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  Chapter One




  ‘I swear by Almighty God that the evidence I shall give shall be the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth.’




  About as much hope of that, reflected Judge Matthew Chaytor, as finding icicles on the equator. He watched the witness put down the testament and the card from which he had just read the words

  of the oath in a thoroughly bored tone. He was a powerfully built young man, though not particularly tall. He had a neatly trimmed beard and a head of short-cut, curly brown hair which seemed to

  enhance the impression of a muscular physique.




  His expression . . . Well, what with his facial hair and a pair of spectacles whose lenses were as opaque as treacle toffee, he had no visible expression. It was only assumption that he even had

  a pair of eyes.




  Matthew Chaytor had been a judge for less than a year and this was the first time he had been called upon to sit at the Old Bailey. Moreover, this was his first case in his stint of duty there.

  He had known that, as a temporary, he’d be likely to be assigned the more commonplace cases to try, but that didn’t mean he had to abandon any standards. And one of these was the

  importance he placed on the jury being able to observe the demeanour of a witness while he was giving his evidence.




  Prosecuting counsel was about to begin his examination-in-chief when Judge Chaytor spoke.




  ‘Just one moment, Mr Ridge.’ Then turning to the witness, he said, ‘Do you need to wear those dark glasses in court, Mr Cox? You won’t find that there’s any glare

  in here.’




  He sensed rather than observed the witness’s surprise. But it was only momentary.




  ‘I always wear ’em,’ the witness replied in a tone which effectively told the judge to mind his own business.




  ‘Do you wear them on medical grounds?’ Judge Chaytor asked with polite persistence.




  The witness frowned. That much could be seen. ‘Yes,’ he replied, curtly.




  ‘On doctor’s advice?’




  This time the witness paused before answering and slid the tip of his tongue across his lips.




  ‘I don’t see what it’s got to do with anyone whether I wear ’em or not.’




  ‘It’s just that the jury can’t observe you as well as they might. It’s rather as if you were wearing a mask.’




  ‘They can hear me all right, can’t they?’ the witness enquired truculently.




  ‘Very well, if you wish to keep them on, I certainly can’t force you to take them off.’ Matthew Chaytor turned back to prosecuting counsel. ‘Yes, go ahead, Mr

  Ridge.’




  ‘Is your name William Cox?’ counsel now asked.




  ‘No, it isn’t.’




  Mr Ridge gave a nervous start. ‘What is your name, then?’ he asked anxiously.




  ‘Billy Cox.’




  ‘You mean you were baptised Billy, rather than William?’




  ‘I mean my name’s Billy Cox. I’ve never been called William in my life.’




  Mr Ridge, who was young, intensely serious and relatively inexperienced, glanced worriedly at the judge. He seemed to feel that his whole case had been undermined before it had begun.




  ‘Do you wish me to pursue the matter further, my lord?’




  ‘In what way, Mr Ridge?’




  ‘Over the question of his name, my lord,’ counsel replied in a strangulated tone.




  Matthew Chaytor wondered whether he had ever sounded so feeble when he was a young barrister. In the event, he gave prosecuting counsel the benefit of the doubt and smothered the tart retort he

  was minded to make.




  ‘I suggest you get on with your examination of the witness,’ he said, in a not unkindly tone. Apart from anything else, he had already formed the view that it was the first and last

  wholly truthful answer they were likely to hear from the bearded, blacked-out Billy Cox.




  The person at the centre of this forensic flurry had followed the exchanges with the same wary and frowning expression he had worn since his trial began. His name was Ian Tanner and he was

  nineteen years old. Unlike the witness in the box, Tanner’s face reflected every change of emotion, though he sat, for the most part, with a worried, slightly resentful, look which, from time

  to time, lapsed into plain boredom.




  The prosecution’s case hadn’t got far and Billy Cox was the first important witness to testify. Tanner now glanced at Andrew Batchford, his own counsel, who was doodling on the cover

  of his notebook. He seemed to spend a lot of time doing so and, from a distance, the doodle gave the appearance of rampant ivy spreading over a wall. Tanner gazed at the row of faces in the public

  gallery and wished that his girl-friend was there to give him a reassuring smile. But Gail was to be called as a witness for him and so was not allowed into court before giving her evidence. She

  had stood by him from the beginning. From the moment he had arrived at her flat in a blind panic and told her in halting phrases what had happened. Six months had passed, but the memory of that

  September evening was burnt into his mind.




  He could still see her expression of burgeoning alarm as he had burst in. She had been expecting him, of course; but not out of breath, dishevelled and as if all the forces of hell were on his

  heels.




  ‘What’s happened, Ian?’ she had asked as he had flung himself on to the settee, and begun to shake as if a pair of giant unseen hands had seized him.




  ‘I’ve had an accident,’ he blurted out. ‘I think I’ve killed a bloke. You’ve got to help me, Gail.’




  ‘Where’s your bike now?’ she asked, trying to make her voice sound calm. She had always known that one day he would come to grief on his motor-cycle. He rode too fast,

  determined to show off his prowess. She had felt herself in competition with the yellow monster from the outset and had resented its intrusion into his life. If it was now a mass of twisted metal,

  she was secretly pleased. But such a hope was stillborn.




  ‘I wasn’t on my bike,’ he said with a tortured groan, ‘I was in a car.’




  ‘A car? What car?’




  He bit his lip. ‘I’d taken it for a sort of lark. Well, we had, that is.’




  ‘Who was with you?’




  He shook his head in misery. ‘I was alone, but it was Mick’s and Gino’s idea as well.’




  ‘How do you know you killed someone?’




  ‘I must have done. I hit him smack on as I came round a bend. His body sailed right over the top of the car and landed behind.’ He succumbed to a further bout of violent shaking.

  ‘It was awful,’ he went on in a choked voice, ‘I can still hear the sound in my ears. It was a horrible sort of soft thud.’




  ‘Did you stop?’




  He shook his head. ‘I just ditched the car and came here as quickly as I could.’




  ‘Did anyone see the accident?’ she asked in the same gently persuasive tone.




  ‘They can’t have done. It was down a lane. There was no one about. No one, apart from this bloke who just lurched into the road as I came round the bend.’




  ‘He must have been drunk,’ Gail remarked thoughtfully.




  Tanner nodded. ‘Yes, that’s it, he must have been. I hadn’t thought of that,’ he said seizing on her note of hope like a shipwrecked sailor grasping a lifeline.




  ‘In which case it wasn’t your fault. And, anyway, he mayn’t be dead. Probably he’s only injured.’ She paused. ‘You haven’t said whose car you were

  driving, Ian. But I’ll make some coffee and then you can tell me the whole story and we can decide what to do.’




  ‘I could do with a coffee,’ he said. He also needed time to think how much to tell her. Now that the initial onset of panic was receding, he must try and assess his situation.




  Gail disappeared into the tiny kitchen of her flat which was situated above a ladies’ hairdresser’s salon in a quiet surburban street. The upstairs premises were shabby and in need

  of repair, but the rent was correspondingly low and she regarded herself as fortunate in having the privacy that many of her girl-friends lacked. By day she worked as a manicurist in the shop

  below.




  By the time she returned with two mugs of coffee, Tanner had reached the conclusion that he could tell her everything except the real reason for having taken the car. She didn’t need to

  know that in order to help him and it was better that she shouldn’t. There were some things it was wiser not to tell a girl like Gail. During the six months they had known each other, he had

  come to rely on her in a good many ways, rather more than masculine vanity allowed him to admit. He was aware, however, that she took their relationship more seriously than he did. So far as he was

  concerned, she was no more than his current girl, even though she had lasted longer than most. But if she became too cloying, he wouldn’t hesitate to give her the push. After all, you’d

  be crazy to let a bird tie you down when you were only nineteen.




  He had first met her at the Monkes Tale; the same Monkes Tale which was the starting-point in this evening’s disastrous chain of events.




  He took a sip of coffee and grimaced.




  ‘It’s as hot as bloody molten lead,’ he muttered.




  ‘Have you any idea who it was you ran into?’ she asked, ignoring his comment.




  He shook his head. ‘It’d all happened before I realised. I never had a chance. He shot out in front of the car.’ He paused. ‘I was going a fair speed. The law was after

  me.’




  ‘The police?’ Gail’s tone had a fresh note of anxiety.




  He nodded miserably. ‘I’d crashed some lights at red and almost collided with a panda car. It gave chase. I think I threw them off, but I can’t be sure.’




  ‘Whose car were you driving, Ian?’ she asked in a brittle voice.




  ‘Jeff Jakobson’s.’




  ‘What, the man who owns the Monkes Tale?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘You told me he’d gone on holiday to Spain.’




  ‘He has.’




  ‘You mean, you just took his car?’




  ‘Look, stop asking questions like a bloody barrister, will you! Yes, I took it.’




  Gail bit her lip. ‘I’m sorry, Ian. I didn’t mean to nag. I was only trying to help you tell me what had happened.’




  ‘O.K.,’ he said in a mollified tone. He gave her hand a squeeze and she kept hold of his, gently massaging it with her fingertips. ‘I look it for a lark, like I said. Well, it

  was more like a bet. We were in it together, even though I was the one who actually took it.’




  ‘You mean, you, Gino and Mick?’




  Gino Evans and Mick Burleigh were Ian’s two closest mates and Gail didn’t like either of them. In fact, her dislike of them was only equalled by her dislike of his

  motorcycle.




  ‘You’d better phone Gino and find out what he knows. He was at the Monkes Tale when I left. He may have heard something. I don’t want to talk to him in case the police are with

  him. They’ll have found out where the car came from and some busybody may have given them my name.’ He paused and frowned. ‘Mick never turned up this evening. We were meant to

  meet at nine o’clock, but he never came.’




  Gail glanced at the electric clock on the wall. It showed half past eleven. It seemed as if hours must have passed since Ian’s arrival, but it had been little more than ten minutes ago

  that he had rattled her door with an urgency that had transmitted itself as clearly as if all the alarm bells in the street had suddenly begun to ring.




  ‘Where’s the car now?’ she asked, quietly.




  ‘I dumped it in the trees near the old pumping station in Waterworks Lane and scarpered on foot.’




  It was Gail’s turn to frown. Why had he been driving along Waterworks Lane? It didn’t lead anywhere. It petered out where it emerged from the trees close to the now disused pumping

  station. After that, there was a stretch of rough grassland and on its farther side Prince’s Farm Lane began and ran to a main thoroughfare. In effect, the two lanes and the piece of

  connecting grassland comprised a short cut between two residential areas on London’s south-west fringe, though it was not used by anyone who valued his car, for the stretch of grassland was

  excessively bumpy when dry and inclined to become quickly waterlogged after rain.




  So, Gail wondered, what on earth had Ian been doing driving along Waterworks Lane, if he had taken the car only for a lark, as he said? Then she remembered about the police being on his tail

  because he’d shot a red light. He must have been trying to throw them off. But instinct warned her against questioning him more closely about this. She felt certain that he’d only shout

  at her again. For the moment she must restrain her curiosity.




  She leaned over and gently stroked his forehead. Then she brought her head closer and kissed him on the mouth. His lips were dry and didn’t respond. When she drew her head away, she saw

  that he had closed his eyes.




  There were streaks of dirt on his face and he looked utterly exhausted – and vulnerable. He only needed to shave every other day and there was a faint growth of stubble on his chin and

  along his upper lip.




  Cradling his head in the crook of her right arm, she lay back against the settee and let out a deep sigh. Some of her friends teased her about being a baby-snatcher, knowing that she was two

  years older than Ian. But this never bothered her. She recognised that he evoked some sort of maternal instinct in her. And why not! His real mother had deserted him when he was two, going off with

  a man and leaving her son to the care of the local authority. He knew even less about his father. Compassion apart, she was also genuinely fond of him, though she could do without his motor-cycle,

  his friends and certain of his moods. At times, he could be really nasty to her. Hostile, mocking and spiteful. Then he would as suddenly melt her by a show of vulnerability.




  He now opened his eyes and stared at her gravely for a while. ‘You are going to help me, aren’t you, love?’ he said in a whisper.




  ‘Of course I am.’




  ‘You could say that I spent the whole evening with you here?’




  Gail gave him a puzzled look. ‘What good would that be when people saw you at the Monkes Tale?’




  ‘It could all be a question of times. We don’t know yet. You might have to say that I arrived here earlier than I did. You wouldn’t mind doing that for me, would you,

  love?’




  Gail shook her head uncertainly. ‘But if someone saw you take the car . . . And, anyway, the police in the panda car may have seen you and be able to recognise you.’




  ‘Whose side are you on?’ he asked, with a fresh edge to his tone.




  ‘Yours, Ian, I really am. It’s just that it mayn’t be as easy as you seem to think. I mean, they may be able to trace you through fingerprints. Don’t they always look for

  fingerprints on driving mirrors and steering-wheels?’




  ‘Christ! I hadn’t thought of that.’ He looked so dashed that Gail started gently stroking his forehead again. ‘Oh, God, why didn’t I give everything a wipe? I was

  going to, but then the accident put it out of my head.’




  ‘That’s hardly surprising,’ she said in a soothing voice.




  But he didn’t appear to be listening and a second later he visibly brightened. ‘That’s it. That’s what I’ll say if they get on to me. I’ll tell them I

  don’t remember any accident. That my mind’s a blank. And you can say that when I arrived here I was completely dazed. I’d obviously had a terrible shock and you were very worried

  about me.’




  Gail nodded dubiously. The truth was that she didn’t really see how this would help him, but she hesitated to say so. At the moment, he was in no mood to be contradicted. Come to that, he

  never was.




  ‘I’ll say how this bloke shot out in front of the car giving me no chance to avoid him and that, as a result of the shock I suffered, I don’t remember what happened

  afterwards.’




  To Gail it sounded horribly implausible, but fortunately he didn’t seem to be waiting for her reaction.




  He reached for his mug of coffee. ‘Better phone Gino. He’s bound to be home by now.’




  ‘What do you want me to say to him?’




  ‘Find out what he knows.’




  ‘Shall I tell him you’re here?’




  ‘Christ, no! At least not until you know it’s safe. You’ll have to play it by ear. You know, find out if he’s alone. If he is, I’ll speak to him. I just want you to

  make the contact. O.K.?’




  Gail walked across the room to where the telephone rested on a window sill.




  ‘What’s his number?’ she asked unhappily. He gave it to her and she began to dial. ‘Is that you Gino. It’s Gail . . . yes, he is . . .’




  She got no further, but, as Ian watched, her expression changed from hesitancy to utter dismay.




  ‘Yes, I’ll tell him,’ she said half a minute later in a barely audible whisper and slowly put back the receiver. She turned and looked at Ian. ‘He’s coming round

  straight away.’ Then in a bewildered tone she added, ‘It was Mick Burleigh you ran into. He’s dead.’




  







  Chapter Two




  Mr Ridge gave his gown a fussed hitch and faced the witness with the expression of a nervous supplicant.




  ‘Mr Cox, will you please tell the court what you were doing on the evening of Friday, the second of September last?’




  Matthew Chaytor let out a silent groan. It was the sort of inept question that could plunge them all into an embattled situation before you could draw a second breath. He held his own as he

  awaited the reply. He never liked interrupting counsel and was aware of the danger of compounding confusion rather than removing it. But if necessary . . .




  ‘I went to the Monkes Tale.’




  Prosecuting counsel and judge let out their individual sighs of relief.




  ‘Is that a roadhouse not far from Epsom?’




  ‘S’right.’




  ‘What time did you leave there?’




  ‘About half past eight.’




  ‘And what did you do then?’




  ‘Went home.’




  ‘Oh! And after that?’




  ‘You want it blow by blow like?’




  ‘No, we don’t, Mr Cox,’ the judge broke in quickly. ‘You’ve come to court to tell us what you know of an accident that took place that night, so will you direct

  your mind to that. Mr Ridge, your questions are meant to elicit the witness’ evidence, not roam over his life history.’




  ‘My lord, I was trying not to lead,’ prosecuting counsel said in a huffed tone.




  ‘Yes, but keep to what is relevant, will you?’




  Mr Ridge gave his gown another hitch, this time with a rather more petulant gesture and once more addressed the witness.




  ‘My lord has helpfully referred to an accident that took place that night. Did you witness it?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘You didn’t?’




  ‘No. It happened round the bend.’




  ‘Yes, of course,’ prosecuting counsel said with a fresh surge of relief. ‘Will you please tell my lord and the jury what you know about it.’




  ‘I was walking along this lane when I heard a car coming up behind me. Its engine was revving like crazy and I nipped into the ditch on my left just in time. It shot past and disappeared

  round a bend just ahead and then I heard a terrific bang. I ran along the lane and there was this body lying in the middle of the road.’




  ‘What did you do?’




  ‘I stooped down, but I could tell the poor guy was dead. He was lying there like a heap of old clothes.’




  ‘And then?’




  ‘I was still kneeling beside the body when another car came round the bend. I thought it was going to run over us both, but it managed to brake in time and a couple of policemen got

  out.’




  ‘They were in a panda car?’




  ‘S’right.’




  ‘And did you tell them what had happened?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘After the first car had passed you and gone round the bend, did you ever see it again?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘It didn’t stop?’




  ‘I could hear its engine screaming as it made off.’




  ‘What time was this?’ the judge asked.




  ‘Around ten, I’d say.’




  ‘Had you ever seen the victim before?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Where?’




  ‘At the Monkes Tale.’




  ‘Did you know his name?’




  ‘I’d heard someone call him Mick. I didn’t know the rest of his name.’




  ‘So you didn’t know him well?’




  ‘I’d never even spoken to him. He was just a young chap I’d seen there.’




  ‘That’s all I wish to ask this witness, my lord,’ Mr Ridge said and sat down with apparent relief.




  Andrew Batchford now rose to his feet. He had a smooth, moonlike face and a small squashed nose on which were perched a pair of rimless spectacles. He had reached an age which clients like Ian

  Tanner regarded as irretrievably ancient, whereas most of the judges before whom he appeared would still refer to him as young Batchford. Behind his impassive exterior lurked a sharp mind and a

  tolerant regard of most human foibles.




  For a few seconds he stared mildly at the witness on the other side of the court.




  ‘Tell me, Mr Cox, were you wearing those dark glasses on the night of the accident?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘Not?’ The tone was fairly mocking.




  ‘It was dark, wasn’t it?’




  ‘So you don’t wear them after dark?’




  ‘No. But they were in my pocket.’




  ‘In case you suddenly ran into light, perhaps?’




  Billy Cox’s brow creased in an angry scowl, but he made no reply and, after a brief pause, defending counsel went on.




  ‘What were you doing in Waterworks Lane at the time?’




  ‘What d’you mean, what was I doing?’




  ‘It’s a simple enough question, isn’t it? Well?’




  ‘I was on my way to visit my girl.’




  ‘On foot?’




  ‘Yes, because my car was out of action.’ There was no mistaking the note of triumph in Billy Cox’s voice.




  ‘Where did your girl live?’




  ‘At the other end of Prince’s Farm Road.’




  ‘What’s her name?’




  ‘I won’t say.’




  ‘Why not?’




  ‘Because she has a husband,’ Cox said grudgingly.




  ‘I see. Well, I won’t press you about that at the moment. Tell me this, were you able to see the face of the driver of the car?’




  For a second the witness seemed to hesitate and then he said, ‘No.’




  ‘But you did know the defendant by sight?’




  ‘I think I may have seen him at the Monkes Tale a few times.’




  ‘With Mick Burleigh, perhaps?’




  ‘I don’t remember who he was with.’




  ‘Have you seen him there since the accident?’




  ‘I don’t think so.’




  ‘Did you recognise the car as it went past?’




  ‘I could see it was a Ford Granada.’




  ‘But did you recognise it as Mr Jakobson’s?’




  ‘No. Didn’t have time to see things like that. If I hadn’t dived into the ditch real quick, I’d have been a corpse as well.’




  ‘Was it being driven on headlights?’




  ‘No, it wasn’t.’




  ‘Are you sure?’




  ‘ ’Course I’m sure.’




  ‘My client will say that he did have his headlights on in the dipped position.’




  ‘He can say what he likes. I’m telling you he didn’t.’




  ‘Do you think he ought to have spotted you?’




  The witness gave a shrug of indifference. ‘I don’t know whether he saw me or not. I saw him all right.’




  ‘But you’ve just said that you didn’t see him?’




  ‘I didn’t see his face, but I saw the car all right,’ Billy Cox said vehemently.




  ‘Did you ever get to your lady friend’s house that night?’




  ‘No. By the time the police had finished with me, it was too late.’




  ‘Were you quite happy to give the police a statement?’




  ‘What d’you mean happy?’




  ‘You weren’t reluctant to become involved as a witness?’




  ‘I’d as good as seen this young chap killed. It was my duty to help the police.’




  ‘Do you always behave so commendably?’




  ‘I don’t know what you mean.’




  ‘Nor do I, Mr Batchford,’ the judge broke in.




  Andrew Batchford blinked. What he was trying to impart to the jury was that the witness was not the socially conscious citizen he appeared to be. He knew that Billy Cox had seen the inside of

  prison on a couple of occasions. Unfortunately, Ian Tanner had also been inside and he couldn’t impugn the witness’ character without his client’s record also being put in

  evidence. It wasn’t so much that Tanner had been to Borstal for house-breaking as that he had a couple of convictions for speeding.




  ‘I’m sorry, my lord, I withdraw my question.’




  ‘It seemed to me more an observation that a question, Mr Batchford.’




  ‘Then I withdraw my observation, my lord,’ defending counsel said placably.




  It was at this point that Temporary Detective Constable Patrick Bramley hastily smothered a cavernous yawn. It was his second in as many minutes and he had become suddenly aware of the judge

  watching him during the first unsmothered one.




  The case had been largely prepared by the uniformed branch of the local station and T.D.C. Bramley had come into it only at the last minute, being told to go along to court as the officer

  nominally in charge. In effect, to act as general dogsbody and be on hand to assist prosecuting counsel with any queries.




  He had read the file without finding anything in it to arouse his interest. There seldom was in traffic cases; even where a death was involved. At least, the court was warm and dry which was a

  change from standing in the rain keeping lengthy observation on someone’s premises.




  Though he had volunteered for work in the C.I.D., it hadn’t been long before disillusionment had crept in. The irregular, not to mention unsocial, hours led to constant bickering with his

  girl-friend, Jennie, who resented the disruption of their social life.




  Several times he had been on the verge of tendering his resignation and seeking a steady nine-to-five job. But Jennie had never reached the point of delivering an ultimatum and so he

  hadn’t yet been forced into taking a decision. The truth was that the original appeal of a career in the police, though diminished, had never become completely extinguished. So just when he

  thought he was all ready to chuck it in, he would feel an unmistakable tug the other way and would decide to hang on a bit longer.




  He felt a sudden prod in his back and turned to find out what prosecuting counsel wanted. His estimation of Mr Ridge was no higher than anyone else’s. Pathetic it was, the way cases could

  be lost through counsel’s ineptitude. Some hapless police officer toiled his guts out to build up a strong case, only to see counsel throwing great chunks of it out of the window. A lot of

  counsel were very good, a whole lot more were adequate, but there were still enough lousy ones to make you weep.




  ‘Let me know as soon as the pathologist arrives,’ Mr Ridge hissed. ‘Then I’ll call him and ask for his release. I expect he’ll want to get away.’




  ‘He’s been here for half an hour, sir,’ Bramley retorted. ‘That’s him sitting over there.’




  By tradition, professional witnesses such as doctors were usually allowed to sit in court while waiting to give their evidence. The defence could, however, always ask that they be excluded in

  the same way as other witnesses.




  ‘You should have told me,’ Mr Ridge said petulantly.




  ‘I assumed you knew him by sight, sir,’ Bramley replied in a tone that was anything but contrite.




  The small altercation over, he turned his attention to Billy Cox who was still in the witness box. It was funny seeing a villain like Cox giving evidence for the prosecution, though it was

  doubtful whether he found it funny. Bramley was sure that Cox would have avoided the experience if he possibly could have. But having been caught at the scene by the police, he had had no

  effective choice in the matter.




  Bramley knew from C.I.D. talk that Billy Cox was a member of the Sweetman gang whose nucleus comprised Totty Sweetman, Ron Hitching and Cox, with Totty’s wife, Pauline, more than a mere

  camp follower. They were believed to have been responsible for a number of recent robberies and burglaries in the area, but so far they had managed to escape arrest. It was the familiar story of

  the chasm that always exists between suspicion and evidence.




  Cox had certainly demonstrated that he was a cool customer. The way he had stood up to the judge and refused to remove his sun-glasses, you had to respect him. Not that judges were what they

  used to be! There weren’t many left who could still strike cold terror into anyone incurring their displeasure. On the whole, Patrick Bramley considered that to be a good thing.




  He turned his head to look at Tanner who was leaning forward and staring at Cox with an expression in which anger, fear and puzzlement all manifested themselves. At least, reflected Bramley, he

  had mown down one of his own ilk. Far better that than some innocent old age pensioner on his way home from bingo.




  Half a minute later, Andrew Batchford completed his cross-examination, which, he would have been the first to admit, had got him almost nowhere. Just as you can’t make bricks without

  straw, so you cannot cross-examine without material, and Tanner had provided him with virtually none. Moreover, he had been unable to detect any obvious chinks in Cox’s evidence which could

  be profitably exploited.




  Mr Ridge announced that he would now call Dr Butterworth, the pathologist.




  The doctor stepped lightly into the witness-box, took the oath in a brisk tone, opened a buff folder on the ledge in front of him and glanced at prosecuting counsel as if to cue him to start

  asking questions.




  It was a full minute, however, before Mr Ridge finished shuffling his papers as he sought to find his place.




  ‘What is your full name, Doctor?’




  ‘Alistair Robert McFee Butterworth.’




  ‘And are you a registered medical practitioner and a pathologist?’




  ‘I am.’




  ‘And do you hold degrees from many universities?’




  Judge Chaytor broke in. ‘Dr Butterworth’s is a household name, Mr Ridge, and I don’t think we need list all his distinguished qualifications. Let’s get on with his

  evidence.’




  Prosecuting counsel pouted and seemed about to argue, but finally thought better of it.




  ‘On the third of September last year did you perform a post-mortem examination on the body of Michael Burleigh?’




  ‘I did.’




  ‘What did you find?’




  ‘I found the body of a healthy, well-nourished young man. He had a small scar on the right side of the lower abdomen indicating an appendectomy, that is an operation for appendicitis, some

  years ago. Apart from that, there was no evidence of any natural disease in the body. His death had resulted from multiple injuries, consistent with his having been struck by a vehicle travelling

  at considerable speed.’




  Dr Butterworth looked up from his notes and peered at the judge and both counsel over the top of his spectacles as if to assure himself that they were paying attention. Mr Ridge, for his part,

  was clearly basking in the reflected glory of a witness whose evidence came forth without the use of a tin-opener. Not that it would have occurred to prosecuting counsel that he was other than

  sharp and effective in examining witnesses.




  ‘At what speed would you estimate the car to have been travelling to have caused such injuries?’




  The pathologist gave a small frown of annoyance. ‘I can’t possibly answer in terms of miles per hour, if that’s what you mean.’




  ‘Oh!’ Mr Ridge said in an abashed tone. ‘Then I haven’t any further questions to ask you.’




  Matthew Chaytor sighed. It was a rather histrionic sigh which he immediately regretted. He didn’t want to acquire a reputation for having succumbed to an early attack of judgitis. But why

  should he have to do counsel’s work for him!




  ‘I think the jury would probably like to have some details of the multiple injuries of which you have spoken, Dr Butterworth. Perhaps you’d describe the major injuries you

  found.’




  ‘Certainly, my lord. The most serious injuries were a ruptured aorta, that is the main artery which carries blood from the heart, and a ruptured spleen. Either of those injuries was

  sufficient to have caused death. There was also gross damage to the liver and a fracture to the right thigh and to the right wrist. There was a hairline fracture of the skull in the right frontal

  area and some contusion to the brain underlying the fracture. The whole body was a mass of bruises and abrasions.’ He glanced up. ‘Is that sufficient detail, my lord?’




  ‘Yes, thank you.’ The judge’s brow became furrowed in thought. After a pause, he asked, ‘Can you say the sequence in which the injuries were sustained?’




  Dr Butterworth pursed his lips. ‘My surmise would be that the head injuries were caused when he landed in the road after being catapulted over the top of the car. The internal injuries I

  have described would have been caused when the vehicle struck him.’




  ‘Which way was he facing at the moment of impact?’




  Dr Butterworth re-pursed his lips. ‘He was certainly not struck from behind,’ he said thoughtfully. ‘My inference would be that he was facing the oncoming vehicle, but probably

  at a slight angle. As I say, he didn’t have his back to it when struck, that’s quite definite.’
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