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Chapter 1


Did I go to Pauline’s wedding? Pauline had been ringing me with that glorious indifference that only self-obsession can bring.


Why not? There was nothing to lose. See how she looked. Mingle with the guests. Drink Tomkinson’s wine. Sample the catering for free.


But I would have to buy a wedding present. Nothing’s ever for free - but I’d try to finish on top. A chance to wear my rather elegant dinner jacket that I found in a charity shop. A chance to get off with one of the bridesmaids. Man’s eternal hope. I’d heard of people seducing bridesmaids in a room of a posh hotel. Once incredibly the bride. But my chance with a bridesmaid? It must be a million to one. Good enough for me. Better odds than classes in adult learning or lonely nights in the pub.


I gazed at the fancy invitation where it had rested on my blotter for several days. Tomkinson, who had never been to church for years, but whose ancestry was vaguely connected to the Church of England had no difficulty in persuading his local village church to stage his wedding to Pauline who had never been to church at all.


A gold embossed card. RSVP. Of course I will you bastards. Delighted, I wrote, to accept. At least I was the only one in Whitebait Chambers to receive their especial call. I fingered the thickness of the card and tilted back in my chair.


But I wasn’t. Of course I wasn’t. Everybody had got one. Giles was pleased to inform me.


“We’re hiring a charabanc.”


“What do you want a coach for?”


“Everybody’s going. Looks bad to refuse. Anyway should be plenty to drink. There’s the present of course …” he scratched his head, “… a picture. Something in oils. Commission a local artist. Give him fifty quid.”


Pauline was never off the line.


“The wedding list’s at Harrod’s. Do you know where it is?”


Christ, I’ve lived in this country all my life. A boast or an admission? I couldn’t quite decide.


“I know where it is.”


“Or Selfridges if you prefer. That’s near Oxford Street.”


“It’s on Oxford Street.”


“Who cares. Make sure you get something nice.”


Now I know what this invitation was about. Another tribute to be placed on the pile. A payment for former favours. A recognition of value. A monetary reminder of what I had lost.


“Who is doing the catering?”


I couldn’t care less, but needed something to say.


“My mother’s banging up some sandwiches. Not really, before you ask. Charles’s mother has taken over. Sorry to disappoint you; no pork pie. But what a lovely church in the village. Met the vicar, a lovely man. Saxon or Norman or something” she laughed, “… the church not the vicar. And then off to Warburton Chase Manor, assume you know where it is. Morning suits. Don’t forget.”


I was getting tired of this.


“Why spend so much money?” I couldn’t work out the price. “What’s the point?”


“Different world tiger. This time I’m doing it right.”


I thought about her first marriage to Barry. Gazing out over Morecambe Bay in a headscarf, blinking into the wind.


The creaking springs of the mattress. Running the gauntlet at breakfast; up and down the prom in a gale.


“No more on the cheap.”


I’d heard the story. Barry playing bingo. Barry getting drunk. Barry objecting to some imagined familiarity with an artiste in a bar. Barry getting angry. Barry getting randy. Barry falling over. Barry ordering his full English breakfast. Barry farting and snoring in his sleep.


“I’ve done Blackpool. Walked up and down the front. Pretending to enjoy myself. Pretending to be in love.”


I said nothing.


“Make sure you get something nice.”


So I bought her a carving in wood. An abstract of sinuous curves. Fashioned from a knurl of walnut by some tosser with a beard and shavings in his hair. £350. For what? A recognition that I’d lost.


I drove my car to the little country church and parked up on the grass verge next to the hawthorn hedge. One of the first there. I nodded to a group of women waiting by the gate.


“Lovely day for it.” They turned and weighed me up.


“Yes. Turned out nice again.”


I cupped a cigarette in my hands and fiddled with my zippo. A guarantee they’d leave me alone.


“Shall I carry a bouquet of lilies?” She’d asked me in her umpteenth call. “Or would a bible, a white bible, make a better effect?”


Why not a cheque book? A white cheque book. You could wave it over your head.


Tomkinson had arrived before me and was standing with his manicured friends at the church door throwing their heads back and laughing at something he’d said. I edged down the path towards them. Shake the hand that shook the hand that touched the bride that …. But he saw me coming and turned away, with one last joke that set them laughing, he slipped away through the porch.


I followed him inside. It was cool, and very pretty. Whitewashed walls; the occasional protuberant stone; a gallery over the brass pipes of the organ; the carved oak of the choir stalls, I looked around at the cascading flowers, the old stone font, the pulpit draped with a gold embroidered cloth, the twinkling lights from the stained-glass window playing on the limestone flags of the floor.


Was Tomkinson a Christian? Was Pauline? Was anybody? Religion had become an entertainment. That’s show business. A lovely venue for a wedding where once they prayed to God.


I watched as the audience gathered; the pews slowly filling up.


Pauline’s family to the right, wearing their morning coats and fancy waistcoats and those ridiculous wing collars jutting out over garish cravats. Men’s hair with brylcreemed partings, the women fresh out of curlers wearing hats, fascinators, shawls, capes, jackets and corsets under the white, yellow and strawberry of their straining silk - turning their heads at every new arrival to smile or nod or frown.


I gazed across at Tomkinson’s ensemble. Less Brylcreem; less curls but the same ridiculous suits. A few medals, a mayor with his chain of office, his consort beside him with replicate gold and brass.


And was that the Recorder? The Honourable Recorder of Hull. Immaculate as ever. Striped trousers, black waistcoat and military tie. He’d never been in the Army. An ex-member of chambers I’d plotted the course of his career with a combination of jealousy and regret - but I did my share of nodding, as he ushered the pink bubble of his wife to a reserved seat at the front.


Giles arrived with the rest of chambers and squeezed in beside me pushing me over towards the wall.


“Why didn’t you wait for us? Why didn’t you come in the coach?”


Why did I come at all? I looked at the printed Order of Service that some enthusiastic public school-boy had thrust into my hand.


‘The Lord is my Shepherd.’ How original.


‘Palladio for Strings’ Tomkinson’s younger sister on the recorder. Interesting.


The Lesson - ‘Corinthians’. Pauline’s cousin primed and panting in the traps.


Why not Barry? That would be original. Barry giving his blessing in an alien dialect in the strictures of an alien tongue. Oh the tales he could tell! My mind wandered. Putting up a screen. Fiddling with the projector. “A few clips from a film … Pauline as you’ve never seen her before …”


But where was Pauline? Where was the star of the show?


‘Here comes the bride. Here comes the bride.’ The organ struck up the Mendehlsonian chorus and Pauline and her father appeared at the door. Face downcast, eyes slanting upwards in mock subservience, she seemed satisfied with the turnout and edged her modest way forward between the rival factions of supporters leaning unnecessarily upon her father’s arm. God I don’t believe it. Carrying a bible. Yes a white bible. A heavy reverent hold upon a book she’d never read.


‘Here comes the bride. Here comes the bride.’ Tomkinson turned and grinned at her, and she - what an actress - shyly, eyes demurely, furtively, turned upwards, sweetly returned his smile.


A bridesmaid took her bible setting her free to concentrate on the ring.


Giles elbowed me in the ribs. “Looks nice don’t you think? Good looking woman. I wouldn’t mind a bash myself.”


She stood beside Tomkinson. Shy, tentative, banal. That staring upwards look again. “Do you take this woman to be your lawful wedded wife?”


Tomkinson threw back his shoulders and stuck out his chest. “I do.”


“Do you take this man to be your lawful wedded husband?”


Pauline in a whisper. Exercising what she thought was restraint. “I do.”


“To love, honour and obey, for richer for poorer, in sickness and in health, forsaking all others till death do you part?”


“I do.”


The best man produced the ring from his waistcoat pocket and handed it to the vicar who slipped it on Pauline’s supplicant hand.


“I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the bride.”


Pauline inclined her lips upwards, and Tomkinson looked down the master of all he surveyed. He had cleared away the undergrowth, expelled the trespassers, applied a new lick of paint. He placed his hand behind her neck and stooped to embrace her while Pauline closed her eyes.


Well mate, you can play to the gallery all you like. Seal a contract with a kiss. I kissed her long before you and maybe will again. My eyes also shut, lost in my own cocoon of pleasure, Pauline I daresay pretty much the same.


They moved off to sign the register. Pauline, Tomkinson, Tomkinson’s parents, Pauline’s father and mother, bridesmaids and best man and, for some reason, the Honourable Recorder of Hull.


Giles elbowed me again and nearly knocked me off my pew.


“Dear boy, it might have been you.”


“Thanks for reminding me. Never would have guessed.”


We made our way to Warburton Chase Manor - a long convoy of assorted cars, limousines, and roadsters wending their way along the winding country lane listening to birds crying from the hedgerows and smelling the oppressive summer blossom, fleetingly disturbed by our passing, as if by the slightest breath of wind.


I was jammed in beside Giles. He jerked his head towards the yellow Rolls Royce containing the happy couple, the convoy of bridesmaids and relatives keeping their distance behind.


“Not bad looking those bridesmaids. Any idea who they are?”


“Tomkinson’s sisters. Elder sisters.”


“Married?”


“To the ushers.”


“Looks like I’m in the same boat as you.”


We swung past the gatehouse into the drive, and set off through the park. Deer and chestnut trees, a row of limes winding through the valley, until finally we caught a glimpse of the house. Tudor chimneys, wisteria clinging to a mullioned window, we ground to a halt on the yellow gravel before a double stone staircase leading up to the entrance where Pauline and Tomkinson arriving before us were already stationed, waiting to greet their guests.


I joined the queue with the rest of Whitebait Chambers and shuffled forward to pay my respects.


“Henry. How good of you to come. And Giles! And Mr. McIntosh. Can I call you Jock?”


I thought about it. Should I kiss her with intent? My lips raised in anger crushing her mouth to mine. A gesture of insolent defiance. A portent of what might be to come? She deftly pushed me sideways and past her, my lips barely brushing her cheek.


Giles having been despatched in similar fashion joined me in reception and we looked around for a drink. Waitresses were lined up against the walls holding trays of hors d’oeuvres, champagne and wine.


Giles beckoned them across.


“What do you call these?” He was looking for a slice of pork pie.


“Smoked salmon, dill and mascarpone on blinis. Prawns in tempura with a little tapenade.” I knew the menu already. The continual adjustments; the little touches and changes; the endless discussion and debate; the product of her mocking phone calls during the weeks before.


“Feta and olives with anchovy on honey-flecked wild oatmeal biscuit.”


Giles took two glasses. “I’ll settle for a drink.”


Whitebait Chambers gathered in force in a corner, we began out of habit, greed, the want of something better to do, to attack the champagne.


Pauline waltzed across. “Isn’t it lovely? Charles insisted on the venue. Insisted on Bollinger. Help yourselves. Remember to use a glass.”


A string quartet in the corner played Bach’s concerto for two violins, guests mingled, Pauline floated amongst them -Tomkinson at her side, his hand planted in the small of her back - he guided her away towards his friends encamped strategically in the centre - a staircase to the minstrel gallery at their backs.


She threw back her head and laughed up at Tomkinson, her hand stroking his arm. I saw her wave at her guests - her family and friends ranged along a wall.


“Ladies and gentlemen. Your attention please. My Lord the Honourable Recorder of Kingston upon Hull and his lady. The Right Reverend Bishop of Holderness. His Worshipful the Mayor of Hessle and his consort. Professor and Mrs. Ragwort. The Chairman of the Justices of Bransholme. The Master of the Humber Bridge. The Head of Whitebait Chambers …”


Giles nodded his huge head.


“Ladies and gentlemen, please be so kind as to take your seats for the wedding breakfast. Along the gallery if you please, and across the courtyard. The marquee can be found in the central quadrangle, your seats indicated on the plan.”


We filed away, Giles smiling at the bridesmaids, and took our seats under a flapping corner of canvas at some considerable distance, to Giles annoyance, from Pauline’s table at the top.


He studied the menu.


“Must be costing a fortune … What’s this? Spider crab on celeriac with strawberry jus, crown of lamb with pak choi and jellyfish roulade …”


I looked around. Twinkling glass and white linen; the glint of silver. Lanterns twisting in the evening breeze, the soft murmur of conversation, the discreet pop of champagne. The string quartet struck up a Brandenburg concerto, crickets sang from a distant corner of the meadow, waiters glided amongst the tables, Tomkinson must have made another joke, I caught Pauline’s distant brittle laugh.


McIntosh lit a cigar and tilted back in his chair. Giles beckoned to a waitress, who obediently topped up his glass. The soft lapping of conversation suddenly, inexplicably, came to a stop. A woman stood up and began screaming as men from two adjourning tables began to fight. Bach faltered as the violins trailed away.


McIntosh and I stood up for a better look. I saw a bottle shatter on somebody’s head.


Giles pulled away from us and bounded away through the crowd. saw Tomkinson usher Pauline away and the Honourable Recorder of Hull slip under the awning and slide across the paddock; his good lady carrying her shoes, hobbling along behind.


The Master of Ceremonies started to his feet.


“Ladies and gentlemen please …”


Tables went over, lanterns came down, the quartet packed up their instruments and quietly melted away.


I could see Giles in the thick of things, his fat arm cradling a bridesmaid, on her yellow dress a splash of blood.


Oh dear. What a terrible shame. The English typically, now at play. It couldn’t happen to a nicer couple. All that money gone to waste. The happy pair, their evening ruined by all that free champagne.


I thought of the photographs in next month’s Humberside Life - the top peoples’ journal - assuming their pissed-up photographer could clear the mud from his lens.


Colonel and Lady Forsythe being stretchered into an ambulance. The Honourable Archibald Cartwright wiping blood from his shirt. Mrs. Featherstone and her sister Lady Penelope picking glass from their hair.


Special photographs to remind them of their special day.


What was it all about? Who knows, who cares. Give them all a bloody medal and send the bill to Charles.


The Humberside Police eventually rolled up and, as is their practice, waited patiently round the corner until they were sure the fighting had stopped and then burst in and began making random arrests.


It was time for us to go, a bottle of Bollinger under each arm, we followed the trail of the absent Recorder over the stile into the safety of the paddock and turning to look back at the flashing lights of the police cars, we could still hear the occasional crash and shout, the sirens of the ambulances arriving, the distant sobbing and crying carried clearly to us by the still summer air.


Oh dear. Life can be so cruel. My heart went out to them. How could it have happened? What a tragedy. All that planning and effort. All that money down the drain. Pauline’s big day ruined. Ain’t it all a bloody shame.




Chapter 2


I went to my pigeonhole and took out a solitary brief.


What’s this? Theft? Shop theft? Sent to the specialist in serious crime. Fucking Freddy and his idea of a joke? Theft of salmon from a local store. Tinned salmon. I read the instructions on page one. French loaf, packet of biscuits, frozen dinner, all in his basket - John West in the pocket of his coat. I was tempted to throw it away.


Stopped by security and offered to pay. All a big mistake. Distracted by the disappearance of his wife. I leant against the wall and idly turned the page. But what’s this? Professional man. Licensed conveyancer. Intending to privately pay. No legal aid certificate. No forms to fill in. No pages to count at so much a bloody page. £1,000 on the brief and refreshers at £500 a day.


Well. This is more like it. Theft of salmon eh? Something serious. It might have been sardines.


I turned to the witness statements. The usual manager’s statement written for him by the police. The lady cashier. A couple of store detectives. The arresting and interviewing police. I could spin this out for days. And that’s only the prosecution - what about the defence? Our middle-aged defendant. And all the character witnesses, to say what a good bloke he was. Mates in the cricket team, grateful customers, his aged mum, the folks next door. People who would speak of his kindness, his unstinting work for charity, the esteem with which he was universally regarded, his dislike of salmon in tins.


“What are you doing with that?”


One of the younger female members of Whitebait Chambers angrily reached out her hand. Short black hair, black suit, black stockings, matching black glasses, one lip curled in contempt.


“Pinching other people’s briefs?”


“It’s in my pigeonhole.” I tried to pull it away.


“Read the name on the front.”


Another Cranmer Carter & Co. spectacular. I should have known. Destined for someone other than Wallace, she took it from my hand.


“Snooping about in other peoples’ pigeonholes are we? I shall report this to Giles. That’s if we ever see him again; if he ever decides to come back.”


But what’s this? We were surrounded by boxes on the floor. Boxes that I must have picked my way through to make the studied approach to my pigeonhole and, concentrating on what turned out to be a mirage in pink ribbon, had distractedly ignored.


Boxes and boxes. Dozens of them. Boxes containing papers. Boxes comprising one gigantic brief. Boxes from London Solicitors boldly stencilled with ‘Wallace’. Boxes belonging to me. The product of a recommendation? Somebody scratching their head and thinking of Wallace. Somebody in Moghul & Co., my London solicitors. Never heard of them. Thank God they’d heard of me.


“My dear, really. Do you think I’ve got time for that?”


She stood looking at my boxes. “Come on.” I’d noticed the strapping thighs. “You can give me a hand with this.”


So we dragged them one by one up to my room and stacked them against a wall.


“Bloody hell Harry. I’m sorry about the other. That’s the biggest brief I’ve ever seen.”


Me too.


“Oh really? Terrorist case you know.” I fondly patted her bottom. “You can keep your tin of sardines.”


But I didn’t find it so easy. Not when I’d stripped off the sellotape and lifted blocks of paper held together with treasury tags and arranged them in some sort of order onto my thankfully empty desk.
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On and on it went. I read the summary. Thirteen people arrested at various places in London and the home counties, at work, at home lounging around, walking down the street, waiting in a take-away – handcuffed and jerked to their knees.


“I am arresting you for conspiring in the instigation, preparation, and commission of acts of terrorism. Do you understand?”


I turned to my client’s response.


“Yes.”


“Is there anything on your person that could cause injury to other persons?”


“No.”


“Is there anything in this area that could cause injury to other persons?”


“No.”


“Is there anything in a car nearby or an associated car that could cause injury to other persons?”


“No.”


“Do you have any information about anything, anywhere, that could cause injury or danger to other persons?”


“No.”


“Where do you live?”


“Hoe Street. Walthamstow.”


“Is there anything in those premises that has the potential to damage or injure other persons or property?”


“It is where I live. It is where my family live. My children live there.”


“So it’s another no?”


“Yes.”


“This jacket. This jacket you have discarded on the ground. I have recovered from the breast pocket a memory stick. Call it Exhibit P.D.1. Is it yours?”


“Yes.”


“Does it have a password or encryption on it?”


“No.”


“So what does it contain?”


“Destinations in America.”


“What sort of destinations?”


“Holiday destinations.”


“So you were thinking of taking a holiday in America?”


No reply.


“I want you to know I have called a bomb disposal unit. You will remain here until they have finished their examination of the area. Is there anything you want to say?”


“No.”


And they had searched his house. The home he shared with his father and mother; his brothers; his brothers’ wives and children; his own wife and children; and an aged senile aunt.


At approximately midnight every family member had been removed, including children, and taken to a designated hotel in a street nearby. No one protested. They had all been too terrified and confused. Placed in police cars in their pyjamas carrying an overnight bag they had been driven round the block not knowing when, if ever, they would be permitted to return.


Next morning the team moved in. I read that the house in Hoe Street was a large four-bedroomed terrace house at the end of a commercial street containing offices and shops.


Scene plans were drawn. Bedrooms, communal rooms, kitchen, bathroom, hall, attic, garden, even an out-house given numbers and photographed by Scenes of Crime.


Computers and computer equipment were numbered, marked and taken away. I skim-read some of the exhibits.


Computer Tower - shelf 2, cupboard A, room 12.


IBM ThinkPad Laptop and battery - on top of cases, 2600 Series Switch from table, room 12.


10 mega Predator External CD/RW drive and cables - from under table, room 12.


Internal IBM DWD Rom drive - under stock of CDs from left hand corner floor, room 12.


Mobile telephones were seized, numbered and photographed.


Sony Ericsson - top shelf bedside cabinet B, room 10.


Nokia - built-in book case shelf 2, room 9.


O2 Sim card - built-in book case shelf 1, room 9.


The list was endless.


And then there was the literature on bookshelves in his bedroom, a couple half-opened under his bed.


SAS Personal Survival Handbook - shelf 1 of bookshelf A, room 3.


The Stories and Virtues of Shuhadaa of Sheeshan - shelf 2 of bookshelf A, room 3.


Dharb-1-Mumin newspaper of 13 December 2001 - shelf 2 bookshelf B room 3.


The Signs of Rahmaan in the Jihad of the Afghan - shelf 3 bookshelf B room 3.


Soldiers of Allah – shelf 4 bookshelf C in room 3.


Everything was numbered, photographed, catalogued and taken away.


Miscellaneous correspondence, bank statements in various names, audio tape, keys, expired passports, applications for new passports, a quantity of CDs, notebooks, excess baggage ticket, rolls of film, Sony digital camera, binoculars, shipment invoice in left-hand pocket of leather jacket behind door in room 3, floppy discs, leaflet concerning job opportunities at Stanstead Airport, two pepper sprays in holders under bed A in room 3, knuckle-dusters cupboard C room 3, flight tickets to Pakistan.


I read the statements and looked at the photographs. The preliminary statements and photographs. The detail would come later once the mobiles had been analysed and linked, and the computer memories broken down. Why did a young Asian Muslim need three phones, three bank accounts, two computers, two passports, a load of radical literature and tickets to Pakistan?


No doubt my solicitors would tell me. No doubt Mr. Iftiquar Khan would tell them.


But why had he said nothing when interviewed by the police for day after day after day? If there was an explanation why not give it? Why not own up to what was his and deny what was not?


Why not help the police with their enquiries if only to eliminate himself? Unless. Unless of course he knew what was in the computers and knew that his assorted mobiles might link him to all the others. Only he knew whether the bank statements pointed up unusual movements of money, what the keys fitted, what the pepper sprays were for, and what the literature contained.


Fact or fantasy? A terrorist or an impressionable fool living out a dream? I looked at my boxes with satisfaction.


Only time would tell.




Chapter 3


So where was Giles? Apparently he’d not trod the trail of the wary. Something had detained him. A sense of duty? The hope of ingratiating himself with a bridesmaid? It’s something we might never know. And not something he was in a position to tell us. He’d spent the night in a cell.


An agitated Doreen rang up from reception. “It’s Mr. Baring on the phone, Sir. Says he’s been arrested. Wants you to represent him in court.”


Cases flooding in.


I walked round to the Magistrates and went down to the cells to find Giles cooped up with many of his fellow guests from the celebrations of the night before still wearing their crumpled wing collars and morning suits, rather the worse for wear.


“What’s the charge?”


“I’m innocent.”


“Yes. I’m sure you are Giles. But what are you innocent of?”


“Violent disorder. Assault occasioning actual bodily harm. Assault with intent to resist arrest.”


“What happened?”


I had a fair idea. Not only his legal counsel, but possibly a witness as well.


“I went over to stop the trouble. Somebody took a swing. Tried to save a lady. Misunderstood my purpose. Took a swing at me as well. Forced to defend myself. Police misconstrued the situation. Some fool put me in an arm-lock. Damn near broke my arm. I may have struggled to get free. Handcuffed and chucked in the van. Interviewed at five this morning. Denied it obviously. Charged and brought down here.”


“A travesty of justice.” It’s what they like to hear.


“Glad you agree. I want bail immediately. I want all charges dropping. An apology would be nice.”


“Yes, well. One thing at a time. Do you have the charge sheet? Any papers? Statements? A preliminary summary of the case?”


“Nothing.” He looked round at the other guests. Apparently unrepresented. “Neither have they … nobody has … what fool called the police when everything was under control?”


“So what’s their defence?”


“Same as mine. Nobody actually fighting. Nobody assaulting anybody. Everybody defending themselves.”


I made my way up to court to meet the prosecutor, what is termed a Higher Court Advocate, confining his work to the lowest court. I seemed to recognise him. Vaguely familiar features. Yet another guest? Ah. I remembered an interview for pupillage at chambers. An unsuccessful interview, I hadn’t seen him since.


“Potter. How nice to see you. Glad to see you’re doing so well …”


“Hello.”


“I represent Giles Baring in this nonsense. You know, head of Whitebait Chambers.”


“I know.”


“Wants bail. I don’t suppose you’ve any objection?”


“No objection.”


“Wants these charges dropping.”


“Does he now?”


“An apology would be nice.”


“Yes. And he’s going to have to make it. Not that’ll do him much good.” He sat down in the prosecutor’s usual position, the right hand corner of the front of the advocates’ benches and stared stonily ahead looking at the clock.


All the personality of a gatepost. I remembered him well - and if I might repeat the simile - his wooden answers in interview with the pupilage committee; his all too predictable response.


“What made you decide to apply to Whitebait Chambers?”


“I was born in Hull.”


“Ah, a local lad are we?”


“Lived here all my life.”


“Yes”


“Went to school here as well”


Well he would do wouldn’t he.


“Carried on to read law at university.”


“Let me take a wild stab … could that be … in Hull?”


What do they know of England who only know of Hull?


“And er .. I suppose it follows … now that you’re qualified you’d like to work in … Hull?”


Oh dear. I wonder where he takes his holidays. If only McIntosh were here. He wouldn’t hesitate to ask. Bugger it. It was one of those things looming over us like a giant albatross about to plummet onto the deck.


“And er … when you go on holiday -if you do - where do you usually go?”


“Withernsea.”


Ah. The Withernsea adventure. It’s takeaway pizzas and burger bars; caravans rolling away to the distant horizon. The night-life. The seaside gardens, toy boats bobbing about in the litter on the lake. The seashell museum. The souvenir shops along the promenade. Little crowds with white faces puffing away outside the pub; only their fingers are brown.


Giles was at a loss.


“Er … do you like Withernsea?”


“Doesn’t everyone?” he said.


“So, er .. moving on … now what would you say was your biggest fault?”


He seemed surprised. I didn’t blame him. The pupillage committee was fond of questions like this. I think they got them from some pamphlet prepared by the Bar Council, but whatever its dubious provenance, it seemed to have him stumped. And then he remembered. A rueful grin spread over his pockmarked face. He held out his grubby hands.


“I’m afraid I bite my nails.”


And he still did. They were almost down to the quick. Shuffling those papers; those dreaded papers that marked the extinction of Giles.


I joshed him along, loosening the bricks, forming a breach in the wall.


“Not much of a case is it? Bit short of evidence. Sort of thing in the old days we’d get the silly buggers to shake hands and then fuck off.”


“I take a rather different view.” He was holding his papers with those sullied fingers rather too close to his chest. “You do realise the amount of damage that was done? And there’s a victim in hospital. A lady, plugged into life-support according to the police. Some gorilla in striped trousers smashed a bottle over her head.”


So. Rather a different account to that described by Giles. Rather more like the version I had witnessed, albeit from a distance, myself. This case wasn’t about to go away in a hurry. I trudged down the stone steps to the cells to break the news to Giles.


“Doesn’t look too clever” I told him. “Thank God it’s the only place in Yorkshire that doesn’t have CCTV. They seem to think that somebody having what they regard as, a remarkably similar appearance to your good-self, bottled a lady.”


“What’s the description?”


“A gorilla in striped trousers. They’ll be wanting an identity parade to see if you get picked out.”


Giles quickened his pacing up and down.


“Surely they don’t think …”


“Rather afraid they might.”


“Who’s prosecuting?”


“Higher court advocate. Some clown from the CPS. One who applied to our chambers. I’m afraid you turned him down.”


“Jesus Christ …”


“So rather unlikely to drop it in the circumstances. But you know the score. He’ll hang on to it until the last minute hoping for a guilty plea and then the day before trial he’ll lose his bottle and return it to some barrister in Leeds who’ll say he couldn’t possibly take it because he knows you and regretfully must send it back to be passed round the circuit until some tosser volunteers from London …”


“Probably some tosser with no work. Why else would he come to Hull?”


“Precisely. And then he’ll prosecute up hill and down dale like crazy in his anxiety to impress.”


“Oh God.” Giles sat down on the stone windowsill in the corner. “This doesn’t look too good. Have you told Abigail yet? She’ll be wondering where I am. I expect she might notice the empty place at breakfast … I expect she failed to observe my footstep on the stair … I expect …”


“How much do you want her to know?”


“Everything. Tell her the truth.”


Yes. Well. I’m beginning to wonder what that is. And so apparently were the Magistrates when they finally filed out onto their bench to listen to Potter as he gave his account of the case.


“I’m seeking an adjournment,” he told them, “the investigation is still at an early stage. The police need time to pursue their enquiries, there are witnesses to be seen, a victim detained in hospital in critical condition fighting for her life. There may well be other charges. Graver charges. There may well be more defendants. Many more defendants. But at this stage at least I have no objection to bail.”


Giles strode back to chambers.


“Insufferable. Banged-up all night with Tomkinson’s fucking relatives. Pauline’s lot - the other side. A chamber pot in the corner and no access to a lavatory. No toilet facilities before my appearance …” he fingered the bristles on his chin, “… and where were you anyway? You and McIntosh. I thought you were right behind me …”


He glared around at a strangely empty chambers.


“And what about the conditions on my bail. Why didn’t you speak up? Were you representing somebody else as well? Curfew 7 to 7, not to go into licensed premises, surrender passport!”


He ripped off the remnants of his collar. “I ask you. Daily reporting at the local police station, not to approach witnesses - who ever they are. Security for fifty thousand quid! I could have done better representing myself.”


Much more of this and he will.


“Look Giles. We have to do this thing properly. Get you a solicitor, arrange for him to take a proof, sort out legal aid - unless you are privately paying? No? I thought not. Arrange to see witnesses, make some enquiries of our own. You know the form, we have to do it right. And by the way, where was Mrs. Baring, er … Abigail? I don’t recollect seeing her last night.”


“Out with friends. She had better things to do.”


Odd choice of entertainment. I wouldn’t have missed it for the world. I tried to distract him, creating the impression we were working on his case.


“First things first. A solicitor. Obviously not Cranmer Carter & Co. Possible conflict. You never know what Pauline might say. What about Robin Parmenter & Associates? They’re pretty good. Up-market, professional, a touch of class. They don’t send us any work, of course, but this could be an introduction. Let them see what we can do.”


“Why not?” Giles sat down heavily in my chair and put his head in his hands. “Oh yes why not use me as your introduction. Take advantage of my own outrageous misfortune to further your own fucking ends.”


“Giles, how could you? It’s the last thing I would do.”


I arranged to meet Robin in the Stag at Bay for a liquid lunch, after I finally got past his secretary and explained who I wanted him to represent and what I wanted him to do.


“Certainly, old boy. What a good idea. Baring you say. Is he still your head of chambers? See you there at one.”


That’s a thought. Of course Giles is still head of chambers. Technically, that is. But where does this leave him? Up on charges for disorder and assault. What sort of image is that? What might the Bar Council have to say? Should he be suspended? Advised perhaps to voluntarily step down? Cede the honours of his office to another? Another beyond reproach whose conduct hitherto was blameless. I leant back in my chair, after Giles had shuffled off, and put my feet on the desk.


Another of unimpeachable reputation, with contacts in London; with one fucking enormous brief. Someone with out-of-town friends, who knew how to buy a solicitor a drink. Somebody with talent, imagination, an irrepressible touch of flair. I lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply, my hands behind my head. Somebody with persuasive powers, who could sniff the smell of opportunity a mile off, sense a trickle of blood in the water and move swiftly in for the kill. I decided to have a word with McIntosh. Was it time for somebody else?
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