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To my mother.









PROLOGUE





1


It was a boy he knew a bit from school who made the connection. It was when Leif was suspended. Jaydn was two years older and he was wavy. He had all the stuff, the trainers, the jacket, but it wasn’t just the garms that made Jaydn cool. Whatever that other thing was that made you cool, that deep thing; he had that. At first, they were just smoking weed. Then Leif met Mo, who was kind of dirty, but he let you hang at his place. Jaydn said, ‘You could do this. You do as much or as little as you want. Your mum can’t tell you anything.’ That was during the time his mum had taken his PlayStation away. Jaydn said, ‘You can make money and any money you make is yours.’ He gave Leif a phone and a weed crusher. ‘Just a little something,’ he said. ‘Hey, man, believe.’ Then he said, ‘You know I gave you this, you do something for me?’


That’s how Leif started running with the Bluds.









PART ONE


THE INCIDENT
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The gun springs back in his hand and Ryan thinks, Wow, I didn’t shoot myself. But, in almost the same instant that he has this thought his eyes communicate to his oh-so-slow brain that the guy in front of him has jerked backwards, as if pulled suddenly by a hawser attached to his back. The bang almost deafens the exhalation the man makes. But the exhalation is definitely there. You’ve shot him, he thinks. That’s crazy. Things are moving both super-fast and very slowly at the same time. How is that possible? And the look on the man’s face. No one could be more surprised than he is! One minute so cool and in control, using big words, and calming him down, the next, well, not so cool. It’s nothing like the telly. No holding your hand to your chest. No big speeches. The man falls onto the floor and sort of gurgles.


Ryan stands for a second with the machine in his hand. In the next instant there’s a blast downstairs. Steve says, ‘Throw the gun away or they’ll shoot you.’ Feet hammer up the stairs. Ryan throws the gun into the corner of the room just as a man appears in the doorway. Helmet. Balaclava. Ballistics vest. Armed police, don’t resist! No chance of that; the room is full of them. The whole thing has been a dream, or this is a dream; his brain is struggling to catch up, to seize an understanding of what is happening, while the other Ryan, the physical Ryan, is swept away. A tornado has got hold of him and lifted him into the air and then thrown him on his front, face down on the floor, guns pointed at his head, hands in cuffs behind his back. It doesn’t even hurt. The main thing is astonishment because even though it’s all clearly been some sort of massive illusion, he still can’t work out what the illusion actually is.


Can’t see much but black boots. Although he’s shot someone, he’s surprisingly irrelevant; no more than the subject of a kind of packaging service. It’s Feds Amazon! Black boots everywhere. There must be loads and loads and loads of them. He’s pulled to his feet and put to stand with his back to the mantelpiece. The snitch, whose fault this all is, Steve, stands beside him. Out of the corner of Ryan’s eye he sees that Steve has blood on his hands, his face, his chest. Hopefully that’s from the guy on the floor. He can’t have shot him as well, can he? They don’t look each other in the face. They stand and watch what is unfolding in the room. Ryan thinks, Even though I’ve actually shot someone, it’s not about me. There seems to be some information there about his whole existence. Any case, the most important thing is, without a doubt, the guy on the floor. Turns out the black boots weren’t just police. There are lots of medics in green with their dead bags, and side pockets and heavy stuff that must do something important. Screens and tubes and canisters. They are crowding around the guy and every single one of them looks busy. The guy’s a fed, for fuck’s sake. Kieran, he said his name was. And just about a minute ago he was promising Ryan could get off lightly. That having the gun, and holding Steve prisoner, wasn’t so bad, all things considered, but murder was, so better steer clear of that one. And now the guy who told him to steer clear of murder is lying on the floor surrounded by medics because Ryan’s shot him. What a joke. For another stupid second Ryan thinks, Mum will kill me. The window is shattered – when did that happen? What remains of the panes of glass are splashed with blood too. The whole room is like someone’s been throwing cans of red paint. There’s a woman. He recognises her. Lizzie, that’s it. She arrested him about one hundred thousand years ago. She’s crying and trying to get close to the man on the floor and the man says, ‘Let her come.’ And she says, ‘You’re going to be all right.’ So, it’s calm after all. It was an accident, and like the woman said – Lizzie – the guy’s going to be all right. But for all that the medics are very busy. There’s dressings and shit all over the floor and the thump thump thump of helicopter blades.


That was what he thought then, but it turned out that wasn’t even the half of it. Because his lawyer told him when they talked in the police station – Ryan in a white paper suit – that Steve wasn’t a snitch. He was a fed too. An undercover officer. Like in a film. And the man he shot? Detective Inspector Kieran Shaw? He died.


At the magistrates’ court, he’s remanded. The lawyer warned him that would happen. It’s standard, he said, as though that made it better. For a murder charge, he said. Standard. Don’t worry, he said, it’s just the beginning.


Oh, thanks, man. Yeah, great.


It’s SERCO now, not police. Out of the court in handcuffs, up three steps to the door at the side of the truck. Then into one of the compartments. Three feet wide, three feet deep, just big enough to hold a man. A hard moulded seat facing forwards. He sits. The guard locks the door. He expects them to drive away but nothing happens. How come they call these things sweatboxes? It’s freezing. More packaging. He’s an Amazon delivery again, not a human, and he’s stuck in here with his thoughts.


Other people. The doors of another compartment opening. He stands and looks through the darkened pane of the small window. He can see the yard of the court. People moving around. What it’s like to be free. Then a voice from inside the truck.


‘Oy, you the cop killer?’


Even in this little box with its darkened window he already has a sense of how important it is to be respected by the people he is confined with. It is vital to say the right thing. He has to learn quickly. But his lawyer said, Don’t talk to anyone. Anyone can witness against you.


Another voice. ‘It is. I saw him. Ryan Kennedy.’


Suddenly the truck is full of voices.


‘Killing a fed, Ryan. Well done, bruv.’


‘Murder, that’s life. Minimum twenty years.’


‘Killing a cop? He’ll get whole life for that. Never get outside again.’


Then there’s the joker.


‘You innocent, Ryan? Just like Andy Dufresne in Shawshank.’ The voice does a passable Morgan Freeman imitation. ‘You gonna fit right in.’


Ryan pulls his feet up onto the seat and wraps his arms tightly round himself.


And they’re off. The van surges. He steadies himself on the bulkhead. Pulling out of the gates there are flashes at the window. ‘That’s for you, Ryan. You’re famous!’ He stands up and immediately there’s a bright flash through the dark glass. They’ve got him. It’s gonna be everywhere. His poor mum. His sister.


I’m a celebrity, he thinks. Get me out of here.


Out into London’s streets. Simple things, seen through the frame of the small square of glass. It’s like a boring film on Channel 4 that normally you’d bin in five but which has suddenly become completely engrossing. A boy on a bike. An old man with a dog. A park with a playground empty except for three youngers hanging out on the swings smoking weed. The van pauses like a labouring beast then swings heavily left onto the main road that runs along the edges of the Deakin. The concrete line of home spools out. The ramparts and walls. The walkway where he and Spence stood as kids looking down on the chuntering tube trains. The meadow that the newcomers planted with flowers. They used to go there and lie on their backs and smoke weed. The Deakin will carry on without him and Spence. Spence is under the earth. Ryan may never get back there.


‘You been in prison before, cop killer?’


‘You wait,’ another voice shouts. ‘Prison smells like a junkie’s arse.’


The smell hits him as soon as he enters the prison and wraps itself round him as he walks along the landing to his cell carrying the bag of stuff his mother brought to the court for him.


He understands at once what the smell is: it is the sweaty fearful molecules of boys confined. Boys eating, shitting, wanking and staring at the ceiling in a cramped space with a window that doesn’t open.


The door is unlocked but he stands on the threshold for an instant.


‘In you go, son.’


He steps inside and the pain of the door locking behind him is a little explosion under his chest. He puts the bag on the floor and presses his hands against his face.


He tells himself he’s on remand. Not guilty yet. Not yet. He can still wear his own clothes and they are endlessly precious to him these sweatshirts and trousers and socks and T-shirts. He sits on the bed and sticks his face in the bag and smells his mother’s washing powder.


He takes one of the T-shirts out, leans forward and opens the locker. Inside, on the top shelf, is a brand-new pair of black Balenciaga trainers. Five hundred quid’s worth. He shuts the door. He opens it. They are still there. What the fuck? He holds them in his two hands and is afraid.


He’s only been in three days. They are on something called the red regime. Not enough staff so just one hour for exercise. Standing in the yard thinking how he can’t even see the sky properly. How long before he will see it unconfined again. How long before he can take a shower whenever he wants one. How long before he can get on a bike.


One of the lads told him there was a sweepstake on his sentence running. ‘Killing a fed. You could get whole life for that. Never get outside again.’


He hasn’t even been found guilty yet. Aren’t there any odds running on that?


None of his usual stuff works. He can’t imagine his life as a professional footballer because the walls press on him and, instead of the daydream, into his mind comes reality. He can’t get up and go out. He can’t take his ball and kick it about with his friend.


He is shut in with a preoccupation. They asked him about that when they booked him in.


‘Any thoughts of self-harming?’


All the time.


‘No, boss.’


Not so easy, in any case. They have him on a watch to stop that. At night the screws open the hatch on the window and shine a light in on him. Every hour. ‘You still with us, Ryan?’


They have an hour for socialisation but down the corridor it is kicking off. The alarm sounds. Ryan gets up and moves to the doorway of his cell. A youth, big like a door, stands outside.


He nods for Ryan to move back into his cell. Ryan wonders whether he should try to get past him, but that’s impossible. He steps back. The youth says, ‘Got something for you.’


He pulls something out of his pocket. It is a tiny phone and a piece of paper with a phone number.


‘Dial that number and eat the paper. Screws will get this shut down pretty quick. I’m outside.’


Ryan sits on the bed, the little window above him, the picture of his mum and his sister in its frame on the table.


The phone only rings once before it is picked up. The voice is deep, distorted, monstrous. What the hell is going on?


‘The Federation has taught you that conflict should not exist. But without struggle you would not know who you truly are . . . Struggle made us strong.’


‘Who is this?’


Laughter.


‘It’s Krall. Former Starfleet captain.’


Then he knows who it is. Shakiel. What a doughnut.


‘You got what I sent you, fam?’


‘The trainers was from you?’


‘Who else? Bluds still got you.’


Ryan doesn’t answer. They are in his cupboard. He hasn’t dared wear them.


‘Listen, Ry, what you did. It was good. Don’t worry about it. It’s like the man says. There are things that have to be done and you do them. You just do them. Then you forget it.’


‘What man, Shaks?’


Laughter. ‘The man, Ry, the man. The Godfather.’


That’s the voice, the voice he’s done so much to please. The voice he’s wanted so much to turn its attention on him. Now he is afraid of its focus. He feels the pressure, reaching him as if there are tentacles winding their way through drains and cable lines and stretching into his cell. He’s locked away here but Shakiel can get to him if he wants to. The fighting down the corridor – all that so he can have this little chat?


‘Don’t worry about the time, Ry. I’ve got guys in there gonna look out for you. Like I said, you’re family.’


But nothing comes free. Ryan knows that.


‘I’m getting off most of it,’ Shakiel says. ‘Gonna be out in about ten, I reckon.’


Ten. Ten years. How can anyone do ten? And Ryan’s looking at a lot longer. He can only catch glimpses of the sky. He wants to be able to get on his bike and ride. Just that one thing. He would give five years of his life for that. On the first night one of the boys sharpened the plastic casing of a biro. Stuck it in a milk carton. All night he was cutting himself with it. Lot of blood, the boys said, but no real harm.


‘Grenades was dummies,’ Shakiel says. ‘Who’d a thought I’d be pleased about that?’


‘What about Lexi?’


‘Lexi? They’ve dropped that. Course they have. Nothing to link me.’


‘And Jarral?’


‘Jarral can’t duck it but he can hope for something else. Death by dangerous driving, his lawyer is saying. Or manslaughter.’


‘Jarral’s not snitching, then? My lawyer said he was. Going Queen’s.’


‘Shh, Ry. What would he talk about anyway? Like I said, nothing to link me to Lexi.’


Ryan sits on the bed and draws his teeth down his top lip.


Shakiel says, ‘Any case, Jarral’s not a snitch.’


There it is. That’s what this is all about. Shakiel doesn’t even need to tell him not to say who gave him the gun.


‘You happy with your lawyer? You know I can help with that.’


A lawyer reporting straight to Shaks? No thanks.


‘No, but listen, thanks for the offer. You’re all right. My lawyer’s sound.’


‘So, what’s your plan? What you gonna do? What you gonna say?’


‘I dunno. Still trying to work it out.’


‘OK, but roughly.’


‘The lawyer says plead to the gun, plead to the lesser stuff, but fight the murder charge.’


‘That sounds good.’


Course it does. Plead to the gun. Then you won’t have to say who give it you.


He should say something but he can’t speak. Any case, Shakiel’s doing all the talking. He’s never talked so much. He says, ‘Your mum. Is everything blessed at home?’


‘I guess.’


‘And your sister. What’s her name?’


‘Don’t say her name, Shaks. I know you know her name.’


‘OK. OK, Ryan. Don’t be thinking bad thoughts. I’m just gonna make sure they’re looked after.’


Looked after.


‘My man, who handed you the phone, he’s gonna look out for you. They move him, there’ll be someone else.’


The cell feels so small. He wants to pour his heart out, say, Life, Shakiel, they’re talking life. Tell him about the sweepstake running on how much time he’s got to do. Twenty years would be short, everyone’s saying. You killed a fed, what do you expect? Twenty? He’d be thirty-five. Thirty-five! All his youth wanked out in a tiny room. But he’s got to bury all this deep. There’s no place or time left to cry about it.


Shakiel says, ‘What did I say?’


‘I dunno.’


‘There are things that have to be done and you do them. Then you forget it. Who said that?’


‘The man.’


‘That’s right. The man, Ryan. Which man?’


‘The Godfather.’


‘You got that?’


‘I got that. Thanks, Shakiel. Appreciate it.’


‘Gotta go. Hold your head up. You did well. All you got to do, Ry, is what you always gotta do: learn to firm it.’


The line goes dead. The big guy steps back in and holds his hand out. Ryan gives him the phone.


‘Yeah. Safe,’ the guy says. ‘I’m Costello. Gonna be looking out for you.’


Then he’s gone. Looking out for you. There’s been a lot of talk of looking out. Could mean one thing, could mean another. That’s the beauty of it.


Ryan lies back and stares at the ceiling. What the lawyer really says is that he should apply for the National Referral Mechanism; go to the judge, say he’s been groomed. He was fifteen when it happened: a victim, not a perpetrator. But he can’t do that. Whatever the sentence he won’t dodge prison, not after he’s killed a police officer. So, he can’t go live somewhere Shakiel can’t reach him. He’s got to do that thing Shakiel told him: firm it. And then there’s that other thing Shakiel’s told him to do, which was to forget it.









PART TWO


R V KENNEDY
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On the pavement outside the Bailey the camera crews are massing. DC Steve Bradshaw steps onto the road to avoid them as he makes his way towards the court’s lesser-known entrances. In the trial of R versus Ryan Kennedy he has been given anonymity; he will be known to the court as Officer V23, and his evidence will be given from behind a screen. Nevertheless, as he shows his warrant card and slips into the building, he feels a kind of nausea at what is about to unfold and into his mind comes a wildlife documentary he once half-watched, eating his dinner in front of the telly.


The light had glinted greenish gold off the scales of the bigger, slower fish as they began to pick off the littler ones. The pulse of the music quickened. One of them, dead-eyed, had a smaller fish in its mouth, the tail still flapping. A low, curiously thrilled, BBC voice narrated and it was this curious thrill, he thinks, that had so nauseated him.


‘Waiting in the wings, to pick off any injured fish, are the piranhas.’


He imagines his words followed by such a feeding frenzy, his experience gobbled up. What do they have nowadays, these people who live on their phones? Hashtags and trends and memes.


Transcript: Examination in chief of undercover officer V23 in the trial of R v K


(The defendant cannot be named for legal reasons.)


Q:   Officer V23, you had been working undercover on Operation Perseus for a couple of years at the time of Detective Inspector Kieran Shaw’s death.


A:   Yes.


Q:   You had infiltrated yourself into the community where the Eardsley Bluds, an urban street gang, are based?


A:   They are a lot more than an urban street gang—


Q:   Please, confine yourself to answering the questions.


A:   I had developed a cover over two years.


Q:   And Ryan, the fifteen-year-old who fired the shot that killed Detective Inspector Kieran Shaw, what part did he play in this process of developing your cover?


A:   The targets of Operation Perseus were the leaders of the Bluds, most importantly Shakiel Oliver, and the European gang that were supplying them with firearms. It was an organised crime network—


Q:   As I said, please limit yourself to answering my questions.


A:   Ryan was not a target for us. He was someone who happened to come into the orbit of the operation because he was close to Shakiel Oliver.


Q:   Very well.


A:   Ryan was what drug dealers call a roadman.


Q:   A roadman. Explain your understanding of that word.


A:   A roadman is a young person – usually a boy, but sometimes a girl – who spends a lot of time on the streets. He’s kind of a runner, delivering drugs, getting into all sorts of trouble, in Ryan’s case committing robberies too, that kind of thing.


Q:   So how would you describe Ryan’s relationship to the Bluds?


A:   He was on the edges. I can’t be more precise than that. It’s not as if the Bluds have got membership cards and ranks. They can’t be identified and called to account. They’re not like us. They’re not the police.


Q:   Thank you for that, Officer.


A:   I’m explaining the real-life difficulty we faced. It’s hard to assess precisely the status of someone like Ryan. He was a hanger-on. Someone who was maybe looking for more involvement, or someone who might in the course of things drop out and have no further criminal involvement. But he was not one of our targets.


Q:   The jury have been given transcripts of recordings made by you over the period of the operation. Based on those transcripts, can you tell me how much time you spent with Ryan?


A:   A hundred and seventy-six hours, but that’s over a period of two years. Two hours a week.


Q:   I’m sure the jury can do their own maths.


A:   If you say so.


Q:   In any case, the time doesn’t average out over two years. In the first year, how often did you meet Ryan?


A:   Five times.


Q:   And who else was present at these meetings during the first year?


A:   Shakiel Oliver, Ujal Jarral, other people whose names I did not always know.


Q:   And where did you meet?


A:   Clubs. Pubs. Once in a betting shop.


Q:   Whereas in the last nine months you met how often?


A:   I don’t have that figure to hand.


Q:   Look at the schedule. Take your time.


A:   OK, so . . . thirty-seven times.


Q:   In the three weeks before Shaw died, how often did you meet?


A:   Eight times.


Q:   And where were most of your meetings in those last three weeks?


A:   In the flat.


Q:   The flat?


A:   The flat the operation had rented for me to live in.


Q:   And who else was present at those meetings in the flat?


A:   It was the two of us. Ryan and me.


Q:   The last three meetings? How long did they last?


A:   The first lasted two hours, the second two and a half, the third an hour and a half.


Q:   And why did you, a highly trained undercover police officer, choose to spend so much time one-to-one with someone who wasn’t even a fully-fledged member of the Eardsley Bluds? With someone who, as you just said, was no more than a roadman? Just fifteen years old and a hanger-on?


A:   I didn’t choose. We can’t choose who comes to us. We are in the business of infiltrating a community. Ryan was close to Shakiel Oliver and he made himself available.


Q:   And do you know why he ‘made himself available’, as you say?


A:   I can’t say. I’d infiltrated the Bluds. Shakiel knew me. Jarral knew me. From time to time, Ryan came to me with things he had stolen. He thought I was a fence.


Q:   Ryan came to you when his friend, Spencer Cardoso, was murdered.


A:   He came to me because he had stolen a phone. He wanted money for it.


Q:   How had you assessed whether that stolen phone wasn’t a pretext for a boy who was in great distress?


A:   I refer you to real life. I was undercover. Ryan came to my door and told me he had stolen a phone and he asked me to fence it. The phone was subsequently traced to a robbery. My job was to maintain my cover and to gather intelligence. I offered him money for the phone.


Q:   I refer you to the transcript of your conversation when Ryan brings the stolen phone to you. This transcript was exhibited by you and is in the jury bundle {SB7478/5}. The defendant enters the flat. You offer him a drink of Coke. Please tell me what you say to him at line three.


A:   I say, ‘You all right?’ A normal thing to say to a person.


Q:   Thank you.


A:   And he replies, ‘Yeah.’ Also normal.


Q:   What do you say at line five?


A:   I say, ‘Only you sounded like you were going to break the door down.’


Q:   ‘You sounded like you were going to break the door down.’ Then at line twelve you say?


A:   ‘Cheese and Branston, mate?’


Q:   Why do you say this?


A:   Because I was making him a cheese and Branston sandwich.


Q:   Can you tell the court anything else that you offered him.


A:   I give him crisps and cigarettes.


A:   You say? Line twenty-three?


A:   ‘Help yourself, mate.’


Q:   Then, at line thirty-seven, he starts to tell you what?


A:   That he was there when Spencer Cardoso was murdered.


Q:   What was Spencer Cardoso to the defendant?


A:   They dealt drugs together.


Q:   Officer, please read line fifty-seven of the transcript that you signed as a fair record.


A:   It says that Ryan Kennedy is sobbing and that I am rubbing his back.


Q:   And at line sixty, you say?


A:   I say, ‘You’re all right, mate. You’re all right.’


Q:   Mr Kennedy replies?


A:   Spence, he was so frightened and he didn’t know what was happening and then he sort of lay down.’


Q:   To which you say?


A:   ‘Mate.’


Q:   Then Mr Kennedy tells you what?


A:   That he has gone to Shakiel and told him that they have to do something about it.


Q:   Specifically, he says, line sixty-four, please, Officer.


A:   ‘We have to do something about this, pay them back.’


Q:   Pay them back.


A:   I immediately told my superior officer about this disclosure.


Q:   That was not the question.


A:   What was the question?


Q:   We’re getting to it. It’s clear from your own transcript that Ryan confided in you and that you did everything you could to encourage him to trust you. You must have known that he was on the edge. How did you mitigate this risk?


A:   It was my job to infiltrate the Bluds and Ryan made himself available. He was involved in criminal activity and he sought me out because he believed I was too. His contact with Operation Perseus had been overseen by higher ranking officers than me. He had information. What was I to do? Blow my cover? Tell him to go away?


Q:   You made him very welcome. You made him a cheese and Branston sandwich. You rubbed his back and called him ‘mate’.


A:   I did my job. Nobody asked him to come to me and offer me stolen goods.


Q:   What did you know of Ryan’s home circumstances?


A:   He lived with his mother and sister.


Q:   Where was his father?


A:   Dead.


Q:   Was that all you knew about his father?


A:   He had been murdered, when Ryan was three.


Q:   How long had Ryan known Shakiel Oliver?


A:   Since he was a child.


Q:   Why was that?


A:   I believe because his father and Shakiel had been friends, criminal associates probably.


Q:   Do you know they were criminal associates, or are you assuming that?


A:   I have no evidence that I can put in front of the court that they were criminal associates.


Q:   How did it affect your relationship with Ryan that his father had been murdered when he was an infant?


A:   I don’t understand what you’re asking me.


Q:   By your evidence Ryan was vulnerable. His father had been murdered and he was close to a dangerous man, Shakiel Oliver. Ryan had told you that he was looking for vengeance for the murder of his friend. How did you execute your duty of care to Ryan?


A:   Ryan’s contact with the operation was assessed and agreed by people with more rank than me.


Q:   You were just following orders?


A:   I’m not answering that.


Q:   I’ll rephrase. Beyond the referrals you made to your superiors, did you ever feel that you, personally, had a duty of care to Ryan Kennedy?


A:   Of course I did.


Q:   What adjustments did you make?


A:   I did my best. I didn’t encourage him to commit offences. But Ryan was not a key member of the Bluds and he wasn’t central to the operation.


Q:   But still, he was considered close enough to Mr Oliver to be useful?


A:   No one could have anticipated that he would be supplied with a firearm.


Q:   Mr Oliver was dealing in firearms. That was indeed the focus of the police operation.


A:   We knew Shakiel was intending to take delivery of firearms. We had no intelligence whatsoever that he was already in possession of a firearm.


Q:   But you knew that he was a very dangerous man. It was a dangerous environment.


A:   That was why he was the target of an operation. Because London, and indeed the United Kingdom, needs protection—


Q:   If I can finish my question. Mr Oliver was a man who fully intended to use firearms—


A:   No, we did not have intelligence that he intended to use firearms, just to acquire them. To deal in them in order to increase his power and his wealth. We had no intelligence that he had a firearm at the time. Nor could we have anticipated that he would give a firearm to a fifteen-year-old boy. On London’s streets firearms are expensive commodities, and difficult to obtain. Toplevel criminals don’t just give them away to teenage boys.


Q:   Prior to Detective Inspector Shaw’s death, Shakiel’s right-hand man, Jarral, had been arrested. You didn’t anticipate either that that would have a destabilising effect on the handover of the illegal imported weapons.


A:   That kind of assessment is above my pay grade. I’m just the officer on the ground, getting information. I’m the cannon fodder, you know, the one you throw under the bus—


Q:   An hour or so before the shooting of Kieran Shaw what had happened?


A:   Shakiel Oliver had been arrested accepting delivery of automatic weapons.


Q:   And you?


A:   I was with Shakiel at the time of his arrest.


Q:   What do you know of Ryan’s involvement in that?


A:   CCTV showed that Ryan was acting as lookout. He cycled past the vehicle that I was in with other police officers after the arrest. I knew nothing of this at the time.


Q:   Ryan said he saw you shake one of the officers’ hands.


A:   I can’t give evidence as to what Ryan saw.


Q:   But you can tell the court whether you shook one of the officers’ hands?


A:   I shook one of the officers’ hands. It had been a long operation. We had seized an armoury. I was relieved it was over.


Q:   You were someone Ryan confided in. He saw you at the scene of the weapons handover, and he may have seen you shaking the hand of a police officer. Shakiel Oliver had been arrested in front of him. You didn’t anticipate any fallout?


A:   What can I tell you? It’s dangerous and risky dealing with dangerous and risky criminals.


Q:   And after the arrest of Mr Shakiel Oliver you did what?


A:   I went back to the flat.


Q:   With the intention?


A:   To arrest Ryan.


Q:   How had you risk-assessed that decision?


A:   Do you think that if I’d had any idea he might have a firearm, I would have put my own life in danger? In any case, I was not intending to let him into the flat at that time. If he’d appeared at the door, as I’d expected, I’d have called for assistance to have him arrested. I encountered him on the street.


Q:   How had you managed the possibility of meeting him on the street?


A:   It was bad luck. Two minutes either way and—


Q:   Bad luck?


A:   In the real world you can’t plan for everything.


Q:   So, you were unlucky. You did meet him on the street, where he knew you resided and where you had often met him. He had come looking for you after he had seen that you were not what you had seemed to be. He forced you into the flat. This fifteen-year-old boy had seen you as someone he could turn to. A father figure, even.


A:   Father figure? Come on.


Q:   A friend, then?


A:   His fence. A man he sold stolen goods to.


Q:   You were a highly trained undercover officer. It was a part of your job to assess the states of mind of your targets. What do you think Mr Kennedy’s state of mind was when he entered your flat? What is your professional judgement as to his ability at that time to form clear intentions?


A:   As to his intentions, Mr Kennedy said – and it will be on the recordings – he said, If I shoot you, it won’t be by accident. Then he shot my friend.


Steve Bradshaw slips out of the court and back onto London’s busy streets. He blends in: he’s good at that. He needs to walk quickly, but it’s almost impossible: there are too many people. Time and again he has to step off the pavement onto the road.


He tries to shake off the feeling that it has gone badly. Whatever he said in court they would find a way to misunderstand him.


Spy cop is one of the ridiculous catchphrases the journos are using about him. Silly, silly, silly, telly talk. Not one bit like the reality: living in a shit flat for most of two years, putting his own life both on hold and in danger, constantly having to make important decisions quickly. The lawyers only ask the questions they want answered. One of the things they don’t ask is how it feels to see a friend shot.


He realises that he has stopped walking. London continues around him. What will he do now? One option is to slip into the underground, crash in front of the TV with a beer. He decides instead to walk briskly home. It will take two hours. It will physically tire him. He needs that. Tomorrow he’s seeing Lizzie. He’s taking Kieran’s son to the zoo.
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Lizzie wears an apron over her blue suit and silk shirt. She wipes the work surfaces in the kitchen.


‘How did you feel about your evidence?’ she says.


Steve shrugs. ‘No worse than expected. It was always going to be our fault that a criminal killed one of us.’


Lizzie shakes her head, although what the meaning of that is is unclear. Steve wonders about Lizzie, but he cannot bring himself to ask. Does she blame him? He can’t get out from underneath that question. And then he’s angry because why did Kieran have to come to the flat? Acting the hero. What a fool. Steve would have handled it much better on his own. And in his darkest moments he thinks he would have coped better too with being dead than with being the one in the room when Kieran was shot.


Lizzie holds out a Spiderman duffel bag. ‘Well, V23, everything Connor needs is in there. I’ve made you both sandwiches.’


‘You didn’t have to. I was going to treat us.’


‘Just taking him to the zoo will be treat enough.’


Connor has his feet on the seats of the tube train and Steve taps his shoes. ‘Come on, little man.’


Connor shuffles forward and stretches out his little legs. His feet dangle into space.


Steve says, ‘What’s your favourite animal, then?’


‘Elephants.’


‘Course it is. Stupid of me.’


Steve remembers those little wooden elephants in the hospital. Lizzie told him Kieran bought them in a stall in Hackney. They’d come all the way from Africa.


‘We can see them first if you like.’


‘No elephants at the zoo,’ Connor says.


‘Are you sure? They always used to have elephants.’


‘One of them had a sore foot.’


‘What?’


Connor speaks emphatically, as if Uncle Steve is being a bit slow. ‘One of them had a sore foot.’


Steve narrows his eyes. Oh yes, now he remembers. One of the elephants killed a keeper. That must be what Connor is talking about. In spite of himself, he smiles. Sore foot: it’s the perfect defence. Temporary loss of control: manslaughter. Couple of years. He sighs. Unless the jury particularly likes elephants. In which case it will be not guilty.


‘There’s elephants at Whipsnade,’ Connor says.


‘We could have gone to Whipsnade.’


‘There’s giraffes and zebras at the zoo.’


Steve says, ‘OK, so we’ll see them then. I like giraffes and zebras. Spots and stripes, they’ve got it covered. What’s not to like?’


‘And the turtles.’


‘Yes, and the turtles. Nice shells.’


‘And the otters.’


‘Yes, the otters too. Sweet little ears.’


‘And the lemurs.’


Steve laughs. ‘We’ll see all the animals, Connor. Any animals you want to see, we’ll see.’


The tube pulls into the station. An old lady with a stick and a red felt hat gets on. In a second Connor’s jumped onto the floor. He looks a bit wobbly on his little legs and Steve wonders whether he’s old enough to stand on the moving train. But Connor’s grabbed the rail and Steve decides to let him be. The lady sits and turns to Steve.


‘What a well-behaved little boy.’


‘I blame his mum.’


Connor is swinging on the standing rail and Steve smiles because Connor’s just like his dad: cocky.


‘Your daddy must be very proud of you,’ the lady says and turns back to Steve with an indulgent smile and a nod of appreciation.


‘Uncle Steve’s not my dad,’ Connor says.


The woman looks between them. Her face has clouded. It isn’t the pretty scene she had imagined after all. Steve can read her mind. She’s jumped to divorce and he’s the boyfriend.


Connor swings out like he’s a compass drawing a circle and Steve stops himself saying, Careful. Kieran wouldn’t have mollycoddled his son.


Connor says, ‘My daddy’s dead.’


‘Oh.’ The lady’s eyes widen. ‘I’m very sorry to hear that.’


Connor carries on swinging. ‘My daddy was a hero.’


The lady smiles kindly. ‘He was a hero, was he? Good for him.’


‘A bad man shot him.’


The woman recoils at this. Her hand goes to her mouth. There’s a moment before she speaks. ‘Your daddy, he wasn’t Kieran Shaw, was he? The policeman?’


Connor is completely unperturbed. ‘Yes. Kee-Ran-Shaw. He was my dad.’


‘Then he was a hero.’ The lady fumbles desperately in her purse.


Steve puts his hand up. ‘No, no, no. Thank you. But, no.’


She has tears in her eyes. ‘But won’t you let me buy him a treat?’


Steve says, ‘We don’t need money.’ Realising that sounds brusque he adds, ‘But thank you for your kindness.’ He stands up. ‘Come on, Con, it’s our stop.’


‘No it isn’t. One more stop.’


‘We’re getting off here; the walk will do us good.’


But it is too far for Connor, and Steve carries him most of the way piggyback.
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They don’t call Lizzie to give evidence. She saw Kieran dying, but that is irrelevant. She was out of the room when the shot was fired. Neither prosecution nor defence consider that her evidence contributes to their case.


The jury retire just before lunch. Lizzie waits with Elaine, her family liaison officer, in the room for family members. One of the DCs from the MIT team brings them takeaway coffees and sandwiches. They scroll through their phones. Steve texts to say there will be pizza when she gets home. Connor wants to watch Horton Hears a Who!.


Lizzie’s mum has Connor from Wednesday. By lunchtime it has become clear that it isn’t going to be a quick verdict. Elaine produces some playing cards. She teaches Lizzie cribbage. On Thursday, at lunchtime, they are called into court. But the jury hasn’t come to a finding.


Instead, a young woman in heavy make-up whose glittery nails Lizzie spotted a few days into the three-week trial passes a note to the clerk to give to the judge.


He unfolds it, reads it. He passes it to the defence and prosecution.


‘I don’t think this need bother us too much.’


The jury are dismissed but told not to go all the way back to the jury room. After a short discussion they file back in.


‘DNA and fingerprints don’t go to the issues in this case,’ the judge explains. ‘The defendant doesn’t deny that he was in the room or that he was holding the gun. The issues at this trial are not forensic . . .’


But the jury member who passed the note is having none of that. She purses her lips and shakes her head. Presiding might be the learned His Honour Judge Mark Knapman QC, but she knows better and she isn’t going to be hoodwinked; the forensic evidence is very material to the decision the jury has been struggling with for so long.


Lizzie is scalded by fury. The whole criminal justice system having to be so patient around such stupidity! This three-week trial, its learned QCs with their keen juniors, the laborious laying out of evidence, the meticulous reconstruction of events; all of this in the hands of someone who has watched too much CSI and is completely missing the point.


The judge smooths his hands out across the bench.


‘To help you focus your discussions, and with the agreement of my learned friends, I am going to deliver a reminder of the facts that you have to decide upon.


‘You do not have to decide whether Mr Kennedy fired the gun or that the bullet caused the death of Detective Inspector Kieran Shaw.


‘What you are called on to decide upon is the state of mind of Mr Kennedy when he released the bullet. You must decide what, if anything, Mr Kennedy intended, and what he knew.


‘You should consider the murder and manslaughter charges in order, and the first charge that you should consider is that of murder.


‘To be guilty of murder a person must intend serious harm or to kill. That is, that at the time he performs the act that leads to death, the defendant must mean for serious harm or death to occur. Without this intent a person may kill, but still not commit murder.


‘So, in respect of the murder charge, the questions before you are: are you sure that Mr Kennedy released the trigger on the gun intentionally, and if he did so, was this with the intent of causing serious harm or death?


‘Whether this intent was towards Detective Inspector Shaw or to the man he had seen in the street, Mr Jermaine King, who he believed had murdered his friend, Spencer Cardoso, is irrelevant. If you are sure that Mr Kennedy intended to cause death or serious harm to either man at the time of the shooting, then you must find him guilty of murder.


‘If you cannot be sure that Mr Kennedy had formed this intent, then you must find him not guilty of murder and move on to considering whether he is guilty of manslaughter by unlawful act.


‘Manslaughter is sometimes called a “lesser charge” than murder. That is because the person committing manslaughter does not need to intend to cause serious harm or death to be guilty. The prosecution say that Mr Kennedy knowingly and unlawfully possessed a firearm. If that is the case, there is no defence to the charge of manslaughter.


‘However, the defence say that Mr Kennedy did not know that the weapon in his possession was a real firearm and not an imitation . . .’


Lizzie closes her eyes. The judge’s words swim over her into meaningless sound. She no longer wants to try to make sense of them. This fine slicing of time and intention, as if by a mandoline, seems to have no bearing on what had happened in that flat. Hearing the gunshot in the street and running up that narrow flight of stairs. Kieran on his back in the small room, surrounded by medics and police. His chest soaked in blood. Blood splashed on the broken window.


That boy, Ryan, who sits now so still and so carefully suited in the high dock, standing then in handcuffs by the flat’s boarded-over fireplace, blood on his chest and face.


Suddenly privileged in the police family that created itself in an instant around the wounded officer, she moved towards Kieran. His face was white and sticky, his lips pale. This man, in such pain and extremis, was already not the man she had known.


She said, ‘Love you,’ and he moved his head and looked at her and mustered something that may or may not have been a smile.


‘Don’t be ridiculous.’


That was the last thing he said to her. Don’t be ridiculous. Even with her eyes closed here in this courtroom, she presses her hand to her forehead. Don’t be ridiculous. For goodness’ sake!


No point in trying to make sense of it, the counsellor told her. Kieran’s brain was already dying when he said those words, all possible meanings slipping away from it. Still how many times has she gone over those three words and tried to find the salt of them sweetened by humour, by love too, if onlly by love.


She said, ‘You’re going to be all right,’ and he nodded and turned his face away, too busy with dying to stay with her. She stood back to let the medics work. How she regretted that now. Each second, so precious, and she had given away whole minutes. They lifted him onto the trolley bed and he was carried away from her down those narrow stairs.


The judge finishes talking. Lizzie opens her eyes and takes in the burnished solemnity of the court. The wooden panelling, the precise words, the meticulous arguments and counter-arguments: all this ceremonial makes not a dint on what happened in that flat. She glances at Ryan, who sits almost motionless, mostly staring straight ahead of him.


Connor had been too young to retain any memories of his father.


The jury are getting up, beginning to file out, and her eyes travel over the people who are struggling to make up their minds about something that seems so obvious. A tall guy in a blue drill workwear jacket who has been making notes throughout. Taking his responsibilities seriously. Taking himself seriously, too. A dumpy woman, who wears every day a different patterned dress, all in polyester. How many can she have? A grey-haired man in suit and dark tie. They are a lucky-dip assortment of London to have to rule on these arcane shades of meaning.


She thinks of them going home at the end of each court day. Catching the tube and sitting there, anonymous, with their store of new knowledge. Are they wise enough to know that this violence is something they do not comprehend? To be humble before the fact of it? Kieran lying there with his life leaving him. The CSI know-it-all with the manicured nails glances towards her. Lizzie should look vulnerable, try to arouse her sympathy; there is a lot more going on in this courtroom than the arguments of the lawyers. She turns back to Ryan. He is looking at her too but when she meets his eyes, he looks away.


He was there. He pulled the trigger. He must know he is guilty.


The jury has left and the prosecution barrister, Margaret Williams QC, is putting in a request to the judge – bearing in mind, My Lord, the circumstances of the deceased’s families. The childcare issues. The defence does not object. The judge is sympathetic: the interested parties can go home. Provided they can return within an hour, the court will wait for them to hear the verdict when the jury is ready.


The judge rises. The remaining entourage, pressed up against each other, are forced to dawdle their way out through the narrow doors. The defence barrister is deferential and sympathetic: doing his job but still enough room in his heart for sympathy. As they move down the stone steps the prosecutor – very grand in her gold-heeled court shoes and bright lipstick – smiles at Lizzie. ‘Won’t be long now, either way.’


She has the look of someone who doesn’t want to be detained but Lizzie puts a hand on her arm and pauses her on the stone steps.


‘It’s been a few days. Do you think they’re going to be hung?’


The prosecutor draws Lizzie aside and speaks quietly.


‘They won’t be hung. Not on every count, anyway. Maybe on the big one, but on the manslaughter charge the judge seems to have given fairly unambiguous directions that he’s guilty. He clearly knowingly possessed the firearm.’ She smiles and rows back on her certainty, just in case. ‘But you never can tell.’


‘And if they are hung on the murder charge, then what? A retrial?’


The QC winks conspiratorially. ‘We’re not there yet. Let’s wait for the jury.’


Margaret Williams QC is already walking briskly away, her wig in her right hand. She doesn’t want too much contact with the families. Just that exuberant introduction on the first day, like a galleon under full sail, and then every day afterwards a bright don’t-bother-me-I’m-busy smile. Probably nervous herself. A big job, and a difficult one. High profile. She’ll be wanting the guilty finding.


Outside the court are the usual protestors with their various agendas. Elaine puts her arm round Lizzie’s shoulders and begins to walk her through the blizzard of strongly held opinions. Lizzie takes in the metal crash barriers. The grey slabs of stone. Someone has a noose. A blue flare spills into the air. Hard to tell what point they are making. A group with a big sign: Abolish the Police. A black cab drives past with its taxi sign lit up orange. Margaret Williams flags it down, steps into it discreetly and slips away. A camera flashes in Lizzie’s face. In some way, she senses, this is fun for everyone involved.


A bunfight feels very different when you’re the next of kin. Though, of course, Lizzie isn’t the next of kin. That is Kieran’s wife.


She won’t put herself through this again. If there is to be another trial, she’ll leave them to it.


Friday and through the weekend she is on compassionate leave at home. Her mother stays so the flat is very clean, all the washing done and neatly folded.


Elaine calls her every day. ‘Just checking in.’


After Kieran’s death the Met looked after Lizzie. Found her what the Fed Rep described as a nice little desk job working in the criminal justice unit. Case papers. A disclosure course for when she is ready to resume her career. ‘Get you back into proper policing when the time’s right,’ Detective Chief Superintendent Trask said. Part time and no one ever asking questions if she leaves early. The whip-round that officers organised on social media went towards a large down payment on a flat that includes a spare room for her mum to help out with childcare. And, every month, a trip in the new little blue Volkswagen down to the coast to see Kieran’s widow so that Connor can get to know his sister. Rachel and Lizzie are doing their best. Hard enough for the children, they agree. At least they will have each other.


On Sunday Lizzie and her mum drive Connor out to Whipsnade to see the elephants.


While Connor watches the seals perform, Lizzie’s mother says quietly, ‘I never wanted you to go into that world. It’s not that I don’t think we need the police. But getting caught up with criminals. Look what’s happened to your life.’


And then, in the evening, as they stack the dishwasher while Connor watches Horton Hears a Who! for the thousandth time, she says, ‘You know, it’s not too late for you, Lizzie. You’re still young. And pretty.’


On the Monday afternoon Elaine calls. Still no news.


‘The jury’s hung, aren’t they?’ Lizzie says.


‘No way of knowing, but yeah, they are taking fucking ages.’


Then on Tuesday, at 11 a.m., there is a call to get to court.


The guy in the blue drill jacket is the jury foreman. He stands and speaks the two verdicts clearly.


Not guilty of murder.


Not guilty of manslaughter.


Elaine squeezes Lizzie’s hand tightly. There is a little noise from the gallery, quickly suppressed. Not a cheer but a cry. Lizzie glances to her right and sees Ryan’s mother, Loretta, who is sitting with her head in her hands.


The judge thanks the jury for their service. A date for sentencing on the other matters is set. Reports are requested. Lizzie thinks she might faint.


Margaret Williams is waiting for Rachel Shaw and Lizzie in the family room upstairs. Her wig is in her hand and she is standing crookedly. This is a terrible result for her and Lizzie guesses that she’d love to take her shoes off and slump on one of the sofas. Yates, who has led the investigation for the police, is in the room too, leaning against the wall, his arms folded. He’s normally a quiet self-effacing man, but right now his expression is thunderous.


Rachel says, ‘What just happened? I mean, the judge practically told them to find him guilty on the manslaughter.’


The barrister says, ‘It must be jury nullification.’


‘What?’


Yates says, ‘When a jury finds not guilty even though it’s clear as day the defendant has broken the law.’


‘Why on earth would they do that?’


Yates says, ‘I think we can guess—’


Williams interrupts, ‘No, that’s not right. We can’t guess and we’ll never know. The jury’s deliberations are secret. You can never second-guess a jury.’


Lizzie catches Yates’s eye. It’s clear what he thinks about Williams and how she has conducted the prosecution.


Rachel says, ‘Can we appeal?’


Williams shakes her head impatiently. ‘The law doesn’t allow an appeal against a jury finding.’


Lizzie looks around the room. There’s nothing to say really. It’s plain as day what’s happened: the jury felt sorry for Ryan.


She says, ‘I need to get back to Connor.’


Elaine says quietly, ‘Let’s both pop to the loo, then I’ll drive you home.’


When the toilet door shuts behind Elaine, Lizzie takes the opportunity to slip away down the stairs and out into the street. Elaine is brilliant. Kind. Cynical. A fabulous swearer. Perfect. But Lizzie just can’t be with anyone who will try to form this into words.


Guilty wouldn’t have brought him back. She hadn’t realised how much she wanted it.


Kieran’s widow, Rachel, stands outside the court giving a statement to the press. Amazing that she’s managed to put her response to this into words so quickly. Lizzie feels that she will never be able to vocalise what she feels. Kieran’s girl, Samantha, dressed in a dark woollen coat, stands next to her mother. Lizzie tries to commit to the thought she needs to adopt: we all deal with loss in different ways. She walks briskly away, avoiding the cameras. Her phone rings and she glances at the screen. It is Elaine. She rejects the call. A text follows swiftly.


I’m still in the court. Let me know where you are. I’ll come get you.


Lizzie hails a cab. The childminder will be home, waiting with Connor. Lizzie longs to be there, to hold her son. He won’t want that. He’ll want to go to the park, or to make gingerbread or to get his trains out. But that will still be good.


Her phone is ringing: Elaine again.


‘I’m sorry, Elaine. I’m on my way home . . . No, I’m in a cab. I’m nearly there. Thank you for everything. Yeah, yeah, not to worry. Listen, thank you. Really. You’ve been great. Yeah, I expected it. I did. A lot of doubt thrown . . . Yeah, OK, maybe not the manslaughter. No. We’ll speak later. I gotta go.’


The driver’s eyes are on her in the rear-view mirror. He is a white guy with a big round close-clipped head. As they turn into her street, he says, ‘You’re DC Griffiths.’


‘Sorry, I don’t want to talk about it.’


‘It’s not what you think. I’m ex-job myself.’


‘I’d guessed.’


‘That obvious, is it?’


‘It is, yeah. Sorry.’


‘Well, all I want to say is they’re a bunch of bastards who know nothing and I hope it bites the lot of them in the arse. They’ll get the police service they deserve.’


‘Yeah, thanks.’


He pulls over in front of the flat. She fumbles in her bag for her purse.


‘I won’t be taking your money today. You stay safe out there.’


And then there she is, looking for her house key, alone in the street with the bare fact of it.
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