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      “FOUR STARS!… Gripping… harrowing…. Dias brings the same professional expertise to his fiction as Scott Turow. Its vivid characters

         and startling plot twists, combined with Dias’s crisp style, make it a masterful debut.”

      


      –West Coast Review of Book
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      “Lively… an enjoyable read, and it’s such a pleasure to unearth a lawyer who can write in real-life language.”


      –Marcel Berlins, Guardian
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      “Fascinating.”


      –Manchester Evening news
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      “The pace is breathtaking… Dias is very good on the sinister and disturbing, the dark sides of the human psyche. His is a

         name to watch.”

      


      –City Life
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      “The writing has a disturbing edge that lifts it above the conventional.”


      –Bookseller
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      “An extremely promising debut…. Dias may soon be a crown prince among all the acknowledged Queens of Crime. He shows style

         and flair and his plot weaves its way through society’s high life and dregs in a way that brooks no argument.”

      


      –Yorkshire Post
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      “The courtroom gives Dias—a barrister himself—his best moments, revelling in the slippery games that pass for British justice.”


      –nick Kimberley, Guardian
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      “More raw and raunchy than anything in American courtroom drama.”


      –Kirkus Reviews
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      “Recommended.”


      –Library Journal
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      DEXTER DIAS is a high-profile civil libertarian attorney in Great Britain, a crusading lawyer who defends the clients no one else will

         touch. Many of his cases have made international headlines.
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PART I


      TRIAL


       




 


 


 


         Then the young man asked Him, “What good thing must I do, that I may have eternal life?”


         To this He replied, “Do not murder, do not commit adultery, do not steal, do not bear false witness.”


         Matthew 19:16–18
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CHAPTER ONE


      “AND TO THE FIRST COUNT, HOW DO YOU PLEAD? Guilty or not guilty?”

      


      There was silence.


      Then again the question. “On the first count, you are charged with outraging public decency. How do you plead?”


      A breath. A pause. And then an answer. “Guilty.”


      I suddenly remembered why I was sitting in the front row of Court 8 at the Old Bailey. I adjusted my horsehair wig and told

         myself that I had to stop daydreaming while the court was in session.

      


      But I was puzzled by the previous night’s dream. For I had again dreamt of Stonebury, where the murder was committed. I had

         dreamt of the village and of the rain and of a young girl being led quietly to the circle of stones. And I was puzzled by

         a voice. For I had been asked a single question. It was this: Is a dream something you possess, or is it something that possesses

         you?

      


      I didn’t know the answer back then. If I did, perhaps I would not have sat and listened to the charges being read out, but

         would have taken off my wig, neatly folded my gown, and would have then disappeared from the court with the minimum of fuss.

      


      The furor caused by the death of Molly Summers has died down. The case came to court over a year ago and I suspect that no

         one but me really thinks about that trial anymore. Yet when I am alone, and especially when I am tired, the memories begin

         to well. Usually it is the scent of perfume or the texture of muslin that first comes to mind, and then, like an old movie

         with shadowy figures moving in silence, the story unfolds.

      


      What I do find strange when I look back at it all, is that I could have become so involved. I still return to Stonebury every

         few months, which must be an admission of some kind. There are certain things that I cannot explain and other things I do

         not wish to. And when I return and walk around the ancient circle, the place where the broken body was found, I realize that

         I was partly to blame. I realize that I bore some of the guilt. But I was too weak and the desire was too strong and then,

         I suppose, there was Justine.

      


      At one time a barrister’s life had seemed so straightforward: you’re born, you’re called to the Bar, you take silk, you die.

         I imagined that nothing would interrupt my procession from Bar to oblivion except, perhaps, hair-loss, the odd affair, and

         a couple of hard-earned ulcers. It was safe, if predictable, progress. And then I started dreaming about the stones.

      


      To the press, the case was a sensation. To the law, it was a scandal. But to me, it was simply a journey. It was a journey

         to the center of the circle. But this was a circle of my own creation, a place from which even now I find it hard to escape.

         Even now.

      


      “You plead guilty?” asked Leonard, clerk to Court 8.


      He was in a bad mood. But then Leonard, the oldest of the Old Bailey clerks, had been in a bad mood since the 1960s when they

         abolished capital punishment. He missed the black caps, he once told me. Then there was the “You will be hung by the neck

         until you are dead” line. Leonard never understood that, he said. After all, where else could they hang you from? When I once

         made a suggestion, Leonard didn’t speak to me for a year.

      


      The public gallery was full by the time that proceedings began at 10:30 A.M. There was even a long queue outside stretching a fair distance along Old Bailey toward St. Paul’s Everybody wanted to see

         him.

      


      And there he was: my client, Richard Kingsley, sitting quietly in the dock oblivious to everything. There was Richard Kingsley,

         pulp novelist, celebrity and guilty as any one of us can be. He sat hunched up in his wheelchair with a slightly shriveled

         arm and waited to be punished.

      


      At least they could not hang him.


      “And on the first count,” repeated Leonard, more irritably, flaring his nostrils, “you plead guilty?”


      “Yes,” said Kingsley. “Guilty.”


      Leonard waited for the murmuring in the public gallery to die down. Then he said, “And on the second count, Richard Kingsley,

         you are also charged with outraging public decency.”

      


      My tatty wig pricked me when I heard that. My winged collar cut into my throat for I had always thought it a ludicrous charge.

         Didn’t it assume that there was something called the public? And that it had a sense of decency? And that despite all the

         obscenities that had become part of our lives, it could still be outraged?

      


      Leonard read on. “And the particulars of the offense are that you committed acts of a lewd and disgusting nature, tending

         to corrupt the mind of a fourteen-year-old girl in Stonebury?” He clearly enjoyed reading that, and looked around the court

         at the open mouths in the galleries and the bored faces of the court staff. Then he asked the question. “Are you guilty or

         not guilty?”

      


      Kingsley looked at me with his unnaturally white face. I nodded.


      “Guilty,” Kingsley said.


      It was 10:41 A.M. I had already secured two guilty pleas. It was excellent progress. Because that was the deal. Plead guilty to some of this,

         not guilty to some of that, and it was all going to be over by lunchtime. The defendant would get a lighter sentence, the

         police could say they solved some crimes, the court could wheel in the next case and, of course, I would collect the money.

         Everybody would win.

      


      That first day was, I recall, a bright Monday in December. First thing, at nine o’clock, I had seen Kingsley in the cells

         below the Old Bailey. He sat in the artificial light and talked about his crimes. He was a phenomenon. Richard Kingsley could

         discuss the corruption of the young and the abuse of the innocent as though it were a lesson in algebra with certain given

         axioms and inexorable conclusions.

      


      “You have studied the brief, I suppose?” he said to me, stretching his tiny frame.


      “Of course,” I replied.


      “So you know what I did to those other girls?”


      “What they say you did.”

      


      “Ah, yes. I’m presumed innocent, aren’t I? I keep forgetting that.” He moved his wheelchair a little closer to me so that

         he could whisper. “But what if… I was not quite innocent? What then? I just wondered, would your morals be outraged by my—little games?”

      


      “Isn’t that my business?”


      “Surely I’m entitled to know the type of man who is defending me? You see, I suspect you aren’t sure if I did it?”


      “So?”


      “So you wonder. Yes, you wonder, don’t you, Mr. Fawley?”


      I considered very carefully how I should answer him and finally decided that I should begin as I intended to carry on. I lied.


      “Let me tell you something, Mr. Kingsley,” I said. “I wonder about a great many things. I wonder about the size of my overdraft.

         I even wonder about the meaning of life. But I can sleep well enough at night without knowing the answer to either.”

      


      It was all lies.


      Even before I had been sent the case papers, the dreams had begun. At night, I could not sleep without dreaming about the

         stones. I used to dread sleeping by myself, because I feared there would be no one to wake me up and then the dream would

         go on and on.

      


      At first there were just flashes, the hint of a color, the ghost of a shape, which never lasted more than a few seconds. In

         fact, I only started to worry when the figures began to emerge. They were wild, truncated: the top of a slim leg, the back

         of a head, a hand clasping something. And through it all, I never saw a face. There were never any faces.

      


      Initially, I tried to ignore the dreams. There is, after all, a lot of nonsense spoken about them. And then I read an article. I found it in a dog-eared color supplement while I was waiting

         for my dentist to bore into my gums. I learnt that Aristotle classified dreams and that Alexander the Great never went into

         battle without his dream-interpreter. It said that the waking world does not own us completely, that we retreat from it for

         one-third of our lives, deliberately seeking a place that is quiet and still and dark, and that is the province of dreams.

      


      The worst dream of all, the one I seemed to carry with me, had no images. There was just a dull grayness, like a television

         screen after the programs have finished, and emerging from it, almost imperceptibly, was the weeping, a pitiful weeping. Who

         was it who was crying so inconsolably? Was it someone else? Or was it me?

      


      At 9:32, Kingsley again wheeled himself close to me in the cells.


      “Shall I tell you what I’m really guilty of?” he asked.


      “Look,” I said, wincing at a loose filling. “If you want to confess, get yourself a priest. Or do yourself a favor, and sell

         your story to the tabloids. At least make some money from it. But don’t tell me.”

      


      “But you’re my lawyer. Don’t you need to know the truth?”


      “Save it for your memoirs. We’re on a tight schedule. The curtain goes up at ten thirty.”


      Kingsley became silent and neither of us spoke for a while. I paced around the small room and Kingsley looked through my papers.


      “Listen to me for a moment,” I finally said. “You just don’t understand, do you? We’re playing a game and you don’t know the

         rules. That’s all it is. I know you haven’t done anything like this before.” 

      


      “You mean, I haven’t been caught before.”


      “It’s the same thing.”


      “Is it?”


      “Well, legally… look, I better explain.” The light flickered slightly but did not go out. “When you go through the doors of

         the court, you go through—well, you sort of go through the looking-glass. And the truth doesn’t count. You see, us lawyers

         need the truth as much as doctors need vaccines. A little is fine. Too much and we go out of business.”

      


      “So what do you want to know?” Kingsley asked.

      


      “Nothing,” I said. “Or as near to nothing as your conscience will allow.”


      “Not a particularly moral stance, Mr.—”


      “You should read your Bible.”


      “My what?”


      “Your Bible, Mr. Kingsley. You know, that all-time bestseller.”


      “That nobody reads. Except, of course,” Kingsley said, somewhat enigmatically, “in prison.”


      “How do you mean?”


      “Well, the Bible’s the one thing more widely available in prison than drugs. Everyone’s offered a free copy.”


      “I didn’t know the Gideons did prison visits,” I said.


      “Not the Gideons, the government. A particularly cruel form of mental torture. No doubt devised by some junior minister whilst

         being whipped into a lather by his rent-boy.”

      


      “No doubt,” I replied.


      “The perks of high office, I suppose,” Kingsley said, sighing. “Still, most people take up the offer.”


      “Why?”


      “Comes in handy when the loo-roll runs out.”


      “Well, did you ever take a peek at the Book of Ecclesiastes?” I asked. “I mean, before you ran out of Andrex?”


      “Ecclesiastes?”


      “You know, ‘The more we know, the more we suffer,’ and all that. You must be familiar with the quote. ‘The more we know, the

         more—’”

      


      “A cynics’ charter?”


      “In the finest traditions of the Bar. You see, the less you tell me, Mr. Kingsley, the better it gets.”


      Richard Kingsley seemed delighted with my answer, but I wasn’t sure why. Did he think he had found a kindred spirit? Or did

         he sense my apprehension? Did he smell it and conclude instantly that I was weak and was someone to be used?

      


      “I’m very glad I instructed you, Mr. Fawley,” he said.


      “Why’s that?”


      “Because unlike those hypocrites who pretend to have morals, you’re proud to have none. Call me old-fashioned, but I like

         that in a man.”

      


      “Was that a compliment?” I asked.


      “More of a diagnosis,” he said. “Besides, there’s something else.”


      “What?”


      “I know you won’t judge me.”


      “And how do you know that?”


      “Because you’re too busy judging yourself,” Kingsley said. “You know, I think we shall get along famously.”


      And we did. By 10:03, the crumpled little man had decided not to contest any of the sex offenses. Guilt and innocence? They

         simply did not come into it.

      


      In those days, I think I could claim to be the most indifferent, cynical and lazy excuse of a man who ever dared to toss on

         a barrister’s wig. I suppose I could spout all that Rumpole of the Bailey stuff about how brilliant a barrister I was. But I wasn’t.

      


      Tom Fawley got by. Just.


      I could pretend that I never lost a case like those sharp lawyers in American films. But that wasn’t true either. Like a pretty

         average gambler, I lost and won in about equal measure. The result of a case had little to do with me. It seemed to be more

         affected by the composition of the jury, the mood of the judge, and the defendant’s horoscope. I always used to read those.

      


      And another thing: I hated the Old Bailey. For most criminal lawyers, a trial at the Bailey was the pinnacle of their profession,

         the height of their ambitions. I detested the place. To me, the building always seemed full of headless corpses, severed limbs

         and bloodstains. It was the closest thing in the law to an abbatoir. If ghosts existed, they would make a point of haunting

         such a place.

      


      As the morning wore on, Leonard read out yet another charge in Court 8. There was an uproar when he mentioned that the corrupted

         girl was eleven years old.

      


      “You’re evil,” shouted one woman.


      “Animal,” shouted another.


      Kingsley was also called a piece of scum which he ostensibly was not, and a monster which he possibly was. In fact, we were

         treated to all the usual platitudes as the public pretended to be outraged. But I suspected that they enjoyed the spectacle.

         After all, it was free.

      


      Through the turmoil, Kingsley sat impassively, as if the abuse was aimed at someone else. When I looked at him, he even tried

         to smile, but his eyes were as dead as ever. I glanced at the jury box and was relieved that it was empty, that I’d got a

         deal, that there was to be no trial, that I wouldn’t have to pretend Kingsley was innocent. I was relieved that I wouldn’t

         have to live the lie.

      


      And that, I suppose, was my trade. I had spent my fifteen years at the Bar living out other people’s lies and I was tired.

         So by the age of thirty-nine, my eyesight was failing, my waistline was expanding and strange things had begun to sprout from

         my nostrils. There I was on the apprehensive side of forty, waiting for my libido to abscond and my hair to fall out.

      


      When Kingsley finally pleaded guilty to all the sexual offenses, Leonard sat down and shuffled his papers frantically. I knew

         what he was looking for. It was the Bill of Murder. And I thought, even if Kingsley was convicted, what difference would it

         make? For in my experience, the criminal law was the art of trying to prevent crime, while finding it everywhere, judging

         it incorrectly, and punishing the wrong people in the most inappropriate ways.

      


      But it was a living. All those fancy words, the ones with the capital letters, like Justice and Mercy, just made me feel like

         vomiting into my wig box. Lawyers saw the other side. We did society’s dirty work. The criminal courts were its moral dustbins.

         We cleaned up the mess and they didn’t even give us gloves.

      


      Silence had again settled over Court 8 at the Old Bailey. As Leonard stood up holding the murder indictment, I could see the

         liver-spots on the back of his hands. His age was really beginning to show, and I wondered how many more murders he would

         see, and whether any of them would be as appalling as this one. The document shook between his fingers as he began to read

         aloud.

      


      It was then that Richard Kingsley was accused of murdering Mary—also known as Molly—Summers.
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CHAPTER TWO


      EVERYONE WAS ON EDGE. HOW WOULD HE PLEAD?


      However, I did not so much as blink twice when Kingsley entered a plea of not guilty to murder. That was the plan. As I surveyed

         the astonished faces in court, with their mouths opening and shutting, I hoped that Kingsley would remember the second part

         of the plea, the difficult part, the part without which there would have been no deal.

      


      Just before I left the cells at 10:17, Kingsley had almost seemed relieved that there was to be no trial. He sat in his wheelchair

         and talked it through.

      


      “So what do you want me to say when we go up to court?” he asked.

      


      “Look,” I told him, “all you have to remember is to add, But guilty of manslaughter. That’s all. The Crown will accept that you… that you did it by way of diminished responsibility.”

      


      I was very pleased, it was easy money. In seventy-seven minutes, I had persuaded one person to take the blame for killing

         someone else. Not a bad morning’s work. “I can’t believe it,” I said.

      


      “What? That I murdered Molly Summers?”


      “No. That the prosecution agreed to the deal. It’s too good to be true.”


      “What I don’t understand,” said Kingsley, “is if they accept I wasn’t really responsible, then who was?”

      


      “What do you mean?”


      “Well, who or what made me do it?”


      “Oh, don’t worry about that,” I said. “Leave that to the philosophers and the tabloids. They’ll sort it out. Articles will

         be written about you, Mr. Kingsley. Tory backbenchers will rue the fact that you still have possession of your testicles.

         Your sexual thrillers will sell out. Look at it as a bit of cheap publicity with rent-free accommodation thrown in.”

      


      Kingsley’s eyes caught a spark of light from the corridor outside the cells. “What if… well, what if I didn’t really kill her?”

      


      “With great respect, Mr. Kingsley,” I began. “That’s all very interesting, I’m sure. But the court will sit in about ten minutes.”

         I was excessively polite to him, but then I always was polite when I was trying to persuade a client of mine to plead guilty.

         “I mean, what defense could you run?”

      


      “Defense?”


      “Yes. Sorry to be all technical. But when people plead not guilty, they normally run a defense. It usually helps.”


      “Well,” Kingsley said, “how about… alibi?”


      “Do you have an alibi witness?”


      “I could have.”


      “What does that mean?” I asked.


      Kingsley was silent.


      “Well, who would it be?” I continued.


      “Do I have to give a name?” Kingsley asked.


      “We’ve got to give the prosecution advance notice of any alibi evidence. If you’re going to call your witness to testify,

         I have to know everything. His name, his address, his inside leg measurement, which side he dresses on—everything. So tell

         me, who is he?”

      


      “Philip Templeman.”


      “A friend of yours?”


      “Not really.”


      “So what do you know about him, Mr. Kingsley?”


      “About the same as I know about you.” The little man crouched in his seat and stared straight at me.


      “How do you know you can trust him?”


      “How do I know I can trust you, Mr. Fawley?”


      “Look. This is matter of the utmost gravity. If we put Mr.—”


      “Templeman.”


      “If we put him on a notice of alibi, the police will be entitled to interview him.”


      “They would have to find him first.”


      “So where does he live.”


      “I can’t really say.”


      “What does he do?”


      “Nothing, really.”


      “Is he of good character?”


      “As far as I know,” Kingsley said.


      “At least that’s something.”


      “But then I was of good character before I was caught.” Kingsley smiled, but only a little.


      “Do you think he will tell the truth?”


      “Do you think I will, Mr. Fawley?”


      “I hate to be rude,” I said, “but it does all seem rather farfetched. We might as well say you were water-skiing with Lord

         Lucan in the Gobi Desert. It’s about as believable.”

      


      “I can’t water-ski,” Kingsley said, shuffling in his wheelchair.


      I realized how insensitive I had been. “Look,” I said, “why pin your hopes on this Templeman?”


      “It’s not him I’m pinning my hopes upon.”


      “Then who?”


      “You, Mr. Fawley. I’m pinning my hopes upon you,” Kingsley said, undeterred. “You see, what if I didn’t murder Molly Summers

         at the stone circle?” he said.

      


      I could see that this would be a complication, and I had to quash any delusions of real innocence immediately. “You never

         said you did murder her.”

      


      “Quite.”


      “But you never said you didn’t either.”


      That seemed to silence him for a short while. I spent the time describing in detail the horrors of a trial: the public demanding

         blood, the sleazy reporters, the court artists who would portray him with demonic features and bad skin; then there were the

         cold stares of the jury and that dreadful moment when the verdict was announced.

      


      I wasn’t sure whether he was really listening, but when I had finished, his mood had changed. When I started to explain the

         benefits of a guilty plea yet again, Kingsley suddenly stopped me. And he agreed to plead guilty to manslaughter.

      


      So when we finally went upstairs, I sat in the front row of Court 8 and waited for the defendant to fulfill his part of the

         bargain. I even turned toward the dock and started to mouth, “But guilty of manslaughter.”

      


      Kingsley looked away.


      “Perhaps you might like to take some instructions from your client, Mr. Fawley.” Of course, there exists a state of limbo

         between the Bar and oblivion called being a judge. The nearest incumbent rattled his chains, not even attempting to hide his

         displeasure. But I knew Mr. Justice Manly very well.

      


      Ignatius Manly was one of the first black men elevated to the High Court Bench. He was not a bad judge, which is not to say

         he was a good judge—which of them were, when you were defending a hopeless case? But he was fair. Black folks know a thing

         or two about justice, he once told me, slipping as he occasionally did into a mid-Atlantic vernacular. Yes, we know about

         justice because we’ve had none for five hundred years.

      


      After Manly had spoken to me, I adopted that half-crouched scuttling position barristers rather shamelessly assume when the

         judge is in court. Manly sat at the front, high above me. As I got up, the prosecution team sat to my right. The defendant

         was detailed at the rear of the court. It all appeared faintly ridiculous to me. We were in the new part of the Old Bailey

         and the courtroom was full of stripped wood and spongy seats. It looked rather like the departure lounge of a tacky provincial

         airport.

      


      On the way to the dock, I passed Justine Wright.


      “Shall I cancel the Savoy, Tom?” she whispered. “The table’s booked for twelve thirty.”


      Suddenly, I was behind schedule.


      Justine Wright was on the other side of the legal divide. As prosecuting junior, she was separated from me by a Chinese wall.

         But given a little foie gras and a lot of vintage Burgundy, I hoped that such walls—and who knew what other barriers?—might come tumbling down. Lunch

         at the Savoy with Justine was one of the fringe benefits of a guilty plea. Of course, I hadn’t told Kingsley this. He would

         be dining at Her Majesty’s pleasure and then slopping out.

      


      I reached the dock, which was like a wooden playpen at the very back of the court. Varnished wood came up to chest level and

         there was a gate-like opening guarded by a dock officer.

      


      “What are you doing?” I asked.


      “Nothing much.”


      “So there’s no problem?”


      “There’s no problem,” Kingsley said. “Well, not for me. You see, I’m going to fight the case. I hope that’s not going to be

         too inconvenient for you, Mr. Fawley.”
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CHAPTER THREE


      KINGSLEY SAT IN THE DOCK AND PLAYED WITH AN ancient ring on his shriveled right hand, while the whole court waited for me to resolve the situation.

      


      “We had a deal,” I said.


      “You had a deal,” he replied.


      “Yes. I had a deal, Mr. Kingsley. It’s the best deal I’m going to get.”

      


      “Really?”


      “Yes, really. Funny thing is, it’s not me who will get a life sentence for murder. It’s you.”


      “I think I had noticed that.”


      “Well, have you also noticed those rows of good citizens with saliva dribbling from their jowls?” I pointed a little histrionically

         to the public gallery, but Kingsley ignored me.

      


      “You see, Mr. Fawley, I’ve decided: I don’t do deals.”


      “Well, you better start.” By now my voice had risen to an indecorous, that is, audible level.


      “Is there a problem?” Ignatius Manly’s rich baritone boomed across the court; it bristled with impatience, and I could feel

         an attack of the vernacular coming on.

      


      “There isn’t a problem, M’Lord. But—”


      “But what?”


      “But I’d like a little more time.”


      “And I’d like to win friends and influence people, but I’ve got a court to run.” Manly threw down his pencil, a favorite judicial

         trick. “Now is your client pleading guilty or not guilty?”

      


      “I… I don’t know.”


      “No,” he said. “Why should you know? You’re only his barrister.”


      “Yes, M’Lord.”


      “You know, Mr. Fawley, in my day at the Bar, a barrister used to take the trouble to find out whether his client was pleading

         guilty or not guilty to murder. We had a word for it. It was called being a professional.”

      


      This public humiliation riled me and I attempted to fight back. “I have been trying to get instructions, M’Lord. But I haven’t had much luck.”

      


      “Well, you better get some.”


      “Luck or instructions, M’Lord?”


      “Both,” he shouted. “Now get on with it.”


      I turned to Kingsley and tried to adopt my most professional tone. “If you fight the murder, you’re bound to be convicted.”


      “How do you know?” he asked.


      “Trust me.”


      “Can you think of any good reason why I should?”


      I could not. So I decided to try another line of attack. “Plead to manslaughter and you’ll only get ten years. With time off

         for remand and remission, you’ll be out in six.”

      


      “That’s easy for you to say. But can you imagine what a six-year sentence means?”


      “Mr. Kingsley,” I said, straightening my back and trying to look down imperiously. “I’ve been married for seven years. This

         is the best deal you’re going to get.”

      


      “Six years is a long time.”


      “Life, they tell me, is a little longer,” I said. “Look, if you convince some dotty bishop you’ve found religion, they might

         let you out even sooner than six.”

      


      “No deals.”


      “They might even campaign for your release. You might become a miscarriage of justice.”


      “No deals,” he said in such a way that I knew it was the end of the discussion, for his eyes rolled over and even seemed white,

         like those of a shark when it has made its kill. And I imagined Kingsley among the stones, and a knife was in his hand, and

         the hand was no longer shriveled, but healthy and slender, like a woman’s, and there was no discussion as he went about his—little

         games.

      


      When I returned to my position in counsel’s row, my junior, Emma Sharpe, had drawn a gallows and a noose in her notebook with

         a question mark against it. But I wasn’t in a playful mood as I knew the judge was waiting.

      


      I needed to compose myself. The glass of water rattled against my teeth as I took a sip. I was wearing my midnight blue suit

         which was double-breasted, naturally, a battered pair of brogues, scuffed at the toes, black stuff gown, and a wig—ashen gray,

         filthy, and held together with pins. I was the picture of the thoroughly modern barrister. I was going to trial on a murder

         and didn’t have a prayer.

      


      “The plea of not guilty stands, M’Lord,” I said.


      For a moment Mr. Justice Manly was lost for words which, on the whole, was a welcome state of being for a hostile judge. He

         whispered something to Leonard. Leonard sulked. But then Leonard always sulked when he saw a black man as opposed to a black

         cap on the Bench.

      


      Two dozen people were brought into court. They had an almost comical variety of tired faces, trash novels and rolled-up newspapers.

         They looked bored and annoyed, as if they were waiting for a charter flight to Torremolinos and had been delayed yet again.

         

      


      Leonard shuffled the cards and selected twelve of this jury panel at random. They were strangers to each other, strangers

         to the law—they didn’t even know what the case was about. And I knew nothing about them. The law specifically prevents two

         classes of persons from being on a jury: criminals and lawyers. Apart from that, they could be virtually anybody. And they

         were to decide whether Richard Kingsley murdered Molly Summers.

      


      I wished it was a Friday. Friday at the Old Bailey: fish served in the Bar Mess and a diet of rape and buggery pleas downstairs.

         Friday was a day of reckoning. Not too many people pretended they were innocent on a Friday. But there we were in Court 8

         on a bright Monday morning. Start of the week, start of the trials, high-water mark of the hopeless defense, and despite all

         my efforts, Kingsley’s case was to be no different.

      


      As each of the jurors was sworn, I hurriedly drafted a notice of alibi, including the name of Philip Templeman. When I had

         given it to the prosecution team, the trial began.
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CHAPTER FOUR


      “MEMBERS OF THE JURY,” SAID AUBREY DAVENPORT QC, the prosecution leader, “the evidence that Richard Kingsley murdered Molly Summers is overwhelming. But”—here Davenport

         glanced at the judge—“but Mr. Kingsley has pleaded not guilty.”

      


      Like many large men, Davenport had a slightly high-pitched voice, as though a tape of his speech was being played back at

         the wrong speed. He was eighteen stones, pigeon-toed and had a revolting mustache, all of which made me suspicious of him.

         He whistled Puccini arias at the Old Bailey urinals, always ate red meat, never drank white wine, and salivated at the sight

         of female jurors. He was mediocre at speeches, passable in cross-examination, yet prided himself on his eloquence, which was

         his incorrect diagnosis of a chronic bout of verbal flatulence.

      


      But the most disgusting thing about Aubrey Davenport, and it was a truly disgusting thing amid stiff competition, was his

         special knack for inserting his fat tongue into women’s ears in the backs of taxis. What astonished me was that surprisingly

         few complained, and when they did, it was more an objection to his rough bristle on their earlobes rather than to the insertion

         of the offending organ in the first place.

      


      At the front of Court 8, Davenport licked his lips and said, “So to this, the most serious of charges, the defendant has pleaded

         not guilty. That is his right. But after you’ve heard all the evidence, if you’re sure he killed this sixteen-year-old girl

         in cold blood, you will convict him of murder. And that, ladies and gentlemen, is your right.”

      


      Mr. Justice Manly scowled, not at Kingsley but at me, his eyes brooded and I imagined his lips whispering unknown indignities

         to come. He scribbled something down in his red, leather-bound notebook.

      


      Earlier, Manly had invited all counsel into his private chambers. It was an invitation that could not be refused. He asked

         me if I could indicate which issues were likely to arise, which was coded language for: What on earth is your defense? I told

         him that I didn’t know and then looked around the room, trying to avoid his eyes.

      


      Manly’s chambers were little different to those of the other Old Bailey judges. The room was full of dark wood, somber leather

         and the mauled bones of defense counsel who had said the wrong thing. But above his desk, Manly had a rather badly painted

         watercolor. It was of a Caribbean beach with gaily painted fishing boats and the sun breaking through onto distant mountains.

         I had always liked it.

      


      Judges’ chambers are that part of the law the public is not allowed to see. They are half private club, half trading room.

         The commodities are familiar enough: crime and punishment, probation and prison. But it was the secrecy that used to make

         me feel guilty, the skulking around behind closed doors. It was as if I had entered into an alliance against my client, as

         if he was being auctioned and no bid would be too low. And I felt that another kind of judge, who was even more formidable

         than Ignatius Manly, had entered a mark against my name in a book that was even darker than his.

      


      After Davenport had been speaking for fifteen minutes, two things had begun to happen. His elephantine frame began to break

         out in sweat, and the jury started to glaze over. They sat there bemused, somewhat embarrassed to be in the spotlight, trying

         desperately not to fidget or yawn. No one volunteers for such a job. The electoral roll spins and there they are: dragged,

         if not kicking and screaming, then with a certain reluctance from their sitting rooms, betting shops, public houses and dole

         offices.

      


      When I started at the Bar, I was told to look at the jury carefully. Work out who they were, how they would vote, what made

         them tick. Get to know your jury. Who were the movers and who were the muppets? I soon discovered that it was a futile exercise.

         I had little idea about the people I knew well and, at times, even less about myself. So what was the point?

      


      The more trials I did, the more frightened I became of the jury. They smiled at my jokes, they nodded during my cross-examinations,

         they took notes during my speeches, and then they convicted my clients. And every time I felt a personal insult, a sense of

         rejection.

      


      Davenport stood facing the jury unashamedly adjusting the rolls of flesh that convened around his midriff. He said, “There

         are a couple of questions you will want answered, members of the jury. Firstly, you may ask, where is Stone-bury? Well, it

         is set in a valley surrounded by the gentle hills of the Devon and Dorset borders.”

      


      There seemed to be no hint of recognition on the faces of the jurors. That, at least, was a good sign.


      But Davenport continued, “More importantly, what was so different about Molly Summers? Well, nothing really. For years she’d

         been in care, moved from foster home to foster home. It’s right to say that she ran away occasionally. That she didn’t settle.

         And she finally ended up in a residential home in Stonebury. The home is called the West Albion. You might hear a little about

         it during the course of the trial.”

      


      A little, I thought. Why only a little? Surely the home was at the center of this? My musings were interrupted by Davenport’s

         change of tone.

      


      He paused, looked at the jury and dropped his voice. “West Albion is the type of center that is run by local authorities when

         there are children with certain… difficulties. Perhaps the defense will make much of this. I don’t know. The problems these

         girls might have had does not, cannot excuse violence toward them. Keep your eyes on the ball, members of the jury. Why—that

         is the real question—why would anyone want to murder Molly Summers? This young girl… poor, lonely… and in eyes of the law,

         innocent… this truly innocent girl—”

      


      I got to my feet. “M’Lord, I hesitate to object.”


      “Well, hesitate a little longer,” said Manly. There were a few sniggers around the court.


      “But, really. M’friend knows perfectly well that it is highly undesirable for prosecuting counsel to use such emotive language.”


      Davenport turned on me. “Is my friend suggesting that innocence is an emotive word?”


      “The prosecution is not supposed to excite prejudice against a defendant.”


      “I was not.”


      “What were you doing?” I asked.


      “Exciting sympathy for the girl.”


      “The dead girl,” I said, and as soon as I had, I knew it was a mistake. There was no sound in court, but I could feel my heart

         pounding as all eyes fixed upon me. I felt as though the blood was draining from my legs and I sat down.

      


      “Ladies and gentlemen,” said Manly, turning to the jury and ignoring us. He folded his hands and closed his eyes as if he

         were about to pray. At that moment Ignatius Manly made Job himself look like a man who would fly off the handle at the merest

         slight. It was another of Manly’s ploys. “Members of the jury,” he said, “you will not decide this case on the interventions

         and histrionics of counsel. No, you will decide this case on the evidence. Are you going to mention the evidence at any stage

         today, Mr. Davenport?”

      


      “M’Lord, yes,” he replied. Davenport took a sip of water and brushed a couple of stray droplets from his mustache, which seemed

         to curl around his top lip and sneak into his mouth. “When you hear the evidence, ladies and gentlemen, you will ask yourselves:

         What possible defense can Richard Kingsley have?”

      


      I turned to Emma who was writing all this down. “That’s a question I keep asking myself,” I said. But she ignored me.


      I was hoping that Emma would respond. Few people can realize just how tedious advocates find the speeches of other advocates.

         Especially if they waffle on like Aubrey Davenport.

      


      One of the best ways to relieve the monotony is to chat to your colleagues around you. It is surprising how little the jury

         can hear. And one of the primary arts of defense is the whispered aside. A groan, a cough, a sotto voce mutter can do wonders to put off your opponent. After all, nine-tenths of defense work is an exercise in sabotage. But Davenport,

         with his mind-numbing oratory, was messing it up all on his own.

      


      Soon Davenport described the layout of the village. He spoke of Stonebury in almost reverential terms, characterizing it as

         the epitome of a rural world that was vanishing. The sort of place where you’d half expect the Mayor of Caster-bridge to bump

         into the cast of the Archers and have a chummy discussion about the price of turnips.

      


      The ancient part of the village was entirely surrounded by the stones. There were three concentric circles of diminishing

         sizes—outer, middle and inner—culminating in a group of bluestone blocks known collectively as the Sepulchre. The other stones

         were made from granite. In local lore, they were called Sarsens.

      


      The village had approximately three hundred residents. The surrounding farmland, where two thousand or more people lived,

         also came under the official title of the Parish of Stonebury and extended for about five miles to all points of the compass.

         I knew that the estate of His Honour Judge Wright, Justine’s deceased father, lay somewhere nearby. He had once been the presiding

         judge in the area.

      


      Davenport continued, “Molly Summer’s body was found the next morning. At the place of execution. She still lay within the

         inner circle at Stonebury. The area is partially paved to make it accessible throughout the year. There were few obvious clues

         but blood covered the Sepulchre. And, of course, there was the semi-naked body.”

      


      I noticed a couple of the seedier members of the press take this down. No doubt it would feature in some tabloid report between

         the bare breasts and the bingo.

      


      Davenport was beginning to get into his stride and soon came to a topic that continued to puzzle me. “How then were the police

         pointed in the direction of Richard Kingsley?” he said. “Shortly before the body was found, there was an anonymous phone call

         to Stonebury police station. I cannot tell you the content of the call. The informant never came forward, but the police immediately

         went to the Manor, Mr. Kingsley’s residence in the village.”

      


      I had seen bundles of photographs of Kingsley’s Stonebury home. It was dimly lit by narrow, Gothic windows and was filled

         with strange tapestries and statues. In the hallway, where most of us would have coat-hooks, Kingsley had a row of African

         masks with hollow eyes. Of all the people I had ever met, only Richard Kingsley could have lived in such a place.

      


      “When the police first searched the Manor, nothing was found,” said Davenport. “No doubt Mr. Kingsley breathed a huge sigh

         of relief. But the refuse-collectors were late that day, a twist of fate, perhaps? For in the dust bin, something was found.

         You can see it here.”

      


      With that Davenport brandished something metallic at the jury and said, “Here, members of the jury, is the murder weapon.”
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CHAPTER FIVE


      THE KNIFE WAS BIGGER THAN THE PHOTOGRAPHS had suggested and I had never seen its like. It was curved, almost crescent-shaped, like a five-day-old moon. It was heavy

         and sparkling and sharp.

      


      Davenport waved the knife at the jury as if it were a feather duster and he was brushing some cobwebs away from their eyes.

         “You will hear from a forensic scientist who will give expert evidence that this knife”—he held it up to the level of his

         eyes—“matches precisely the dimensions of the instrument that punctured the body of the sixteen-year-old girl.” He looked

         at the jury with great deliberation. “Punctured her body forty-three times.”

      


      He thudded the knife on the bench next to him and it made a dull, dead sound. There was complete silence in court, and I had

         to admit it was a dramatic moment. As counsel for the defense, you never know where to look at such times.

      


      I looked at the jury and it was a mistake.


      A woman in her thirties, wearing a floral print dress, struggled to fight back the tears. A man in a tweed suit jotted something

         or other down. A few jurors turned and looked at Kingsley, and this time he did look away.

      


      But there was a young woman who wore jeans and a baggy blue sweatshirt. She had the same blond hair and gray eyes as Justine.

         But while Justine ignored me, the juror did not. She just stared and stared at me. I knew that look, I often saw it in my

         dreams: How could you, it said, how could you defend him?

      


      And then you feel like an accomplice, as though you took part in the crime, and you want to say, yes, I’m guilty as well,

         but what can I do? These are the dark moments of the job; such moments are the sowers of doubt, the heralds of failure.

      


      “God, I wish we could reply to this rubbish right now,” said Emma. She was not intimidated; Emma Sharpe was remarkably resilient.


      “And what would we say?” I replied. What, after all, could we have said? That our client needed to have sex with young girls,

         but didn’t kill this one? And all the time I knew that Davenport was saving the best part for last.

      


      “But trials are not about science,” he said. “They are about people. In this case the prosecution will call eye-witnesses

         to the crime. They will testify that they saw Richard Kingsley at the scene of the murder. They, too, are young girls. Young

         girls, you may feel, of considerable courage.”

      


      “Looks like they’ve persuaded the orphans to blab,” said Emma. No doubt she regarded it as an interesting development and

         would be fascinated to see how I dealt with them, an upward blip on her learning curve. I dreaded it.

      


      There had been considerable doubt as to whether these eye-witnesses would testify. They had refused to say a word in the magistrates

         court committal, but if they came up to proof, they would destroy the last vestiges of a defense.

      


      Davenport continued, “There’s only one person in this court who really knows if Mr. Kingsley is guilty, and that is Richard

         Kingsley himself. So what does he say? When interviewed with his solicitor he made no comment, as he was entitled to do.”

      


      “What’s he on about?” asked Emma.


      “So where was Richard Kingsley on the night of the murder?” said Davenport. “Two police officers arrested him when the knife

         was found.”

      


      I looked at Justine Wright and she looked away.


      “One will testify,” said Davenport, “that Kingsley confessed to being at the murder.”


      The jury was amazed, there were murmurs in the public gallery, Kingsley shouted, “No, no,” and Manly demanded silence. I turned

         to Justine.

      


      “I told you to stop Davenport mentioning the confessions,” I said in a voice that the jury could not hear. The plan was to

         get the confessions excluded on a legal technicality.

      


      “I’m sorry, Tom,” she said, all doe-eyed. “I forgot.”


      “Don’t try that ‘I forgot’ stunt with me again, Justine.”


      “What do you mean?” She feigned innocence, but knew I was referring to the last time we were in court together. It was a murder.

         We were co-defending but our client was convicted.

      


      “You know what happened,” I said. Our client had committed suicide in prison.

      


      “Want to rake up the past, Thomas?” She went on the attack. “Of course your hands are spotless.”


      “I didn’t say that.”


      “What are you saying then?”


      “It wasn’t my…”


      Emma watched this bemused as Davenport continued to drone on. One or two jurors watched us but wouldn’t have been able to

         hear what we were saying.

      


      “It wasn’t my—”


      “Spit it out, Tom,” Justine said defiantly. “It wasn’t your what? Why don’t you say it, Tom? It wasn’t your what?”


      “I’m not blaming you.”


      “Back off then.”


      “Look, Justine—”


      “I have to say, Mr. Fawley”—she moved very close to me, and I could feel her moist breath on my neck—“you really know how

         to woo a woman.”

      


      Justine could always tie me up in knots; it was one of the things, in a perverse way, that attracted me to her. She exposed

         my sense of uncertainty, hypocrisy even, about my job, my marriage, about myself. She brought it out into the open with her

         piercing words, and made me face it. She managed to make my longing for infidelity feel—almost honorable. And for her part,

         she despised and yet enjoyed my weakness. Spineless, she called me once.

      


      It was years before the trial. There was a party in Justine’s chambers. It was to celebrate Ignatius Manly taking silk. Justine

         did her pupilage, her apprenticeship, with Manly and Davenport. But her place was guaranteed: the chambers had once belonged

         to Justine’s father.

      


      She was very drunk. I had been waiting to make a move on her despite the fact she was my wife’s best friend. I saw the party

         as an ideal opportunity.

      


      She allowed me to touch her hair. And when I did, her perfume wafted into my face. She put her hand in the back of my belt

         and drew me to her body. I could just feel the points of her breasts against my chest as she ran her fingers over my buttocks.

         I needed to kiss her but as my mouth touched hers, she pulled away. Justine said she was already seeing someone. She said

         it was Manly. Rather foolishly, prompted by the cheap German wine, I asked what Manly had that I did not.

      


      “He’s got backbone,” she said. I remember she looked at me with contempt. She put a slender finger to my lips as though she

         was about to reveal the mysteries of the universe. She added, “I quite like that in a lover.”

      


      She left me sipping my plastic cup of Liebfraumilch.


      “So what is Richard Kingsley’s defense?” asked Davenport, his voice now thinner and higher with the strain. “Through his lawyers,

         he has served a notice of alibi. This states that at the time of the murder he was not at the stone circle but was with someone

         called…” Davenport leaned over toward me and whispered, “I can’t read your writing, Fawley.”

      


      “It says Templeman,” I said. “Philip—”


      “With someone called Philip Templeman,” Davenport announced in an ominous fashion to the jury. “The defense will say that

         Mr. Kingsley was with this man. We say this is a lie. For who is this man? Is he flesh and blood? Or is he another of Richard

         Kingsley’s fictional creations?”

      


      Davenport glanced at me. And I was grateful that I was not required to give answers to these questions immediately.

OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P00i.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780446566735.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_1.jpg





