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Why does tragedy exist?
Because you are full of rage.
Why are you are full of rage?
Because you are full of grief.


Anne Carson, Grief Lessons: Four Plays by Euripides






Chapter One


He was standing with my sister the first time I saw him, in the Trinity Arts Block after class. He had a crooked nose, sharp brown eyes, and greying stubble that coated the lower half of his cheeks, his jaw, and that part of his neck visible above his black polo-neck jumper. Physically nondescript, nothing unusual in his bearing. Just a shiny American smile and the confidence of a man with no reason to question his position in life.


They had a short and seemingly awkward exchange that I couldn’t hear at a distance. Audrey’s fingers were playing with the strap of her handbag, her weight shifting from one foot to the other. I wandered over, but he turned to leave before I reached her. All I caught were his parting words. ‘See you around, kid,’ he said, with a small wave of a large hand.


Arriving next to her, I angled my head in his direction. ‘Who was that?’ He was already disappearing into the crowds pouring out of different lecture halls. They milled around us, a noisy and bustling mess of bodies, through which he cut like a knife. His stride was purposeful, his gaze deliberately pitched above the heads of students, who parted at his approach.


‘Him? Jay Crane. He’s one of my professors,’ Audrey replied before setting off down the steps, in the opposite direction.


She didn’t elaborate, and, at the time, I took her at her word. I hadn’t the faintest suspicion of how much he would come to mean to her, or how much he already meant.


I exited the Arts Block through the swinging doors and stepped outside to Fellows’ Square. Trinity’s campus struck me as it always did. The grey walls wept in the October rain, the points of Alexander Calder’s cactus sculpture made sharp by the dusk light. The long summer days in Dublin were over, the nights closing in again. Together, we made our way to the train station, heading home to Malahide, my older sister walking slightly in front.


It seems so obvious now, so hard to imagine events unfolding in any other way. But, back then, there was ignorance. There was bliss. I didn’t know it yet, but we would never be the same, not once Professor Jay Crane entered our lives.


What chance did Audrey have against him? Nobody had ever told her that the word of a man like Crane was not gospel, that he was no god, that his influence could be dangerous, that he could hurt her. Nobody ever told her to be careful of men who dazzle and then withdraw, leaving a wasteland of human wreckage in their wake. Nobody told her of the darkness that can lurk behind an easy smile and a few kind words, and by the time she learned it for herself, the damage was done.


There’s no fixing it now.


I should say that what follows is not a confession. It’s not an exercise in atonement or motivated by guilt. If I consulted a lawyer, she would tell me not to write it down at all. It could be used against me. Sometimes, my finger hovers over the backspace key, ready to let the cursor chase these words away into nothingness. But always in that moment, just before I give into that compulsion, I think of Audrey again, and I hesitate.


It was her story first, before I made it mine.


When you came seeking answers, I didn’t know what to say, because the truth is not an easy thing. I don’t even know if I can tell the right and the wrong of it anymore. Every day, more women are speaking up and, as they do, my silence weighs more heavily on me. There have been so many lies that telling the truth now feels like an act of bravery, a leap of faith. Sunlight burning away the haze. So here it is: an honest history of what happened.


Insofar as certain events may have followed from my decision to enrol at Franklin University, I can hardly be held responsible for that. The only guilty mind involved was Crane’s. What happened to him was his own fault, but I don’t need to tell you that. You’ll see for yourself.






Chapter Two


On the morning of my first day at Franklin University, I sat in the courtyard of the law school, my notes spread on the round, metal table in front of me, a pen in my hand, and premeditated intention in my heart. It was late August in Philadelphia, the city a swamp, the sun raging down relentlessly. Even in the shade, the heat was audacious, and I had been sweating into my jean shorts for forty minutes. I was about to meet Professor Jay Crane face to face for the first time and I felt far from ready.


There had been a time in my life when Jay Crane was not at the centre of every thought, but that time felt distant now, like a half-remembered dream. He had become a waypoint that I used to direct me, Polaris in the night sky, and I had travelled thousands of miles to find him here, securing a place in his prestigious Law and Literature class at Franklin’s law school. All final-year and master’s students completing an LLM, like me, were eligible to apply and, every year, only six were chosen. It was a long way to come for such a niche course, but I had my reasons.


A mystique hung over the class, as if secret knowledge was shared behind the closed doors of room 1.04B, and over the professor, whose ideas could be found in newspaper columns and podcast interviews, on bookshelves, and in the law journals we studied. He had a high public profile, at least among the sort of people who pay attention to law professors.


In the baking heat of the courtyard, I was using what little time I had before my first class to read, for the fourth time, the article Crane had assigned us. There were crumbs on my T-shirt, grains of sugar from the doughnut I had just eaten. My foot tapped against the leg of my chair, my hand scratching subconsciously at the mosquito bites along my calves. My T-shirt was the same pale pink as my skin, caused by an unintended nap in the sun the afternoon before. I was beginning to think I might be allergic to the weather here, hot girl summer not an Irish phenomenon.


Right from the beginning, I would need to impress Crane. I had to catch his eye, just as Audrey had done that term at Trinity. My purpose here depended on it.


I needed Crane to notice me, but I had never possessed the conventional, easy attractiveness of my sister. We looked nothing alike – a difference so notable that people felt free to comment on it. My sister and I were direct physical opposites in most respects, as if our genes had been selected to produce the starkest contrast. My face was long, eyes deep-set, hair dark, thick and unruly. Audrey’s face was round, eyes bright and blue, hair blonde and sleek.


Even when we were young – too young – men would notice her. She would point them out to me when she caught them looking and I would meander their way, to ‘accidentally’ step on their feet, or spill a drink on their laps, or – on one particularly egregious occasion – run a key along the paintwork of his car.


But it wasn’t just the bare physicality that made us so different. There were other qualities Audrey possessed that set us apart. She had an openness, a way of smiling out at the world, that I lacked completely. Something in her movements, in her habits, drew people’s attention. It felt good to be around her. I know this because I felt it in her presence too. The deep peace she had in herself, an unguardedness in the way she met the world – something Crane took from her, an unforgivable theft.


I don’t think it was Audrey’s looks alone that attracted Crane. But if her beauty had ever caught his eye in a crowded lecture hall, I doubted I would stand out the same way. I would not have the luxury of such an easy appeal to base instincts. I would have to rely on rat wit and fox cunning, on animal chicanery, instead of feminine wiles.


‘Jessie?’


A man’s voice shook me out of my thoughts. I squinted up at him, his face framed by a sun so bright it seemed to scorch my eyes.


‘It is Jessie, right?’


He was tall, with dark hair and small brown eyes behind Henry Kissinger glasses, wearing a black T-shirt with ‘Hillary 2016’ printed in white. I dimly remembered a conversation we’d had the previous night at a dorm party on the floor below mine about the upcoming presidential election. I had gone to hoover up what intel I could get on Crane before I would face him in class. But, preoccupied by this hunt for information, I had managed to forget this guy’s name.


‘Yeah,’ I said, eyes blinking back the sunlight. ‘Hi … I’m sorry, I’m useless at names?’


‘Right … ha! It’s Joshua. We spoke last night? You were arguing with me about Bernie Sanders.’ He pushed his glasses up his nose, still smiling.


‘Oh, yeah. That rings a bell.’ I shaded my eyes so I could better see him. ‘He should be the candidate.’


‘Yeah … yeah, you said that last night.’ He shifted his backpack on his shoulder, grinning broadly. There was something deeply appealing about that grin, something soothing in its simplicity. ‘So, you said you’re also in Crane’s Law and Lit class, right? I’m on my way there now.’


‘Yes!’ I sat up straighter. Joshua – of course. He was the first of the other Law and Lit students I had met, and I was curious to learn who Crane had chosen, these students who would, unknowingly, witness my plan unfold. ‘Yes, I am … I’ll just grab my bag and I can come with you?’


I bundled my papers into the backpack at my feet and wrapped a plaid shirt around my waist to hide the presence of any unfortunate sweat patches.


‘I wanted to ask you, last night, about our professor – Crane,’ I said, trying to sound casual. ‘What’s he like?’


Joshua was glancing behind him at the group playing cornhole on the grass, a game involving tossing beanbags through a hole cut in a wooden board. I recognised a few of them as fellow international students from my master’s course.


Turning back to me, he smiled. ‘Crane’s cool.’ I could tell that Joshua was trying to downplay his enthusiasm. But he spoke with something of the same exhilaration I was accustomed to hearing in Audrey’s voice when she talked about Crane. ‘I haven’t had a class with him before, so I’m excited to see him in action.’


‘I heard he’s a bit of a character though, right?’ I lifted my backpack onto my shoulder and walked with Joshua across the red-bricked path.


The law school was built around this central courtyard, classrooms, a library, and faculty offices all contained within the complex. A few streets over from the main campus, it was its own little world.


The door we were headed for looked as if it had been carved into the thick ivy covering the wall, and it was opening and closing continually as people cut through the courtyard to get to the classrooms on the other side. We reached it just as someone successfully punted a bean bag through the cornhole behind us, a cheer sounding from the grass.


Joshua held the door open for me and I slipped inside, the cold, filtered air immediately soothing my hot skin. ‘Yeah, like, he’s known as this, like, radical law professor with big political ideas.’ He gesticulated while he spoke, his hands sweeping the air. ‘When he published his book, he said we should rip up the Constitution and start again, and that got picked up by Fox, and then made into this whole, you know, thing …’ I had seen some of that controversy when I first researched Crane online. A polarising figure, by all accounts.


‘I’m looking forward to meeting him,’ I said, pulling on the sleeves of the plaid shirt and tightening it around my waist. ‘There’s a lot of hype.’


‘Yeah, I guess there is. I’m a little nervous, honestly. I think Crane keeps the class small so there’s nowhere to hide from him.’ Joshua laughed. ‘All that effort to get into the class and now I’m scared to actually go …’


To get into the class, we had to write a short discussion paper on a topic of our choice. I’m sure the other students had worked hard on theirs, but not like me. Arriving in Franklin, it was my first priority. I had flung myself into the writing of that essay as if my life depended on it. I bedded down in the library, absorbing every piece of academic research Crane had written in the previous decade. It was not always the focus of his work, but in almost everything Crane wrote, there was a deep scepticism of the legal system as the formal arbiter for justice. And it seemed as if he was angry about it, angry at the law’s own mythologising, angry at the self-serving story it told itself. From his journalistic work, I had noticed an interest in the classics; the foundational Greek texts; the myths and rhetoric; the dramas and tragedies. Drawing this all together, I wrote an essay designed specifically to appeal to him, a piece about the tragedy of Antigone and the nature of justice. Personal conscience clashing with legal obligation, duties owed to the state versus those owed to higher principles, such as the gods, or even family.


But, to me, Antigone also spoke to something else, the story of the love between two sisters, and a loyalty that persisted, despite a gulf of miscomprehension between them.


For four days, I worked on that essay. The first at the library door in the morning, the last to leave at night, sustaining myself on processed snacks and strong coffee. The other students were propelled by ambition, by competitive zeal, maybe even by the enormity of their student loans, but I had something more powerful behind me. White-hot anger.


On the corridor, feet moved briskly around me, heading towards classrooms and lecture halls, the floors of the law school shining with fresh polish. To my right, light poured into the corridor from the floor-to-ceiling windows facing the courtyard, through which I could see the game of cornhole coming to an end. Beanbags scattered across the grass, lying crumpled where they had landed. I turned my eyes away and followed Joshua towards the library, at the back of which was Crane’s classroom, room 1.04B.


‘What did you write about?’ he asked me. ‘To get into the class, I mean.’


‘Justice,’ I said, after a long pause. ‘How we make it for ourselves. Rough justice, I guess.’


Joshua laughed. ‘Is that what you’re into, Jessie?!’


‘Maybe.’


A set of steps led up to the library, the doors of which were panelled in glass. ‘That’s kind of Crane’s thing too – law as power. I think he’s going to like you,’ he said as we climbed, his hand on the brass railing nailed to the wall beside him.


‘Well, that’s the goal. Isn’t it?’ I replied. ‘That’s what everyone wants … to be Crane’s favourite student.’


His head jerked, and he watched me over his shoulder as he pushed the door open, holding it for me as I walked inside. ‘So you’ve heard about all that?’


Audrey had been his favourite once, recipient of special care, and particular attention. But it was in Philadelphia that I learned this was not a one-off sort of thing. A girl named Kyra, whose dorm room was three doors down from my own, had told me Crane was known for playing favourites with his students. If you found yourself chosen, all manner of advantages flowed your way: your pick of internships, clerkships, or an introduction to any of his many judicial, academic and political contacts – catnip to the overachieving nerds and the legacy surnames filling the halls at Franklin. Rumour had it that he would whisper in the ear of the influential, telling those in power that you were special, a cut above the rest, someone deserving of every opportunity, someone like them.


Scanning my student card at the turnstile, I gave a small shrug. ‘Sure … I mean, as soon as people hear I’m in Law and Lit, they ask me about it. Seems like a bit of a fixation around here.’ The metal spokes turned, making a mechanical sound as I pushed through.


Joshua pulled a face. ‘That’s probably true. A word of advice, Jessie? Some people are pretty cut-throat about all that favourite stuff. You might not want to get involved.’


I smiled but didn’t offer a response as he followed me through the turnstile. The competitive atmosphere at Franklin was more heightened than I was used to. Along the corridors, in the ladies’ restrooms, on the courtyard, I would catch snippets of conversations from the other students, the topics almost always of future plans, career ambitions, the summer associateships they were chasing, or the letters of recommendation they planned to collect from particular professors. Introductions needed, grades desired, achievements fuelling hunger for more.


The persistent, weighty sensation of other people’s ambitions sat on me from that first day. But my own ambition was made of altogether darker stuff, and I passed through the corridors feeling like a wolf among sheep. Becoming one of Crane’s favourites was the obvious way to gain his trust and it would allow me to lure him closer without making him suspicious of my motives. He wouldn’t notice how I bent him to my will, how I tugged on a string and made his limbs rise, marionette-style, at my command.


In front of the librarian’s desk, I glanced at my watch. We were nearly at the hour. In a matter of minutes, Crane would enter my life. Everything depended on this first introduction. If he recognised anything of Audrey in me, my plan would be over before it began. All it would take was something small, my manner of speech, my posture, a turn of phrase, a facial expression we shared. Something subtle that could trigger a memory of my sister and then … well.


I had taken the precaution of enrolling as Jessica Mooney, dropping the Flynn from the double-barrel surname our parents had given us. Audrey and I usually went by Mooney-Flynn, or just Flynn for short. And since Crane had known Audrey Mooney-Flynn in Dublin, I had to hope he wouldn’t suspect the Jessica Mooney who was about to show up in his class in Philadelphia. I couldn’t drop the name entirely, since Mooney was on my passport. It was a common name in Ireland, but it was, nevertheless, a risk I couldn’t avoid. I didn’t know what Crane might do if forced to protect himself.


With a deep breath, I tried to steel my nerves. All the years, all the planning, and all the effort could come to nothing. And then what would I do? What was left for me?


In the hush of the library, Joshua and I fell silent, the carpet underfoot muffling our steps. Fear was wrapped, like a metal cable, around my chest, squeezing ever tighter. Room 1.04B was just ahead, hidden away at the back of the library, on the other side of the bookshelves.


The moment had finally come. It was time to meet Crane.






Chapter Three


I let Joshua lead the way past the students ensconced in their individual neat, wooden kiosks. A few heads bobbed up from books and laptop screens, some eyes meeting mine briefly, then dropping again. They were wearing the same branded merchandise from the university bookstore, a uniform of sweats and shorts, hoodies and hats. Bodies emblazoned with the loud public message that we were part of a club, a higher echelon, specially chosen from all the others.


The door was plain and unassuming, a small metal plaque, the size of a business card, confirming it was room 1.04B. Without Joshua, I might have walked right past it, taking it for a storeroom, or part of the library stacks.


‘After you,’ Joshua said, opening the door for me.


Inside, the room was narrow, with a whiteboard on the wall and a long, oval table occupying most of the floorspace. There was a chair for Crane at the head and a window behind it, looking onto Chestnut Street, down which cars rolled in waves with the turning of the traffic lights. Bookshelves lined the walls, a collection of old textbooks, decades out of date, the laws they contained long since changed, though nobody had bothered to throw them out, as if the concerns and travails of the past were still worth preserving, despite its calcifying effect on the present. So here they sat, next to the surplus marble busts of distinguished people now forgotten.


I chose an empty seat halfway down the table, pulled my laptop out of my bag, and arranged my handwritten notes on Crane’s articles next to me. They were extensive, and annotated with a variety of coloured tabs. My restless fingers flicked through the pages.


Taking the seat next to me, Joshua spotted them, his eyes widening. ‘You really prepared for this class … can you just answer for me?!’ He was smiling again, but I wasn’t so sure he meant it this time.


‘Oh, no, this is nothing. It’s just that I’m interested,’ I replied, as another student joined us in the room. ‘I’m guessing Crane is the type to ask questions.’


The other student placed his backpack on the table opposite me. His well-structured face – all stark lines and sharp angles – fit well among the angular marble and the straight, mahogany lines of the bookshelves. Blonde, with the sort of floppy hair they put on Ken dolls, he was obnoxiously, conventionally handsome. Perfect teeth and a confident smile. People like him were made for places like this, the corridors built to accommodate them, the air itself thick with the dust of their ancestors. You know, the kind of guy who never doubted his place in the world.


His eyes were slightly sunken, giving him the look of someone already fatigued by life, over it. ‘You slacking off already, Joshua?’ he said with a smirk.


Joshua didn’t look up from his laptop. ‘No, Charlie, that’s your thing.’


‘I don’t slack, Joshua, I’m just efficient,’ Charlie said, pointedly eying my notes. ‘I prepare exactly what I need and no more.’


I wasn’t sure if he intended to insult me, or maybe intimidate me. But my mind was elsewhere. Whenever a shadow crossed the door, my heart thumped against my ribcage. A false alarm, just another student arriving, but I felt a blow to the chest each time, as if my heart might give out before Crane even arrived.


The other students seemed to know each other already. They greeted Charlie and Joshua as they sat down, and cast a curious eye over me. I pretended to be absorbed in my screen, leaning my chin on one hand, stealing occasional glances as the seats around me filled. I knew their names from the enrolment confirmation online: Joshua Reynolds, Charlie Duke, Ronald Harris, Amanda Taylor, and Vera Lin.


It was Vera who addressed me first. ‘Who are you?’ she asked, smiling in a lopsided way that seemed uncomfortable on her face. Her very straight, very black hair hung close to her full cheeks and something in her smile made me feel as if she were sizing me up unfavourably.


‘I’m, eh, Jessica. Jessie. Jessie Mooney.’ I cleared my throat, gripped my hands together.


‘Is that an accent?’ Amanda asked, cocking an ear towards me. ‘Where you from, Jessie?’


‘Ireland … Dublin, actually.’


‘Cool, yeah, thought so. I’m from London!’


I could have guessed. Her accent had that Oxbridge clip that made me feel like I should fix my posture. She was wearing a pinstripe blue shirt dress and high-top runners, with the sort of effortless natural style I usually found intimidating. But her face was kind. Her hair was tightly braided, her brown eyes alive with interest.


‘We’re neighbours,’ I said. ‘You’re on the LLM programme too?’ Though we took the same classes, the American students – including Vera, Charlie, Ronald, and Joshua – typically took the three-year Juris Doctorate course, but the international students, like me, were almost all one-year master’s students.


Amanda nodded to confirm what I had guessed, but we didn’t speak about it further, since Ronald had just leaned across the table to shake my hand and introduce himself. His accent suggested he was from a southern state, though I couldn’t tell which one. Vera was about to say something else to me when a presence drew our attention to the door.


We all noticed him at the same moment, a hush descending immediately as he entered the room.


‘All right, hello, take your seats.’


Crane’s voice was deep and somewhat gravelly, the kind used for voiceovers on advertisements. Steady, reassuring, sturdy. He was wearing a black shirt, and grey, flecked trousers with white tennis shoes. In his arms, he carried two books. He was taller than I remembered, but, other than that, just as he had been in the Arts Block with Audrey that day, nothing particularly striking about him. Just a man, really, and yet the source of so much trouble.


‘Welcome to the best class you’ll ever take,’ Crane said, taking us in for the first time as he sat down. A shy laugh filled the room, and he smiled at the sound. ‘Let’s get started. You can close your laptops and put your pens down – you won’t need any notes. Today’s class is not going to be examinable. Instead, I would like to ease you in gently, so that you say nice things about me on the feedback forms at the end of term.’ There was another flurry of nervous laughter. ‘Oh, you think I’m kidding? I’m not! I’m very susceptible to flattery, so please do feel free to compliment me at any point. It might just get you an A!’


More laughter.


I shut my laptop, shifting in my seat, trying to smile along with everyone else. My lips were dry. I ran my tongue over them, annoyed to find that now, after thinking about this moment for months, I was still so anxious. I focused on calming my breathing. When had the act of breathing become something I had to think about?


‘Today, we’re going to have an open discussion about Atticus Finch. Not To Kill a Mockingbird, and not Harper Lee … we’re going to consider a basic question solely about the character of Atticus himself. That question is this: was he a good lawyer?’


I was vaguely aware of Vera next to me, spluttering on the can of Red Bull clamped to her lips.


‘Something funny about that question, Ms …?’ Crane’s expression was serious, but humour still danced in his eyes.


‘Lin, Vera Lin. And I just … I just assumed the answer was obvious?’ she said, looking from Crane to Amanda, who was sitting opposite her, and then Joshua seated next to me, who gave her a sympathetic smile.


We waited.


Crane’s eyebrows rose expectantly. ‘Well, does anyone else think it’s obvious?’


Joshua slid his shoulders back, then said: ‘Yeah … I’m guessing this is a trick question to teach us something … but, yes, he’s a good lawyer, in my opinion.’


Crane scanned the room. ‘Anyone else want to weigh in?’


I took a breath, really packing my lungs with oxygen, readying myself for this first offensive, the first of many. ‘I don’t believe Atticus Finch is a good lawyer.’


Crane faced me and, briefly, he hesitated. Was it the way I spoke? My emphasis? My accent? Or did he recognise Audrey in my face after all? Fear was rising, and I fought hard to keep it from showing.


‘And why do you say that, Ms …?’


‘Mooney.’ My eyes held his, alert for the flicker of recognition.


‘Mooney …’ I watched his mind working, thoughts churning, and swallowed hard, as if to force my heart out of my mouth and back into my chest. ‘You’re the one who submitted the essay on Antigone?’


‘Yes.’


For a moment, Crane didn’t respond, his chin pressed down against his chest. I couldn’t tell if that was a good or a bad sign.


‘Go on,’ he said, when it became clear I was expecting further instruction.


I pulled myself up straighter and continued: ‘Atticus Finch doesn’t care about whether Tom Robinson’s trial is actually fair by reference to any sort of real justice. He is interested in a fair process and that is what he seeks out. He is entirely devoted to the legal process as it is – to producing the impression of a fair trial for Tom Robinson, even if that results in the wrongful conviction of an innocent man.’


There was a brief silence.


‘Why?’ Crane asked. ‘Why would he allow that?’


‘Because he’s willing to sacrifice the life of an innocent man to uphold the integrity of the legal system. He did the bare minimum for Tom Robinson because his loyalty was to his personal politics and not his client.’


Crane’s lips spread into the approximation of a smile. ‘So you read my article?’


‘I did.’


Vera glanced up, slightly panicked. ‘There was an article? Did I miss an article? There was no article on the reading list.’


‘No,’ Crane replied, amused by the strength of her reaction. ‘No, it’s old. I wrote it in the early nineties. Ms Mooney must have gone trawling through the archives of the Harvard Law Review.’


Their faces flashed to me – all five – as if they were seeing me in a new light, as if I had just announced myself to be their competition.


‘Don’t look too pleased with yourself, Ms Mooney,’ Crane said as I struggled not to smile. ‘You won’t get extra points for intellectual masochism in my classroom.’


There was a ripple of quiet laughter.


Crane’s head cocked to the side, his expression curious as he looked at me. ‘So, did you agree with me?’


I didn’t want to agree with anything this man had to say, but when I answered him, I didn’t have to lie.


‘Yes and no. It’s almost impossible to judge Atticus Finch properly because we only see him from the point of view of his daughter, Scout. And she’s an unreliable narrator. It’s an incomplete portrait of the man, filtered through her perception of her father. The picture of him is unfinished.’


Crane frowned, touching his nose briefly. ‘So, you’re saying the prosecution hasn’t presented sufficient evidence to convict Atticus of bad lawyering?’


I nodded. ‘Yes, I’m entering a plea of nolle prosequi – it’s not possible to fully judge Finch on the facts as presented, so the question of whether he’s a good lawyer is, for me, undeterminable. Any conclusion relies on our minds filling in the blanks.’


Crane opened it to the rest of the class. ‘Any counterpoints?’


My eyes followed his, taking in the faces around the table, weighing up who might present themselves now as my competition.


Ronald raised his hand. ‘I think there’s more than enough evidence in Mockingbird to consider Atticus a racist. He defends the mob to Scout, says they’re basically good men but they have a “blind spot”.’ He shook his head, the movement rueful. ‘Seriously, like … come on. That “blind spot” he’s talking about meant lynching. It meant death for people like me, because of how we look. Seems like more than just a “blind spot” … and diminishing it like that, the way Atticus does? It gives these murderers an excuse. It gives them a licence to kill, so long as they’re killing the right sort of people. So, yeah, Atticus is definitely a racist. Unquestionably. And, you know, I’d really like to think that makes him a bad lawyer …’


‘Ms Mooney? How do you defend the charge?’ Crane’s attention felt hot on my face, a challenge in his eye.


But Ronald had shifted the discussion out of my comfort zone, into places I didn’t belong. ‘I think … I think Ronald makes a very fair point,’ I said, scratching at the back of my neck, beating a retreat. ‘I, eh, I hadn’t considered it that way.’ I had been so focused on Crane’s theories, on what I thought Crane would want to hear, that I hadn’t fully engaged with the idea for myself.


‘But, wait, don’t we need to know the standard we’re using to judge Atticus?’ Charlie said. His voice was a little elevated, louder than necessary. ‘I mean, I take Ronald’s point. By the standards of today, Atticus’s innocent client got a life sentence – so not great lawyering. And I totally agree with what Ronald said about the blind spot thing – that’s not great, right? But at the time? In Maycomb, Alabama? With two young kids? Seems almost heroic to me that Atticus represented Tom Robinson at all. And he paid a steep price for representing him. He was looked down on by many in the town for it.’


‘Looked down on? That’s all?’ Amanda said, snorting slightly. ‘Tom Robinson was wrongly convicted, then shot seventeen times by prison guards while trying to escape. I know where my sympathy lies …’


Crane folded his arms, cupping his elbows with his hands. ‘That’s an interesting question, Mr …?’


‘Duke, sir. Charlie Duke.’


‘Mr Duke … any relation to Senator Duke of Virginia?’


‘My grandfather,’ Charlie said. There was a hint of embarrassment in his voice that surprised me.


‘I should have guessed … You know your grandfather’s not a fan of mine?’ Crane rested his hands on the arms of his chair, a smile on his face now. ‘He called me a traitor for saying the Constitution needs updating.’


Charlie shrugged awkwardly. ‘He called me a traitor once for beating him at Uno, so I wouldn’t take it too personally, Professor.’


Crane’s laugh was sudden, like a clap of thunder. My classmates joined in, so I matched the sound, though it was hollow to my ear.


‘All right,’ Crane said, after a moment. ‘Let’s get back to our friend, Atticus.’ He turned to Ronald. ‘Your question isn’t the one I asked, Mr …?’


‘Harris. Ronald Harris.’


‘Mr Harris, I didn’t ask if Atticus was a racist – either by the standards of today or the standards of his time. I asked if he can be considered a “good lawyer”.’


‘But Charlie is right – how are we supposed to make that judgement?’ Vera asked. ‘We need a standard to judge him by.’


‘I don’t think this is difficult.’ Amanda glanced around, as if unsure if she were missing something obvious. ‘This wasn’t ancient times. For me, there’s really no debate. Atticus is racist, by the standards of today and he was racist by the standards of the past, too. That racism – that latent bias – motivated the way he defended Tom Robinson.’ She flicked her hair behind her ear.


‘Amanda and Ronald make a fair point,’ Crane said. ‘The biases and morality of the lawyer affect their ability to represent their client.’ He was smiling now. ‘Good,’ he said. ‘Very good. Anyone have a contrary view?’


He looked around the room expectantly, and though I tried to think of something clever to add, my mind was devoid of ideas.


Joshua coughed. ‘Um, well, it’s not a contrary view.’ His sentence finished with an upward inflection. ‘But, isn’t it possible to be objective? I mean, isn’t that the goal of the law? Put yourself aside and represent your client? Otherwise, how do you represent a murderer? A rapist?’


Crane seemed bored by the question, as if it were one he had answered far too many times. ‘Do you really think a person can be truly objective? Mr …?’


‘Reynolds.’


‘Mr Reynolds … do you think you’re an objective person?’


Joshua gave a half-shrug. ‘I do, yes, mostly. Certainly, I can be.’


Crane visibly winced. ‘Not sure how you snuck into this class.’ I caught the stricken look on Joshua’s face before he could hide it. ‘Let’s park that one for another day, Mr Reynolds. But for the purpose of this class, let me assure you that you have never in your life had an objective experience of the world. We are all the products of our influences – good, bad, and indifferent. A good lawyer needs to be aware of that so they can try, always, to adjust their thinking when necessary. To be alive to their biases, their minds open, and their ears listening. The law is a tool and a lawyer uses it for a purpose. It is not an elemental force existing outside of us. You’re here in this class to learn how to use it, not to worship it, or laud it, or mythologise it. In this classroom, you will have the opportunity to question things, to break them open. But you can’t do that if you still think of the law as something akin to religion. That’s not what this class is about.’


The room had fallen very silent, no sound or movement breaking through Joshua’s discomfort. I could feel the burn of his humiliation.


Crane sat back in his chair, all eyes on him, and waited as we drank in what he had just said.


‘To move us along …’ His voice had softened when he spoke again. ‘Maybe we should agree on a standard for lawyers, shall we? What does it mean to be a good lawyer? People are always citing Atticus Finch as the archetypal “good lawyer”. But what does it say about our society’s conception of the law that we think this man is the best of the best? What does it say of our ambition for the law?’


I wasn’t paying attention anymore. While he spoke, I watched Crane’s mouth move and thought of the messages I had discovered on Audrey’s phone. His first text had come in early October of the Michaelmas term he had spent at Trinity.


Breezy and innocuous.


Jay Crane (16.23):


Hi Audrey, Jay Crane here. I’m excited to be working with you on this research project! Can we push back our meeting today? Apologies – another meeting ran over.


From there followed a series of correspondence, stretching over the weeks and months Crane lived in Dublin. When I had pulled on the thread, their secret unravelled before my eye. The messages began innocently enough, but, gradually, their tone began to change, easing out of formality and into something more furtive, something not meant for other eyes, something intimate. By the end of December, he had broken her into pieces.


In room 1.04B, Crane was still speaking, his words directed at Joshua, who was struggling to answer a question I hadn’t heard.


Crane’s final text had arrived in early January, about a week before Audrey dropped out of university, withdrawing from me, from our parents, from her friends, and hollowing out her life as it had been.


Jay Crane (18.43):


Audrey. Beautiful Audrey. I don’t know what to say. It was such a pleasure to know you and now I have ruined that. I am deeply sorry. You deserved better. Forgive me.


Your J x


Audrey. Beautiful Audrey.


Emotion was roaring up from my stomach, into my ears, and I couldn’t hear a word anyone was saying anymore. In the months after that last text, I had witnessed my sister disappear inside herself, squirrelled away in her bedroom, shutting me out, refusing even to speak to me.


Eyes glued to my professor, I could only think of Audrey’s words in her last message to him.


You know what you did.






Chapter Four


After Crane left, we walked slowly out of room 1.04B, moving as a small group through the library and towards the exit. It felt as if I were emerging from darkness into light, in something of a daze.


When we reached the steps leading down from the library, Amanda suggested we grab a coffee. ‘I feel like I need a debrief after that,’ she said, her expression somewhat shell-shocked. ‘Am I right?’


Judging from the other faces around me, she was not alone.


‘We could go to Joe’s?’ Ronald said.


‘I’m down.’ Vera’s brown eyes roved over each of us as if she were making calculations. ‘In a small class like this, we should probably try co-operation over competition … unless you guys are all gunners?’


‘What’s a gunner?’ Amanda asked from beside me.


‘Oh, right, you’re not from here,’ Vera said, with a flicker of impatience. ‘So, like, a gunner is someone who is, you know, like, gunning for the top of the class. Think of the kid at the front with their hand in the air constantly.’ She looked at Amanda, and then me. ‘You guys don’t have gunners where you’re from?’


‘Oh, God, yeah,’ Amanda said, laughing. ‘At Cambridge, everyone was a gunner. We just didn’t use the term.’


I considered it for a moment. ‘We called them mature students at Trinity.’


Amanda laughed, but Vera was just confused. ‘I don’t know what that means, but I do have my suspicions about you, Jessica,’ she said, pointing a finger at me and then wagging it. ‘You’re a secret gunner, aren’t you? Crane’s Harvard piece …? Who does their own additional research on a professor’s back catalogue?! That’s some serious gunner behaviour.’


‘I’m just interested,’ I said, but it suited me just fine for Vera to think my interest in Crane was the ordinary enthusiasm of an ambitious student.


‘Leave the Irish girl alone, Vera,’ Charlie said from behind me. ‘Jealousy doesn’t suit you.’


She snorted. ‘I’m not jealous, just … you know.’ Vera raised two fingers towards her eye sockets and then jabbed the air near my face. ‘I’m keeping an eye on her.’


‘In case it needs to be said,’ Charlie remarked, for my benefit, ‘Vera is the gunner you need to worry about.’


‘It’s true.’ A mischievous little smile lit Vera’s face briefly. ‘But I have a recommendation from Professor Grouse for a clerkship next year, so you kids can have Crane. It’s fine by me. I’m exempting myself from his games.’ She grasped the string of pearls around her neck. ‘If you’re wise, you would too.’


Charlie smiled at me and Amanda. ‘I’m sure it’s abundantly clear already, but, with charm like mine, I don’t need to suck up to any of the professors. So, you don’t need to worry about me either …’ For a man learning to be a lawyer, he was an unconvincing liar.


‘With charm like mine?’ Ronald mimicked. ‘You mean a surname, right, Duke?’


Charlie raised his middle finger, but had nothing to say to the charge.


‘Well, you can probably count me out of the running after that,’ Joshua said. ‘Crane clearly hates me.’


‘It was a little brutal,’ Vera conceded, then prodded his shoulder. ‘Come on. Let’s just go get coffee and forget it.’ She pushed a somewhat reluctant Joshua in front of her, striding forward towards the main lobby of the law school, confident we would follow.


I shifted my backpack onto my other shoulder and walked with Amanda to the exit, pretending to listen while she answered a question from Ronald about Brexit. If my plan was to work, I needed to blend in with the rest of the students, hidden in plain sight, with the face of a girl and the heart of a viper.


Through the window behind us, the courtyard was still crowded with students, beanbags still flying through the air towards the cornhole board. We passed the building’s security guard at her desk and a member of the janitorial staff who was emptying a bin in the corner, all the unseen labour on minimum wage that made our elite college experience so picture-perfect. Amanda reached for the door and held it open for me and Ronald, who gave a nod of his head in thanks.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
T H E ‘Dark academia at its best’
Disha Bose

‘Gripping... a talent to watch’
Sam Blake

ROSEMARY HENNIGAN





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml






Contents





		Cover



		Dedication



		Title Page



		Contents



		Epigraph



		Chapter One



		Chapter Two



		Chapter Three



		Chapter Four



		Chapter Five



		Chapter Six



		Chapter Seven



		Chapter Eight



		Chapter Nine



		Chapter Ten



		Chapter Eleven



		Chapter Twelve



		Chapter Thirteen



		Chapter Fourteen



		Chapter Fifteen



		Chapter Sixteen



		Chapter Seventeen



		Chapter Eighteen



		Chapter Nineteen



		Chapter Twenty



		Chapter Twenty-One



		Chapter Twenty-Two



		Chapter Twenty-Three



		Chapter Twenty-Four



		Chapter Twenty-Five



		Chapter Twenty-Six



		Chapter Twenty-Seven



		Chapter Twenty-Eight



		Chapter Twenty-Nine



		Chapter Thirty



		Chapter Thirty-One



		Chapter Thirty-Two



		Chapter Thirty-Three



		Chapter Thirty-Four



		Chapter Thirty-Five



		Chapter Thirty-Six



		Chapter Thirty-Seven



		Chapter Thirty-Eight



		Chapter Thirty-Nine



		Acknowledgements



		Credits



		Reader’s Guide



		About the Author



		Also by Rosemary Hennigan



		Copyright













Page List





		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280













Guide





		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Start Reading













OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THE
FAVOURITE

ROSEMARY HENNIGAN

K

ORION





