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    Jill McGown, who died in 2007, lived in Northamptonshire and was best known for her mystery series featuring Chief Inspector Lloyd and Sergeant Judy Hill. The first novel, A Perfect Match, was published in 1983 and A Shred of Evidence was made into a television drama starring Philip Glenister and Michelle Collins.


  

    

      THE CROWN
-v-
COLIN ARTHUR DRUMMOND


      

        Barton Crown Court, Monday 6 July

      


    


    ‘… that on the seventh of September of that year you unlawfully and with intent inflicted grievous bodily harm on Rachel Olivia Selina Ashman contrary to Section Eighteen of the Offences against the Person Act eighteen sixty-one. Are you guilty or not guilty?’


    ‘Not guilty.’


    ‘Count eight. You are charged that on the seventh of September of that year you raped Rachel Olivia …’


    Harper sighed, and wished he was defending anyone but Colin Arthur Drummond, as the charges rolled on and on.


    ‘Count eleven. You are charged that on the tenth of September of that year you raped Lucy Mary Rogerson, contrary to …’


    On the day of his arrest, Drummond had made a full confession to four sexual assaults on women; now that he was on trial, facing eleven charges under the Sexual Offences Act and three under the Offences against the Person Act, he was pleading not guilty to them all.


    The fourteenth and final plea was entered and, out of the hearing of the jury, Harper tried to have that confession declared inadmissible, as the interviewing officer had failed to fulfil the conditions demanded by the Police and Criminal Evidence Act; the attempt, as he had expected, failed. But Drummond had also made a statement to Detective Inspector Hill of Stansfield CID concerning another, unreported rape; this time Harper’s application that this evidence should not be admitted met with success, since it concerned an incident which had never been the subject of a complaint to the police, and did not therefore concern the court.


    The jury filed back, and the prosecuting counsel outlined the case which would be presented to the jury. Next, the sworn statements of those who were not being compelled to give evidence were read, and it was well into the morning before the first witness was sworn in.


    In the well of the court, the prosecution barrister – tall, stout, silver haired beneath his wig and almost as imposing as the wood-panelled courtroom itself – was on his feet, and in the witness box stood the dark-haired, dark-eyed, child-like teenage prostitute who had been the alleged victim of the fourth assault. She was the basket in which Harper was carrying all of Drummond’s eggs; it looked to him even more fragile than its cargo.


    Harper’s adversary was waiting patiently for the slightly shocked buzz of reaction to the witness’s profession to die down; the girl herself was edgy, nervous, waiting for her ordeal to begin. Just how much of an ordeal it would be had been brought home to the jury by the fact that Rachel Ashman, the second victim, had taken her own life rather than be forced to give evidence, something which in her acutely depressed state she had felt quite unable to do. Only then had Drummond agreed that the victims of the other assaults could make sworn statements, since the defence was not contesting the facts, but simply the identity of the assailant.


    Mrs Ashman’s suicide was being regarded as a direct result of the assault; the charge of grievous bodily harm referred to the mental anguish which had led to it. And to cap it all, thought Harper, Brian Ashman had turned up for the trial. There he sat in the public gallery, a widower at twenty-five, with a two-year-old child to look after, still walking with two sticks after an accident at work a few weeks before the assault. And every time the jury looked at him, Colin Drummond’s chances would take a further nosedive; with its usual lack of judicial awareness, the public held the defendant responsible for Mrs Ashman’s suicide and all the other human tragedies that had resulted from the assaults before even one witness had been heard.


    And twelve members of that public were sitting on the jury. Harper looked round the courtroom, trying to exude a confidence that he most assuredly did not feel, and saw DI Hill slip into court and make for a seat in the public gallery. He’d seen her around the courts from time to time, but he had never met her. She was more than good in the witness box, from what he’d heard. Juries took to her, they said, and Harper could believe it. She was attractive, well dressed, well groomed, her soft, unfussy, dark hair denoting common sense, her brown eyes honesty. Her word was rarely questioned, and he had been advised that he would have grave difficulty in casting doubt on her integrity. And since that was what he would have had to do, it was just as well he had managed to scupper her evidence.


    Judy Hill was officially on leave; she had broken it to give evidence, and now that that evidence was not to be heard, she took a seat in the public gallery.


    ‘Miss Benson, can you tell the court where you were at one thirty a.m. on Monday, the twenty-eighth of October last year?’ Robert Whitehouse asked, his voice gentle, as though he were speaking to a child. She was seventeen now; she looked thirteen.


    The girl took a breath, and glanced round the courtroom before she replied, a batsman weighing up the field. ‘ I was …’ she began, and faltered. She licked her lips, cleared her throat and carried on in a firm, defiant voice. ‘ I was in Hosier’s Alley.’


    ‘This was a hundred-yard-long passageway winding between John Wesley Road and Andwell Street in Malworth, my Lord,’ said Whitehouse. ‘It was formed by the walls of a derelict shirt factory, an ex-warehouse, and two empty blocks of flats, in one of which the witness was living, with a number of others, as a squatter. The area was awaiting demolition in order to build the bypass now under construction in that area. There was thick fog that night, and the alleyway was unlit.’ He turned back to the girl. ‘And could you tell the court, in your own words, what happened to you?’ he asked.


    ‘He raped me,’ she said, with a quick nod towards the dock.


    Judy felt irrationally guilty about that; the girl had been a last-minute replacement for Judy herself, as Drummond had lost no time in pointing out to her.


    ‘I know this is distressing for you,’ Whitehouse said. ‘But we have to take it step by step. What happened first of all?’


    ‘He grabbed me as I turned into the alley,’ she said. ‘He had his hand over my mouth.’


    ‘His bare hand?’


    ‘No. He had big gloves on. And he had a knife up to my eye.’ Her hand unconsciously went to her eye as she spoke. ‘He sort of pressed his elbows into me, and pulled me down the alley to where it was dark.’


    ‘Could you see the knife?’


    ‘Sort of.’ She went pale when she was shown the knife found on the bank of the Andwell river which ran parallel to the street bearing its name, and was asked if it was the one she had seen. ‘It could be,’ she said, her voice shaking slightly. ‘The blade looks the same. I couldn’t see the handle.’ The knife was taken away.


    ‘And what happened in the alley?’ asked Whitehouse.


    ‘He… he pushed me face down and knelt over me,’ she said. ‘Then he pulled me up so I was on my knees, and he was behind me. He told me to pull down my leggings and—’ She broke off, tried to carry on, failed.


    ‘Take your time,’ said Whitehouse.


    ‘He—’ Her mouth trembled, and she tried to blink away the tears, but she couldn’t go on.


    ‘Would the witness like a glass of water?’ asked the judge.


    Judy was never convinced of the magic properties of a glass of water. Would the witness like a stiff gin, then you’d be talking. The witness shook her head, and took a moment to gather herself.


    ‘He touched me with the knife,’ she said.


    ‘Where did he touch you?’


    She looked hunted, and Judy felt sad; the poor little girl didn’t know the socially acceptable word for any part of the anatomy below the waist. ‘My private parts,’ she said eventually, her face burning. ‘He said if I didn’t do what he wanted he’d cut me. Down there. And he told me to undo my blouse. Then he pushed my head right down, and he—’ She swallowed hard. ‘He raped me.’


    ‘How did he rape you?’ Whitehouse asked quietly.


    More agony, until the girl thought of an acceptable alternative to the word she habitually used. ‘He used my back passage,’ she said.


    ‘Did he say anything to you while this was happening?’


    She nodded miserably. ‘He kept saying something over and over, but I couldn’t understand him,’ she said. ‘I was dead scared he’d cut me if I made a noise. I was just trying not to cry.’ She was still trying not to cry. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said.


    ‘That’s all right,’ said Whitehouse. ‘ Go on.’


    ‘After a bit, these two men came down the alley, and he got off me and ran away. One of them went after him.’


    When Whitehouse had finished getting as much detail of the assault as he could from the girl, he thanked her. ‘I know this is very difficult for you,’ he said, ‘ but you must stay there, please – my learned friend will have some questions to put to you.’


    The judge looked at the clock, and advised Harper that he was going to wait until after lunch to begin his cross-examination, which didn’t, Judy fancied, go down too well with Whitehouse’s learned friend. And so it was that afternoon that she got her first proper look at the hotshot lawyer Drummond senior had retained, as the judge reminded the little girl that she was still under oath, and Harper stood up to cross-examine her.


    Slim, blond, early thirties, if that. Quite handsome, in a slim, blond sort of way, but it was a combination that Judy always felt looked better on women. Under his gown his dark court clothes were tailored and sharp. He obviously did well in his chosen profession.


    ‘This morning we heard a very harrowing story,’ he said. ‘But that isn’t quite how it happened, is it?’


    ‘Yes, it is,’ she said.


    ‘I suggest that you were walking through the alleyway on your way to your squat, and came across Mr Drummond as he was returning to his motorbike,’ he said. ‘You propositioned him and he paid you for sex. It’s as simple as that, isn’t it?’


    ‘No.’ The girl shook her head. ‘ He grabbed me and pulled me in there.’


    ‘Did you shout for help when he grabbed you? After all, as it turned out, the police were remarkably close at hand, weren’t they? They would have heard a cry for help.’


    ‘I couldn’t! He had his hand over my mouth!’


    ‘I think you didn’t cry for help, not because he had his hand over your mouth, but because you didn’t need any help. You needed money, though, didn’t you? Had you had many customers that night?’


    ‘Enough.’


    ‘But you had spent most of the evening in the police station, hadn’t you?’


    She lifted her chin a little, her natural defiance beginning to give her the confidence to assert herself. ‘So what?’


    ‘You had been arrested in a public park for committing a breach of the peace?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘What had you been doing?’


    ‘A punter,’ she said guilelessly, to appreciative smiles.


    ‘In other words, you had been committing an indecent act in a public place. And it wasn’t the first time, was it?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘But you weren’t charged, were you? You weren’t even cautioned. They simply let you go. Why?’


    ‘I don’t know, do I? They just came and said I could go home.’


    ‘Very well. But you must have been keen to make up for the time lost at the police station – is that why you approached Mr Drummond?’


    ‘No! He grabbed me!’


    ‘Is Mr Drummond known to you?’


    She shrugged. ‘I’ve seen him up the Ferrari,’ she said.


    ‘The Ferrari is a drinking club in Malworth, my Lord,’ said Hotshot. ‘And is known to be frequented by prostitutes.’


    Judy smiled a little at the description, which made it sound like a Soho vice den. Malworth had once been a large, thriving market town with, Judy was sure, a large, thriving prostitution industry, as prosperous traders had come to do business. But by the turn of the century the Corn Hall had been turned into a concert hall, and Victorian factories had sprouted up to the north of the town, along with workers’ cottages and a park. Parkside was where favours were bought and sold; the rest of Malworth had become genteel.


    One by one the old factories had closed, and Parkside had been allowed to die with them, leaving it only one industry, and that with only sporadic and uncertain custom. The Ferrari club was in Parkside, and the odd girl or two trawled for custom there, or hopefully patrolled the park.


    ‘Mr Drummond used prostitutes from the Ferrari, didn’t he?’ Hotshot asked.


    ‘I dunno.’


    ‘Oh, come on!’


    ‘One,’ she said sulkily. ‘Rosa.’


    The fabled Rosa had been produced by Drummond not long before the case had come to trial, but all efforts to trace her had failed. Judy had doubted her very existence at one point.


    ‘When was the last time you saw her with Mr Drummond?’


    ‘The last time she was there. I saw her go out of the club with him, then I saw her again after she’d done him, and she said—’


    Harper held up a hand. ‘Don’t tell us what anyone said to you. At what time did you see Mr Drummond with Rosa?’


    ‘He always came in at the same time. About half nine.’


    ‘Do you remember what date that was?’


    ‘No. It was September, I know that. And the next day everyone was saying there had been another rape – I think that’s why she packed it in.’


    ‘And did Mr Drummond ever use your services after Rosa ‘‘ packed it in’’?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘I think he did, on one occasion. I think that in the early hours of Monday the twenty-eighth of October you turned into Hosier’s Alley on your way home, saw Mr Drummond, and recognized him as a potential ‘‘ punter’’, didn’t you?’


    ‘No! I never saw him! He grabbed me and pulled me in there! He was wearing a mask – I didn’t even know it was him!’


    ‘I suggest that he paid you for sex, but when you heard people coming down the alleyway, you told Mr Drummond to go. He wanted his money back, and you shouted, swore at him. That’s when he put his hand over your mouth, isn’t it, to try to quieten you?’


    The girl’s head was shaking all the time. ‘No,’ she said. ‘No. He was raping me – he ran away when he heard these men coming.’


    ‘When one of these men ran to detain Mr Drummond, did you warn him that he had a knife?’


    ‘I couldn’t speak – I couldn’t stop crying!’


    ‘There was no knife, and no assault, was there? You propositioned Mr Drummond – isn’t that what really happened?’


    ‘No!’


    ‘Why not? That’s what you do, isn’t it?’


    ‘I don’t do it like that, not in the street!’


    ‘Oh, come on,’ said Harper. ‘ Your activities are a matter of public record, Miss Benson. Of course you do it in the street. In doorways, in alleyways – anywhere anyone pays you to do it, don’t you?’


    ‘Not like that! Not like what he made me do! I would never have done it like that!’


    Harper allowed a silence to follow the girl’s indignant statement, reinforcing it in a way that making her repeat it would not have done.


    ‘Are you putting forward as evidence of your non-consent the contention that you do not offer anal intercourse as a service?’ he asked, after a long moment.


    The girl looked blank, not having understood a word of the question, and shook her head. ‘No,’ she said.


    Whitehouse got to his feet. ‘My Lord, I fail to see the relevance of this line of questioning, and I suspect that the witness did not in any event fully understand the last question put to her by my learned friend.’


    The judge looked at Whitehouse, and shook his head slightly. ‘The witness is accusing the defendant of a very serious sexual assault,’ he said. ‘His defence is that he paid for her services, and her contention seems to be that she does not offer anal intercourse as a service. I think that is of considerable relevance. However …’ He turned to Harper. ‘… Mr Harper, I too feel that both the question and its implications should be made clearer to the witness before she answers. The jury will disregard the witness’s last reply.’


    The witness was looking bewildered, and the judge leant over to talk to her. ‘Anal intercourse is another way of saying that he used your back passage,’ he said, and her face cleared. ‘Now,’ he went on, ‘you have said that this is something that you would never have agreed to, and if that is the case, it would be an indication that you were indeed sexually assaulted. But if you do sometimes agree to it – even if at that time you did not – you must say so, because you have sworn to tell the truth. Do you understand?’


    Wide-eyed, worried, she nodded solemnly.


    ‘Please rephrase the question using words with which the witness is familiar, Mr Harper.’


    ‘I am obliged, my Lord,’ said Harper, and turned back to the girl. ‘You have said that you would never have agreed to performing sexual intercourse like that,’ he said. ‘So the question is quite simple. Have you ever allowed a customer to have sex with you like that?’


    She looked from Harper, to Whitehouse, to the judge, then back to Harper, a skinny little fox-cub trapped by the hounds, trying to work out if she could escape being torn limb from limb. Her only point of reference was that if she told a lie, her case would be strengthened, whereas the truth would damage it, because she had allowed anyone to do anything they wanted with her since before puberty. Judy crossed her fingers, hoping that she had taken her oath seriously. Tell the truth, she silently begged her. Tell the truth.


    ‘I’ll repeat the question,’ said Harper. ‘ Have you ever allowed a customer to have sex with you like that?’


    ‘No,’ she said firmly, shaking her head.


    Judy closed her eyes, then opened them again as the girl continued speaking.


    ‘I wouldn’t get down on my hands and knees on a muddy street for any bugger!’ she said.


    The tension which had been generated by her evidence was broken, and the room erupted. Even Harper gave the girl a little smiling nod as the laughter at his expense died away. And the cause of all this merriment stood in the witness box, terminally puzzled.


    Then Harper frowned slightly, and looked through the papers in front of him, pulling out a typewritten statement, flicking through it. He looked up from it. ‘You don’t know the word ‘‘anal’’?’ he asked.


    The puzzled frown was back, and she shook her head. ‘No,’ she said.


    ‘That’s odd,’ he said. ‘Because you used it in your statement to the police. Do you know what the word ‘‘ subjected’’ means?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘You used it, too. In the same sentence. ‘‘ He subjected me to an anal assault’’,’ he quoted. ‘Did you say that?’


    She shook her head, her mouth opening slightly.


    ‘Can you tell me what the word ‘‘genitalia’’ means?’


    The girl looked quite blank. No embarrassment, which there would have been, had she had the slightest idea of its meaning. She shook her head.


    ‘You used it in your statement too. ‘‘He touched my genitalia with the blade of the knife’’. Did you say that?’


    She shook her head, going pink now that she had worked out what it meant.


    ‘ ‘‘Straddled’’? ‘‘Corroborated’’? Do you know what they mean?’


    She just stared at him, her face reddening, panic and acute embarrassment at the thought of what they might mean not allowing her even to shake her head.


    ‘ ‘‘My head was forced down to the ground and he straddled me, and subjected me to an anal assault. This can be corroborated by the two witnesses, one of whom gave chase’’.’ He held the statement up. ‘You didn’t use any of these words, did you?’


    ‘No,’ she said, her voice a whisper, her face stricken.


    ‘But you signed it as a true record of what you had told the police,’ said Harper.


    ‘I … I can’t … I’m not good at reading and writing and things,’ she said. ‘They just asked me questions about what had happened to me, and I signed what they wrote down.’


    ‘No further questions,’ Harper said.


    ‘Mr Whitehouse, do you wish to re-examine?’


    Whitehouse rose, and thought for a moment before he spoke. ‘Is what you told the court today a true account of what happened to you in the alleyway?’ he asked.


    ‘Yes,’ she said firmly, shooting a look at Drummond as he sat meekly in the dock.


    ‘And is it what you told the police that night?’


    ‘Yes. I can’t help what they wrote down!’


    Whitehouse smiled. ‘ Did you use the same words to tell them what had happened as you did today in court? For instance, you told the court that the knife had touched your private parts – is that the expression you used to the police?’


    The girl blushed ferociously. ‘ No,’ she said.


    ‘No,’ said Whitehouse. ‘Could that be why the police paraphrased what you had said?’


    Blank terror.


    ‘I know you don’t know what that means,’ said Whitehouse soothingly. ‘But I’m sure my learned friend does, and I imagine the jury does. No further questions, my Lord.’


    ‘The witness may step down,’ said the judge, and the witness almost fell down from sheer relief.


    Now it was the turn of the two men who had found her, and each told substantially the same story. They had entered the alley from John Wesley Road, and had come upon a young woman on all fours on the ground with a man kneeling over her. The man had run away along the alley towards Andwell Street as they had approached. The girl’s blouse had been undone, and her leopard-skin pants had been round her knees. She had been in considerable distress.


    ‘You didn’t call the police, did you?’ Harper asked the man who had stayed with her when the other had gone after Drummond. ‘Did it seem to you that the situation didn’t merit the attendance of the police?’


    ‘Of course it did,’ he said. ‘But I didn’t have to call them – a police car came almost straight away.’


    ‘Is that so?’ said Harper. ‘How fortunate.’


    The area car officer next. He and his colleague had been answering what had turned out to be a bogus nine double nine call about youths smoking crack cocaine in one of the empty buildings, when they had heard a commotion further down the road. They had attended the incident at one thirty-six a.m.


    Harper rose to cross-examine. ‘You told my learned friend that the young woman was in some distress, and complained that the defendant had sexually assaulted her,’ he said. ‘Can you tell the court her exact words?’


    The constable requested leave to consult his notes, and turned to the appropriate page. ‘I asked what the trouble was, to which she replied, pointing to the defendant, ‘‘That fucking bastard raped me, he did me up the sodding arse’’.’


    Judy saw the girl colour up as her unladylike words were read out, and smiled.


    ‘More angry than distressed, would you say?’


    Whitehouse rose. ‘While I am obliged to my learned friend for drawing the court’s attention to the immediate complaint of sexual assault made subsequent to the incident, and incidentally clarifying the perceived necessity to bowdlerize the victim’s statement, I don’t think that this witness’s opinion as to the victim’s emotional state should be sought,’ he said.


    The judge agreed.


    ‘You then used your radio to request CID assistance, is that correct?’


    ‘Yes, my Lord.’


    ‘And did you use the words ‘‘ the Stealth Bomber’s been grounded’’?’


    ‘Yes, I did, my Lord.’


    It was the duty detective inspector who had been thus summoned who was next to give evidence.


    ‘Did the complainant make mention of a knife?’ asked Whitehouse.


    ‘She did, my Lord. We couldn’t find anything that night, but a knife was found the following morning on the riverbank close to the mouth of the alleyway where it adjoins Andwell Street. The river level had dropped sufficiently for the knife to be revealed.’


    With that evidence, court was adjourned for the day, and Judy left with the public who had packed the gallery. She had decided how she was going to spend her leave; she was going to see this trial through.


  

    

      Barton Crown Court, Tuesday 7 July

    


    ‘All those having business with the Queen’s Justices and this court draw near and give attention.’


    Harper drew near and gave attention, knowing only too well that yesterday had not been one of his finest hours. The assault on the jury’s emotions of a little doe-eyed wisp of a girl, barely out of her utterly deprived childhood, describing calculated, deliberate terror being inflicted on her by a six-foot tall, well-built, privileged youth was all but impossible to combat. When he had scored a point, which had been but rarely, he had looked a bully; when she had, he had looked a fool.


    All he could do now was work very hard to rid the jurors’ memories of that, and concentrate on cop-bashing, which went down reasonably well even with white-collar middle-class types these days. Not that it would work. But he would try.


    It was the man who had briefly been Judy’s boss, the quietly spoken DCI Merrill, who was giving evidence first this morning. He was handed the typewritten transcription of Drummond’s statement, and invited to read it to the court, something to which Judy could tell he had clearly not been looking forward.


    He took a deep breath. ‘Drummond was asked about the assault on Mrs Carole Jarvis, which occurred in one of a block of garages behind the houses in Austen Street, Stansfield, at ten thirty in the evening on the fifteenth of August last year,’ he began. And stated, ‘‘I saw that one getting into her car in Malworth, and I followed her …’’ ’


    The crude language employed by Drummond sounded incongruous coming from the prim, God-fearing Chief Inspector, who read the words with as little vocal and facial expression as was possible in the circumstances. The catalogue of increasingly violent assaults carried out on Carole Jarvis, read in a near monotone, produced a more shocked reaction than it would have done if it had been related gleefully by Drummond himself.


    Judy sighed. Mrs Jarvis had not been the only victim of that particular assault; what had happened to her after she had driven her brand-new car into that garage was appalling, but it hadn’t ended there. Her marriage must have been severely tested once what she had been doing prior to the attack had come to light. But all that would have to be explained at the appropriate time; right now it was Drummohd’s version of events that the court was hearing.


    Merrill was nearing the end of Drummond’s blow-by-blow description of the first assault. ‘ ‘‘When I had finished with her, I cleaned her up. Then I cut the tape off her wrists and ankles. I took it away with me so you lot couldn’t trace it’’.’ Merrill took another breath, and looked at the jury before embarking on the account of the second assault. ‘ Drummond was then asked about the assault on Mrs Rachel Ashman, which occurred in the ladies’ lavatory of the Percy Road Service Station, Malworth, at eleven fifteen p.m. on Saturday, September seventh, last year,’ he said. ‘And stated, ‘‘I pulled her into a toilet at a petrol station. I got her down just like the first one …’’ ’


    Mrs Ashman had been in all evening with her husband and baby. Her husband, recovering from a bad accident at work, had been home for the weekend from hospital, still in a wheelchair. She had gone out to get some milk from the all-night petrol station, and he had dozed off. The police had awakened him with the news of what had happened to his wife, who had been found by the next female customer who used the toilet. Mrs Ashman had committed suicide three months ago; she had been twenty-two years old.


    Merrill paused before moving on to the third assault. ‘When asked about the assault on Lucy Rogerson, which took place at Oakleigh Farm, Malworth, at eight o’clock in the evening on the tenth of September last year,’ he read doggedly, ‘ Drummond stated, ‘‘I got that one in a barn right after she’d been with some bloke. I did everything the same. I made her take down her own knickers and undo her shirt, and I did her just the same as the others. After, I cleaned her up – everything’’.’


    Lucy Rogerson had just celebrated her seventeenth birthday; she had been in the barn with a boyfriend who had been kept secret from her parents, because they would have disapproved. He had left her to walk the three hundred yards to the farmhouse; broad day light, within sight of home, on her own land – what danger could there be?


    Merrill cleared his throat, adjusting his stride to take the final hurdle and get to the finishing post. He gave the details of the fourth assault, and turned back to Drummond’s statement. ‘When asked about this assault, the defendant stated, ‘‘I saw her on her own, and I drove past her and took the bike into an alley. I thought I’d be all right because there’s never anyone up that end at night, not even your lot because everywhere’s being demolished and there’s nothing left to nick. I pulled her into the alley. She was wearing these skin-tight leopard-skin pants – I got her to pull them down and unbutton her top – she wasn’t wearing anything underneath, the slag. I’d only just started when I heard people coming, so I ran, but someone came after me and pulled me off the bike’’. Drummond was asked if he had said anything to the women during these assaults, and he replied, ‘‘I told them not to make a sound, not to make any trouble for me, or I’d cut them open. I told them what to do. And I told them I was the Stealth Bomber, because that’s who I am.’’ The statement ends there, my Lord.’


    ‘Thank you, Chief Inspector,’ said the judge.


    ‘Did you have evidence other than the defendant’s confession on which to base the charges?’ asked Whitehouse.


    ‘Later, a positive DNA match was made with a sample of seminal fluid taken from the clothing of one of the victims of the previous assaults. At the time, there was not only the way he was dressed, but the manner in which the assault on Miss Benson had been carried out, and the specific threats made. Also, surgical tape of the type believed to have been used to bind the hands and feet of the previous victims was found in the first-aid kit on the defendant’s motorbike, and he was carrying the sort of wipes used to wash the victims of the other assaults. A search of his bedroom revealed a great deal of literature on the subject of rape and its detection, and several newspaper clippings of the offences with which he was subsequently charged.’


    When Whitehouse had finished his lengthy questioning of the chief inspector, Hotshot Harper made a performance out of sorting out some papers before he rose slowly and looked up at the witness box.


    ‘With regard to the incident on Monday, twenty-eighth October,’ he said, ‘was the alleged victim known to you, Chief Inspector?’


    ‘Yes, my Lord.’


    ‘You knew that she was a prostitute who plied her wares on the street, and frequently also performed sexual services on the street, and that she had been arrested for just such an offence earlier in the evening?’


    ‘I did,’ said Merrill.


    ‘And yet you had no doubt that her story was true, and that she had been assaulted by the defendant?’


    ‘The forensic medical examiner said that in her opinion the young woman had been the victim of a sexual assault,’ said Merrill stolidly. ‘Saliva found on the defendant’s glove proved to be that of the victim, supporting her contention that he had held his gloved hand to her mouth to prevent her crying for help. That, taken in conjunction with the eye-witness statements, left me with little doubt that an offence had been committed.’


    ‘And – like the arresting officer – you thought you had got your man, the one you were seeking in connection with the other three assaults?’


    ‘Yes,’ said Merrill. ‘In view of the circumstances of his arrest.’


    ‘That he was dressed in black, and possessed a first-aid kit and the means to clean his hands after working on his bike?’


    ‘I think the face-mask clinched it,’ said Merrill.


    There was muted laughter; the judge immediately silenced it.


    ‘Was he carrying a flick-knife, or any other knife or weapon?’


    ‘No, my Lord. But a flick-knife and mask had been found the previous day which it was reasonable to suppose the rapist had discarded. And in daylight a knife was found close to the scene of the last assault which could have been the one used to threaten the victim.’


    ‘Do you have any forensic or other evidence that either of these knives was ever owned or handled by Mr Drummond?’


    ‘No, my Lord. The knife found by the river had no fingerprints on it, and the flick-knife had been handled by a number of people before it was handed in. But it was found not far from where the defendant had been stopped by the police for reckless driving two nights previously.’


    ‘Where he had been stopped and badly beaten by one of the officers while the other stood by and watched,’ said Harper. ‘My client was very aware of that during these interviews – were you, Chief Inspector?’ said Harper.


    Whitehouse rose, and Harper sat down.


    ‘My Lord, the officers involved in that assault on Mr Drummond were not directly concerned with the rape investigation, but in view of the way in which he was dressed, they routinely questioned him about his movements on the dates involved. His replies caused one of them to lose his temper. They have since been convicted of the offence, and dismissed from the police force – there is no justification for suggesting that this behaviour was in any way condoned by their fellow police officers.’


    Judy, unwittingly instrumental in the downfall of her two ex-colleagues, felt guilty about that too. Her inadvertent whistle-blowing had created hostility at Malworth; she had been transferred back to Stansfield, to work on a murder investigation. But Colin Drummond had turned out to have vital information about that murder; she had found herself interviewing him, an experience she had no desire to repeat.


    They shouldn’t have beaten him up, but Judy knew that the quiet, handsome young man in the dock was not at all the Colin Arthur Drummond they had had to deal with. He had been taunting them with being unable to catch him; she had understood their actions from the moment that Drummond had told her how narrowly she had avoided being his fifth victim, and had promised her that she would be his sixth.


    The judge looked a query at Harper, who stood up.


    ‘My Lord, I shall be calling one of the police officers involved in that assault on Mr Drummond to give evidence. My client maintains that no mention of the rapes was made during this incident; he believes that he was beaten up because of a previous encounter with these two officers in which he had come off the better, and that he was being targeted by the police. The next morning he was taken to Stansfield police station on another matter altogether, and was questioned – for the first time – about his movements on the dates and at the times of these rapes. He was released only when he made a formal complaint about the officers who had assaulted him, and that night was visited by the police at his home. The following night he was arrested and taken to Malworth police station, where he was questioned all night about the rapes. He is quite prepared to admit that he admired the exploits of the rapist, and that his mode of dress could have led the police genuinely to believe that he was the rapist, but his contention is that he at no time led them to believe this, and that he eventually confessed to these horrendous crimes in the belief – mistaken or otherwise – that he would be hounded until he did, and quite possibly once again be physically harmed if he did not.’


    The judge nodded. ‘I agree that the incident is relevant,’ he said, glancing up at the gallery, quietening the disbelieving whispers.


    Harper turned back to the witness box. ‘Mr Drummond agreed to take part in a voice identification procedure, didn’t he?’


    ‘Yes, my Lord.’


    ‘Each of a number of male speakers spoke the words ‘‘I am the Stealth Bomber’’, including Mr Drummond?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘With the exception of the alleged assault on the twenty-eighth of October, which lasted an estimated five minutes, and during which the alleged victim is unable to confirm that she heard these words spoken, the assaults went on for some time, didn’t they?’


    ‘The assaults lasted from twenty to thirty minutes,’ said Merrill.


    ‘And in addition to the threats and instructions issued, that phrase was used incessantly by the rapist to his victims throughout, wasn’t it?’


    ‘It was.’


    ‘How many of the victims picked out my client’s voice as that of their assailant?’


    ‘None, my Lord.’


    Harper looked astonished. ‘ None? Didn’t that surprise you?’


    ‘No. The rapist was in a state of violent sexual stimulation during the assaults, and his voice might well sound very different in other circumstances.’


    Voice identity had always been a long shot, and an unnecessary trauma for the victims, in Judy’s opinion. Now Harper was trying to make something of it.


    ‘But the evidence we have been given of the assaults describes a man frighteningly in control of his actions, doesn’t it? A man who commits the same acts in the same order on each of his victims, a man who removes every scrap of evidence that is capable of removal before he leaves the scene – that is not someone in a sexual frenzy, Chief Inspector. That is deliberate, calculated violence perpetrated on victims whom he has first rendered helpless.’


    ‘He was highly sexually aroused during these assaults, nevertheless, and it is reasonable to suppose that the character of his voice would alter when he was not.’


    ‘One wonders why you attempted such a distressing procedure, in that case,’ said Harper.


    Damn the man. Judy didn’t want to think that she agreed with him about anything.


    ‘If that is your last question on that topic, Mr Harper,’ said the judge, ‘ I think this might a convenient time to adjourn for lunch.’


    The court rose, once again at a point that did not suit Harper, who had had the upper hand for once. But in the afternoon, DCI Merrill once again faced Harper across the courtroom, and Judy knew that this wasn’t going to be easy.


    ‘Now we come to Mr Drummond’s statement itself,’ Harper said. ‘It is perfectly possible, isn’t it, Chief Inspector, that this statement was a fabrication from beginning to end?’


    Judy gasped as loudly as anyone at the sheer nerve of the man.


    ‘No,’ said Merrill. ‘It is not. Drummond’s statement is very explicit. The only details made public were the descriptions of the assailant’s clothing, and the fact that he carried a knife, in order that the public might be warned.’


    ‘But while I have no wish to take up the court’s time by asking them to listen to the seven hours of taped interviews, the statement read by you was given by Mr Drummond after he had been questioned several times, but had said nothing in reply, wasn’t it?’


    ‘It is normal practice only to transcribe relevant information given by the interviewee,’ said Merrill.


    ‘Quite. But during the earlier interviews, it was indicated, wasn’t it,’ said Harper, ‘ by way of various questions and remarks, that the victims had been forced to remove their own clothing, that the same assaults had been carried out in the same order on each victim, including anal and oral assault? That the victims had been bound hand and foot, and repeatedly raped and assaulted?’


    ‘I would have been surprised if these things hadn’t been put to him,’ said Merrill. ‘Leading questions are often very efficacious in eliciting a response.’


    ‘I’m sure they are. They also supply information that the interviewee might not otherwise have had, as we lawyers are only too well aware.’


    Merrill shook his head. ‘The interview was conducted in several sessions over seven hours, as you’ve said – the information wasn’t given in one lump and in the correct order, as you’ve just done.’


    ‘But it was given, nonetheless. My client will say that he merely used the information he had gleaned from the newspapers and from your officers,’ said Harper. ‘That after several weeks of what can only be described as hero-worship of this rapist, of reading avidly where and when each assault took place, and a sleepless night during most of which he was told over and over again of what he was supposed to have done, he, afraid of more physical retribution if he did not admit his guilt, simply told you what you wanted to hear. This is entirely possible, isn’t it?’


    Amid growing and audible scepticism which the judge did not try to quieten, Merrill shook his head. ‘No, it is not,’ he said firmly. ‘The defendant’s statement indicates the precise modus operandi, and the increasing violence of the assaults. And while mention was made by the investigating officers of the victims having been bound hand and foot, those were the words that were used, and not ‘‘taped’’, which is the word the defendant used in his statement.’


    Judy nodded vigorously. Merrill had been doing his homework on the interview tapes as well. Not that any of it mattered very much, really. The DNA evidence placed Drummond at the scene of the second assault, and he had been caught in the act of committing the fourth. Hotshot Harper must be on a good retainer to be working this hard for a lost cause.


    But he wasn’t giving up. ‘You had questioned Mr Drummond very closely as to the contents of the first aid kit on his motorbike, hadn’t you?’ he asked. ‘About the roll of adhesive bandage in particular?’


    ‘Yes. The victims had described material of that sort being used to bind them.’


    ‘It wouldn’t need too great a leap of imagination to work out to what use you thought this adhesive bandage had been put, would it?’


    The muttering had grown into open expression of disbelief, and was at last disapproved of by the judge; the courtroom went quiet again.


    ‘Let us look for a moment at the assault on Miss Rogerson,’ said Harper, not allowing a reply to his previous question. ‘ In his statement, Mr Drummond says ‘‘I made her … undo her shirt’’, whereas Miss Rogerson says that she was wearing a light summer top designed to go on and off over the head. Doesn’t this suggest that Mr Drummond might in fact have been inventing the details of this incident?’


    The cat-calls were loud enough for the judge to threaten to remove the women who were making them.


    ‘No. It simply means he got confused about what his victims were wearing,’ Merrill replied. ‘There are details in the defendant’s statement that he did not get from any of the interviews, or any newspaper, and which he could neither have invented nor surmised. The specific threats uttered, the cleaning-up of the victims, the cutting away and removal of the tape at the cessation of the assault, the fact that the assailant called himself the ‘‘Stealth Bomber’’ – none of that was made known to him by any agency whatever.’


    ‘One of them was, Chief Inspector,’ said Harper. ‘One of the officers at the scene of the alleged assault on Miss Benson said, in Mr Drummond’s hearing, that the Stealth Bomber had been grounded.’


    ‘I wasn’t aware of that,’ said Merrill.


    ‘Evidently not.’ Harper turned a sheet of paper over on the desk and looked up. ‘And we have no way of knowing how many other remarks were made off the record, so to speak, have we?’


    Merrill didn’t feel obliged to give an answer, and Harper didn’t seek one. ‘But what we do know’, he went on, ‘ is that this statement was made after Mr Drummond had been held at Malworth police station from one forty-five a.m. for over ten hours with no more than refreshment breaks – isn’t that right, Chief Inspector?’


    ‘It was necessary to interview the suspect immediately after the assault complained of, and to question him about the previous assaults.’


    ‘The Police and Criminal Evidence Act provides for eight hours’ uninterrupted rest from questioning, does it not?’


    ‘Eight hours in twenty-four,’ said Merrill. ‘He got that.’


    ‘Isn’t this eight hours intended to be at night?’


    ‘If possible. In this case, it wasn’t. He had several refreshment breaks, and a breakfast break.’


    ‘Where?’


    ‘In a cell.’


    ‘I think the spirit of the Act was being stretched to its limit, Chief Inspector, but let us move on. After the breakfast break, you yourself conducted the resumed interview, I believe. Did you remind Mr Drummond that he was not obliged to answer your questions, as required by the Act?’


    ‘Not at that time, my Lord,’ said Merrill. ‘It was an oversight – he should have been reminded.’


    ‘Was he reminded of his right to free legal advice?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Another oversight, Chief Inspector?’


    ‘The same oversight, my Lord.’


    Judy wished that Merrill had had a little more time for what he regarded as new-fangled molly-coddling. Malworth wasn’t exactly coming out of this too well.


    ‘And it was during this interview, conducted with a young man who had had no sleep, and who had spent the breaks from questioning locked in a cell, that you brought up the subject of DNA, wasn’t it? And told Mr Drummond that you could prove that he had raped these women?’


    ‘I explained how DNA profiling worked,’ said Merrill. ‘And I believe my exact words were that if he had raped those women, we could prove it. The tape will bear me out, I think. I certainly meant to say ‘‘if’’.’


    ‘I’m sure you did say it, Chief Inspector,’ said Harper. ‘Perhaps its significance escaped Mr Drummond. And when you said you could prove it, you meant that you had collected samples for DNA typing from all three assaults, and had already obtained a DNA profile from the first assault which was just waiting for a match, didn’t you?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘But it wasn’t a match for my client, was it, Chief Inspector?’


    ‘No.’


    There was a puzzled murmur in the courtroom, and Judy sighed. They had known that the defence would have a field day with this.


    ‘So you had misled him?’


    ‘Not deliberately.’


    ‘But the fact is that you got three different profiles from the three different samples, isn’t that correct?’


    The murmuring grew; the judge quietened it.


    They had thought that they had more physical evidence than they needed, when traces of seminal fluid had been found on the underskirt of the second victim, and the other two vaginal swabs had proved positive, but gradually they had become aware of why Drummond had called himself the Stealth Bomber. Stealth planes, Judy had been informed by her more knowledgeable colleagues, produced controlled emissions, and could not therefore be easily detected by tracking systems.


    ‘We did.’ Merrill turned to the judge. ‘If I may explain to the court, my Lord?’ On receiving consent, he faced the jury. ‘ The first victim, Mrs Jarvis, was unsure whether or not there had been any emission during the assault, but when the vaginal swab taken as a matter of course proved positive, we assumed that there had, and since there was no match, the defendant was charged only with the assault on Miss Benson, and held in custody pending trial for that offence.


    ‘The victim of the second assault, Mrs Ashman, had stated that her assailant had ejaculated into a tissue, but seminal fluid was found to be present on her underclothing, and when the DNA profile obtained from the this second sample did match that of the defendant, he was then charged with that offence.


    ‘In view of these findings, and information given in the defendant’s statement, we questioned Mrs Jarvis again, and found that she had not, as she had originally stated, been returning from visiting a female friend in Stansfield, but had in fact been with a male friend in Malworth, with whom she had had unprotected sexual relations. Mrs Jarvis then gave us details of the gentleman concerned, a blood sample was obtained, and he was eliminated from the inquiry.’


    The Jarvises were somehow still together, sitting in front of Judy in the gallery, listening to their private lives being discussed in open court. She looked pale, even less well than she had yesterday, her fair colouring making her seem almost transparent; he looked angry, as he had yesterday, as he had since he had been brought home from his tour of duty in Northern Ireland to his wife’s hospital bed. He would listen intently, then his head would drop down, colour creeping up the back of his neck to his short, sandy-red hair, and even from where she sat, Judy could see the muscle working in his cheek as he controlled his anger.


    ‘But the third profile didn’t match either, did it?’ said Harper.


    ‘In the third case, we knew from the start that Miss Rogerson had had sexual relations immediately prior to the assault,’ said Merrill. ‘Both from her own statement and that of the defendant. We had expected a mixed sample, but we got only one. Miss Rogerson was unwilling to give us the name of her boyfriend, and in the light of medical advice, we felt it both unwise and unnecessary to persist with our enquiries, especially when it was revealed that the assailant had ejaculated into a tissue as with the second assault, and that the vaginal sample was of no further interest to our investigation. The defendant was subsequently charged with all four assaults.’


    ‘Did you ask Miss Rogerson why she hadn’t told you that her assailant had ejaculated in this manner in the first place?’ asked Harper.


    ‘It is not at all unusual for such details only to emerge after a considerable time has elapsed,’ said Merrill. ‘It is very difficult for badly hurt and severely traumatized victims of violent assaults – particularly sexual assaults – to recount or even sometimes to recall the details of their ordeal.’


    ‘Yes, I’m sure that is very true,’ said Harper. ‘We can only guess at what these young women went through. No further questions, my Lord.’


    ‘Mr Whitehouse, do you wish to re-examine?’


    ‘No, thank you, my Lord.’


    And with that, the court adjourned until the following day.


  

    

      Barton Crown Court, Wednesday 8 July

    


    Most cases engendered very little public interest, especially in Barton, a not very well-known county town, that had sought and failed to acquire city status almost all century. But Colin Drummond, son of the third generation of one of the county’s oldest established retailers, was being accused of terrorizing two neighbouring Bartonshire towns for over two months, and more people wanted a ringside seat at his trial than the court could accommodate.


    Now the medical evidence was being presented, and this was where Whitehouse could ram home to the jury – and the judge, come to that – the sheer brutality of the assaults. This judge was anything but soft on sex offenders at the best of times, and Harper was uncomfortably aware of the life sentence at his disposal should Drummond be found guilty.


    The forensic medical examiner was in the witness box now, giving details of her more or less immediate post-assault medical examinations of the victims. Harper asked no questions; he had to try to divorce his client from the horror of the first three assaults, and concentrate on the fourth.


    ‘And Miss Benson?’ Whitehouse was asking, as Judy took her place in the public gallery.


    ‘There was some minor bruising of the anus, and pressure bruising to the buttocks consistent with their having been held apart to facilitate anal penetration,’ she said.


    ‘In your medical opinion,’ asked Whitehouse, ‘having examined the other victims after they had been assaulted, was there any similarity with those previous assaults?’


    ‘Similar bruising was found on the other three victims.’


    ‘Did you also examine Mr Drummond after the alleged assault?’


    ‘I did. There was slight chafing to the penis, and his knees were quite badly grazed.’


    ‘Thank you, doctor,’ said Mr Whitehouse.


    Harper stood up, and looked at the doctor. ‘Surely minor bruising and ‘‘slight chafing’’ could occur during consenting anal intercourse?’ he asked.


    ‘It might.’


    ‘These minor injuries bear no relation to those found on the other victims, do they?’


    ‘To the extent that I mentioned, they do. The anal assault in the first three cases was markedly less violent than the ones which followed, being apparently intended to establish the assailant’s dominance over his victims, and to facilitate the binding of his victims’ hands and feet.’


    ‘Did you find any evidence during your examination of Miss Benson of the tearing injuries that might be expected to result from forcible insertion into an orifice not intended for the purpose?’


    ‘No,’ said the doctor. ‘ But despite her years, this victim was, unlike the others, very sexually experienced. Insertion in this instance would have been achieved with comparative ease.’


    ‘May I ask then what led you to the belief that this was an assault?’


    ‘The grazing of the defendant’s knees indicated the level of force used, in my opinion,’ said the doctor.


    ‘The grazing on his knees,’ repeated Harper. ‘Did you not consider – given the supposed ease of insertion, and the low level of bruising – that the grazing on the defendant’s knees might have had another cause altogether?’


    ‘I did, but the defendant offered no other explanation,’ she said.


    ‘He is now offering an explanation,’ said Harper. ‘Mr Drummond is a motorcyclist, and you may have seen motorcycle races where the rider bends into the corners with his knee almost touching the ground. My client will state that he was at the disused Malworth airfield, practising just such a high-speed manoeuvre, without the usual protection of leathers, a matter of ten minutes or so before this incident. Isn’t such a manoeuvre, attempted by a non-professional, more likely to explain the grazing than the carrying-out of this alleged assault?’


    The doctor frowned a little. ‘Yes,’ she said, a little reluctantly.


    ‘I will be producing a witness to the fact that carrying out this and other high-speed manoeuvres on his motorbike is indeed how my client spent that evening, my Lord,’ said Harper.


    ‘Thank you,’ muttered the judge.


    Harper smiled at the doctor. ‘ Given that information, would you, on the medical evidence alone, have come so readily to the conclusion that this young woman had been violently assaulted by the defendant?’


    ‘Possibly not,’ she said, after a moment’s thought.


    My God, thought Judy. He wants him found not guilty because he hadn’t had the chance to tear her open like he had his other victims.


    ‘I understand that you have made a particular study of both the victims and perpetrators of rape and sexual assault, is that right?’


    ‘Yes, I have.’


    ‘Mr Drummond was eighteen years old at the time of these offences, and yet this court has heard of someone who washes his victims, and removes the materials used to bind their hands and feet, in order to foil the forensic procedures – does that seem likely to you?’


    ‘It isn’t as unusual as you might think for rapists to wash their victims,’ said the doctor. ‘Or to remove other evidence.’


    ‘You were of the opinion, weren’t you, that the assailant was likely to be a previous sex offender who had been through the mill of a forensic examination, and knew to some extent what would or would not incriminate him? But now you are happy to accept that it was an eighteen-year-old boy with no experience of such a police investigation?’


    ‘There is a great deal of literature on the subject of both rape and its forensic detection,’ she said. ‘And literature of this sort was found in the defendant’s possession. This is again not unusual.’


    ‘And does this literature contain references to coitus interruptus which the assailant apparently practises with the ease of a considerate Victorian husband?’


    The doctor smiled. ‘No,’ she said. ‘ But I don’t imagine it was coitus interruptus as such. I think it much more likely that the assailant suffers from ejaculatory inhibition whereby penile erection can be maintained for long periods, but emission during coitus cannot be achieved. Self-stimulation may be an alternative to the eventual loss of penile erection without emission.’


    ‘Is this condition common in eighteen-year-old boys?’


    ‘It’s not common at all, but less uncommon amongst sex offenders than the rest of the male population. Offenders have a marked tendency to sexual dysfunction, and since dysfunction is almost always psychological, eighteen-year-olds are as likely to have the condition as anyone else.’


    ‘The court has heard that Mr Drummond was in the habit of visiting a prostitute,’ said Harper. ‘ If she were to give evidence to the effect that Mr Drummond functions quite normally in this regard, would that preclude his being the assailant?’


    ‘Mr Harper,’ said the judge. ‘Is it your intention to produce this witness to the court?’


    ‘Not at the moment, my Lord. As the court has heard, the lady in question gave up the profession, or at least gave up practising it in this area, alarmed by these very rapes. We have unfortunately so far been unable to trace her.’


    ‘Then unless and until this witness is located, such evidence as she might present cannot be evaluated. Please confine your questions to the evidence which has been or will be presented to the jury.’


    ‘I beg your Lordship’s pardon,’ said Harper, having achieved what he wanted to achieve merely by asking the question. Judy shook her head slightly.


    The courtroom emptied almost as rapidly that afternoon as it had filled up that morning as the scientist who had carried out the DNA tests explained at considerable, and to Judy at least, virtually incomprehensible length, how a DNA profile was arrived at. She wasn’t convinced that any of the jury were still awake; she was having to work hard at keeping her own eyes open.


    ‘DNA analysis is as accurate and as reliable a means of identification as a fingerprint,’ he said, in what she sincerely hoped was a winding-up tone, ‘hence its popular name. No two people have the same DNA profile, except identical twins.’
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