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			A MATTER FOR THE JURY

			1964 brings fresh challenges to Ben Schroeder, now a member of Chambers headed by Bernard Wesley QC. A courting couple have been attacked on the banks of the River Ouse near Ely. The news of the beating, rape and murder soon become January’s sensational headlines. 

			Schroeder is called to assist the defence but lead QC, Martin Hardcastle, has a reputation that goes before him. As the pressure mounts, talk of alcoholism fills the courtroom with Hardcastle’s repeated absences and seemingly reckless actions risking the support of his team. And when a shock decision is made, it is left to Ben and his colleague, Jess, to deal with the consequences. 

			With the case drawing mass media attention and public opinion turning against capital punishment, Schroeder must once again face the prejudice, scandal and corruption of the brutal courtroom reality and its verdict on the fate of a man’s life.
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			After graduating from Cambridge University Peter Murphy spent a career in the law, as an advocate and teacher, both in England and the United States. His legal work included a number of years in The Hague as defence counsel at the Yugoslavian War Crimes Tribunal. He lives with his wife, Chris, in Cambridgeshire.
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			Critical acclaim for Removal

			‘A brilliant thriller by a striking new talent. Murphy cracks open the US Constitution like a walnut. This is Seven Days in May for the 21st Century’– Clem Chambers, author of the Jim Evans thrillers

			‘Peter Murphy’s debut Removal introduces an exciting talent in the thriller genre. Murphy skilfully builds tension in sharp prose. When murder threatens the security of the most powerful nation in the world, the stakes are high!’ 

			– Leigh Russell, author of the Geraldine Steel mysteries

			Critical acclaim for A Higher Duty

			‘A gripping page-turner. A compelling and disturbing tale of English law courts, lawyers, and their clients, told with the authenticity that only an insider like Murphy can deliver. The best read I’ve come across in a long time’ – David Ambrose

			‘Weighty and impressive’ – Barry Forshaw, Crime Time

			‘An absorbing read’ – Mystery People

			‘A very satisfying read’ – Fiction is Stranger than Fact

			His ‘racy legal thrillers lift the lid on sex and racial prejudice at the bar’ – Hugh Muir, Guardian

			‘If anyone’s looking for the next big courtroom drama… look no further. Murphy is your man’– Paul Magrath, The Incorporated Council of Law Reporting Blog

			‘Peter Murphy’s novel is an excellent read from start to finish and highly recommended’ – Historical Novel Review 

			‘This beautifully written book had me captivated from start to finish’ – Old Dogs and New Tricks
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			Dedication

			This book is dedicated to the memory of the judges, barristers and solicitors who, at such cost to their own lives and well-being, undertook the extraordinary burden of dealing with capital murder cases in this country before the Murder (Abolition of Death Penalty) Act 1965.
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			January 1964

			The Fenstanton lock keeper’s house was the only home Billy Cottage had ever known. The house stood by itself on a small plot of muddy, barren ground, less than a hundred yards from the lock. The lock lay about half a mile from Fenstanton and about a mile from St Ives, as the crow flies – though neither the river nor the walkways along its banks followed a path anything like the crow. Billy’s father, Tommy, had been the Fenstanton lock keeper for more than thirty years. Billy and his sister Eve, two years his junior, had been born in the house to Tommy and his wife, Marjorie, and had never lived even a minute of their lives anywhere else. Tommy had died suddenly, some seven years earlier, followed in a matter of months by Marjorie. No one inquired into the two relatively early deaths, both almost certainly the result of years of heavy drinking, and as no one seemed to object or suggest any alternative, Billy simply took over his father’s role as lock keeper. He was now 28 years of age. 

			The house was a small two-storey stone structure with a grey tiled roof, the exterior walls painted in a rough off-white cement paint. At the rear was a garden, marked off by a low brick wall, in which someone more enterprising than Billy might have grown vegetables, or at least flowers. The ground floor consisted of a living room and kitchen, with a storage area under the stairs. Upstairs were two bedrooms, separated by an airing cupboard. The airing cupboard also housed the geyser, which supplied the house with modest quantities of hot water. The walls of the living room and bedrooms were papered, in green or blue floral patterns; the doors varnished in a dark brown. The wallpaper was faded and torn, the plaster crumbling, and the window panes cracked in places. Billy had no idea how long the house had looked like this, though it was certainly for as long as he could remember. The only improvement made during his lifetime had been made by Tommy, who had converted the outside earth closet at the rear of the house into a water closet, a venture which seemed to exhaust all the energy and money he had to spend on the house. Its exposed position made it vulnerable to the bone-chilling east winds which blew in from the fens in winter. Even in summer it was rarely warm.

			The lock keeper’s work was hard. His main duty was to open and close the gates of the lock, and control the sluices. When a craft arrived, the pilot would summon him by ringing a large school bell affixed to a post by the gate. The pilot would pay the fee, manoeuvre his craft in and out of the lock, and be on his way. That was the easy part. There was no money to pay other workers to cut back the reeds or shovel away the silt, tasks which must be performed diligently for the river to remain navigable. Already, parts of the Great Ouse upstream towards Northamptonshire, where the river rose, were almost impassable; and long stretches towards the Wash, where it ran to sea, were difficult for larger craft. Tommy had taken it upon himself to work the banks for almost a quarter of a mile, upstream and downstream of his lock. The St Ives keeper did the same on the opposite bank and, between them, they kept their section of the river flowing between the infrequent visits of the dredging barges sent by the Great Ouse Catchment Board. 

			Neither Billy nor Eve had received much in the way of education. Billy was too useful to Tommy to be wasted on something with as little practical value as reading and writing, and he was always in trouble for playing truant. He was cutting back reeds by the age of seven. At ten he could help with the removal of silt. At twelve he could operate the lock just as well as Tommy and, in the case of an unpowered barge, he would assist the pilot in guiding his horse along the tow path in and out of the lock. Trade had slowed during the years when Tommy was keeper, and even before. Ever since the coming of the railways, river traffic had been in decline. The Great Ouse had fared better than some waterways, and some commercial traffic still continued. There was a slowly increasing volume of leisure traffic. But few locks had full-time keepers now. It was difficult to eke out a decent living and, within a year or two of taking over, Billy found himself working evenings behind the bar at pubs in St Ives to make some extra cash. 

			Eve kept house and looked after Billy. It had never occurred to her to move away from home. At primary school she had been labelled ‘slow’, based on no particular evidence, by a teacher who found her natural quietness disturbing. It was a label Eve and her family had accepted without critical inquiry as an accident of life. Every day she did the housework, put on a clean dress, and went shopping for the essentials in Fenstanton or St Ives, walking both ways, and carrying her purchases in large cotton shopping bags. She prepared Billy’s supper before he went to St Ives and was in bed by eight.
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			What Billy liked most about working in pubs was that it got him out of the house during the quiet evenings, when the memories returned with a particular vengeance. There was not much to do at home in the evenings. There was an old, temperamental wireless set which picked up signals spasmodically, but the programmes rarely interested him. His reading skills were limited. He could thread his way painstakingly through a simply written book, but he did not often find the patience for it in the dim gas lighting – Tommy had never seen the point in installing electric lights. It was easier for Billy to follow the example he had been set. Whisky was not a cheap commodity. He assumed that the nameless hooch Tommy and Marjorie had drunk every night must have been cheaper. No doubt it was produced locally, but Tommy had never divulged the source. So Billy had to hoard some money away for whisky or, occasionally, persuade a colleague at the pub to turn a blind eye while a bottle vanished from the cellar. But it was during those long evenings at home, with only the silent Eve and his bottle for company, that the memories were at their most potent.

			It was not that sex had ever been much of a mystery to either Billy or Eve. Tommy and Marjorie had sex several times a week after two or three hours of drinking hooch, and never made any secret of it. Often they left the door of their bedroom open. Billy and Eve shared the other bedroom, occupying single beds. There was nowhere else for them to sleep. When the noise woke them up, they would often creep along the short stretch of corridor and peer in through the open door, to see Tommy and Marjorie naked on the bed, the covers thrown back, in the throes, or immediate aftermath, of sexual intercourse. Marjorie’s usual reaction, on seeing the children at the door, was to laugh. Sometimes she would seize Tommy’s penis and wave it in their direction.

			‘Look at that,’ she would say. ‘Daddy’s giving Mummy a right bloody seeing to, isn’t he? Isn’t Mummy a lucky girl?’

			‘Shut up, you silly bitch,’ Tommy would say. But this only made Marjorie laugh even more.

			But the memories that truly disturbed Billy were of what came later. Later, when Marjorie was asleep, Tommy would start the singing. Tommy was a Lincolnshire man and made a show of being proud of it, though he had not returned to his native county once during the thirty-five years before his death. As a Lincolnshire man, more than any other song, he liked the Lincolnshire Poacher. Tommy knew every verse, of course, and as a child Billy could sing each one with him. But now he remembered only the first and the last.

			When I was bound apprentice in famous Lincolnshire,

			Full well I served my master for nigh on seven years,

			Till I took up to poaching, as you shall quickly hear,

			Oh, ’tis my delight on a shiny night in the season of the year.

			Success to every gentleman that lives in Lincolnshire,

			Success to every poacher that wants to sell a hare,

			Bad luck to every gamekeeper that will not sell his deer,

			Oh, ’tis my delight on a shiny night in the season of the year.

			Often Tommy would sing during the day, while operating the lock or shovelling silt. But what Billy and Eve remembered most clearly was when he sang late at night. They would hear him singing softly as he lifted himself quietly out of bed, and during the short walk from his bedroom to theirs. When it started, Billy could never recall. It was a long time ago, that was certain. Eve could not have been more than ten or eleven. But once it started, it happened so often that no one occasion stood out particularly. Tommy would wear a cotton dressing gown, under which he was naked. He would point towards Billy’s bed.

			‘You – turn the other way and go to sleep,’ he would command Billy. ‘Or else.’

			Billy would turn the other way as commanded, but of course, as soon as Tommy’s attention was fully fixed on Eve, his curiosity made him turn back quietly to watch. The pattern never varied very much. First, Tommy would take off his dressing gown. By that time, if Eve had been asleep before, she would be wide awake. And the whole time, the singing, now almost a whisper.

			When I was bound apprentice in famous Lincolnshire,

			Full well I served my master for nigh on seven years,… 

			He would take off Eve’s nightdress and underwear and pull back the covers on her bed.

			‘You are such a special girl. You are Daddy’s little princess.’

			Then he would kiss her, up and down her body, as she lay in place on her back, frozen and motionless.

			‘Daddy’s little princess. Be a good girl for Daddy. You know what Daddy likes, don’t you?’

			Till I took up to poaching as you shall quickly hear,

			Oh, ’tis my delight on a shiny night in the season of the year.

			Then he would take her frozen hand, unclench her fingers, which she held stiff without actively resisting, and place them where he wanted them. She never tried to remove them, but neither did she actively cooperate, so Tommy had to put his hand over hers and move it up and down until he was satisfied. When she was about twelve, he began to vary it sometimes by pulling Eve up off the bed and bringing her head down to his groin. Billy would see him holding her hair and moving her head up and down until his body suddenly went limp, he released her hair, and her body sank back down on to her bed.

			‘You are such a perfect little girl. Daddy’s little princess.’

			Once she was about thirteen, and her breasts had grown nicely, he began to lie down on top of her, just as he did with Marjorie.

			Success to every gentleman that lives in Lincolnshire,

			Success to every poacher that wants to sell a hare… 

			When it came time to return to the marital bed, he would place a finger over her lips.

			‘Remember, princess, this is our secret. No one must ever know. My beautiful little princess.’

			They would hear his footsteps retreat along the corridor outside.

			Bad luck to every gamekeeper that will not sell his deer,

			Oh, ’tis my delight on a shiny night in the season of the year.

			Billy could never remember whether he had ever heard Eve protest or complain. If she ever had, she gave up at an early stage. She never cried, and she appeared to go to sleep soon after Tommy left. Whether his mother ever knew about Daddy giving Eve a right bloody seeing to, Billy never knew. If she did, he never heard her mention it, nor did he detect any change in her behaviour towards his father. Having no other frame of reference, Billy concluded that what he had witnessed must be normal behaviour for men and women. After all, his parents made no secret of it. Marjorie obviously enjoyed what Tommy did, so perhaps Eve did too. When this view took shape in his mind, Billy was seventeen and struggling to deal with his own emerging sexual desires. One night it seemed to him natural enough to approach Eve himself. She did not seem surprised, and cooperated by undressing herself and guiding him inside her.

			‘I like it better with you,’ she told him, as he left her bed to return to his own. ‘You don’t smell of drink.’ It was the only comment she ever made to him about it.

			Billy’s insight into human sexuality was now fully developed.

			* * *

			For some years, Billy had no real opportunity to meet women other than Eve and his mother. By the time his parents died, he and Eve had settled into a comfortable routine. But when he began to see young women in the pubs in St Ives, it seemed obvious that, just like Eve, they would be freely available to him if only he could arrange the right circumstances. Often the young women would be with young men. But Billy had no reason to see that as a drawback. The young woman would surely be available if he wanted her. He watched many of these couples closely, and sometimes followed them along the street when they left the pub. 

			One evening he followed a young couple for about half a mile to the girl’s home. They kissed and cuddled for a few minutes on the doorstep while Billy watched from behind a tree. When the young man left, Billy approached the house and hid in some bushes in the garden to the left of the front door. It was not the first time he had kept watch on a house, but it was the first time he had any real luck. A few minutes later the girl appeared at the window of an upstairs room, no doubt her bedroom. Billy watched, fascinated, as she undressed in the most natural way imaginable, utterly oblivious to his presence. She seated herself, naked, at a dressing table, still clearly visible. By now, Billy had unbuttoned his flies and was touching himself as she began to remove her make-up. He was summoning up his nerve to knock on the door and ask if he could come in. He was so absorbed that he failed to notice the approach of PC Willis. The officer happened on the scene purely by chance in the course of a routine patrol and, in the stillness of the evening, easily spotted the movement in the bushes as he cycled past. As he got closer, he distinctly heard the whispered tones of a verse of the Lincolnshire Poacher, which struck him as odd.

			Having put his hand on Billy’s shoulder, PC Willis thought briefly about what to do. Willis was an old-fashioned copper who believed in dealing with situations as quietly as possible and not getting people into too much trouble if it could be avoided. If Billy had been a teenager, he would have given him a clip around the ear and warned him not to do it again. But at his age, Willis thought with regret, that wouldn’t do. He might move on to something more serious; he needed a bit more of a lesson. So he arrested Billy, charged him with indecent exposure, and kept him in a cell overnight. The next morning he took Billy to the magistrates’ court, where Billy pleaded guilty to the charge and was conditionally discharged for twelve months. Eve did not ask where he had been. Billy told her that he had had a couple of drinks too many at the pub and had spent the night there rather than trying to walk home. 

			After that, Billy became more cautious. He had to make sure to keep out of trouble for the next twelve months. So he abandoned his pursuit if the couple lived close to town, where he might encounter PC Willis again, and he did not lurk outside any more houses. He confined himself to following couples who walked a little way out of town. That was how he first found out about the Rosemary D.
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			The Rosemary D was moored at Holywell Fen, about a mile along the river from the bridge at St Ives. The fen behind the river was remote and treacherous, an expanse of marsh covered by reeds and clumps of rough grass, often cut off by the river mists; and a bend in the river to the north took the mooring behind some trees and away from the distant lights of the town. The Rosemary D had belonged to Ken and Rosemary Douglas, who were still something of a legend in St Ives. They had arrived in the town from London in 1959 with a great deal of money and a great deal of fanfare. They bought and renovated a large town house in the High Street. They also bought the Rosemary D. Rosemary became an active member of the Civic Society. Ken joined the Rotary Club and submitted an application for appointment as a magistrate.

			The Rosemary D was a Dutch houseboat. Her original name was De Grachtprinses. They found her berthed, apparently abandoned, on the Herengracht in Amsterdam. They fell in love with her, renamed her, and had her towed with enormous care to the Wash and up the river to St Ives. She was all of forty feet long, and had two sections – living quarters with a makeshift kitchen and a minute toilet forward, and sleeping quarters aft. Her exterior was painted in bright shades of red and green, with wispy harlequin figures in brown, silver and gold executing macabre dance moves, their arms and legs grotesquely hyper-extended along her sides. A number of hardy plants in large earthenware pots were strategically placed around the deck. Both the town house and the Rosemary D provided settings for extravagant parties, noted for the quantity and quality of food and drink. It was rumoured that more exotic substances were also available. There were whispered stories about scandalous goings on late into the night. 

			Then, in 1962, the bubble burst. One morning in May, the town house was suddenly cleared out, and Ken and Rosemary Douglas left St Ives abruptly, never to be seen again. The police had uncovered the source of their money, and were seeking Ken and Rosemary’s help with their inquiries into a number of serious frauds. With the police and the bailiffs hot on their trail, they made good their escape to a warmer clime, a South American country which had not found it necessary to enter into an extradition treaty with the United Kingdom. Soon afterwards, the bailiffs put padlocks on both the house and the Rosemary D and it was generally assumed that both would be sold to satisfy the creditors. The house was indeed sold but, for whatever reason, whether through an oversight, a lack of energy, or a slow market in houseboats, the Rosemary D remained at her berth at Holywell Fen – deserted, locked, and apparently fated to begin a gradual decline.

			Enter the young courting couples of the surrounding countryside, from St Ives, Fenstanton, Hemingford Grey, Needingworth, Over, and Swavesey, who found the padlocks easy enough to pick, and began to make regular use of the Rosemary D for assignations forbidden to them in their parents’ houses. The Douglases had not had time to clear out the Rosemary D before fleeing the country, so the bed, bedding, chairs, kitchen table, glassware and cutlery remained in place. Word soon spread that an ideal spot for courting had been found and, in a remarkable show of social cooperation, a number of house rules developed and were generally obeyed. A length of rope daubed with red paint was to be left hanging from the door leading to the living quarters to show that they were occupied. No one was to occupy the boat for more than an hour, and at busy periods, forty-five minutes. The boat was to be kept reasonably clean and tidy (one couple regularly took the bedding away and returned it washed and dried) and all items brought on board were to be removed on leaving. The windows were to be closed. The padlocks were to be positioned so as to appear to be locked, but not actually locked. Above all, conversation about the venue was to be kept to a minimum, to reduce the chances of the bailiffs taking a renewed interest.

			Frank Gilliam found out about the Rosemary D from a friend at work. Frank was twenty-three, a management trainee at Lloyds Bank in St Ives, and over lunch one day he heard about her from Molly Smith, one of the tellers. Molly’s boyfriend, Sam, had taken her there several times, she confided. She did not go into great detail, but in hushed tones she confided to Frank that, the last time, something had gone a bit wrong, and she had spent almost two weeks worrying herself to death, and worrying Sam to death until, mercifully, her period arrived exactly on time. Frank was all ears. 

			Frank was a handsome young man – almost six feet tall and fairly slim, with light brown hair and eyes. He had been going out with Jennifer Doyce for about two months. Jennifer was a couple of years younger than Frank, a slight girl of medium height, with black hair and blue-grey eyes. She also lived in St Ives, but was training as a librarian in Huntingdon. Their outings were confined to the weekends, and consisted of visits to cafés, pubs, or the cinema. Jennifer was by no means unwilling, but opportunities for physical intimacy were few and far between. Both Frank and Jennifer still lived at home with their parents and, when he walked her home, it was usually too cold for anything more than a brief kiss and a suggestive fondle. At the cinema, with their coats over their laps, she would use her hand to good effect. But then there was the problem of concealing the inevitable stains from his mother. And Jennifer did not feel comfortable enough in the cinema to let him do anything similar for her.

			Frank was ready for more; and he was prepared. On his last visit to the barber, he had summoned up his courage sufficiently to buy a packet of three condoms. 

			‘Will there be anything else, sir?’ Geoffrey, the barber, inquired as usual, taking his half crown and depositing it in the till.

			Geoffrey had been asking the same question of Frank for at least two years. In theory, he might have been referring to shaving cream or razor blades. But the context always suggested otherwise. The question was asked with a knowing grin, and an upward glance towards the condoms, which were kept on a high shelf, almost invisible unless you knew exactly where to look, to avoid any shock or offence to older customers or mothers bringing in their young sons for their short back and sides. It always made Frank feel horribly awkward. When he replied, ‘No, I’m fine, thank you,’ he would try to give the impression of a man who was already provided for, though he felt sure that Geoffrey saw straight through him. But on this occasion Frank was determined to overcome his self-consciousness.

			‘Yes, actually, a packet of the…’ He allowed the sentence to die, unfinished, in the air.

			‘Of course, sir.’ Geoffrey looked around quickly. There was only one customer waiting, a youngish man immersed in the sports pages of the Daily Mirror. No danger of scandal. He quickly mounted a small stool kept behind the till for the purpose, and swiftly removed one packet, which almost immediately disappeared into an anonymous brown paper bag.

			‘There you go, sir,’ he said quietly. ‘That will be another half crown.’

			‘Good luck, sir,’ he added in a confidential whisper as Frank left. ‘Pop in any time if you need some more.’

			So Frank was all set. All he needed to do now was to tell Jennifer about the Rosemary D.
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			25 January

			They decided to go to the Oliver Cromwell for a drink to settle their nerves, and to warm themselves up a bit, before setting out for their big adventure. They arrived at 9.45. The Oliver Cromwell was a basic locals’ pub in Wellington Street, a stone’s throw from the historic Quay and the ancient bridge which spans the Great Ouse at St Ives. It was an overwhelmingly male establishment. Few women drank there – perhaps the occasional widow sitting on her own in a corner of the snug – it was very different from the new, more glitzy town-centre pubs where women, even women on their own, were no longer so unusual. Jennifer turned one or two heads when they entered. But they did not much care about that. They needed a drink, and the Oliver Cromwell was convenient. It would be a short walk to the end of Wellington Street, then a right turn on to Priory Road, leading, through a metal turnstile gate, to the seemingly endless expanse of meadow which formed the bank of the river until you reached the fen.

			The decision to pay a visit to the Rosemary D that Saturday night had been taken. Both knew what it meant, and both knew there would be no turning back. Separately, they had taken advice in advance of the occasion. Frank’s elder brother Jim, who was independent and living in a flat of his own, showed him how to prepare and put on a condom. Jennifer’s elder sister, Marion, who was married, warned her not to expect too much of the first time, and gave her tips on reviving him for the second session which, she assured Jennifer, would be far better. Jennifer did not tell Marion about the Rosemary D. It was not exactly the setting she had imagined for her first time. But things were as they were; she genuinely liked Frank; and a comfortable boat on the river seemed romantic enough. She put on her smartest blouse and skirt, and a new warm cardigan against the cold and, as always, she wore around her neck the large gold cross and chain her grandmother had given her when she was confirmed.

			Frank went to the bar and ordered a pint and a half of bitter. Billy Cottage served him and then watched as they sat together at a table by the fireplace, holding hands, but talking very little.

			The landlord called for last orders at 10.30. They took a few minutes to finish their drinks. Frank checked his pocket for the condoms for the fiftieth time that evening. They put on their coats and hats and left the pub. The night was bitterly cold, but they had anticipated this, and had warm coats, scarves and gloves. There was no question of undressing very much on the boat – it would be far too cold. That was a drawback. But on the other hand, the coldness of the night was likely to discourage potential rivals for the boat from venturing out. Indeed, they had every expectation of being the only visitors. They might be able to stay for longer than an hour, if the cold was not too much for them. They walked briskly towards the meadow. Billy Cottage left the Oliver Cromwell almost immediately and followed, keeping a safe distance behind.

			At the end of Priory Road Mavis Brown was preparing to lock up the corner shop for the night. The shop faced into town down Wellington Street. Mavis was just nineteen, and the shop belonged to her widowed father. She lived with him in the flat upstairs and worked alongside him in the shop. They sold newspapers, magazines, sweets, cigarettes and tobacco and a small selection of groceries and household items. The shop was not officially open at that late hour on a Saturday. Mavis had been doing some stock-taking over the weekend and had worked later than she had intended. But she saw Frank and Jennifer peering in through the lighted window and, being a kind and helpful girl, she took the trouble to open up long enough to sell them two packets of Woodbines. Billy Cottage paused until they emerged from the shop and continued walking. Mavis was just about to switch the lights off and go upstairs when Billy passed the shop. She did not know him, but she was at the large shop window and could not help seeing him. There was a street light on the corner. She had a clear view. She noticed that, despite the cold, he had his raincoat open. He was wearing a dark jacket and a red and white checked shirt. He had a dark woollen hat on his head. His heavy brown shoes looked as though they had not been cleaned for a long time. She even heard him singing in a cheerful tone.

			When I was bound apprentice in famous Lincolnshire,

			Full well I served my master for nigh on seven years…

			Mavis probably wouldn’t have paid much attention to that, except that she was sure she had heard the same song just the other day. There had been a folk music concert on the radio just before bedtime. She had listened to it with her father over their cups of cocoa. A singer called Steve Benbow had performed that same song. Billy walked on. As she switched off the lights Mavis glanced at the clock on the wall at the back of the shop. The time was 10.45.
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			27 January

			At 8.30 on Monday morning it was still barely light. The morning was grey and cheerless and the day seemed destined to be every bit as cold as the five that had preceded it. But it would have taken more than a little cold weather to keep Archie Knights and Bouncer at home. Archie had retired from the former Suffolk Regiment with the rank of major three years before, and getting up early was a habit he had been unable to shake off. He had been awake since 5.30, although on this morning he had allowed himself the indulgence of a cup of tea and an attempt, only partially successful, on the Times crossword before calling his golden retriever for their daily walk. Archie pulled on his wellingtons, and man and dog set out for the river bank at a brisk pace.

			Archie passed the Rosemary D during his walk two or three times a week. He had met Ken and Rosemary Douglas socially once or twice, and he had heard the rumours about the parties on the boat. But that was history now, and when the police started to take an interest in them his wife had instructed him to disapprove of the Douglases and their parties. Usually, he gave the Rosemary D no more than a passing glance, wondering vaguely when someone would either come and occupy her or tow her away before she started to deteriorate. But on this morning he stopped abruptly alongside. This was partly because he noticed that the door leading down to the quarters was not firmly closed as usual, but was ajar; and partly because Bouncer had stopped and was making an unfamiliar soft whining noise. After hesitating for some time, Archie made his way carefully on to the small, muddy wooden dock. He approached the boat, put one foot up on the deck and called out.

			‘Hello. Anyone aboard?’

			There was no reply. Bouncer was still whining and was straining at the leash, trying to turn Archie around, as if he wanted to leave.

			‘It’s all right, boy,’ Archie reassured him. ‘Someone probably left it unlocked by mistake.’

			He tried to peer through the opening, but it was too narrow, and he could see no light inside. The window curtains were closed.

			‘Come on, Bouncer, we’ll just take a quick look.’

			He stepped fully on to the deck, pulling the unwilling Bouncer behind him, and gingerly approached the door. He knocked.

			‘Anyone home?’ he called again. ‘Can I come in?’

			No reply. He pushed the door open. There was just enough light for him to see. There was no one in the living quarters, and everything seemed in order, except for a single chair overturned on his left. But there was a smell hanging in the air. He closed his eyes. It was a smell which brought to mind his days in combat as a captain in North Africa and Italy. There was no mistaking it. Dreading what he now knew he was going to find, he trod quietly towards the sleeping quarters. The door was open. One look, even in the dim light, was enough. He turned and ran hell for leather for the door, for fresh air and daylight. The horror of what he had seen did not hit him fully until he had jumped back from the dock on to the river bank. He turned slowly back to look at the boat, one hand over his mouth, breathing heavily. He felt sick.

			‘Oh, my dear God,’ he muttered. Bouncer had sat down on the grass, his head against Archie’s leg, quiet now. Archie breathed deeply several times to ward off the nausea. There was no time for that. He forced himself to concentrate and pulled sharply on the leash.

			‘Come on, boy,’ he said. ‘We have to go and find Constable Willis.’

			* * *

			In Sergeant Livermore’s absence on leave, PC Willis was the ranking officer at St Ives police station. Only PC Hawthorne, who had been with the force less than three months, was available to assist him. As he ordered Hawthorne to summon up the one river boat the force had at its disposal, Willis had the uncomfortable sensation of leaving the citizens of St Ives at the mercy of whatever burglars and other assorted malefactors might be disposed to ply their trade early on a Monday morning, with the police station temporarily unattended except for Sylvia, the civilian receptionist. 

			But there was nothing to be done about it. What Archie Knights had told him needed immediate attention, and once he was sure of what he was dealing with, Sylvia was going to have to call Huntingdon and Cambridge and get CID officers involved. Meanwhile, he and Hawthorne would have to cordon off and secure the scene and make preliminary notes. There would be hell to pay if everything was not in order when CID arrived, and Willis had no intention of allowing that to happen. The river boat was kept at Bert’s boatyard, just out of town to the east. The force had no specialist marine officer and, if Bert was out, any investigation had to wait until he returned. Fortunately, on this occasion Bert was in the office and answered the phone as soon as it rang. Within a few minutes he had collected the officers and conveyed them to Holywell Fen at full throttle. On approach, he throttled back and expertly pulled up alongside the Rosemary D. As soon as Bert had tied off the lines to secure the boat in place, Willis and Hawthorne clambered aboard.

			The scene was too much for young PC Hawthorne. He turned and ran back through the living quarters to the side of the boat, where he vomited violently over the side. Willis felt queasy himself, but he put a handkerchief over his mouth, and slowly, with infinite care, made his way around to his right until he was able to pull open the nearest window curtain. He would gladly have opened a window to let in some fresh air, but his training prevailed. CID would call that contaminating the scene. With the benefit of daylight he saw the details of the scene clearly for the first time. There were two victims, one male, one female. The male was straight ahead of him on the floor, to the right of the bed. He appeared to have several serious head wounds, which must have been inflicted, Willis thought, with great force and using a heavy object. There was a lot of blood all over his clothes and on the floor. The female was lying on the bed. She also appeared to have head wounds. Her skirt had been pushed up; her knickers were around her ankles. Her genitals were fully exposed. Willis shook his head. He was about to look around for a murder weapon, when he looked again at the girl’s face. He bent down and seized her wrist, feeling for a pulse, watching her face carefully. Then he dropped her wrist, turned and ran the full length of the Rosemary D, shouting Hawthorne’s name loudly as he ran. Once on deck, he tore Hawthorne away from the side, as he was still wiping his mouth. 

			‘Do that later,’ he shouted. ‘The girl’s alive. Barely, but she’s breathing. Bert, get the river ambulance here. Now, for God’s sake!’
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			28 January

			Ben Schroeder was one of the two newest members of the Chambers of Bernard Wesley QC. The set occupied two floors of 2 Wessex Buildings, under the shadow of the magnificent arch at the bottom of Middle Temple Lane which leads the visitor out of the extraordinary quiet of the Temple into the incessant growl of the traffic on Victoria Embankment. The barrister’s rooms in Chambers looked out over Middle Temple Gardens and provided a peaceful haven in which to work, one which the noise of the traffic failed to disturb. The names of the members of Chambers, in order of seniority, were hand-painted in black by the Temple signwriter on the white panels at the side of the doorway at street level and on the main door of Chambers itself, two floors above. One last name appeared at the end of the list in italics and it was in some ways the most important of all. It was the name of the clerk, Merlin Walters. The barristers’ clerk was the Bar’s version of the theatrical agent, and his work was absolutely vital to the success of each member of Chambers, however able that member might be. By a long-standing rule of the profession, barristers did not form firms or partnerships. Each barrister was a sole practitioner. In return for a fee of one tenth of each barrister’s earnings, the clerk managed that barrister’s career; assessing his strengths and weaknesses, recommending the kind of legal work most suited to his talents; negotiating fees with the solicitors who instructed the barrister; and receiving the fees on his behalf; all the while doing all he could to attract new solicitors. And now, also, on her behalf; the second new member of Chambers was Harriet Fisk, whose very presence was the harbinger of a coming revolution in the most traditional of professions.

			As the two newest members, Ben and Harriet shared a room. When one had a conference with a solicitor, the other would retire to another room or walk the few yards up Middle Temple Lane to the library. The room was tastefully decorated. Without in any way insisting, Harriet had gradually taken responsibility for the decoration. They had already shared a room together for a year as pupils, and he had long been aware of her flair for bringing a room to life. Now that they were going to share on a longer-term basis, Ben had gladly stood back and allowed her good taste to transform the drab interior they had inherited from Peter Elliot and Roger Horan. The result was not the usual barrister’s room, full of hunting scenes, Punch or Dornier prints, and antique but seriously battered desks. Instead, the walls, painted in a light shade of green, boasted three original landscapes and an elegant gold-framed mirror. The chairs and the single sofa were upholstered in a soft fabric, a soft green one or two shades darker than the walls. The several small tables were mahogany and contemporary, and the room was richly carpeted in a light brown. The desks, which stood in the two corners of the room, diagonally opposite each other, were a rich deep walnut with brass fittings and dark green leather inlaid tops. Today it was Ben who had the conference and Harriet who had taken her papers to the library. Conferences were still a new experience for him. The Bar was the senior branch of the profession, and etiquette demanded that the solicitor, however senior, bring his client to the Chambers of the barrister, however junior, for conferences. As a very junior member of the Bar, Ben had not yet ceased to be self-conscious about this presumption. 

			Bernard Wesley’s set was a small one, and thought of itself as an élite group of skilled advocates. Wesley himself, the only QC in Chambers and an intense and introverted man out of court, specialised in complicated commercial work, but also appeared frequently in high-profile divorce cases. Gareth Morgan-Davies, with whom Ben had served his pupillage, a Welshman with a passion for rugby and opera, had a variety of heavy work, both civil and criminal, and was generally believed to be on the verge of taking Silk. Harriet’s pupil-master, Aubrey Smith-Gurney, whose amiable demeanour masked an exceptionally keen legal mind, preferred life out of London at his home in Sussex whenever a busy civil practice permitted, which was increasingly infrequently. Kenneth Gaskell and Anthony Norris were somewhat less senior but were building considerable reputations in divorce and criminal law respectively; though Norris’s abrasive brilliance in court was matched by a marked tendency to alienate people, including members of his own Chambers, because of an almost contemptuous brusqueness, and often downright rudeness. Peter Elliot and Roger Horan had joined Chambers within the last three years and were still beginning to build their practices. Ben had no reservations about his own ability, and no fears about competing within this talented set. No inner demon questioned his skill as an advocate. He had every confidence in his future success.

			But a different demon whispered to him about his background. He was the son of a family of Jewish traders. The family had emigrated from Austria, settling in Whitechapel three generations previously, and had built a successful business selling furs and expensive clothing in the Commercial Road. Ben was the product of a grammar school and then London University, which in almost any walk of life was an enviable start. But the Bar was the last refuge of a vanished professional age. No one had ever said to his face that his background was an obstacle to success at the Bar. Indeed, there were many, especially his pupil-master, Gareth Morgan-Davies, who had assured him that in a rapidly changing profession it was irrelevant. Indeed, both his and Harriet’s presence in Chambers seemed to confirm that the legal landscape was rapidly changing. But Ben’s mind was not yet at ease. All the men senior to him in Chambers had come to the Bar by way of public school and Oxford or Cambridge. Outside Chambers they were all members of the same select London Gentleman’s club, which would never accept Harriet as a member and would not accept Ben without a demeaning campaign of lobbying on his behalf by Bernard Wesley – something Ben had not sought and would never seek. There was no overt obstacle to his advancement in his profession; but he felt that there was an unseen barrier, that in its innermost essence, the Bar remained a close professional caste immune to change, a caste which would allow him to advance so far, but no farther; a caste which jealously guarded an inner sanctum to which he would never be admitted, however great his ability and however distinguished his achievements. The demon came to whisper to him, not only at night, but also in Chambers and in court, even after a victory, and was not easily deflected.

			He was a handsome young man, now twenty-six years of age, and he did not wear his concerns on his sleeve. He had a ready smile, a cheerful disposition, and an assured, decisive manner when delivering his legal advice. A solicitor coming to Chambers would never have guessed that he harboured any self-doubt at all. He was just short of six feet in height with a thin build, not exactly athletic, but quick and graceful in movement. His hair was solidly black. His eyes were a deep brown, seemingly set rather deep in his face because of strikingly prominent cheek bones, and when he fixed a witness with those eyes during cross-examination it added another layer of disconcerting intensity. His jaw was narrow, and made his chin look almost pointed when viewed from certain angles. If his face had a weakness at all, it was that it cried out for a very thin, neatly groomed moustache and beard, but it would be many years before he had the confidence to add that adornment – it would have been a step too far in the conservative legal world he had so recently entered. His clothes reflected his need to conform. With his family connections, he had his choice of the finest Jewish tailors in the East End, an asset of which he had taken full advantage. His three-piece suits were immaculately made to measure in dark grey with the lightest of white pinstripes. He wore a thin gold pocket watch, attached to a thin gold chain threaded through the middle buttonhole of his waistcoat. His shirts, also made to measure, were of the highest quality cotton. His ties were silk, restrained darker reds and blues in colour, but at the same time they engaged the eye. He had learned from Gareth Morgan-Davies always to wear a fluted white handkerchief in the top pocket of his jacket.

			Ben stood by a window, looking out over the Middle Temple gardens. He glanced at his pocket watch. Almost time.
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			Merlin knocked on the door, and stepped quietly into the room.

			‘Your conference is here, Mr Schroeder, if you’re ready, sir.’

			‘Quite ready, Merlin,’ Ben Schroeder replied. ‘Please show them in.’

			Merlin had kept him busy with small criminal cases in the magistrates’ courts and small civil disputes in the county courts. Ben’s personal preference was for criminal cases, and Merlin believed that was where his strength lay, but as the most junior tenant he gratefully accepted whatever work came his way and did his best to cultivate the solicitors who entrusted him with it, almost all regular clients of Chambers whom Merlin had courted painstakingly over many years.

			Barratt Davis was one of the regulars. He was one of two partners in the firm of Bourne & Davis, whose offices were in Essex Street, just outside the Middle Temple. It was a short walk for him to Chambers through the little gate into the Inn of Court, past the famous fountain and the Inn’s historic dining hall, and down Middle Temple Lane. Davis was a tall, vigorous man in his late forties, with a large shock of thick brown hair, which his comb could never quite control, running fiercely from his neck to his brow, where it rose abruptly in a wave. As a solicitor with offices just outside the Temple he made himself wear dark grey suits in deference to the conventional professional taste, but as a gesture of defiance he also wore brightly coloured shirts and ties, today yellow, with a matching handkerchief in the top pocket of his jacket. Following close on his heels into Ben’s room was a young woman in her mid-twenties, dressed in a black jacket and knee-length skirt, a white blouse and low-heeled black shoes. Her dark brown hair was swept back and held in place by a silver pin, and she wore a thin silver chain around her neck.

			‘Good afternoon, Mr Schroeder,’ Barratt Davis said, seizing Ben’s hand in a vice-like grip. ‘I’m not sure you’ve met my new assistant, Jess Farrar? She’s only just come on board. She will be working with you on this case.’

			Ben smiled at Jess. 

			‘No, we haven’t met before.’ 

			He gratefully extricated his hand from Davis’s grip and offered it to Jess. She took it warmly but, to his relief, far more gently.

			‘I’m glad to meet you,’ she said.

			Two other men had entered Ben’s room and were standing uncertainly by the door. Barratt Davis walked back to the door and ushered the older of the two forward. He was wearing a brown tweed suit over a light blue shirt, and a brown bow tie with white dots, and looked rather out of place in the formal atmosphere of counsel’s Chambers.

			‘Mr Schroeder, may I introduce a professional colleague, Mr John Singer, a solicitor from St Ives in Huntingdonshire? We have collaborated on a number of matters in the past, and I think I am right in saying that members of his family have been solicitors in the town for almost a hundred years.’

			‘Indeed so,’ John Singer smiled. Ben shook his hand.

			‘And this is Mr Singer’s client,’ Davis continued, beckoning to the second man to leave the safety of the door and venture into the room. He was dressed in a dark grey jacket, with a black shirt and a white clerical collar. ‘The Reverend Ignatius Little, Vicar of St Martin’s Church in St Ives.’

			‘My firm represents the Diocese of Ely in various church matters, Mr Schroeder,’ Singer added. ‘The diocesan office consulted us about Mr Little. We advise the Diocese in a wide range of legal matters. But we have no experience of… ,’ he hesitated, ‘of… representing a defendant in this kind of case. So we sought the advice of Mr Davis, as we have in the past.’

			‘Please sit down,’ Ben said. He ushered them all into the chairs that formed a semi-circle in front of his desk. ‘Did the clerks offer you some tea?’

			‘Yes, but we are all right, thank you,’ Davis said. He turned to the Reverend Ignatius Little. ‘Mr Little, you can have every confidence in Mr Schroeder. Bourne & Davis instructs him regularly.’ He smiled at Ben. ‘In fact, we instructed him in his very first case, which was something of a triumph.’

			Ben returned the smile across the desk, but hesitantly, remembering that his first case had been a relatively recent experience.

			‘Mr Schroeder represented a client of ours, a police sergeant from Essex. He was charged with an offence which could have ended his career.’

			Going through a red light on his motor cycle, Ben recalled silently. Not a particularly grave matter in itself, but Sergeant James Mulcahy was the officer responsible for training police motor cyclists in Essex, and in his case a conviction would have been catastrophic.

			‘Mr Schroeder had the charge thrown out after cross-examining the officer who stopped our client.’

			In Hackney, at the junction of Dalston Lane and Kingsland Road, Ben reminded himself. And it was the magistrate, Horatio Templeton, who had the charge thrown out. All I did was exploit the officer’s ill-advised insistence that he had seen no less than four vehicles cross a red light at exactly the same time, even though there were only two lanes of traffic at the junction. Sergeant Mulcahy did not believe that was possible. Neither did I. Neither, mercifully, did Horatio Templeton. Result: reasonable doubt. One career saved, one getting off to a decent start. 

			If the Reverend Ignatius Little was impressed by Davis’s complimentary introduction of his defence barrister, he did not show it. Davis had opened a brown file folder which he had removed from his briefcase. He stared at the papers inside the file for some time before continuing.

			‘Mr Schroeder, the Reverend Little was arrested last Thursday morning in St Ives and charged with indecent assault on a male under the age of sixteen, to wit, ten years of age. He was granted bail by the magistrates yesterday. He will elect to go before a judge and jury at quarter sessions, of course. No question of letting the magistrates loose on this. Far too much at stake, goes without saying. We have a date for committal proceedings on the 13th February. It seems a long time to wait for a committal out in the country, but the police told the magistrates that they want to make further inquiries.’

			Ben raised his eyebrows.

			‘They want to find out whether there have been other complaints against Mr Little,’ John Singer explained. ‘Mr Little has been suspended from his living pending the outcome of the case. That’s standard practice in any such circumstances. That’s how I became involved. The Diocese always consults us before taking a step such as suspending a priest. But of course, that came to the notice of the police. They have been asking questions of the Diocese. Where has he served in the Diocese before? Why did he move? Has he served in any other diocese? Have there been any complaints against him? Has he ever been suspended before? The Diocese tells me there is nothing known against Mr Little at all. He has been a popular vicar. His parishioners like him, and there has been no hint of scandal or trouble of any kind.’

			Davis nodded. ‘We will make sure witnesses are available from the Diocese to give evidence about all that,’ he said. ‘But that won’t stop the police digging as deep as they can. I have advised Mr Little that he must be as frank as possible with us. If there is anything, anything at all, which reflects badly on him in any way, he must tell us about it.’

			Ben looked across at the Reverend Ignatius Little. He was sitting dejectedly, his head bowed, his hands in his lap. He had not said a word. Ben had read a short written proof of the evidence Little would give about the allegation, prepared, he imagined, by Jess Farrar. He understood the allegation and Little’s response to it. But it was important to get Little to talk about it himself, out loud. He had not yet recovered from the trauma of being arrested. He was still in shock. He had the air of a man who preferred to believe that this was not happening, that he would soon wake up to find that it was all a terrible dream, that it was time for him to stroll from the vicarage to his church for matins, as usual. But usual was a thing of the past now. The sooner that illusion went away, the better. It was time to wake up and deal with reality. 

			‘Tell me something about yourself, Mr Little. I see you are thirty-four years of age. How long have you been Vicar of St Martin’s?’ he asked quietly.

			Little raised his head to look at Ben for the first time. ‘For just over a year,’ he replied. ‘It’s my first living.’

			‘And before that?’

			‘I was curate at St Anthony’s, Great Shelford, for almost three years. I was ordained priest in 1959. Before that, I was at Cambridge. I read Classics at Selwyn, and then went on to Ridley Hall to train for the ministry.’

			‘You will have to forgive me,’ Ben smiled. ‘I’m from a rather different religious tradition.’ For the first time, Little ventured a weak smile in return. ‘So I’m not familiar with what goes on in the Church of England. But I am quite sure that at some point, when you are selected as a candidate for the ministry, they make some kind of inquiry into your character.’

			‘I can answer that,’ John Singer said. ‘The Diocese makes a thorough inquiry in all cases. Not just police records, though they do look at those, of course. But inquiries are made of family, friends, neighbours, school, college. We consult with the Diocese in that process if anything comes up that may need to be investigated further. Nothing came up in Mr Little’s case to raise any concern at all.’

			‘They give you a thorough grilling, I can assure you,’ Little added. ‘In my case I was grilled by the Archdeacon personally. Did I drink? Did I gamble? Would I be on the lookout for rich old ladies to fleece? It was like the Inquisition, I don’t mind telling you.’

			Ben smiled.

			‘Well, let’s not worry about rich old ladies. What about younger ladies, whether rich or otherwise? Did the Archdeacon ask you about that?’

			‘Mr Little is engaged to be married,’ John Singer said, in a tone which suggested that that fact was enough to make any further inquiry unnecessary.

			Ben nodded. ‘So I understand. My question to Mr Little was whether the Archdeacon had asked him about his interest in women. Given the circumstances in which we are all here, it is a subject we can hardly avoid.’

			‘He did,’ Little replied. ‘He asked me whether I had a normal sexual interest in women. I answered in the affirmative, of course.’

			‘Of course,’ Ben repeated. ‘You must forgive me, Mr Little, but you are going to be asked questions about this in court, and we have to be prepared for them. So let me ask you this as plainly as I can. Do you have any sexual interest in men or, more importantly, in ten-year-old boys?’

			Singer sat upright in his chair, and appeared to be on the verge of renewing his protest. But Barratt Davis placed a hand on his arm and shook his head.

			Little went red and bit his lip.

			‘No,’ he replied firmly, though not immediately.

			‘The jury will want to see a more confident reaction to that question, when I ask you in court,’ Ben said.

			Little shifted uneasily in his chair.

			‘If there is anything you want to add,’ Ben said, ‘this is the time to do it.’

			‘Well…’

			There was a silence.

			‘Perhaps if I stepped outside for a moment?’ Jess Farrar asked quietly.

			‘No. Thank you,’ Ben replied. ‘There will be both men and women in court when I ask Mr Little these questions. We may have a woman on the jury. Please understand, Mr Little, that whatever you say today is protected by legal privilege. No one can ever repeat it. But once we are in court, everything you say will be a matter of public record. So I have to know what you will say, if asked, before we go to court.’

			Little nodded. He considered for some moments.

			‘I went to a minor public school’, he replied. ‘Boys only, of course. Like all boys, I went through a phase of having a crush on other boys when I was twelve or thirteen. We would see each other undressed after gym or football, of course, and everyone went through a phase of being attracted to another boy. But nothing came of it. At my school, it wasn’t like other public schools where they turn a blind eye to that kind of thing. So I’m told. It isn’t a religious institution, but the school has a history of boys going on to the Anglican priesthood. They would never have tolerated any… misconduct. The phase ended, and that was that.’

			‘Thank you,’ Ben said. ‘I know that couldn’t have been easy for you. But it is important that I know.’

			He looked down at Little’s proof of evidence.

			‘Tell me about your fiancée, Joan Heppenstall.’

			Little slumped back down in his chair. ‘Ex-fiancée now, no doubt,’ he said sadly. ‘I haven’t seen her since I was arrested. I understand she has gone back to Yorkshire to stay with her parents.’

			‘Her family live in York,’ Davis said. ‘She’s a primary school teacher, and has been teaching at the school in St Ives, but they haven’t seen her since the weekend. She didn’t report for work on Monday morning. We will speak to her, of course, and take a proof of evidence. I’m sure she is in a state of shock at the moment, but she is bound to calm down and think about what she’s doing eventually. I can’t think of any reason why she wouldn’t give evidence for Mr Little. Can you, Mr Singer?’

			‘No,’ Singer agreed. ‘She seems a very pleasant young lady. She’s very well thought of at the primary school.’

			‘It might be a good idea to let Miss Farrar talk to her,’ Ben suggested. ‘She might open up more to a woman.’ 

			Davis glanced over at Jess, who nodded brightly.

			‘Point taken. We will try to get that done next week,’ he replied. 

			‘What about the boy who is making this allegation against you?’ Ben asked. ‘Raymond Stone. What can you tell me about him?’

			‘I don’t know why he would say these things about me, Mr Schroeder,’ Little replied. ‘His family are loyal members of the St Martin’s congregation. His parents and grandparents are very active.’

			‘I understand from your proof of evidence that he is a choir boy, and that he also helps you prepare for services?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘He says that this incident occurred when the two of you were alone in the vestry after choir practice.’

			‘Choir practice always takes place on Wednesday evenings in the church,’ Little replied. ‘It ends a little after 8, no later than 8.30, even if we are preparing for a special occasion, such as Easter. There is no reason for the members of the choir to remain behind once practice is over. But one of the boys may volunteer to give me a hand in the vestry for a few minutes afterwards, laying out my vestments for Sunday, fetching the communion wine, putting the numbers of the hymns and psalms into the wooden holders, that kind of thing. But that would never take more than about ten to fifteen minutes at most.’

			‘Would anyone else still have been at the church by that time?’

			‘Possibly John Sharples. He is the organist and choir master. John sometimes stays for a while, getting his music organised for the Sunday services. But he would be in the church. He would have no reason to come into the vestry.’

			Ben looked up briefly, across his room, and out into the distance, out across the Victoria Embankment, and down to the southwest corner of the Middle Temple Gardens, which lay below his windows.

			‘Well, we won’t know in detail what Raymond is going to say before the committal proceedings,’ Ben said. ‘But the police have given Mr Davis what they say is an outline of the allegation. According to the police, Raymond will say that you unzipped your trousers, took out your penis, and invited him to touch it. He also says that you grabbed his penis through his clothes and fondled it. What do you say about that?’

			‘It’s a pack of lies,’ John Singer insisted. ‘Mr Little would not do such a thing. In any case, why would he do it in the vestry when anyone could walk in, and why would he do it with a boy whose parents are parishioners?’

			‘Again, Mr Singer, my question was directed to Mr Little. I must ask you to let him answer for himself.’

			‘It is not true,’ Little said, again firmly, but not immediately.

			Ben nodded.

			‘I am sure Mr Davis has already explained this to you, Mr Little. This is a criminal case. The prosecution has the burden of proof. You don’t have to prove your innocence. You don’t have to prove anything at all. You don’t even have to give evidence at trial unless you want to. Unless the prosecution proves your guilt beyond reasonable doubt, the jury must return a verdict of not guilty.’ He paused. ‘But as a matter of practical reality, a jury is bound to wonder why a ten-year-old boy would make up a story like this if it isn’t true? I would like to be in a position to answer that question for them if possible. Can you shed any light on it?’

			‘I’ve been asking myself that question ever since I was arrested,’ Little replied. ‘The only thing I can think of is that I wouldn’t give him a reference for the King’s School. To be honest, and I know this is going to sound strange, I don’t even know much about that situation. I know you want me to answer for myself, Mr Schroeder, but Mr Singer actually knows more about it than I do.’

			Ben looked inquiringly at Singer.

			‘You may know, Mr Schroeder,’ he said, ‘that cathedral choir schools can offer great opportunities for any boy with a gift for singing. The King’s School at Ely is as good as any in the country. A boy who has been a chorister can go on from King’s to a choral scholarship at one of the Cambridge colleges. If the boy also studies music and learns the organ, he may go up as an organ scholar. In addition to music, the boys receive a first-rate general education, so in any case their chances of going to the university are quite good. But there are very few places available for choristers, only eighteen to twenty-two at any given time, and they are greatly sought after. Naturally, to some extent, the school relies on local schools and choir masters to identify boys who may have the necessary talent.’

			‘And Raymond had ambitions to go to the King’s School?’

			‘He had ambitions and, more importantly, his parents had ambitions,’ Singer replied. ‘Ironically, this was all going on long before Mr Little was appointed vicar. Boys are choristers between the ages of eight and thirteen, and by ten it would usually be a bit late to join, though in the case of a boy with exceptional talent, it is not unknown for the school to accept him at that age.’

			‘Had Raymond applied?’ Ben asked.

			‘Yes, I understand so,’ Singer replied. ‘That’s something we would have to check with the school.’

			Ben glanced at Barratt Davis, who nodded and made a note.

			‘But it was no secret in St Ives that the Stone family thought Raymond had the talent, or that they wanted him to be a chorister at King’s.’

			‘But…?’ Ben asked.

			‘John Sharples didn’t think he was good enough,’ Little replied. ‘He had said so before, when Raymond was about eight. That was when my predecessor, Alec Whittle, was the incumbent. Mr and Mrs Stone had pestered him about it, and they came to see me just after I arrived. They said that, even if John didn’t think Raymond was good enough, the school would at least audition him if they had a recommendation from his vicar. Alec Whittle didn’t want to do it in the face of John’s advice. Neither did I, and that’s what I told them. I’m not a musician, and I am no judge of such matters. To be honest, I didn’t think anything of it, really. I had enough to do – settling into my first living, getting used to dealing with the Parish Council, taking on my legal responsibilities, worrying about how to pay for repairs to the church building, being responsible for planning all the services, running counselling sessions for couples intending to be married, running the youth club. I have no curate to help me. Whether Raymond Stone could sing or not was the least of my worries. I didn’t pay much attention to him. Now, I wish I had. But at the time, it didn’t seem very important. Obviously, it must have caused resentment. It may be that I took away Raymond’s last chance of going to King’s.’

			‘If so,’ Ben replied, ‘I would have thought Raymond had more cause to be angry with John Sharples than with you.’

			No one responded to this observation. Ben nodded.

			‘Well, there it is. Mr Davis will make further inquiries at King’s and with your fiancée. That’s all we can do until the committal proceedings.’

			He looked at Singer.

			‘I think we should try to ask the magistrates to commit to Quarter Sessions well away from St Ives. There is bound to be a lot of local feeling. I’m not sure we could find an impartial jury. Where would it usually go?’

			‘Huntingdon, where, I’m afraid, Mr Little will be the talk of the town until the case is over,’ Singer agreed ruefully. ‘Small country town – they love to gossip, and there’s nothing you can do about it.’

			‘I quite agree, Mr Schroeder,’ Davis replied. ‘Cambridge would probably be best. It’s not too far away, but we would have a large urban jury pool to select from.’

			As the party rose to leave Barratt Davis contrived to usher everyone else out of Ben Schroeder’s room before positioning himself in the doorway.

			‘Preliminary thoughts?’ he asked.

			Ben shook his head. 

			‘It’s not the most compelling explanation for a ten-year-old inventing a story like this, is it? But, in the end, it will probably depend on how well Raymond does in the witness box, and how well Mr Little does.’

			‘I was afraid you might say that,’ Davis said.

			* * *

			When Davis had gone, Ben sat back down at his desk and gazed out of his window for some time. He glanced at his watch: 5.45. He might be able to catch Gareth before he left Chambers for the day. As his pupil-master, Gareth Morgan-Davies had been Ben’s teacher and mentor from the moment he entered the profession. Ben had learned much of what he knew about the Bar and about advocacy from watching and listening to Gareth, in and out of court. Almost unconsciously, he had adopted much of his phraseology and many of his courtroom mannerisms, although, as a young Jewish man from the East End, he had not attempted to mimic his pupil-master’s rich Welsh accent. The relationship of pupil and pupil-master did not necessarily end with six or twelve months of pupillage. If successful, it would be a mentorship that would continue throughout their working lives, and in his first days of practice Ben had used Gareth as his first port of call for advice with cases and professional dilemmas. There had been another mentor in his life during his pupillage, but Arthur Creighton, a kind, elderly, but declining member of Chambers, had died just over a year ago. Creighton had taken a kindly interest in all the pupils in Chambers and had provided a safe source of advice at almost any hour of the day or night, when pupil-masters were not to be disturbed, or were not to hear of a particular uncertainty or fear in a pupil’s mind; a second and more intimate oracle. The loss had been a huge one for Ben, because it deprived him in a single moment of a trusted friend and of the wisdom of a long professional lifetime. But at least he still had Gareth and, to his relief, Gareth was in his room, immersed in a set of papers, showing no sign of being in a hurry to leave. He looked up in response to Ben’s knock.

			‘Come in, Ben.’

			‘I don’t want to keep you, Gareth. It can wait if you’re busy. I’ve just had a conference and I wanted to run it by you and get a quick reaction to the facts.’

			Gareth laid his reading glasses on his desk and waved Ben into a chair.

			‘By all means. I’m sure it’s more interesting than this nonsense I’ve got to deal with – two people with more than enough money getting divorced and trying to bring each other to ruin just for the sheer spite of it. The only good thing to be said for either of them is that they don’t mind paying counsel decent fees to help them do it. So, what have you got?’

			‘I’ve got a vicar who, according to the prosecution, is rather too fond of his choir boys – well, one choir boy, anyway.’

			Gareth laughed. ‘That’s a bit of a cliché, isn’t it? Not very imaginative of him.’

			‘No, I suppose not,’ Ben replied, laughing in return. ‘I’m not sure I will ever understand the Church of England. I don’t have quite the cultural background for it.’

			‘I hope you’re not coming to me for that,’ Gareth said. ‘For the record, I belong to the Church in Wales, which is not an established church. Quite a different kettle of fish.’

			‘I’ll take your word for it, Gareth,’ Ben said. ‘What I wanted to ask you about was…’

			But Gareth was holding up a hand, clearly telling him to stop.

			‘Just a minute, Ben. Just a minute. Don’t say any more. This wouldn’t by any chance be the St Ives case, would it?’

			Ben was taken aback. ‘Yes. But how do you know…?’

			Gareth stared at him for some seconds before laughing again, this time more heartily. It took him a full half-minute and a relieving blow of his nose into a handkerchief before he could reply.

			‘Ben, I’m delighted that you have the case. But we can’t talk about it, I’m afraid.’

			‘Why on earth not?’ Ben asked, genuinely puzzled.

			Gareth leaned forward across his desk.

			‘Because, my dear boy, I’m going to be prosecuting you.’

			Ben sat back in his chair and took a series of deep breaths. For some seconds he was unable to speak. Gareth continued to chuckle.

			‘You’re…? You are not serious.’

			‘I’m perfectly serious,’ Gareth replied. ‘I haven’t got any papers yet, but Merlin told me about the case this morning. He has been trying to get me to do more prosecuting for some time. I prefer the other side, as you know, but Merlin thinks it will be useful for me when I apply for Silk in a year or two. He has a contact with the prosecuting solicitor for Huntingdonshire. If it works out well, they may start sending work to Chambers regularly. So not only can I not talk about the case with you, but I have to make sure I give you a bloody good hiding in court.’

			‘Sorry, Ben,’ he added, as Ben walked slowly to the door. ‘You’ll have to find someone else to talk to about this one. Unless your chap wants to plead, of course.’
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			Ben returned to his room and opened the door slowly to see Harriet at her desk. She smiled brightly.

			‘You look as though you’ve seen a ghost!’ she said. ‘I take it your conference has finished?’

			‘Yes, all finished,’ he replied, crossing the room to stand beside her desk. ‘Actually, I have just been visited by the Spirit of Trials Yet to Come.’

			She laughed. Harriet was almost as tall as Ben, with black hair and green eyes and was, as always, fastidiously dressed in a black suit and starched white shirt, her hair held up at the back by a small silver pin. She was some two years older than Ben, and her upbringing had been very different. Her father, Sir John Fisk, had worked in a number of countries as a senior diplomat. Neither of her parents wanted to be separated from her, and boarding schools had been ruled out, so Harriet had received a broad education from British schools abroad and from several local populations with widely different cultures. It was only when her father retired from the Diplomatic Service to become Master of a Cambridge college that her life became more settled and she made her way through University at Girton. But she came to the Bar with an exceptional knowledge and understanding of people and a rare self-confidence. She had a good legal mind, and had inherited her father’s abilities as a diplomat. These qualities had played a large part in her becoming the first woman in Chambers, despite considerable initial resistance.

			‘I see,’ she replied. ‘And how am I to picture the Spirit of Trials Yet to Come? With a long black gown covering his entire body and long, thin fingers to point at you?’

			‘No. In fact, he has a perfectly normal suit and tie, quite normal fingers, and a Welsh accent,’ Ben replied.

			She laughed again. ‘Ah, now I understand. What has Gareth done to earn the title?’

			‘He’s prosecuting me in my child molestation case,’ he replied. ‘I can’t believe it. I’ve just had a conference, I go to his room expecting the usual sage advice and he drops that bombshell.’

			‘Good experience for you,’ she said. ‘And a chance to show off everything you learned during pupillage.’

			‘Oh, yes? Just you wait till you have a case against Aubrey in the High Court.’

			‘He will be a sitting duck,’ she smiled. ‘I know all his tricks. He will be defenceless.’

			He returned the smile.

			‘Somehow I can’t quite picture Aubrey as a sitting duck,’ he replied, ‘any more than I can Gareth.’

			‘How does the case look?’ she asked.

			‘Difficult, to say the least. I’m not sure he will be a very good witness, and his explanation for the lies of this young choir boy is not the most compelling.’

			‘Perhaps he’s guilty?’ she suggested. ‘God forbid a client of Ben Schroeder should be guilty, but you never know.’

			‘No, you don’t’, he agreed. ‘Well, there’s nothing I can do about it. At least with Gareth I know I will have a fair prosecutor.’

			‘True.’ She began to push her chair back from her desk. ‘Do you still want a natter?’

			Ben looked blank.

			‘Before your conference, you said there was something you wanted to talk to me about.’

			He closed his eyes. ‘Oh, yes. This business with Gareth distracted me. Yes, I would like a word, but it would be better somewhere other than Chambers, and I can see you are busy…’

			He had been looking at the large stack of papers on Harriet’s desk.

			‘Oh, this? No, that’s a long-term project, an advice I must get around to one of these days. I just have an application in the West London County Court tomorrow morning and I got that under control in the library. So I am as free as a bird. Do you want to take me for a drink?’

			‘A very good idea,’ Ben replied. ‘Where shall we go?’

			‘Why don’t you take me to the Club?’ she suggested mischievously, rising to her feet.

			‘Ha-ha, very funny,’ he replied. ‘What about the Dev?’

			‘The Dev it is.’

			It was after six. They walked unhurriedly down the stairs and into the chilly air of Middle Temple Lane. The Temple had fallen almost silent for the evening, and they made their way up the Lane, crossing diagonally in front of Middle Temple Hall, past the fountain, to the little gate which led out of the Temple and almost directly into the Devereux. The Devereux was a favourite resort of the Bar, mainly because of its convenient location, but it was also an old house, named after the turbulent Devereux family, and a convivial one. It was often very busy when the barristers were ready to abandon Chambers for the night, but on this evening it was quiet. They found a table in a corner to the right of the door, and Ben bought a pint of bitter for himself and a gin and tonic for Harriet. He allowed a couple of minutes to pass in silence and she did not try to rush him.

			‘I want to know why I was taken on in Chambers,’ he said eventually.

			She took a long sip of her gin and tonic.

			‘You mean, apart from the fact that you are a first-rate advocate who had a spectacular result in his first jury trial?’ she replied.

			‘Yes, apart from that.’

			‘Ben…’

			‘Look, Harriet, you know that Chambers works on a blackball system. All it takes is one vote against you in the Chambers meeting. We both know that Anthony Norris opposed me because I’m Jewish. He didn’t even try to hide it.’

			‘That was before you won a rape case at the Old Bailey for his favourite solicitor while he was away skiing in Switzerland,’ she replied.

			‘Even so…’

			‘No, Ben. Look, I agree with you that it’s tempting to blame all the ills of the world on Anthony Norris. I’m pretty sure he was against me at one stage, just because I’m a woman. But in all fairness, he did seem to change towards you after the Bailey case. I heard him singing your praises to Aubrey one day, telling him the story of how you stood up to Judge Weston when he wouldn’t let you cross-examine, and how the jury took it upon themselves to stop the case at half time. If he wanted to blackball you, he could have done it, but it would have been difficult for anyone to oppose you after that. I thought I was the one who would be moving on.’
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