  red-handed and there was enough evidence to put him away for a long spell.




  ‘Anyway,’ Forrester continued, ‘even if Miss Epton is defending, no reason not to sound her out. She’s bright enough to see where her client’s best interests

  lie.’ He lit a cigarette and inhaled luxuriously. ‘At least we got a statement out of Lumley before busy little Miss Epton arrived on the scene.’




  ‘I was just coming to look for you,’ Rosa said to DI Cleave when she bumped into him at court the next morning.




  ‘Snap!’ he remarked with a smile.




  Not for the first time it struck her that he resembled a friendly young bank manager of the sort more usually met in TV advertisements than in real life.




  ‘I hadn’t realised you were involved in Lumley until the jailer told me just now. My client only mentioned Superintendent Forrester.’




  ‘He’s the big white chief. I’m the proverbial side-kick.’




  They were standing in a narrow passage in which defendants were being marshalled for their appearance in court. First on were the drunks and prostitutes who would be in and out as rapidly as if

  they were on a conveyor belt. It was not the best place for quiet conversation.




  ‘Let’s get out of here and find somewhere we can talk,’ Rosa said, as one of the drunks lurched against her, treading heavily on her foot and treating her to a blast of his

  dragon’s breath.




  ‘Why don’t we go to the cafe round the corner? I’ll let the jailer know where we are. The overnight charges will take at least forty-five minutes, so we shan’t be called

  on for some time.’




  Five minutes later they were seated at a corner table with two cups of coffee which Cleave had insisted on buying.




  ‘What can you tell me about the case that my client is unlikely to have told me?’ Rosa said with a wry smile.




  ‘With all respect to you, Miss Epton, I’d say Lumley’s about as guilty as they come. I know he says he’s the innocent victim of cruel circumstances, but the facts speak

  for themselves. If I may say so, there’s only one way he can help himself and that’s to tell us the names of the other two men.’




  ‘He assures me he has no idea who they were.’




  Cleave sighed. ‘I know that’s been his line to date, but it’s not going to get him very far. However, if he wants to take all the blame . . . ’ He paused, before adding,

  ‘You know he has form?’




  ‘That was a long time ago. He’s gone straight since he’s been married.’




  ‘When the pressure’s on, people are apt to revert to type.’




  ‘Meaning?’




  ‘We know he’s in financial straits. Debts all round and creditors becoming more threatening by the week. The raid on Hammond’s netted over £100,000. Split that three ways

  and it’s still a tidy sum for each of them.’




  ‘Is there any evidence that Lumley has benefited financially?’




  ‘No, but that doesn’t mean his share’s not being looked after for him.’




  It was apparent that Cleave had no doubts at all about Stephen Lumley’s participation in the crime. She hadn’t seriously expected otherwise.




  ‘I gather the two unidentified men were wearing disguises,’ she now said.




  ‘That’s what we believe from what we’ve been told.’ He smiled. ‘I know what you’re going to say next, Miss Epton. Why wasn’t your client also

  disguised?’




  ‘Well, why wasn’t he?’ Rosa said, faintly nettled at having her question pre-empted.




  ‘It could have been a clever move on his part.’




  ‘It doesn’t sound very clever to me.’




  ‘The odds are that he’d probably have been recognised even if he’d put on a wig and a bushy black beard. After all, he was known to everyone in the shop. My own theory is that

  he played a sort of decoy role. And, anyway, innocent people don’t run away.’ He paused and gave his coffee a thoughtful stir. ‘At the moment, Lumley’s charged with armed

  robbery and with attempted murder, but we’re going to suggest to counsel that he should also face a charge of conspiring with persons unknown to commit these crimes.’




  ‘That seems a bit heavy-handed.’




  Cleave gave a shrug. ‘Of course if he told us the names of his co-conspirators, it might alter things. Look, Miss Epton, if he’s keeping silent out of fear, he has no need to.

  I’m sure you’ll be telling him that it’s every man for himself in this sort of situation.’ He glanced at his watch. ‘Perhaps we ought to be getting back to

  court.’




  If the police were right and Lumley did know the identities of the other two men, Rosa could still think of reasons why he should deny this, the main one being that he would

  almost certainly forfeit his share of the spoil if he grassed. On the other hand, he hadn’t given her the impression of someone comfortable in the knowledge that his wife would be provided

  for while he was in prison.




  ‘How soon do you expect to let me have the statements?’ she asked as they walked back to court.




  Pulling a face, he said, ‘If there’s any delay it won’t be our fault. You know how things are with the CPS in London, pretty chaotic. I take it you’ll accept a paper

  committal.’




  ‘I can’t say until I’ve read the statements.’




  ‘Surely it’s not the sort of case you’d fight in the lower court?’




  ‘The sooner I get the statements, the sooner I’ll let you know,’ she replied crisply, causing Cleave to reflect that perhaps Superintendent Forrester was right in his

  assessment of her.




  Their return was well timed and Rosa had scarcely taken her seat in court when the case was called on. Stephen Lumley stepped into the small railed dock and stared stonily ahead of him.




  ‘Yes, which case is this?’ the magistrate enquired grumpily, looking up from the seed catalogue he’d been surreptitiously studying. He’d been on the bench a great many

  years and wasn’t renowned for his even temper.




  ‘Lumley, your worship,’ the jailer announced with a shade of impatience, there being little love lost between magistrate and court staff.




  ‘Yes . . . well, I haven’t got all morning,’ the magistrate said, casting a bilious look around his court. ‘Who’s appearing?’




  ‘I represent the defendant, your worship,’ Rosa said, jumping to her feet when it became apparent that nobody else was going to step into the breach.




  ‘Is there nobody here from the prosecution service? What am I being asked to do in this case?’ His gaze roamed the court like that of a superannuated rhinoceros looking for easy

  prey.




  DI Cleave hurried into the witness-box. ‘I’m the officer in the case, your worship,’ he said quickly. ‘I was expecting there’d be somebody here from the Crown

  Prosecution Service, but they don’t seem to have turned up.’




  ‘Well, I can’t wait all day. What do you want, a further remand?’




  ‘If you please, your worship.’




  ‘Yes, very well.’ Glancing in Rosa’s direction, he went on, ‘You’re not applying for bail, are you? Anyway I’m not prepared to consider bail in a case

  involving such serious charges. There’ll be a further remand in custody.’ Then, muttering something to his clerk, he rose to his feet and ambled off the bench.




  ‘The court is adjourned for ten minutes,’ the clerk announced in a resigned tone.




  ‘He pretends he has digestive problems,’ Cleave murmured to Rosa. ‘But everyone knows he’s gone off to his room for a cigarette. He can’t get through the morning

  without a break. At least he doesn’t smoke cigars.’




  Rosa had promised to have a further word with Lumley after the hearing and she now returned to the jailer’s office. He was in a cell standing with his back to the door. When he turned

  round, he was wearing a stern but vulnerable look, rather, she imagined, like the boy who had stood on the burning deck.




  ‘How can that old bastard behave like that and get away with it?’ he said bitterly.




  ‘I’m afraid some magistrates get that way. They are lords of all they survey and that can become very corrupting over the years.’ She paused. ‘I didn’t see your

  wife in court. Was she there?’




  He shook his head. ‘She comes to the prison most days. As a remand prisoner, I’m allowed one fifteen-minute social visit every day. But I’ve told her never to bring the kids. I

  don’t want them to know where their dad is.’
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