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PROLOGUE



‘YES,’ SAID BETH.


She tried to look surprised, but wasn’t all that convincing as she had already decided that they were going to be married when they were at secondary school. However, she was amazed when Danny fell on one knee in the middle of the crowded restaurant.


‘Yes,’ Beth repeated, hoping he’d stand up before everyone in the room stopped eating and turned to stare at them. But he didn’t budge. Danny remained on one knee and, like a conjurer, produced a tiny box from nowhere. He opened it to reveal a simple gold band boasting a single diamond that was far larger than Beth had expected – although her brother had already told her that Danny had spent two months’ wages on the ring.


When Danny finally got off his knee, he took her by surprise again. He immediately began to tap a number on his mobile. Beth knew only too well who would be on the other end of the line.


‘She said yes!’ Danny announced triumphantly. Beth smiled as she held the diamond under the light and took a closer look. ‘Why don’t you join us?’ Danny added before she could stop him. ‘Great, let’s meet at that wine bar off the Fulham Road – the one we went to after the Chelsea game last year. See you there, mate.’


Beth didn’t protest; after all, Bernie was not only her brother, but Danny’s oldest friend, and he’d probably already asked him to be his best man.


Danny turned off his phone and asked a passing waiter for the bill. The maitre d’ bustled across.


‘It’s on the house,’ he said, giving them a warm smile.


It was to be a night of surprises.
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When Beth and Danny strolled into the Dunlop Arms, they found Bernie seated at a corner table with a bottle of champagne and three glasses by his side.


‘Fantastic news,’ he said even before they had sat down.


‘Thanks, mate,’ said Danny, shaking hands with his friend.


‘I’ve already phoned Mum and Dad,’ said Bernie as he popped the cork and filled the three champagne glasses. ‘They didn’t seem all that surprised, but then it was the worst-kept secret in Bow.’


‘Don’t tell me they’ll be joining us as well,’ said Beth.


‘Not a chance,’ said Bernie raising his glass, ‘you’ve only got me this time. To long life and West Ham winning the cup.’


‘Well, at least one of those is possible,’ said Danny.


‘I think you’d marry West Ham if you could,’ said Beth, smiling at her brother.


‘Could do worse,’ said Bernie.


Danny laughed. ‘I’ll be married to both for the rest of my life.’


‘Except on Saturday afternoons,’ Bernie reminded him.


‘And you might even have to sacrifice a few of those once you take over from Dad,’ said Beth.


Danny frowned. He had been to see Beth’s father during his lunch break and had asked for permission to marry his daughter – some traditions die hard in the East End. Mr Wilson couldn’t have been more enthusiastic about Danny becoming his son-in-law, but went on to tell him that he had changed his mind about something Danny thought they’d already agreed on.


‘And if you think I’m gonna call you guv when you take over from my old man,’ said Bernie, breaking into his thoughts, ‘you can forget it.’ Danny didn’t comment.


‘Is that who I think it is?’ said Beth.


Danny took a closer look at the four men standing by the bar. ‘It certainly looks like ’im.’


‘Looks like who?’ asked Bernie.


‘That actor what plays Dr Beresford in The Prescription.’


‘Lawrence Davenport,’ whispered Beth.


‘I could always go and ask him for his autograph,’ said Bernie.


‘Certainly not,’ said Beth. ‘Although Mum never misses an episode.’


‘I think you fancy him,’ said Bernie as he topped up their glasses.


‘No, I don’t,’ said Beth a little too loudly, causing one of the men at the bar to turn round. ‘And in any case,’ she added smiling at her fiancé, ‘Danny’s far better looking than Lawrence Davenport.’


‘Dream on,’ said Bernie. ‘Just because Danny boy’s shaved and washed his hair for a change, don’t think he’s gonna make a habit of it, sis. No chance. Just remember that your future ’usband works in the East End, not the City.’


‘Danny could be anything he wanted to be,’ said Beth, taking his hand.


‘What’ve you got in mind, sis? Tycoon or tosser?’ said Bernie, thumping Danny on the arm.


‘Danny’s got plans for the garage that will make you—’


‘Shh,’ said Danny, as he refilled his friend’s glass.


‘He’d better have, ’cause gettin’ spliced don’t come cheap,’ said Bernie. ‘To start with, where you goin’ to live?’


‘There’s a basement flat just round the corner that’s up for sale,’ said Danny.


‘But have you got enough readies?’ demanded Bernie. ‘’Cause basement flats don’t come cheap, even in the East End.’


‘We’ve saved enough between us to put down a deposit,’ said Beth, ‘and when Danny takes over from Dad—’


‘Let’s drink to that,’ said Bernie, only to find that the bottle was empty. ‘I’d better order another.’


‘No,’ said Beth firmly. ‘I’ve got to be on time for work tomorrow morning, even if you haven’t.’


‘To hell with that,’ said Bernie. ‘It’s not every day that my little sister gets engaged to my best mate. Another bottle!’ he shouted.


The barman smiled as he removed a second bottle of champagne from the fridge below the counter. One of the men standing at the bar checked the label. ‘Pol Roger,’ he said, before adding in a voice that carried: ‘Wasted on them.’


Bernie jumped up from his place, but Danny immediately pulled him back down.


‘Ignore them,’ he said, ‘they’re not worth the space.’


The barman walked quickly across to their table. ‘Don’t let’s be havin’ any trouble, lads,’ he said as he removed the cork. ‘One of them’s celebratin’ his birthday, and frankly they’ve had a bit too much to drink.’


Beth took a closer look at the four men while the barman refilled their glasses. One of them was staring at her. He winked, opened his mouth and ran his tongue around his lips. Beth quickly turned back, relieved to find that Danny and her brother were chatting.


‘So where you two goin’ on honeymoon?’


‘St-Tropez,’ said Danny.


‘That’ll set you back a bob or two.’


‘And you’re not coming along this time,’ said Beth.


‘The slut’s quite presentable until she opens her mouth,’ said a voice from the bar.


Bernie leapt to his feet again, to find two of them staring defiantly at him.


‘They’re drunk,’ said Beth. ‘Just ignore them.’


‘Oh, I don’t know,’ said the other man. ‘There are times when I quite like a slut’s mouth to be open.’


Bernie grabbed the empty bottle, and it took all of Danny’s strength to hold him down.


‘I want to leave,’ said Beth firmly. ‘I don’t need a bunch of public-school snobs ruining my engagement party.’


Danny immediately jumped up, but Bernie just sat there, drinking his champagne. ‘Come on, Bernie, let’s get out of here before we do something we regret,’ said Danny. Bernie reluctantly stood up and followed his friend, but he never once took his eyes off the four men at the bar. Beth was pleased to see that they had turned their backs on them, and appeared to be deep in conversation.


But the moment Danny opened the back door, one of them swung round. ‘Leaving, are we?’ he said. He then took out his wallet and added, ‘When you’ve finished with her, my friends and I have just enough left over for a gang bang.’


‘You’re full of shit,’ said Bernie.


‘Then why don’t we go outside and sort it out?’


‘Be my guest, Dickhead,’ said Bernie as Danny shoved him through the door and out into the alley before he had the chance to say anything else. Beth slammed the door behind them and began walking down the alley. Danny gripped Bernie by the elbow, but they had only gone a couple of paces before he shook him off. ‘Let’s go back and sort them.’


‘Not tonight,’ said Danny, not letting go of Bernie’s arm as he continued to lead his friend on down the alley.


When Beth reached the main road she saw the man Bernie described as Dickhead standing there, one hand behind his back. He leered at her and began licking his lips again, just as his friend came rushing round the corner, slightly out of breath. Beth turned to see her brother, legs apart, standing his ground. He was smiling.


‘Let’s go back inside,’ Beth shouted at Danny, only to see that the other two men from the bar were now standing by the door, blocking the path.


‘Fuck ’em,’ said Bernie. ‘It’s time to teach the bastards a lesson.’


‘No, no,’ pleaded Beth as one of the men came charging up the alley towards them.


‘You take Dickhead,’ said Bernie, ‘and I’ll deal with the other three.’


Beth looked on in horror as Dickhead threw a punch that caught Danny on the side of the chin and sent him reeling back. He recovered in time to block the next punch, feint, and then land one that took Dickhead by surprise. He fell on one knee, but was quickly back on his feet before taking another swing at Danny.


As the other two men standing by the back door didn’t seem to want to join in, Beth assumed the fight would be over fairly quickly. She could only watch as her brother landed an uppercut on the other man, the force of which almost knocked him out. As Bernie waited for him to get back on his feet, he shouted to Beth, ‘Do us a favour, sis, grab a cab. This ain’t gonna last much longer, and then we need to be out of ’ere.’


Beth turned her attention to Danny to make sure he was getting the better of Dickhead. Dickhead was lying spread-eagled on the ground with Danny on top of him, clearly in control. She gave them both one last look before reluctantly obeying her brother. She ran off down the alley and once she reached the main road, began searching for a taxi. She only had to wait a couple of minutes before she spotted a familiar yellow FOR HIRE sign.


Beth flagged down the cabbie as the man Bernie had felled staggered past her and disappeared into the night.


‘Where to, luv?’ asked the cabbie.


‘Bacon Road, Bow,’ said Beth. ‘And two of my friends will be along in a moment,’ she added as she opened the back door.


The cabbie glanced over her shoulder and down the alley. ‘I don’t think it’s a taxi they’ll be needing, luv,’ he said. ‘If they were my friends, I’d be phoning for an ambulance.’
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‘NOT GUILTY.’


Danny Cartwright could feel his legs trembling as they sometimes did before the first round of a boxing match he knew he was going to lose. The associate recorded the plea on the indictment and, looking up at Danny, said, ‘You can sit down.’


Danny collapsed on to the little chair in the centre of the dock, relieved that the first round was over. He looked up at the referee, who was seated on the far side of the courtroom in a high-backed green leather chair that had the appearance of a throne. In front of him was a long oak bench littered with case papers in ring binders, and a notebook opened at a blank page. Mr Justice Sackville looked across at Danny, his expression revealing neither approval nor disapproval. He removed a pair of half-moon spectacles from the end of his nose and said in an authoritative voice, ‘Bring in the jury.’


While they all waited for the twelve men and women to appear, Danny tried to take in the unfamiliar sights and sounds of court number four at the Old Bailey. He looked across at the two men who were seated at either end of what he’d been told was counsel’s bench. His young advocate, Alex Redmayne, looked up and gave him a friendly smile, but the older man at the other end of the bench, whom Mr Redmayne always referred to as prosecution counsel, never once glanced in his direction.


Danny transferred his gaze up into the public gallery. His parents were seated in the front row. His father’s burly tattooed arms were resting on the balcony railing, while his mother’s head remained bowed. She raised her eyes occasionally to glance down at her only son.


It had taken several months for the case of the Crown versus Daniel Arthur Cartwright finally to reach the Old Bailey. It seemed to Danny that once the law became involved, everything happened in slow motion. And then suddenly, without warning, the door in the far corner of the courtroom opened and the usher reappeared. He was followed by seven men and five women who had been chosen to decide his fate. They filed into the jury box and sat in their unallocated places – six in the front row, six behind them; strangers with nothing more in common than the lottery of selection.


Once they had settled, the associate rose from his place to address them. ‘Members of the jury,’ he began, ‘the defendant, Daniel Arthur Cartwright, stands before you charged on one count of murder. To that count he has pleaded not guilty. Your charge therefore is to listen to the evidence and decide whether he be guilty or no.’
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MR JUSTICE SACKVILLE glanced down at the bench below him. ‘Mr Pearson, you may open the case for the Crown.’


A short, rotund man rose slowly from the counsel’s bench. Mr Arnold Pearson QC opened the thick file that rested on a lectern in front of him. He touched his well-worn wig, almost as if he were checking to make sure he’d remembered to put it on, then tugged on the lapels of his gown; a routine that hadn’t changed for the past thirty years.


‘If it please your lordship,’ he began in a slow, ponderous manner, ‘I appear for the Crown in this case, while my learned friend’ – he glanced to check the name on the sheet of paper in front of him – ‘Mr Alex Redmayne, appears for the defence. The case before your lordship is one of murder. The cold-blooded and calculated murder of Mr Bernard Henry Wilson.’


In the public gallery, the parents of the victim sat in the far corner of the back row. Mr Wilson looked down at Danny, unable to mask the disappointment in his eyes. Mrs Wilson stared blankly in front of her, white-faced, not unlike a mourner attending a funeral. Although the tragic events surrounding the death of Bernie Wilson had irrevocably changed the lives of two East End families who had been close friends for several generations, it had hardly caused a ripple beyond a dozen streets surrounding Bacon Road in Bow.


‘During the course of this trial, you will learn how the defendant’ – continued Pearson, waving a hand in the direction of the dock without bothering even to glance at Danny – ‘lured Mr Wilson to a public house in Chelsea on the night of Saturday, September eighteenth 1999, where he carried out this brutal and premeditated murder. He had earlier taken Mr Wilson’s sister’ – once again he checked the file in front of him – ‘Elizabeth, to Lucio’s restaurant in Fulham Road. The court will learn that Cartwright made a proposal of marriage to Miss Wilson after she had revealed that she was pregnant. He then called her brother Mr Bernard Wilson on his mobile phone and invited him to join them at the Dunlop Arms, a public house at the back of Hambledon Terrace, Chelsea, so that they could all celebrate.


‘Miss Wilson has already made a written statement that she had never visited this public house before, although Cartwright clearly knew it well, which the Crown will suggest was because he had selected it for one purpose and one purpose only: its back door opens on to a quiet alleyway, an ideal location for someone with murderous intent; a murder that Cartwright would later blame on a complete stranger who just happened to be a customer at the Dunlop Arms that night.’


Danny stared down at Mr Pearson. How could he possibly know what had happened that night when he wasn’t even there? But Danny wasn’t too worried. After all, Mr Redmayne had assured him that his side of the story would be presented during the trial and he mustn’t be too anxious if everything appeared bleak while the Crown was presenting its case. Despite his barrister’s repeated assurances, two things did worry Danny: Alex Redmayne wasn’t much older than he was, and had also warned him that this was only his second case as leader.


‘But unfortunately for Cartwright,’ continued Pearson, ‘the other four customers who were in the Dunlop Arms that night tell a different story, a story which has not only proved consistent, but which has also been corroborated by the barman on duty at the time. The Crown will present all five as witnesses, and they will tell you that they overheard a dispute between the two men, who were later seen to leave by the rear entrance of the bar after Cartwright had said, “Then why don’t we go outside and sort it out?” All five of them saw Cartwright leave by the back door, followed by Bernard Wilson and his sister Elizabeth, who was clearly in an agitated state. Moments later, a scream was heard. Mr Spencer Craig, one of the customers, left his companions and ran out into the alley, where he found Cartwright holding Mr Wilson by the throat, while repeatedly thrusting a knife into his chest.


‘Mr Craig immediately dialled 999 on his mobile phone. The time of that call, m’lord, and the conversation that took place were logged and recorded at Belgravia police station. A few minutes later, two police officers arrived on the scene and found Cartwright kneeling over Mr Wilson’s body, with the knife in his hand – a knife that he must have picked up from the bar, because Dunlop Arms is engraved on the handle.’


Alex Redmayne wrote down Pearson’s words.


‘Members of the jury,’ continued Pearson, once again tugging at his lapels, ‘every murderer has to have a motive, and in this case we need look no further than the first recorded slaying, of Abel by Cain, to establish that motive: envy, greed and ambition were the sordid ingredients that, when combined, provoked Cartwright to remove the one rival who stood in his path.


‘Members of the jury, both Cartwright and Mr Wilson worked at Wilson’s garage in Mile End Road. The garage is owned and managed by Mr George Wilson, the deceased’s father, who had planned to retire at the end of the year, when he intended to hand over the business to his only son, Bernard. Mr George Wilson has made a written statement to this effect, which has been agreed by the defence, so we shall not be calling him as a witness.


‘Members of the jury, you will discover during this trial that the two young men had a long history of rivalry and antagonism which stretched back to their schooldays. But with Bernard Wilson out of the way, Cartwright planned to marry the boss’s daughter and take over the thriving business himself.


‘However, everything did not go as Cartwright planned, and when he was arrested he tried to place the blame on an innocent bystander, the same man who had run out into the alley to see what had caused Miss Wilson to scream. But unfortunately for Cartwright, it was not part of his plan that there would be four other people who were present throughout the entire episode.’ Pearson smiled at the jury. ‘Members of the jury, once you have heard their testimony, you will be left in no doubt that Daniel Cartwright is guilty of the heinous crime of murder.’ He turned to the judge. ‘That concludes the prosecution opening for the Crown, m’lord.’ He tugged his lapels once more before adding, ‘With your permission I shall call my first witness.’ Mr Justice Sackville nodded, and Pearson said in a firm voice, ‘I call Mr Spencer Craig.’


Danny Cartwright looked to his right and watched as an usher at the back of the courtroom opened a door, stepped out into the corridor and bellowed, ‘Mr Spencer Craig.’ A moment later, a tall man, not much older than Danny, dressed in a blue pinstriped suit, white shirt and mauve tie, entered the courtroom. How different he looked from when they’d first met.


Danny hadn’t seen Spencer Craig during the past six months, but not a day had passed when he hadn’t visualized him clearly. He stared at the man defiantly, but Craig didn’t even glance in Danny’s direction – it was as if he didn’t exist.


Craig walked across the courtroom like a man who knew exactly where he was going. When he stepped into the witness box, he immediately picked up the Bible and delivered the oath without once looking at the card the usher held up in front of him. Mr Pearson smiled at his principal witness, before glancing down at the questions he had spent the past month preparing.


‘Is your name Spencer Craig?’


‘Yes, sir,’ he replied.


‘And do you reside at forty-three Hambledon Terrace, London SW3?’


‘I do, sir.’


‘And what is your profession?’ asked Mr Pearson, as if he didn’t know.


‘I am a barrister at law.’


‘And your chosen field?’


‘Criminal justice.’


‘So you are well acquainted with the crime of murder?’


‘Unfortunately I am, sir.’


‘I should now like to take you back to the evening of September eighteenth, last year, when you and a group of friends were enjoying a drink at the Dunlop Arms in Hambledon Terrace. Perhaps you could take us through exactly what happened that night.’


‘My friends and I were celebrating Gerald’s thirtieth birthday—’


‘Gerald?’ interrupted Pearson.


‘Gerald Payne,’ said Craig. ‘He’s an old friend from my days at Cambridge. We were spending a convivial evening together, enjoying a bottle of wine.’


Alex Redmayne made a note – he needed to know how many bottles.


Danny wanted to ask what the word convivial meant.


‘But sadly it didn’t end up being a convivial evening,’ prompted Pearson.


‘Far from it,’ replied Craig, still not even glancing in Danny’s direction.


‘Please tell the court what happened next,’ said Pearson, looking down at his notes.


Craig turned to face the jury for the first time. ‘We were, as I said, enjoying a glass of wine in celebration of Gerald’s birthday, when I became aware of raised voices. I turned and saw a man, who was seated at a table in the far corner of the room with a young lady.’


‘Do you see that man in the courtroom now?’ asked Pearson.


‘Yes,’ replied Craig, pointing in the direction of the dock.


‘What happened next?’


‘He immediately jumped up,’ continued Craig, ‘and began shouting and jabbing his finger at another man, who remained seated. I heard one of them say: “If you think I’m gonna call you guv when you take over from my old man, you can forget it.” The young lady was trying to calm him down. I was about to turn back to my friends – after all, the quarrel was nothing to do with me – when the defendant shouted, “Then why don’t we go outside and sort it out?” I assumed they were joking, but then the man who had spoken the words grabbed a knife from the end of the bar—’


‘Let me stop you there, Mr Craig. You saw the defendant pick up a knife from the bar?’ asked Pearson.


‘Yes, I did.’


‘And then what happened?’


‘He marched off in the direction of the back door, which surprised me.’


‘Why did it surprise you?’


‘Because the Dunlop Arms is my local, and I had never seen the man before.’


‘I’m not sure I’m following you, Mr Craig,’ said Pearson, who was following his every word.


‘The rear exit is out of sight if you’re sitting in that corner of the room, but he seemed to know exactly where he was going.’


‘Ah, I understand,’ said Pearson. ‘Please continue.’


‘A moment later the other man got up and chased after the defendant, with the young lady following close behind. I wouldn’t have given the matter another thought, but moments later we all heard a scream.’


‘A scream?’ repeated Pearson. ‘What kind of scream?’


‘A high-pitched, woman’s scream,’ replied Craig.


‘And what did you do?’


‘I immediately left my friends and ran into the alley in case the woman was in any danger.’


‘And was she?’


‘No, sir. She was screaming at the defendant, begging him to stop.’


‘Stop what?’ asked Pearson.


‘Attacking the other man.’


‘They were fighting?’


‘Yes, sir. The man I’d earlier seen jabbing a finger and shouting now had the other chap pinned up against the wall, with his forearm pressed against his throat.’ Craig turned to the jury and raised his left arm to demonstrate the position.


‘And was Mr Wilson trying to defend himself?’ asked Pearson.


‘As best he could, but the defendant was thrusting a knife into the man’s chest, again and again.’


‘What did you do next?’ asked Pearson quietly.


‘I phoned the emergency services, and they assured me that they would send police and an ambulance immediately.’


‘Did they say anything else?’ asked Pearson, looking down at his notes.


‘Yes,’ replied Craig. ‘They told me under no circumstances to approach the man with the knife, but to return to the bar and wait until the police arrived.’ He paused. ‘I carried out those instructions to the letter.’


‘How did your friends react when you went back into the bar and told them what you had seen?’


‘They wanted to go outside and see if they could help, but I told them what the police had advised and that I also thought it might be wise in the circumstances for them to go home.’


‘In the circumstances?’


‘I was the only person who had witnessed the whole incident and I didn’t want them to be in any danger should the man with the knife return to the bar.’


‘Very commendable,’ said Pearson.


The judge frowned at the prosecuting counsel. Alex Redmayne continued to take notes.


‘How long did you have to wait before the police arrived?’


‘It was only a matter of moments before I heard a siren, and a few minutes later a plain-clothes detective entered the bar through the back door. He produced his badge and introduced himself as Detective Sergeant Fuller. He informed me that the victim was on his way to the nearest hospital.’


‘What happened next?’


‘I made a full statement, and then DS Fuller told me I could go home.’


‘And did you?’


‘Yes, I returned to my house, which is only about a hundred yards from the Dunlop Arms, and went to bed, but I couldn’t sleep.’


Alex Redmayne wrote down the words: about a hundred yards.


‘Understandably,’ said Pearson.


The judge frowned a second time.


‘So I got up, went to my study and wrote down everything that had taken place earlier that evening.’


‘Why did you do that, Mr Craig, when you had already given a statement to the police?’


‘My experience of standing where you are, Mr Pearson, has made me aware that evidence presented in the witness box is often patchy, even inaccurate, by the time a trial takes place several months after a crime has been committed.’


‘Quite so,’ said Pearson, turning another page of his file. ‘When did you learn that Daniel Cartwright had been charged with the murder of Bernard Wilson?’


‘I read the details in the Evening Standard the following Monday. It reported that Mr Wilson had died on his way to Chelsea and Westminster Hospital, and that Cartwright had been charged with his murder.’


‘And did you regard that as the end of the matter, as far as your personal involvement was concerned?’


‘Yes, although I knew that I would be called as a witness in any forthcoming trial, should Cartwright decide to plead not guilty.’


‘But then there was a twist that even you, with all your experience of hardened criminals, could not have anticipated.’


‘There certainly was,’ responded Craig. ‘Two police officers visited my chambers the following afternoon to conduct a second interview.’


‘But you had already given verbal and written statements to DS Fuller,’ said Pearson. ‘Why did they need to interview you again?’


‘Because Cartwright was now accusing me of killing Mr Wilson, and was even claiming that I had picked up the knife from the bar.’


‘Had you ever come across Mr Cartwright or Mr Wilson before that night?’


‘No, sir,’ replied Craig truthfully.


‘Thank you, Mr Craig.’


The two men smiled at each other before Pearson turned to the judge and said, ‘No more questions, m’lord.’
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MR JUSTICE SACKVILLE turned his attention to the counsel at the other end of the bench. He was well acquainted with Alex Redmayne’s distinguished father, who had recently retired as a high court judge, but his son had never appeared before him.


‘Mr Redmayne,’ intoned the judge, ‘do you wish to cross-examine this witness?’


‘I most certainly do,’ replied Redmayne as he gathered up his notes.


Danny recalled that not long after he’d been arrested an officer had advised him to get himself a lawyer. It had not proved easy. He quickly discovered that lawyers, like garage mechanics, charge by the hour and you only get what you can afford. He could afford ten thousand pounds: a sum of money he had saved over the past decade, intending to use it as the deposit on a basement flat in Bow, where Beth, he and the baby would live once they were married. Every penny of it had been swallowed up long before the case had come to court. The solicitor he selected, a Mr Makepeace, had demanded five thousand pounds up front, even before he took the top off his fountain pen, and then another five once he’d briefed Alex Redmayne, the barrister who would represent him in court. Danny couldn’t understand why he needed two lawyers to do the same job. When he repaired a car, he didn’t ask Bernie to lift the bonnet before he could take a look at the engine, and he certainly wouldn’t have demanded a deposit before he picked up his toolkit.


But Danny liked Alex Redmayne from the day he met him, and not just because he supported West Ham. He had a posh accent and had been to Oxford University, but he never once spoke down to him.


Once Mr Makepeace had read the charge sheet and listened to what Danny had to say, he had advised his client to plead guilty to manslaughter. He was confident that he could strike a deal with the Crown, which would allow Danny to get away with a sentence of six years. Danny turned the offer down.


Alex Redmayne asked Danny and his fiancée to go over what had taken place that night again and again, as he searched for any inconsistencies in his client’s story. He found none, and when the money ran out he still agreed to conduct his defence.


‘Mr Craig,’ began Alex Redmayne, not tugging his lapels or touching his wig, ‘I am sure it is unnecessary for me to remind you that you are still under oath, and of the added responsibility that carries for a barrister.’


‘Tread carefully, Mr Redmayne,’ interjected the judge. ‘Remember that it is your client who is on trial, not the witness.’


‘We shall see if you still feel that way, m’lord, when the time comes for your summing up.’


‘Mr Redmayne,’ said the judge sharply, ‘it is not your responsibility to remind me of my role in this courtroom. Your job is to question the witnesses, mine to deal with any points of law that arise, and then let us both leave the jury to decide on the verdict.’


‘If your lordship pleases,’ said Redmayne, turning back to face the witness. ‘Mr Craig, what time did you and your friends arrive at the Dunlop Arms that evening?’


‘I don’t recall the exact time,’ Craig replied.


‘Then let me try and jog your memory. Was it seven? Seven thirty? Eight o’clock?’


‘Nearer eight, I suspect.’


‘So you had already been drinking for some three hours by the time my client, his fiancée and his closest friend walked into the bar.’


‘As I have already told the court, I did not see them arrive.’


‘Quite so,’ said Redmayne, mimicking Pearson. ‘And how much drink had you consumed by, let’s say, eleven o’clock?’


‘I’ve no idea. It was Gerald’s thirtieth birthday so no one was counting.’


‘Well, as we have established that you had been drinking for over three hours, shall we settle on half a dozen bottles of wine? Or perhaps it was seven, even eight?’


‘Five at the most,’ retorted Craig, ‘which is hardly extravagant for four people.’


‘I would normally agree with you, Mr Craig, had not one of your companions said in his written statement that he drank only Diet Coke, while another just had one or two glasses of wine because he was driving.’


‘But I didn’t have to drive,’ said Craig. ‘The Dunlop Arms is my local, and I live only a hundred yards away.’


‘Only a hundred yards away?’ repeated Redmayne. When Craig didn’t respond, he continued, ‘You told the court that you were not aware of any other customers being in the bar until you heard raised voices.’


‘That is correct.’


‘When you claim you heard the defendant say: “Then why don’t we go outside and sort it out?”’


‘That is also correct.’


‘But isn’t it the truth, Mr Craig, that it was you who started this whole quarrel when you delivered another unforgettable remark to my client as he was leaving—’ he glanced down at his notes – ‘“When you’ve finished with her, my friends and I have just enough left over for a gang bang”?’ Redmayne waited for Craig to reply, but again he remained silent. ‘Can I assume from your failure to respond that I am correct?’


‘You can assume nothing of the sort, Mr Redmayne. I simply didn’t consider your question worthy of a response,’ replied Craig with disdain.


‘I do hope that you feel, Mr Craig, that my next question is worthy of a response, because I would suggest that when Mr Wilson told you that you were “full of shit”, it was you who said: “Then why don’t we go outside and sort it out?”’


‘I think that sounds more like the kind of language one would expect from your client,’ responded Craig.


‘Or from a man who had had a little too much to drink and was showing off to his drunken friends in front of a beautiful woman?’


‘I must remind you once again, Mr Redmayne,’ interjected the judge, ‘that it is your client who is on trial in this case, not Mr Craig.’


Redmayne gave a slight bow, but when he raised his eyes, he noticed that the jury was hanging on his every word. ‘I suggest, Mr Craig,’ he continued, ‘that you left by the front door and ran around to the back because you wanted a fight.’


‘I only went into the alley after I’d heard the scream.’


‘Was that when you picked up a knife from the end of the bar?’


‘I did no such thing,’ said Craig sharply. ‘Your client grabbed the knife when he was on his way out, as I made clear in my statement.’


‘Is that the statement you so carefully crafted when you couldn’t get to sleep later that night?’ asked Redmayne.


Again, Craig didn’t respond.


‘Perhaps this is another example of something that’s unworthy of your consideration?’ Redmayne suggested. ‘Did any of your friends follow you out into the alley?’


‘No, they did not.’


‘So they didn’t witness the fight you had with Mr Cartwright?’


‘How could they, when I did not have a fight with Mr Cartwright.’


‘Did you get a boxing blue when you were at Cambridge, Mr Craig?’


Craig hesitated. ‘Yes, I did.’


‘And while at Cambridge, were you rusticated for—’


‘Is this relevant?’ demanded Mr Justice Sackville.


‘I am happy to leave that decision to the jury, m’lord,’ said Redmayne. Turning back to Craig, he continued, ‘Were you rusticated from Cambridge after being involved in a drunken brawl with some locals whom you later described to the magistrates as a “bunch of yobs”?’


‘That was years ago, when I was still an undergraduate.’


‘And were you, years later, on the night of September eighteenth 1999, picking another quarrel with another “bunch of yobs” when you resorted to using the knife you’d picked up from the bar?’


‘As I’ve already told you, it wasn’t me who picked up the knife, but I did witness your client stabbing Mr Wilson in the chest.’


‘And then you returned to the bar?’


‘Yes, I did, when I immediately called the emergency services.’


‘Let us try to be a little more accurate, shall we, Mr Craig. You didn’t actually call the emergency services. In fact, you phoned a Detective Sergeant Fuller on his mobile.’


‘That’s correct, Redmayne, but you seem to forget that I was reporting a crime, and was well aware that Fuller would alert the emergency services. Indeed, if you recall, the ambulance arrived before the detective sergeant.’


‘Some minutes before,’ emphasized Redmayne. ‘However, I’m curious to know how you were so conveniently in possession of a junior police officer’s mobile phone number.’


‘We had both been recently involved in a major drugs trial that required several lengthy consultations, sometimes at very short notice.’


‘So DS Fuller is a friend of yours.’


‘I hardly know the man,’ said Craig. ‘Our relationship is strictly professional.’


‘I suggest, Mr Craig, that you knew him well enough to phone and make sure that he heard your side of the story first.’


‘Fortunately, there are four other witnesses to verify my side of the story.’


‘And I look forward to cross-examining each one of your close friends, Mr Craig, as I’m curious to discover why, after you had returned to the bar, you advised them to go home.’


‘They had not witnessed your client stabbing Mr Wilson, and so were not involved in any way,’ said Craig. ‘And I also considered they might be in some danger if they stayed.’


‘But if anyone was in danger, Mr Craig, it would have been the only witness to the murder of Mr Wilson, so why didn’t you leave with your friends?’


Craig once again remained silent and this time not because he considered the question unworthy of a reply.


‘Perhaps the real reason you told them to leave,’ said Redmayne, ‘was because you needed them out of the way so that you could run home and change out of your blood-covered clothes before the police turned up? After all, you only live, as you have admitted, “a hundred yards away”.’


‘You seem to have forgotten, Mr Redmayne, that Detective Sergeant Fuller arrived only a few minutes after the crime had been committed,’ responded Craig scornfully.


‘It was seven minutes after you phoned the detective sergeant that he arrived on the scene, and he then spent some considerable time questioning my client before he entered the bar.’


‘Do you imagine that I could afford to take such a risk when I knew the police could be turning up at any moment?’ Craig spat out.


‘Yes, I do,’ replied Redmayne, ‘if the alternative was to spend the rest of your life in prison.’


A noisy buzz erupted around the court. The jurors’ eyes were now fixed on Spencer Craig, but once again he didn’t respond to Redmayne’s words. Redmayne waited for some time before adding, ‘Mr Craig, I repeat that I am looking forward to cross-examining your friends one by one.’ Turning to the judge, he said, ‘No more questions, m’lord.’


‘Mr Pearson?’ said the judge. ‘You will no doubt wish to re-examine this witness?’


‘Yes, m’lord,’ said Pearson. ‘There is one question I’m keen to have answered.’ He smiled at the witness. ‘Mr Craig, are you Superman?’


Craig looked puzzled, but, aware that Pearson would be trying to assist him, replied, ‘No, sir. Why do you ask?’


‘Because only Superman, having witnessed a murder, could have returned to the bar, briefed his friends, flown home, taken a shower, changed his clothes, flown back to the pub and been casually sitting at the bar by the time DS Fuller appeared.’ A few members of the jury tried to suppress smiles. ‘Or perhaps there was a convenient telephone box near at hand.’ The smiles turned to laughter. Pearson waited for them to die down before he added, ‘Allow me, Mr Craig, to dispense with Mr Redmayne’s fantasy world and ask you one serious question.’ It was Pearson’s turn to wait until every eye was concentrated on him. ‘When Scotland Yard’s forensic experts examined the murder weapon, was it your fingerprints they identified on the handle of the knife, or those of the defendant?’


‘They certainly weren’t mine,’ said Craig, ‘otherwise it would be me who was seated in the dock.’


‘No more questions, m’lord,’ said Pearson.
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THE CELL DOOR opened and an officer handed Danny a plastic tray with several little compartments full of plastic food which he picked at while he waited for the afternoon session to begin.


Alex Redmayne skipped lunch so he could read through his notes. Had he underestimated the amount of time Craig would have had before DS Fuller walked into the bar?


Mr Justice Sackville took lunch along with a dozen other judges, who didn’t remove their wigs or discuss each other’s cases as they munched through a meal of meat and two veg.


Mr Pearson ate lunch on his own in the Bar Mess on the top floor. He considered that his learned friend had made a bad mistake when questioning Craig about the timing, but it wasn’t his duty to point that out. He pushed a pea from one side of the plate to the other while he considered the ramifications.


Once two o’clock struck, the ritual began again. Mr Justice Sackville entered the courtroom and gave the jury the flicker of a smile before taking his place. He looked down at both counsel and said, ‘Good afternoon, gentlemen. Mr Pearson, you may call your next witness.’


‘Thank you, m’lord,’ said Pearson as he rose from his seat. ‘I call Mr Gerald Payne.’


Danny watched a man enter the courtroom whom he didn’t immediately recognize. He must have been around five feet nine inches tall, prematurely balding, and his well-cut beige suit was unable to disguise the fact that he’d lost a stone since Danny had last seen him. The usher guided him towards the witness box, handed him a copy of the Bible and held up the oath. Although Payne read from the card, he displayed the same self-confidence as Spencer Craig had shown that morning.


‘You are Gerald David Payne, and you reside at sixty-two Wellington Mews, London W2?’


‘That is correct,’ replied Payne in a firm voice.


‘And what is your profession?’


‘I am a land management consultant.’


Redmayne wrote down the words estate agent next to Payne’s name.


‘And which firm do you work for?’ enquired Pearson.


‘I am a partner with Baker, Tremlett and Smythe.’


‘You are very young to be a partner of such a distinguished firm,’ suggested Pearson innocently.


‘I am the youngest partner in the firm’s history,’ replied Payne, delivering a well-rehearsed line.


It was obvious to Redmayne that someone had been tutoring Payne long before he entered the witness box. He knew that for ethical reasons it couldn’t have been Pearson, so there was only one other possible candidate.


‘My congratulations,’ said Pearson.


‘Get on with it, Mr Pearson,’ said the judge.


‘I do apologize, m’lord. I was simply trying to establish the credibility of this witness for the jury.’


‘Then you have succeeded,’ said Mr Justice Sackville sharply. ‘Now get on with it.’


Pearson patiently took Payne through the events of the night in question. Yes, he confirmed, Craig, Mortimer and Davenport had all been present at the Dunlop Arms that evening. No, he had not ventured out into the alley when he heard the scream. Yes, they had gone home when advised to do so by Spencer Craig. No, he had never seen the defendant before in his life.


‘Thank you, Mr Payne,’ concluded Pearson. ‘Please remain there.’


Redmayne rose slowly from his place, and took his time rearranging some papers before he asked his first question – a trick his father had taught him when they had conducted mock trials. ‘If you’re going to open with a surprise question, my boy,’ his father used to say, ‘keep the witness guessing.’ He waited until the judge, the jury and Pearson were all staring at him. Only a few seconds, but he knew it would seem a lifetime to anyone standing in the box.


‘Mr Payne,’ said Redmayne finally, looking up at the witness, ‘when you were an undergraduate at Cambridge, were you a member of a society known as the Musketeers?’


‘Yes,’ replied Payne, looking puzzled.


‘And was that society’s motto: “All for one and one for all”?’


Pearson was up on his feet even before Payne had a chance to reply. ‘My lord, I am puzzled to know how the past membership of a university society can have any bearing on the events of September eighteenth last year.’


‘I am inclined to agree with you, Mr Pearson,’ replied the judge, ‘but no doubt Mr Redmayne is about to enlighten us.’


‘I am indeed, m’lord,’ Redmayne replied, his eyes never leaving Payne. ‘Was the Musketeers’ motto: “All for one and one for all”?’ Redmayne repeated.


‘Yes, it was,’ replied Payne with a slight edge to his voice.


‘What else did the members of that society have in common?’ asked Redmayne.


‘An appreciation of Dumas, justice and a bottle of fine wine.’


‘Or perhaps several bottles of fine wine?’ suggested Redmayne as he extracted a small, light blue booklet from the pile of papers in front of him. He began to turn its pages slowly. ‘And was one of the society’s rules that if any member found himself in danger, it was the duty of all other members to come to his assistance?’


‘Yes,’ replied Payne. ‘I have always considered loyalty to be the benchmark by which you can judge any man.’


‘Do you indeed?’ said Redmayne. ‘Was Mr Spencer Craig by any chance also a member of the Musketeers?’


‘He was,’ replied Payne. ‘In fact, he’s a past chairman.’


‘And did you and your fellow members come to his assistance on the night of September eighteenth last year?’


‘My lord,’ said Pearson leaping to his feet once again, ‘this is outrageous.’


‘What is outrageous, m’lord,’ retorted Redmayne, ‘is that whenever one of Mr Pearson’s witnesses looks as if he might be in some trouble, he leaps to their assistance. Perhaps he is also a member of the Musketeers?’


Several of the jurors smiled.


‘Mr Redmayne,’ said the judge quietly, ‘are you suggesting that the witness is committing perjury just because he was a member of a society while he was at university?’


‘If the alternative was life imprisonment for his closest friend, m’lord, then yes, I do think it might have crossed his mind.’


‘This is outrageous,’ repeated Pearson, still on his feet.


‘Not as outrageous as sending a man to jail for the rest of his life,’ said Redmayne, ‘for a murder he did not commit.’


‘No doubt, m’lord,’ said Pearson, ‘we are about to discover that the barman was also a member of the Musketeers.’


‘No, we are not,’ responded Redmayne, ‘but we will contend that the barman was the only person in the Dunlop Arms that night who did not go out into the alley.’


‘I think you have made your point,’ said the judge. ‘Perhaps it’s time to move on to your next question.’


‘No more questions, m’lord,’ said Redmayne.


‘Do you wish to re-examine this witness, Mr Pearson?’


‘I do, m’lord,’ said Pearson. ‘Mr Payne, can you confirm, so that the jury are left in no doubt, that you did not follow Mr Craig out into the alley after you had heard a woman scream?’


‘Yes, I can,’ said Payne. ‘I was in no condition to do so.’


‘Quite so. No more questions, m’lord.’


‘You are free to leave the court, Mr Payne,’ said the judge.


Alex Redmayne couldn’t help noticing that Payne didn’t look quite as self-assured as he walked out of the courtroom as he had done when he’d swaggered in.


‘Do you wish to call your next witness, Mr Pearson?’ asked the judge.


‘I had intended to call Mr Davenport, m’lord, but you might feel it would be wise to begin his cross-examination tomorrow morning.’


The judge didn’t notice that most of the women in the courtroom seemed to be willing him to call Lawrence Davenport without further delay. He looked at his watch, hesitated, then said, ‘Perhaps it would be better if we were to call Mr Davenport first thing tomorrow morning.’


‘As your lordship pleases,’ said Pearson, delighted with the effect the prospect of his next witness’s appearance had already had on the five women on the jury. He only hoped that young Redmayne would be foolish enough to attack Davenport in the same way he had Gerald Payne.
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THE FOLLOWING MORNING a buzz of expectation swept around the courtroom even before Lawrence Davenport made his entrance. When the usher called out his name, he did so in a hushed voice.


Lawrence Davenport entered the court stage right, and followed the usher to the witness box. He was about six foot, but so slim he appeared taller. He wore a tailored navy blue suit and a cream shirt that looked as if it had been unwrapped that morning. He had spent a considerable time debating whether he should wear a tie, and in the end had accepted Spencer’s advice that it gave the wrong impression if you looked too casual in court. ‘Let them go on thinking you’re a doctor, not an actor,’ Spencer had said. Davenport had selected a striped tie that he would never have considered wearing unless he was in front of a camera. But it was not his outer garments that caused women to turn their heads. It was the piercing blue eyes, thick wavy fair hair and helpless look that made so many of them want to mother him. Well, the older ones. The younger ones had other fantasies.


Lawrence Davenport had built his reputation playing a heart surgeon in The Prescription. For an hour every Saturday evening, he seduced an audience of over nine million. His fans didn’t seem to care that he spent more time flirting with the nurses than performing coronary artery bypass grafts.


After Davenport had stepped into the witness box, the usher handed him a Bible and held up a cue card so that he could deliver his opening lines. As Davenport recited the oath, he turned court number four into his private theatre. Alex Redmayne couldn’t help noticing that all five women on the jury were smiling at the witness. Davenport returned their smiles, as if he were taking a curtain call.


Mr Pearson rose slowly from his place. He intended to keep Davenport in the witness box for as long as he could, while he milked his audience of twelve.


Alex Redmayne sat back as he waited for the curtain to rise, and recalled another piece of advice his father had given him.


Danny felt more isolated in the dock than ever as he stared across at the man he recalled so clearly seeing in the bar that night.


‘You are Lawrence Andrew Davenport?’ said Pearson, beaming at the witness.


‘I am, sir.’


Pearson turned to the judge. ‘I wonder, m’lord, if you would allow me to avoid having to ask Mr Davenport to reveal his home address.’ He paused. ‘For obvious reasons.’


‘I have no problem with that,’ replied Mr Justice Sackville, ‘but I will require the witness to confirm that he has resided at the same address for the past five years.’


‘That is the case, my lord,’ said Davenport, turning his attention to the director and giving a slight bow.


‘Can you also confirm,’ said Pearson, ‘that you were at the Dunlop Arms on the evening of September eighteenth 1999.’


‘Yes, I was,’ replied Davenport. ‘I joined a few friends to celebrate Gerald Payne’s thirtieth birthday. We were all up at Cambridge together,’ he added in a languid drawl that he had last resorted to when playing Heathcliff on tour.


‘And did you see the defendant that night,’ asked Pearson, pointing towards the dock, ‘sitting on the other side of the room?’


‘No, sir. I was unaware of him at that time,’ said Davenport addressing the jury as if they were a matinee audience.


‘Later that night, did your friend Spencer Craig jump up and run out of the back door of the public house?’


‘Yes, he did.’


‘And that was following a girl’s scream?’


‘That is correct, sir.’


Pearson hesitated, half expecting Redmayne to leap up and protest at such an obvious leading question, but he remained unmoved. Emboldened, Pearson continued, ‘And Mr Craig returned to the bar a few moments later?’


‘He did,’ replied Davenport.


‘And he advised you and your other two companions to go home,’ said Pearson, continuing to lead the witness – but still Alex Redmayne didn’t move a muscle.


‘That’s right,’ said Davenport.


‘Did Mr Craig explain why he felt you should leave the premises?’


‘Yes. He told us that there were two men fighting in the alley, and that one of them had a knife.’


‘What was your reaction when Mr Craig told you this?’


Davenport hesitated, not quite sure how he should reply to this question, as it wasn’t part of his prepared text.


‘Perhaps you felt you should go and see if the young lady was in any danger?’ prompted Pearson helpfully from the wings.


‘Yes, yes,’ responded Davenport, who was beginning to feel that he wasn’t coming over quite so well without an autocue to assist him.


‘But despite that, you followed Mr Craig’s advice,’ said Pearson, ‘and left the premises?’


‘Yes, yes, that’s right,’ said Davenport. ‘I followed Spencer’s advice, but then he is’ – he paused for effect – ‘learned in the law. I believe that is the correct expression.’


Word-perfect, thought Alex, aware that Davenport was now safely back on his crib sheet.


‘You never went into the alley yourself?’


‘No, sir, not after Spencer had advised that we should not under any circumstances approach the man with the knife.’


Alex remained in his place.


‘Quite so,’ said Pearson as he turned the next page of his file and stared at a blank sheet of paper. He had come to the end of his questions far sooner than he’d anticipated. He couldn’t understand why his opponent hadn’t attempted to interrupt him while he so blatantly led this witness. He reluctantly snapped the file closed. ‘Please remain in the witness box, Mr Davenport,’ he said, ‘as I’m sure my learned friend will wish to cross-examine you.’


Alex Redmayne didn’t even glance in Lawrence Davenport’s direction as the actor ran a hand through his long fair hair and continued to smile at the jury.


‘Do you wish to cross-examine this witness, Mr Redmayne?’ the judge asked, sounding as if he was looking forward to the encounter.


‘No thank you, m’lord,’ replied Redmayne, barely shifting in his place.


Few of those present in the court were able to hide their disappointment.


Alex remained unmoved, recalling his father’s advice never to cross-examine a witness the jury likes, especially when they want to believe everything they have to say. Get them out of the witness box as quickly as possible, in the hope that by the time the jury come to consider the verdict, the memory of their performance – and indeed it had been a performance – might have faded.


‘You may leave the witness box, Mr Davenport,’ said Mr Justice Sackville somewhat reluctantly.


Davenport stepped down. He took his time, trying to make the best of his short exit across the courtroom and out into the wings. Once he was in the crowded corridor, he headed straight for the staircase that led to the ground floor, at a pace that wouldn’t allow any startled fan time to work out that it really was Dr Beresford and ask for an autograph.


Davenport was happy to be out of that building. He had not enjoyed the experience, and was grateful that it was over far more quickly than he had anticipated; more like an audition than a performance. He hadn’t relaxed for a moment, and wondered if it had been obvious that he hadn’t slept the previous night. As Davenport jogged down the steps and on to the road, he checked his watch; he was going to be early for his twelve o’clock appointment with Spencer Craig. He turned right and began to walk in the direction of Inner Temple, confident that Spencer would be pleased to learn that Redmayne hadn’t bothered to cross-examine him. He had feared that the young barrister might have pressed him on the subject of his sexual preferences, which, had he told the truth, would have been the only headline in tomorrow’s tabloids – unless of course he’d told the whole truth.
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TOBY MORTIMER DID not acknowledge Lawrence Davenport as he strode past him. Spencer Craig had warned them that they should not be seen in public together until the trial was over. He had phoned all three of them the moment he got home that night to tell them that DS Fuller would be in touch the following day to clear up a few points. What had begun as a birthday celebration for Gerald had ended as a nightmare for all four of them.


Mortimer bowed his head as Davenport passed by. He had been dreading his spell in the witness box for weeks, despite Spencer’s constant reassurance that even if Redmayne found out about his drug problem, he would never refer to it.


The Musketeers had remained loyal, but none of them pretended that their relationship could ever be the same again. And what had taken place that night had only made Mortimer’s craving even stronger. Before the birthday celebration, he was known among dealers as a weekend junkie, but as the trial drew nearer, he had come to need two fixes a day – every day.


‘Don’t even think about shooting up before you go into the witness box,’ Spencer had warned him. But how could Spencer begin to understand what he was going through when he had never experienced the craving: a few hours of sheer bliss until the high began to wear off, followed by the sweating, then the shakes, and finally the ritual of preparation so he could once again depart from this world – inserting the needle into an unused vein, the plunge as the liquid found its way into the bloodstream, quickly making contact with the brain, then finally, blessed release – until the cycle began again. Mortimer was already sweating. How long before the shakes would begin? As long as he was called next, a surge of adrenalin should get him through.


The courtroom door opened and the usher reappeared. Mortimer jumped up in anticipation. He dug his nails into the palms of his hands, determined not to let the side down.


‘Reginald Jackson!’ bellowed the usher, ignoring the tall, thin man who had risen the moment he appeared.


The manager of the Dunlop Arms followed the usher back into the courtroom. Another man Mortimer hadn’t spoken to for the past six months.


‘Leave him to me,’ Spencer had said, but then, even at Cambridge, Spencer had always taken care of Mortimer’s little problems.


Mortimer sank back on to the bench and gripped the edge of the seat as he felt the shakes coming on. He wasn’t sure how much longer he could last – the fear of Spencer Craig was being rapidly overtaken by the need to feed his addiction. By the time the barman re-emerged from the courtroom, Mortimer’s shirt, pants and socks were soaked in sweat despite its being a cold March morning. Pull yourself together, he could hear Spencer saying, even though he was a mile away sitting in his chambers, probably chatting to Lawrence about how well the trial had gone so far. They would be waiting for him to join them. The last piece in the jigsaw.


Mortimer rose and began pacing up and down the corridor as he waited for the usher to reappear. He checked his watch, praying that there would be time for another witness to be called before lunch. He smiled hopefully at the usher as he stepped back into the corridor.


‘Detective Sergeant Fuller!’ he bellowed. Mortimer collapsed back on to the bench.


He was now shaking uncontrollably. He needed his next fix just as a baby needs the milk from its mother’s breast. He stood up and headed unsteadily off in the direction of the washroom. He was relieved to find the white tiled room was empty. He selected the furthest cubicle and locked himself inside. The gap at the top and bottom of the door made him anxious: someone in authority could easily discover that he was breaking the law – in the Central Criminal Court. But his craving had reached the point where common sense was rapidly replaced by necessity, whatever the risk.


Mortimer unbuttoned his jacket and extracted a small canvas pouch from an inside pocket: the kit. He unfolded it and laid it out on the top of the lavatory seat. Part of the excitement was in the preparation. He picked up a small 1mg phial of liquid, cost £250. It was clear, high-quality stuff. He wondered how much longer he’d be able to afford such expensive gear before the small inheritance his father had bequeathed him finally ran out. He stabbed the needle into the phial and drew back the plunger until the little plastic tube was full. He didn’t check to see if the liquid was flowing freely because he couldn’t afford to waste even a drop.


He paused for a moment, sweat pouring off his forehead, when he heard the door at the far end of the room open. He didn’t move, waiting for the stranger to carry out a ritual for which the lavatory had been originally intended.


Once he heard the door close again, he took off his old school tie, pulled up a trouser leg and began to search for a vein: a task that was becoming more difficult by the day. He wrapped the tie around his left leg and pulled it tighter and tighter until at last a blue vein protruded. He held the tie firmly with one hand and the needle in the other. He then inserted the needle into the vein before slowly pressing the plunger down until every last drop of liquid had entered his bloodstream. He breathed a deep sigh of relief as he drifted into another world – a world not inhabited by Spencer Craig.


[image: Paragraph break image]


‘I am not willing to discuss the subject any longer,’ Beth’s father had said earlier that day as he took his seat at the table and his wife put a plate of eggs and bacon in front of him. The same breakfast she had cooked for him every morning since the day they were married.


‘But, Dad, you can’t seriously believe that Danny would kill Bernie. They were best friends since their first day at Clem Attlee.’


‘I’ve seen Danny lose his temper.’


‘When?’ demanded Beth.


‘In the boxing ring, against Bernie.’


‘Which is why Bernie always beat him.’


‘Perhaps Danny won this time because he had a knife in his hand.’ Beth was so stunned by her father’s accusation that she didn’t reply. ‘And have you forgotten,’ he continued, ‘what happened in the playground all those years ago?’


‘No, I haven’t,’ said Beth. ‘But Danny was coming to Bernie’s rescue at the time.’


‘When the headmaster turned up and found a knife in his hand.’


‘Have you forgotten,’ said Beth’s mother, ‘that Bernie confirmed Danny’s story when he was later questioned by the police?’


‘When once again, a knife was found in Danny’s hand. Quite a coincidence.’


‘But I’ve told you a hundred times—’


‘That a complete stranger stabbed your brother to death.’


‘Yes, he did,’ said Beth.


‘And Danny did nothing to provoke him, or make him lose his temper.’


‘No, he didn’t,’ said Beth, trying to remain calm.


‘And I believe her,’ said Mrs Wilson as she poured her daughter another coffee.


‘You always do.’


‘With good reason,’ Mrs Wilson responded. ‘I’ve never known Beth to lie.’


Mr Wilson remained silent, as his untouched meal went cold. ‘And you still expect me to believe that everyone else is lying?’ he eventually said.


‘Yes, I do,’ said Beth. ‘You seem to forget that I was there, so I know Danny is innocent.’


‘It’s four to one against,’ said Mr Wilson.


‘Dad, this isn’t a dog race we’re discussing. It’s Danny’s life.’


‘No, it’s my son’s life we’re discussing,’ said Mr Wilson, his voice rising with every word.


‘He was my son as well,’ said Beth’s mother, ‘just in case you’ve forgotten.’


‘And have you also forgotten,’ said Beth, ‘that Danny was the man you were so keen for me to marry, and who you asked to take over the garage when you retired? So what’s suddenly stopped you believing in him?’


‘There’s something I haven’t told you,’ said Beth’s father. Mrs Wilson bowed her head. ‘When Danny came to see me that morning, to tell me he was going to ask you to marry him, I thought it was only fair to let him know that I’d changed my mind.’


‘Changed your mind about what?’ asked Beth.


‘Who would be taking over the garage when I retired.’
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‘NO MORE QUESTIONS, my lord,’ said Alex Redmayne.


The judge thanked Detective Sergeant Fuller, and told him he was free to leave the court.


It had not been a good day for Alex. Lawrence Davenport had mesmerized the jury with his charm and good looks. DS Fuller had come across as a decent, conscientious officer who reported exactly what he’d seen that night, and the only interpretation he could put on it, and when Alex pressed him on his relationship with Craig, he simply repeated the word ‘professional’. Later, when Pearson asked him how long it was between Craig making the 999 call and Fuller entering the bar, Fuller had said he couldn’t be sure, but he thought it would have been around fifteen minutes.


As for the barman, Reg Jackson, he just repeated parrot-like that he was only getting on with his job and hadn’t seen or heard a thing.


Redmayne accepted that if he was to find a chink in the armour of the four Musketeers, his only hope now rested with Toby Mortimer. Redmayne knew all about the man’s drug habit, although he had no intention of referring to it in court. He knew that nothing else would be on Mortimer’s mind while he was being cross-examined. Redmayne felt that Mortimer was the one Crown witness who might buckle under pressure, which was why he was pleased he’d been kept waiting in the corridor all day.


‘I think we have just enough time for one more witness,’ said Mr Justice Sackville as he glanced at his watch.


Mr Pearson didn’t appear quite as enthusiastic to call the Crown’s last witness. After reading the detailed police report, he had even considered not calling Toby Mortimer at all, but he knew that if he failed to do so, Redmayne would become suspicious and might even subpoena him. Pearson rose slowly from his place. ‘I call Mr Toby Mortimer,’ he said.


The usher stepped into the corridor and roared, ‘Toby Mortimer!’ He was surprised to find that the man was no longer seated in his place. He’d seemed so keen to be called earlier. The usher checked carefully up and down the benches, but there was no sign of him. He shouted the name even louder a second time, but still there was no response.


A pregnant young woman looked up from the front row, unsure if she was allowed to address the usher. The usher’s eyes settled on her. ‘Have you seen Mr Mortimer, madam?’ he asked in a softer tone.


‘Yes,’ she replied, ‘he went off to the toilets some time ago, but he hasn’t returned.’


‘Thank you, madam.’ The usher disappeared back into the courtroom. He walked quickly over to the associate, who listened carefully before briefing the judge.


‘We’ll give him a few more minutes,’ said Mr Justice Sackville.


Redmayne kept glancing at his watch, becoming more anxious as each minute slipped by. It didn’t take that long to go to the lavatory – unless . . . Pearson leant across, smiled, and helpfully suggested, ‘Perhaps we should leave this witness until first thing in the morning?’


‘No, thank you,’ Redmayne replied firmly. ‘I’m happy to wait.’ He went over his questions again, underlining relevant words so that he wouldn’t have to keep glancing down at his crib sheet. He looked up the moment the usher came back into court.


The usher hurried across the courtroom and whispered to the associate, who passed the information on to the judge. Mr Justice Sackville nodded. ‘Mr Pearson,’ he said. The prosecution counsel rose to his feet. ‘It appears that your final witness has been taken ill, and is now on his way to hospital.’ He didn’t add, with a needle sticking out of a vein in his left leg. ‘I therefore intend to close proceedings for the day. I would like to see both counsel in my chambers immediately.’


Alex Redmayne didn’t need to attend chambers to be told that his trump card had been removed from the pack. As he closed the file marked Crown Witnesses, he accepted that the fate of Danny Cartwright now rested in the hands of his fiancée, Beth Wilson. And he still couldn’t be sure if she was telling the truth.










8



THE FIRST WEEK of the trial was over and the four main protagonists spent their weekends in very different ways.


Alex Redmayne drove down to Somerset to spend a couple of days with his parents in Bath. His father began quizzing him about the trial even before he’d closed the front door, while his mother seemed more interested in finding out about his latest girlfriend.


‘Some hope,’ he said to both parental enquiries.


By the time Alex left for London on Sunday afternoon, he had rehearsed the questions he intended to put to Beth Wilson the following day, with his father acting as the judge. Not a difficult task for the old man. After all, that was exactly what he had done for the past twenty years before retiring.


‘Sackville tells me you’re holding your own,’ his father reported, ‘but he feels you sometimes take unnecessary risks.’


‘That may be the only way I can find out if Cartwright is innocent.’


‘That’s not your job,’ responded his father. ‘That’s for the jury to decide.’


‘Now you’re sounding like Mr Justice Sackville,’ Alex said with a laugh.


‘It’s your job,’ continued his father, ignoring the comment, ‘to present the best possible defence for your client, whether he is guilty or not.’


His father had clearly forgotten that he’d first proffered this piece of advice when Alex was seven years old, and had repeated it countless times since. By the time Alex went up to Oxford as an undergraduate, he was ready to sit his law degree.


‘And Beth Wilson, what sort of witness do you imagine she’ll make?’ his father asked.


‘A distinguished silk once told me,’ replied Alex, tugging the lapels of his jacket pompously, ‘that you can never anticipate how a witness will turn out until they enter the box.’


Alex’s mother burst out laughing. ‘Touché,’ she said as she cleared the plates and disappeared into the kitchen.


‘And don’t underestimate Pearson,’ said his father, ignoring his wife’s interruption. ‘He’s at his best when it comes to cross-examining a defence witness.’


‘Is it possible to underestimate Mr Arnold Pearson QC?’ asked Alex, smiling.


‘Oh yes, I did so to my cost on two occasions.’


‘So were two innocent men convicted of crimes they didn’t commit?’ asked Alex.


‘Certainly not,’ replied his father. ‘Both of them were as guilty as sin, but I still should have got them off. Just remember, if Pearson spots a weakness in your defence he’ll return to it again and again, until he’s sure that it’s the one point the jury remember when they retire.’


‘Can I interrupt learned counsel, to ask how Susan is?’ asked his mother as she poured Alex a coffee.


‘Susan?’ said Alex, snapping back into the real world.


‘That charming girl you brought down to meet us a couple of months ago.’


‘Susan Rennick? I’ve no idea. I’m afraid we’ve lost touch. I don’t think the Bar is compatible with having a personal life. Heaven knows how you two ever got together.’


‘Your mother fed me every night during the Carbarshi trial. If I hadn’t married her, I would have died of starvation.’


‘That easy?’ said Alex, grinning at his mother.


‘Not quite that easy,’ she replied. ‘After all, the trial lasted for over two years – and he lost.’


‘No I didn’t,’ said his father, placing an arm round his wife’s waist. ‘Just be warned, my boy, Pearson’s not married, so he’ll be spending his entire weekend preparing devilish questions for Beth Wilson.’


[image: Paragraph break image]


They hadn’t granted him bail.


Danny had spent the past six months locked up in Belmarsh high-security prison in south-east London. He languished for twenty-two hours a day in a cell eight foot by six, the sole furnishings a single bed, a Formica table, a plastic chair, a small steel washbasin and a steel lavatory. A tiny barred window high above his head was his only view of the outside world. Every afternoon they allowed him out of the cell for forty-five minutes, when he would jog around the perimeter of a barren yard – a concrete acre surrounded by a sixteen-foot wall topped with razor wire.


‘I’m innocent,’ he repeated whenever anyone asked, to which the prison staff and his fellow inmates inevitably responded, ‘That’s what they all say.’


As Danny jogged around the yard that morning, he tried not to think about how the first week of the trial had gone, but it proved impossible. Despite looking carefully at each member of the jury, he had no way of knowing what they were thinking. It might not have been a good first week, but at least Beth would now be able to tell her side of the story. Would the jury believe her, or would they accept Spencer Craig’s version of what had happened? Danny’s father never stopped reminding him that British justice was the best in the world – innocent men just don’t end up in prison. If that was true, he would be free in a week’s time. He tried not to consider the alternative.


[image: Paragraph break image]


Arnold Pearson QC had also spent his weekend in the country, at his cottage in the Cotswolds with its four-and-a-half-acre garden – his pride and joy. After tending the roses he attempted to read a well-reviewed novel, which he ended up putting to one side before deciding to go for a walk. As he strolled through the village he tried to clear his mind of everything that had been taking place in London that week, although in truth the case rarely strayed from his thoughts.


He felt that the first week of the trial had gone well, despite the fact that Redmayne had proved to be a far doughtier opponent than he had expected. Certain familiar phrases, obvious hereditary traits and a rare gift of timing brought back memories of Redmayne’s father, who in Arnold’s opinion was the finest advocate he had ever come up against.


But thank heavens, the boy was still green. He should have made far more of the time issue when Craig was in the witness box. Arnold would have counted the paving stones between the Dunlop Arms and the front door of Craig’s mews house, with a stopwatch as his only companion. He would then have returned to his own home, undressed, showered and changed into a new set of clothes while once again timing the entire exercise. Arnold suspected that the combined times would amount to less than twenty minutes – certainly no more than thirty.


After he had picked up a few groceries and a local paper from the village store, Pearson set off on the return journey. He stopped by the village green for a moment, and smiled as he recalled the 57 he had scored against Brocklehurst some twenty years before – or was it thirty? All that he loved about England was embodied in the village. He looked at his watch, and sighed as he accepted that it was time to return home and prepare for the morrow.


After tea, he went to his study, sat down at his desk and ran an eye over the questions he had prepared for Beth Wilson. He would have the advantage of hearing Redmayne examine her before he had to ask his first question. Like a cat ready to pounce, he would sit silently at his end of the bench waiting patiently for her to make some tiny mistake. The guilty always make mistakes.


Arnold smiled as he turned his attention to the Bethnal Green and Bow Gazette, confident that Redmayne would not have come across the article that had appeared on the front page some fifteen years ago. Arnold Pearson may have lacked Mr Justice Redmayne’s elegance and style, but he made up for it with the hours of patient research, which had already uncovered two further pieces of evidence that would surely leave the jury in no doubt of Cartwright’s guilt. But he would save both of them for the defendant, whom he was looking forward to cross-examining later in the week.


[image: Paragraph break image]


On the day Alex was bantering with his parents over lunch in Bath, Danny was running round the exercise yard at Belmarsh prison and Arnold Pearson was visiting the village store, Beth Wilson had an appointment with her local GP.


‘Just a routine check,’ the doctor assured her with a smile. But then the smile turned to a frown. ‘Have you been under any unusual stress since I last saw you?’ he asked.


Beth didn’t burden him with an account of how she had spent the past week. It didn’t help that her father remained convinced Danny was guilty, and would no longer allow his name to be mentioned in the house, even though her mother had always accepted Beth’s version of what had taken place that night. But was the jury made up of people like her mother, or her father?


Every Sunday afternoon for the past six months, Beth had visited Danny in Belmarsh prison, but not this Sunday. Mr Redmayne had told her that she would not be allowed to have any further contact with him until the trial was over. But there was so much she wanted to ask him, so much she needed to tell him.


The baby was due in six weeks’ time, but long before then he would be free, and this terrible ordeal would finally be over. Once the jury had reached their verdict, surely even her father would accept that Danny was innocent.


On Monday morning, Mr Wilson drove his daughter to the Old Bailey and dropped her outside the main entrance to the courts. He only uttered three words as she stepped out of the car: ‘Tell the truth.’
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HE FELT SICK when their eyes met. Spencer Craig glared down at him from the public gallery. Danny returned the stare as if he was standing in the middle of the ring waiting for the bell to sound for the first round.


When Beth entered the courtroom, it was the first time he’d seen her for two weeks. He was relieved that she would have her back to Craig while she was in the witness box. Beth gave Danny a warm smile before taking the oath.


‘Is your name Elizabeth Wilson?’ enquired Alex Redmayne.


‘Yes,’ she replied, resting her hands on her stomach, ‘but I’m known as Beth.’


‘And you live at number twenty-seven Bacon Road in Bow, east London.’


‘Yes, I do.’


‘And Bernie Wilson, the deceased, was your brother?’


‘Yes, he was,’ said Beth.


‘And are you currently the personal assistant to the chairman of Drake’s Marine Insurance Company in the City of London?’


‘Yes, I am.’


‘When is the baby due?’ asked Redmayne. Pearson frowned, but he knew he dare not intervene.


‘In six weeks,’ Beth said, bowing her head.


Mr Justice Sackville leant forward and, smiling down at Beth, said, ‘Would you please speak up, Miss Wilson. The jury will need to hear every word you have to say.’ She raised her head and nodded. ‘And perhaps you’d prefer to be seated,’ the judge added helpfully. ‘Being in a strange place can sometimes be a little disconcerting.’


‘Thank you,’ said Beth. She sank on to the wooden chair in the witness box, and almost disappeared out of sight.


‘Damn,’ muttered Alex Redmayne under his breath. The jury could now barely see her shoulders, and would no longer be continually reminded that she was seven months pregnant, a vision he wanted implanted in the minds of the only twelve people who mattered. He should have anticipated the gallant Mr Justice Sackville and advised Beth to decline the offer of a seat. If she’d collapsed, the image would have lingered in the jury’s minds.


‘Miss Wilson,’ continued Redmayne, ‘would you tell the court what your relationship is with the accused.’


‘Danny and I are going to be married next week,’ she replied. A gasp could be heard around the courtroom.


‘Next week?’ repeated Redmayne, trying to sound surprised.


‘Yes, the final banns were read yesterday by Father Michael, our parish priest at St Mary’s.’


‘But if your fiancé were to be convicted—’


‘You can’t be convicted for a crime you didn’t commit,’ responded Beth sharply.


Alex Redmayne smiled. Word-perfect, and she had even turned to face the jury.


‘How long have you known the defendant?’


‘As long as I can remember,’ replied Beth. ‘His family have always lived across the road from us. We went to the same school.’


‘Clement Attlee comprehensive?’ said Redmayne, looking down at his open file.


‘That’s right,’ confirmed Beth.


‘So you were childhood sweethearts?’


‘If we were,’ said Beth, ‘Danny wasn’t aware of it, because he hardly ever spoke to me while we were at school.’


Danny smiled for the first time that day, remembering the little girl with pigtails who was always hanging around her brother.


‘But did you try to speak to him?’


‘No, I wouldn’t have dared. But I always stood on the touchline and watched whenever he played football.’


‘Were your brother and Danny in the same team?’


‘Right through school,’ replied Beth. ‘Danny was captain and my brother was the goalkeeper.’


‘Was Danny always captain?’


‘Oh, yes. His mates used to call him Captain Cartwright. He captained all the school teams – football, cricket, even boxing.’


Alex noticed that one or two of the jury were smiling. ‘And did your brother get on well with Danny?’


‘Danny was his best friend,’ said Beth.


‘Did they regularly quarrel, as my learned friend has suggested?’ asked Redmayne, glancing in the direction of the Crown prosecutor.


‘Only about West Ham, or Bernie’s latest girlfriend.’ A member of the jury just managed to stifle a laugh.


‘But didn’t your brother knock Danny out in the first round of the Bow Street Boys’ Club boxing championship last year?’


‘Yes, he did. But Bernie was always the better boxer, and Danny knew it. Danny once told me that he’d be lucky to make the second round if they met in the final.’


‘So there was no bad feeling between them, as has been suggested by my learned friend, Mr Pearson.’


‘How could he know?’ asked Beth. ‘He never met either of them.’ Danny smiled again.


‘Miss Wilson,’ said the judge, not quite so gently, ‘please concentrate on answering the questions.’


‘What was the question?’ asked Beth, sounding a little flummoxed.


The judge glanced down at his notebook. ‘Was there any bad feeling between your brother and the defendant?’


‘No,’ said Beth. ‘I’ve already told you, they were best mates.’


‘You also told the court, Miss Wilson,’ said Redmayne, trying to steer her back on to the script, ‘that Danny never spoke to you while you were at school. Yet you ended up engaged to be married.’


‘That’s right,’ said Beth, looking up at Danny.


‘What caused this change of heart?’


‘When Danny and my brother left Clem Attlee, they both went to work in my dad’s garage. I stayed on at school for another year before going on to sixth-form college and then Exeter University.’


‘From where you graduated with an honours degree in English?’


‘Yes, I did,’ replied Beth.


‘And what was your first job after leaving university?’


‘I became a secretary at Drake’s Marine Insurance Company in the City.’


‘Surely you could have obtained a far better position than that, remembering your qualifications?’


‘Perhaps I could have,’ admitted Beth, ‘but Drake’s head office is in the City and I didn’t want to be too far from home.’


‘I understand. And how many years have you worked for the company?’


‘Five,’ replied Beth.


‘And during that time you have risen from being a secretary to the chairman’s personal assistant.’


‘Yes.’


‘How many secretaries are employed at Drake’s Insurance?’ asked Redmayne.


‘I’m not sure of the exact number,’ Beth replied, ‘but there must be over a hundred.’


‘But it was you who ended up with the top job?’ Beth didn’t reply. ‘After you returned from university to live in London again, when did you next see Danny?’


‘Soon after I’d started working in the City,’ said Beth. ‘My mother asked me to drop off my dad’s lunchbox at the garage one Saturday morning. Danny was there, with his head under a car bonnet. To begin with, I thought he hadn’t noticed me, because he could only have seen my legs, but then he looked up and banged his head on the bonnet.’


‘And was that when he asked you out for the first time?’


Pearson leapt to his feet. ‘M’lord, is this witness to be prompted, line by line, as if she were in a dress rehearsal for an amateur dramatic society production?’


Not bad, thought Alex. The judge might have agreed with him if he hadn’t heard Pearson deliver the same line several times during the past decade. However, he still leant forward to chastise counsel. ‘Mr Redmayne, in future, please stick to asking the witness questions and don’t resort to giving answers that you hope, or expect, Miss Wilson will agree with.’


‘I apologize, m’lord,’ said Redmayne. ‘I will try not to displease your lordship again.’


Mr Justice Sackville frowned, recalling Redmayne’s father delivering that line with the same lack of sincerity.


‘When did you next see the defendant?’ Redmayne asked Beth.


‘That same evening. He invited me to go to the Hammersmith Palais,’ said Beth. ‘He and my brother used to go to the Palais every Saturday night – more birds per acre than you’ll find in the fens, Bernie used to say.’


‘How often did you see each other following that first date?’ enquired Redmayne.


‘Almost every day.’ She paused. ‘Until they locked him up.’


‘I’m now going to take you back to the evening of September eighteenth last year,’ said Redmayne. Beth nodded. ‘I want you to tell the jury in your own words exactly what took place that night.’


‘It was Danny’s idea,’ Beth began looking up at the defendant and smiling, ‘that we should go for dinner in the West End as it was a special occasion.’


‘A special occasion?’ prompted Redmayne.


‘Yes. Danny was going to propose.’


‘How could you be so sure of that?’


‘I heard my brother telling Mum that Danny had spent two months’ wages on the ring.’ She held up her left hand so that the jury could admire the single diamond on a gold band.


Alex waited for the murmurs to die down before he asked, ‘And did he ask you to be his wife?’


‘Yes, he did,’ replied Beth. ‘He even got down on one knee.’


‘And you accepted?’


‘Of course I did,’ said Beth. ‘I knew we were going to be married the first day I met him.’


Pearson noted her first mistake.


‘What happened next?’


‘Before we left the restaurant Danny called Bernie to tell him the news. He agreed to join us later so we could all celebrate.’


‘And where did you arrange to meet up for this celebration?’


‘The Dunlop Arms on Hambledon Terrace in Chelsea.’


‘Why did you choose that particular venue?’


‘Danny had been there once before, after watching West Ham play Chelsea at Stamford Bridge. He told me it was very classy and he thought I’d like it.’


‘What time did you arrive?’


‘I’m not sure,’ said Beth, ‘but it can’t have been before ten.’


‘And your brother was already there waiting for you?’


‘He’s at it again, m’lord,’ objected Pearson.


‘I do apologize, m’lord,’ said Redmayne. He turned back to Beth. ‘When did your brother arrive?’


‘He was already there,’ said Beth.


‘Did you notice anyone else in the room?’


‘Yes,’ said Beth, ‘I saw the actor, Lawrence Davenport – Dr Beresford – standing at the bar with three other men.’


‘Do you know Mr Davenport?’


‘Of course not,’ said Beth. ‘I’d only ever seen him on the TV.’


‘So you must have been quite excited to see a television star on the night you became engaged?’


‘No, I wasn’t that impressed. I remember thinking that he wasn’t as good-looking as Danny.’ Several members of the jury took a closer look at the unshaven man with short spiky hair who was wearing a West Ham T-shirt that looked as if it hadn’t been ironed recently. Alex feared that not many of the jurors would agree with Beth’s judgement.


‘What happened next?’


‘We drank a bottle of champagne, and then I thought we ought to go home.’


‘And did you go home?’


‘No, Bernie ordered a second bottle, and when the barman took the empty one away, I heard someone say, “Wasted on them.”’


‘How did Danny and Bernie react to that?’


‘They didn’t hear it, but I saw one of the men at the bar staring at me. He winked, then opened his mouth and started circling his tongue round his lips.’


‘Which of the four men did that?’


‘Mr Craig.’


Danny looked up into the gallery to see Craig scowling down at Beth, but fortunately she couldn’t see him.


‘Did you tell Danny?’


‘No, the man was obviously drunk. Besides, you hear worse than that if you’ve been brought up in the East End. And I knew only too well how Danny would react if I told him.’ Pearson didn’t stop writing.


‘So you ignored him?’


‘Yes,’ said Beth. ‘But then the same man turned to his friends and said, “The slut’s quite presentable until she opens her mouth.” Bernie did hear that. Then one of the other men said, “I don’t know, there are times when I quite like a slut’s mouth to be open,” and they all began laughing.’ She paused. ‘Except for Mr Davenport, who looked embarrassed.’


‘Did Bernie and Danny also laugh?’


‘No. Bernie grabbed the champagne bottle and stood up to face him.’ Pearson wrote down her exact words, as she added: ‘But Danny pulled him back down and told him to ignore them.’


‘And did he?’


‘Yes, but only because I said I wanted to go home. As we were on our way out, I noticed that one of the men was still staring at me. He said, “Leaving, are we?” in a loud whisper, then, “When you’re finished with her, my friends and I have just enough left over for a gang bang.”’


‘A gang bang?’ repeated Mr Justice Sackville, looking bemused.


‘Yes, m’lord. It’s when a group of men have sex with the same woman,’ said Redmayne. ‘Sometimes for money.’ He paused while the judge wrote down the words. Alex looked across at the jury, none of whom appeared to require any further explanation.


‘Can you be sure those were his exact words?’ asked Redmayne.


‘It’s not something I’m likely to forget,’ said Beth sharply.


‘And was it the same man who said this?’


‘Yes,’ said Beth, ‘Mr Craig.’


‘How did Danny react this time?’


‘He continued to ignore them – after all, the man was drunk – but my brother was the problem, and it didn’t help when Mr Craig added, “Then why don’t we go outside and sort it out?”’


‘Why don’t we go outside,’ repeated Redmayne, ‘and sort it out.’


‘Yes,’ said Beth, not quite sure why he was repeating her words.


‘And did Mr Craig join you outside?’


‘No, but only because Danny pushed my brother into the alley before he could retaliate, and I quickly closed the door behind us.’


Pearson picked up a red pen and underlined the words pushed him out into the alley.


‘So Danny managed to get your brother out of the bar without any further trouble?’


‘Yes,’ said Beth. ‘But Bernie still wanted to go back and sort him.’


‘And sort him?’


‘Yes,’ said Beth.


‘But you walked on down the alley?’


‘Yes, I did, but just before I reached the road I found one of the men from the bar was standing in my way.’


‘Which one?’


‘Mr Craig.’


‘What did you do?’


‘I ran back to join Danny and my brother. I begged them to return to the bar. That was when I noticed the other two men – one of them was Mr Davenport – were standing by the back door. I turned round to see that the first man had been joined by his mate at the far end of the alley, and they were now walking towards us.’


‘What happened next?’ asked Redmayne.


‘Bernie said, “You take Dickhead and I’ll deal with the other three,” but before Danny could reply, the one my brother called Dickhead came running towards him and threw a punch that caught Danny on the chin. After that an almighty fight broke out.’


‘Did all four of the men join in?’


‘No,’ said Beth. ‘Mr Davenport remained by the back door and one of the others, a tall, skinny guy, hung back, and when my brother nearly knocked out the only other man willing to fight, Bernie told me to go and get a taxi as he was confident it would be all over fairly quickly.’


‘And did you?’


‘Yes, but not until I was sure that Danny was getting the better of Craig.’


‘And was he?’


‘No contest,’ said Beth.


‘How long did it take you to find a taxi?’


‘Only a few minutes,’ said Beth, ‘but when the cabbie drew up, to my surprise he said, “I don’t think it’s a taxi you’ll be needing, luv. If they were my friends, I’d be phoning for an ambulance,” and without another word he shot off.’


‘Has any attempt been made to locate the taxi driver concerned?’ asked the judge.


‘Yes, m’lord,’ replied Redmayne, ‘but so far no one has come forward.’


‘So how did you react when you heard the taxi driver’s words?’ Redmayne asked, turning back to Beth.


‘I swung round to see my brother lying on the ground. He appeared to be unconscious. Danny was holding Bernie’s head in his arms. I ran back down the alley to join them.’


Pearson made another note.


‘And did Danny give an explanation as to what had happened?’


‘Yes. He said that they had been taken by surprise when Craig produced a knife. He had tried to wrestle it from him when he was stabbing Bernie.’


‘And did Bernie confirm this?’


‘Yes, he did.’


‘Please take your time, Miss Wilson, before you answer my next question. Who turned up first? The police or an ambulance?’


‘Two paramedics,’ said Beth without hesitation.


‘And how long was it before they arrived?’


‘Seven, perhaps eight minutes.’


‘How can you be so sure?’


‘I never stopped looking at my watch.’


‘And how many more minutes passed before the police arrived?’


‘I can’t be certain,’ said Beth, ‘but it must have been at least another five.’


‘And how long did Detective Sergeant Fuller remain with you in the alley before he went into the bar to interview Mr Craig?’


‘At least ten minutes,’ said Beth. ‘But it might have been longer.’


‘But quite long enough for Mr Spencer Craig to leave, return home, a mere hundred yards away, change his clothes and be back in time to give his version of what had taken place before the detective sergeant went into the bar?’


‘M’lord,’ said Pearson leaping up from his place, ‘this is an outrageous slur on a man who was doing no more than carrying out his public duty.’


‘I agree with you,’ said the judge. ‘Members of the jury, you will ignore Mr Redmayne’s last comments. Never forget that it is not Mr Craig who is on trial.’ He glared down at Redmayne, but the lawyer didn’t flinch, well aware that the jury would not forget the exchange, and that it might even sow some doubt in their minds. ‘I do apologize, m’lord,’ he said in a contrite voice. ‘It won’t happen again.’


‘Be sure that it doesn’t,’ said the judge sharply.


‘Miss Wilson, while you were waiting for the police to arrive, did the paramedics put your brother on a stretcher and take him to the nearest hospital?’


‘Yes, they did everything they could to help,’ said Beth, ‘but I knew it was too late. He’d already lost so much blood.’


‘Did you and Danny accompany your brother to the hospital?’


‘No, I went on my own because Detective Sergeant Fuller wanted to ask Danny some more questions.’


‘Did that worry you?’


‘Yes, because Danny had also been wounded. He’d been—’


‘That’s not what I meant,’ said Redmayne, not wanting her to finish the sentence. ‘Were you anxious that the police might consider Danny to be a suspect?’


‘No,’ said Beth. ‘It never crossed my mind. I had already told the police what happened. In any case, he always had me to back up his story.’


If Alex had looked across at Pearson, he would have seen the rare flicker of a smile appear on the prosecutor’s face.


‘Sadly your brother died on the way to Chelsea and Westminster Hospital?’


Beth began to sob. ‘Yes, they rang my parents, who came immediately, but it was too late.’ Alex made no attempt to ask his next question until she had composed herself.


‘Did Danny join you at the hospital later?’


‘No, he didn’t.’


‘Why not?’


‘Because the police were still questioning him.’


‘When did you next see him?’


‘The following morning, at Chelsea police station.’


‘Chelsea police station?’ repeated Redmayne, feigning surprise.


‘Yes. The police came round to my house first thing in the morning. They told me they’d arrested Danny and charged him with Bernie’s murder.’


‘That must have come as a terrible shock.’ Mr Pearson leapt up. ‘How did you react to this piece of news?’ asked Redmayne quickly.


‘In total disbelief. I repeated exactly what had happened, but I could see they didn’t believe me.’


‘Thank you, Miss Wilson. No more questions, m’lord.’


Danny breathed a sigh of relief as Beth stepped down from the witness box. What a diamond. She smiled anxiously up at him as she passed the dock.


‘Miss Wilson,’ said the judge before she had reached the door. She turned back to face him. ‘Would you be kind enough to return to the witness box? I have a feeling Mr Pearson may have one or two questions for you.’
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