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Letter from the Author 



Chapter One 

‘MY LORD, I call Sharon Gilbert.’ 

A gust of small movements disturbed the still air of the courtroom, as people 

coughed, shuffled papers, and leant forward to get the best view of the witness box. The 

court usher, a woman in a pink blouse and black robe, opened the door in the panelled 

wall at the back of the court. ‘Sharon Gilbert, please.’ 

At the barristers’ table in the well of the court, Sarah Newby leant forward, her 

fingers laced under her chin. This was the first time she would see the victim, the woman 

the prosecution said her client had raped. The woman whose evidence she would have to 

demolish, to keep Gary Harker out of prison. The woman whose reputation she would 

have to destroy, to continue the steady rise of her own. Sarah had been a qualified 

barrister for three years and this was her first rape case. A great opportunity, if she did 

well. The first step on the ladder to becoming a Queen’s Counsel, like the Crown 

Prosecution barrister, Julian Lloyd-Davies QC, who stood next to her facing the jury. 

Lloyd-Davies placed his notes on the portable lectern which he had brought with 

him, and tapped a silver pencil on it nonchalantly as he waited for his witness to appear. 

Where Sarah was intent and nervous he appeared calm, relaxed and confident. The 

lectern, silver pencil, silk gown and expensive tailored suit were all signs of a status that 

Sarah both coveted and feared. Beside him sat his junior, James Morris, pen poised to 

take notes. I belong here, all these things said, this is my stage to command. Sarah felt 

like a novice beside him. Even in her best Marks and Spencer black suit, tight starched 

wing collar and bands, she was painfully conscious of how the black cotton of her gown 

marked her out as a junior barrister like James Morris, someone who would normally 

assist a QC in a case like this rather than lead it herself. 

In front of the barristers sat the judge, his lordship Stuart Gray, raised high on his 

dias under the prancing lion and unicorn of the royal coat of arms. His long cadaverous 

face surveyed her from under his wig with drooping bloodhound eyes. He had once 

practised as a QC too, Sarah reflected gloomily, and before that no doubt attended one of 

England’s best public schools - perhaps the same one as Julian Lloyd-Davies. 

Certainly he had not left school at fifteen and spent his teenage years, as Sarah had, 

bringing up a baby on one of the worst council estates in Leeds.  

Sarah drew in a slow, deep breath and let it out again, tensing the muscles of her 

stomach as the butterflies danced within. ‘I’ve earned the right to do this and here I am,’ 

she thought. ‘They didn’t have to fight to get here, but I did. And if I win this time, it will 

be the best ever.’ 

A woman came through the door in the back of the court and looked about her 

uncertainly. She was a tall, slim woman in her late twenties, smartly dressed in a green 

suit with three quarter length sleeves. The waves in her long, bleached shoulder-length 



hair suggested hours of careful attention in front of the mirror. She entered the witness 

box and took the testament and card from the usher. 

‘Take the book in your right hand and read the words on the card.’ 

‘I swear by Almighty God that the evidence I shall give shall be the truth, the whole 

truth, and nothing but the truth.’  

The words were clearly, almost defiantly spoken. Sarah watched as Sharon Gilbert 

handed the book and card back and looked around. Like many witnesses, she seemed 

struck with a sense of shock and wonder that she could actually be here, beneath the great 

domed roof and stucco pillars of York’s magnificent eighteenth-century courtroom. Or 

perhaps she was shocked by the audience of students and idlers in the public galleries, as 

well as the row of pressmen, all here to listen to the intimate evidence she would have to 

give.  

Sarah watched carefully, trying to assess her character. Many witnesses were 

terrified by this court, and mumbled their way miserably through their evidence as 

though in a public library; others seemed to revel in the theatrical opportunities the public 

stage gave them. It looked as though Sharon Gilbert might be one of the latter. She could 

hardly fail, after all, to have read the pre-trial press publicity; she knew how important 

she was. 

As Julian Lloyd-Davies began his introductory questions, designed to establish a few 

basic facts and put the witness at ease, Sarah Newby sat quite still at the table beside him, 

listening intently. What sort of person was she, this victim of a brutal, humiliating rape? 

Well-dressed, attractive, certainly - she had taken great care with her appearance today. 

The accent was local, however, uneducated; the way Sarah herself had spoken until she 

had learned to moderate her vowels at the Middle Temple. Probably most of the jury 

spoke as Sharon did. 

More important was the sense of character that came through Sharon Gilbert’s voice. 

It was strong, clear, brash - the voice of a woman who knew her own mind, or thought 

she did; but was also afraid of contradiction and expecting it. One of life’s victims, 

perhaps, but not a submissive one; not someone who would break down in tears on the 

stand and have to be coaxed through her evidence as many rape victims did, Sarah 

thought. 

She was glad of that, at least. From the moment she had been given this case, she 

had been concerned about what she might have to do in cross-examination. She was not 

worried that she might not be incisive or brutal enough; she believed she was good at that 

and hoped she was getting better all the time. In her three years of practice she had 

already taken several notable scalps. One defendant had left the box blustering vainly, 

entangled in his own deceit; a second had stood silent, unable to answer her final, 

devastating question; two more had wept. A surge of mixed pride and pity had flooded 

through her in those moments: pity, at the public humiliation she had inflicted; but far 

greater pride, that her own skill had won the case, and she could rejoice in her success in 

the vicious game played out in court.  

But so far she had been lucky, for her victims had deserved it - burglars, a mugger, a 

fraudster, a brutal policeman.  

A rape victim would very different. Sarah was enough of a feminist to have felt 

some initial reluctance about defending a man - particularly a violent petty criminal like 

Gary Harker - accused of rape; but as Lucy Parsons, her solicitor, had said, ‘if you don’t 



do it, a man will, and how will that help the victim?’ After all, everyone deserved a good 

defence, she told herself; if she was to be a proper barrister she must take what came; 

there could be no no-go areas. But that all had been in the abstract; now she was here, 

watching a woman prepare to tell the story of her brutal rape by the man it was Sarah’s 

job to defend. 

To do that, she would have to divert some of the jury’s sympathy away from the 

victim to her client. And to herself. The witness might feel she was on stage; but the 

barristers controlled the drama. If the woman were shy or nervous it would be child’s 

play to humiliate her by dwelling on the physical details of the crime or her previous 

sexual morality - techniques practised by male lawyers over many years. But Sarah 

wanted to avoid this, if she could. A tearful victim, bullied by the defence lawyer, would 

only turn the jury’s sympathies even more against her client, who was an unpleasant 

enough thug in the first place. 

But nonetheless, he denied rape; so it was Sarah’s job to test the truth of Sharon’s 

story with all the skill at her command. She was hugely relieved that her first impression 

was of a tough, forthright woman who would stand up to questioning. 

‘Do you have children, Ms Gilbert?’ Lloyd-Davies enquired politely.  

‘Yes, two. Wayne is seven and Katie’s four.’ 

‘I see. So they were both born some time before you met Gary Harker.’ 

‘Yes, he’s not their dad, thank God. He’d be rubbish as anyone’s dad.’ 

She didn’t say who their father was, Sarah noted, and Lloyd-Davies didn’t ask. But 

Sharon tossed her head and risked a swift glance at the jury, as though defying them to 

infer anything from the fact that the children’s father - or fathers - were no longer around. 

It had nothing to do with the case, after all. She was a mother, and she had been raped; 

that was all the jury needed to understand. 

But there was more to it than that, as Sarah knew only too well. How could she not 

know, she who had been pregnant at fifteen? She knew why two young men in the jury 

gazed at Sharon with open admiration, while others looked away, avoiding her gaze. She 

even knew how that felt. She was certain that Sharon was promiscuous, and it was more 

than likely that she was, or had been, a prostitute - a game as old as the law. Once Sarah 

had flirted with that idea herself. Far less training, instant fees. I could have ended up like 

this, Sarah thought; proud of managing as a single mother, daring anyone to challenge 

me, defiant. And lonely as hell underneath.  

So far, Sharon had looked everywhere in the court except at Sarah’s client, the man 

accused of raping her. It was as though he were a stucco pillar or a chair; her eyes slid 

past him without interest. But now Julian Lloyd-Davies mentioned him for the first time. 

‘Could you tell the court where you first met the defendant, Gary Harker?’ 

‘Yes. It was at a club. The Gallery, in Castle Street. About two years ago’ 

‘And did a relationship then develop?’ 

‘Yes. He moved in with me.’ 

‘I see.’ Lloyd-Davies peered at her thoughtfully over his half-moon glasses. ‘By that 

you mean he lived together with you in your home, as though you were man and wife?’ 

‘He lived with me, yes. For about a year - something like that.’ 

‘I follow. And - to make things quite clear for the jury - during that year you slept in 

the same bed together, did you? And had regular sexual intercourse?’ 



‘Well he wasn’t just there for decoration, was he?’ Sharon seemed gratified by the 

ripple of amusement which greeted her answer. It was part of the age-old comedy of the 

court: the contrast between the fussy precision of the barrister’s language and the earthy 

facts the witnesses described. Part of the language barrier reflected a genuine need for 

precision in court; but another part was to do with the social gulf which separated the 

lives and experiences of people like Sharon and Gary from those of Julian Lloyd-Davies 

and my lord Stuart Gray. A chauffeur had delivered the judge to court; Lloyd-Davies, 

Sarah recalled wryly, had driven a black Jaguar with the numberplate LAW 2. She had 

been tempted to scratch it with her engagement ring as she walked past. That was the 

least that would have happened to a car like that in Seacroft; it would have lost its wheels 

and been standing on bricks by morning, if it was there at all. 

‘And when did this relationship come to an end?’ Julian Lloyd-Davies continued. 

‘Last April. He didn’t come home for three nights and I found out he’d been sleeping 

with another woman. So I slung his stuff out on the street. Cheating bugger.’ 

‘I see. And what happened when Gary came home and found it there?’ 

‘We had a fight. He broke my finger. But I changed the lock and he didn’t come 

back.’ 

‘Was this the first time he had been violent to you?’ 

Sharon shook her head. ‘You’re joking. He used to slap me round all the time. 

Specially when he was drunk. He’s a violent man, been in prison several times for it.’ 

Quickly, Sarah stood up, her eyes on the judge. ‘With the greatest respect, my Lord 

...’ 

‘Yes, yes, of course, Mrs Newby.’ Judge Gray knew as well as she did how vital it 

was for the defence to keep Gary’s criminal record from the jury. ‘Ms Gilbert, you must 

only answer the questions that are put to you. You mustn’t talk about anything else unless 

Mr Lloyd-Davies asks you. Do you understand?’ 

‘Yes, all right. But he asked me if he’s been violent and he has. And it’s true what I 

say, he has been in prison.’ For the first time, Sharon looked directly at Gary Harker in 

the dock. It was a look of recognition - a defiant challenge. I’ve got you now, you pig: see 

how you like this, it seemed to say. She held the gaze for a long second, then turned 

contemptuously away. If she could have spat, she would have done. 

But her words were potentially devastating. Gary Harker’s criminal record ran into 

three pages, with several convictions for violence, some against women, for which he’d 

been sent to prison. According to the rules of evidence these facts, which might prejudice 

the jury against him, could not be mentioned in court. Now they had been. Sarah 

remained on her feet. It was within her power, she thought, to stop the trial now. But the 

judge’s long, bloodhound face concealed a quick mind. Instead of addressing Sarah he 

turned to the witness. 

‘Ms Gilbert, answer this question yes or no, will you please. Has Gary Harker ever 

been sent to prison for any act of violence against you? Yes or no, remember - nothing 

else.’ 

‘Well, no, but he has ...’ 

‘No, that’s your answer then,’ Judge Gray interrupted her smoothly. ‘Now one more 

question, yes or no. Has he ever been convicted of any act of violence against you?’ 

‘Well no, not against me, but ...’ 



‘Thank you, Ms Gilbert, that’s all. You see, Gary Harker is not on trial for anything 

else he may have done in his life, he is simply on trial because he is accused of raping 

you. So you must only tell the jury about things that he has done to you personally, or to 

your children. That’s all this jury can consider, nothing else. Now Mr Lloyd-Davies 

asked if he’d been violent towards you and you answered that he used to slap you around 

when he was drunk. But it’s also true to say that he has never been convicted of any 

offence of violence against you. Isn’t that right?’ 

‘Yes,’ admitted Sharon sullenly. ‘Not yet, anyway.’ 

‘Very well, then.’ The judge looked at Sarah, who was still standing, and raised one 

lugubrious hairy eyebrow. ‘Does that satisfy you, Mrs Newby?’ 

‘I ...’ Sarah hesitated, then capitulated. ‘For the moment, my Lord. I am most 

grateful.’ She sat down submissively, but she was boiling inside. Sharon had effectively 

told the jury that her client had convictions for violence. Should she have protested more, 

or asked for the trial to begin again with a fresh jury? Her hands shook as she wondered. 

The hesitation, and perhaps the capitulation too, were signs of her inexperience. She 

could still do it, she supposed; but even at this early stage it would cost time and money, 

which Judge Gray clearly wanted to avoid.  

She had already lost one battle with the judge before the trial started, when she had 

tried to get the case dismissed because of the exceptional pre-trial publicity. A national 

tabloid had described Gary Harker as ‘the man arrested by police hunting York’s serial 

rapist’, and Sarah had argued that this article made it impossible for any jury in the York 

area to give Gary a fair trial. The judge had listened courteously but ruled against her, 

specifying only that jurors who admitted reading the offending newspaper article could 

be excluded. 

Now he had allowed the jurors to hear of her client’s criminal past. What should she 

do? Dare she - a very junior barrister - challenge a high court judge twice in one 

morning? She might turn him against her for the rest of the trial. Would that help her or 

destroy her case? 

She turned it over furiously in her mind. If the judge had ruled unfairly there would 

be grounds for appeal. On the other hand, she might gain a possible benefit. If the judge 

allowed the prosecution to attack Gary’s character by mentioning his criminal past in 

court, then perhaps she could attack Sharon’s character too; and she was no angel either. 

Sarah sat very still, thinking hard. What would a more experienced barrister do? Was that 

a hint of smugness on the judge’s face? Two up to him for the moment - pompous sod. 

Lloyd-Davies resumed. ‘So on 23rd April last year Gary Harker left your home 

because of this quarrel, and so far as you were concerned he didn’t live there any more. Is 

that correct?’ 

‘Yes.’ Sharon tossed her hair defiantly. ‘I told him I never wanted to see him again.’ 

‘And did you see him again?’ 

‘No. Well, not for months. I met him at a party at the Royal Station Hotel in October. 

I wasn’t expecting him, he was just there.’ 

‘I see. What day was this exactly?’ 

‘Saturday the 14th. The same day I was attacked in my house.’ 

‘I see. Would you tell us in your own words, please, exactly what happened that 

night.’ 



So here we go, Sarah thought. She sat quite still, quite focussed - a slim dark figure 

with her elbows on the leather covered table and her fingers folded delicately under her 

chin, staring intently at the witness. She has noticed me now, Sarah thought coolly; twice 

she’s met my eyes, looked away, and back again. She knows I’m here; listening; waiting. 

‘Well, it was a big party, and there was a lot of people in the hotel, drinking and 

singing and carrying on. I was having a good time, and then suddenly there was Gary in 

front of me.’ 

‘What happened then?’ 

‘Well, at first it was OK; I even had a dance with him. But then he got nasty. He said 

I’d kept his watch when he left, and he wanted it back. When I said I hadn’t got it, he 

called me a thieving slag and said he’d get it back himself. So I told him to piss off and 

he did.’ 

‘All right. Did you see him again that night?’ 

‘No. Not until he came to my house and raped me.’ 

There was a stir of interest in the public gallery above Sarah’s head. This was what 

they came for, she thought. Ghouls. She glanced at the jury - eight women, four men; 

Lloyd-Davies had been lucky there - and saw a look of pity on the face of a motherly 

woman in the front row. 

‘All right, Ms Gilbert. Take your time, and in your own words tell the court exactly 

what happened when you got home that night.’ 

At first Sharon did not speak. She glanced down and fiddled with a bracelet as 

though uncertain, now the moment had come, what to say. But then she lifted her head, 

stared straight at Lloyd-Davies, and began the story she had, no doubt, rehearsed many 

times before. 

‘Right. Well, I got a taxi home at eleven - I couldn’t be any later, because I had a 

sitter in for the kids, my friend Mary. When I got home they were tucked up on the sofa 

in front of the telly. My youngest, Katie, had an ear infection so Mary’d brought both of 

‘em downstairs. After Mary left I made the kids a hot drink and settled them down in 

bed. It took a while because Katie was still grizzling so I had to give her a cuddle and 

play one of her tapes.’ 

‘What tape was that?’ Lloyd-Davies prompted. 

‘Postman Pat, I think. I’ve bought all those stories for her - she loves ‘em.’  

Oh wonderful, Sarah thought. She raised an eyebrow in cynical admiration of the 

point of Lloyd-Davies’ question. Hot drinks, Postman Pat - the perfect loving home. 

‘So how long was it before you managed to get Katie off to sleep?’ 

‘About half an hour, probably - perhaps a bit more. I don’t know exactly - I was 

dropping off myself in the chair by the bed. Then I heard this noise downstairs.’ 

‘What sort of noise?’ 

‘A crash - like a window breaking. I wasn’t sure if I’d imagined it at first, so I just 

sat quiet, listening to see if there was anything else. Then after a couple of minutes I 

heard someone moving around downstairs, so I thought Oh my God and went out onto 

the landing and then I saw him, coming up the stairs ...’ 

Sharon paused, and Sarah watched intently. This was the crucial part of the story - 

was there any possibility that she was making it up, or was it all true? Sarah’s gloom 

deepened. It seemed to her that a genuine memory was flooding back to Sharon as she 



spoke, as if the events she was describing were clearer in her mind than the courtroom 

she stood in. 

‘Who did you see?’ Lloyd-Davies asked softly. 

‘A man in a hood coming up the stairs. One of them balaclava hoods that terrorists 

wear.’ 

‘So what did you do?’ 

‘Nothing. Screamed, I think. But then he grabbed me, put his hand over my mouth 

and shoved me back into Katie’s room. I tried to stop him but he was too strong. And he 

had a knife.’ 

‘Did you see this knife?’ 

‘No. I just felt it. He stuck it into my throat, here.’ She touched the left side of her 

neck. ‘Just a little, so I’d know it was there. I felt it go into my skin.’ 

‘Did he say anything?’ 

‘Not then, no. He just laughed, and started pulling at my clothes. I was terrified. He 

pulled my skirt and knickers down and then he ...’ Sharon took a deep breath and plunged 

on, determined to get it over with. ‘... he turned me round and pushed me face down over 

the side of the armchair and then he ... he shoved my legs apart and raped me from 

behind.’ 

She stopped and looked at Lloyd-Davies, knowing probably what was to come, but 

unable to phrase it for herself. The precise, necessary legal language. 

‘When you say he raped you, you felt his erect penis enter your vagina?’ 

‘Yes. Oh yes, he got it in all right. It hurt, too, it hurt a lot. The doctor saw that after.’ 

‘Yes. And while all this was happening, where was your four-year-old daughter 

Katie?’ 

‘In her bed, of course, by the armchair. That was the worst part of it. She thought he 

was killing me, poor kid. I can see her now, in that bed with her mouth wide open 

screaming her head off. It was like all her nightmares come true - she still dreams about it 

now, almost every night she wakes up and wets the bed, screaming. Then little Wayne 

came in and started hitting him to get him off me.’ 

Lloyd-Davies held up a hand for her to pause. Then he repeated her point slowly and 

clearly, to make quite sure the jury had taken it in. 

‘You’re saying that your seven-year-old son, Wayne, came into the room and started 

hitting the rapist in order to rescue his mother. Is that right?’ 

‘That’s right.’ For the first time Sharon had tears in her eyes. ‘I told him to get out 

and run but he’s a little hero, that son of mine. Sticks up for his mother no matter what.’ 

‘So how did the man respond to this attack by a seven-year-old boy?’ 

‘Well, he shoved him off, didn’t he? But Wayne wouldn’t stop, so he said “Get off 

me, Wayne, you little bugger,” something like that. That was when I guessed who he 

was.’ 

Lloyd-Davies held up his hand again, to emphasise the point. ‘He said “Get off me, 

Wayne,” did he? He used your son’s name?’ 

‘Yes, he did, definitely. I remember that.’ 

‘And was it that, the use of Wayne’s name, that made you realise who this man 

was?’ 



‘Well, yes - that and his voice. I recognised that too. It was him - Gary bloody 

Harker.’ Again she glared at Gary in the dock, and Sarah wished she could see his 

reaction. 

‘So what happened then?’ 

‘Well, Gary pulled out of me and stuck the knife in my throat. He said he’d kill me if 

Wayne didn’t piss off. Then he grabbed my hair and dragged me into another room. My 

own bedroom.’  

‘What was your response to all this?’ 

‘Well ... I was screaming, at both of them. I was screaming at Gary to let Wayne 

alone and at Wayne to stay away. I thought he’d kill him. I didn’t care about myself, I 

just didn’t want my kids hurt.’ 

‘And were you asking him to leave you alone as well?’ 

Sharon stared at him pityingly. ‘What do you think? Of course I was.’ 

‘And how did he respond?’ 

‘Like the animal he is. He smacked me round the face and told me to shut up and do 

what he said or he’d kill me and the kids too.’ 

‘And you recognised his voice when he said that, too, did you?’ 

‘Oh yeah, it was him all right. Filthy pig.’ 

‘All right. So when he got you into your bedroom, what happened then?’ 

‘Well, he hit me in the face and I fell down and lay there on the floor. Then he 

grabbed me by the hair and I thought, it’s all going to start again. But it didn’t, not the 

rape anyway. Instead he grabbed the cord of my dressing gown and tied my hands behind 

my back with it, and then tied the long end round my throat so it started to choke me if I 

didn’t hold my hands high, up my back. Then he put the knife to my throat again and ... I 

thought I was going to die.’  

‘Did he say anything?’ Lloyd-Davies asked softly. 

‘No, not this time.’ Sharon shook her head, lost in the horror of her memory. ‘But 

there was a noise. I didn’t know what it was at first, then I realized - it was him laughing. 

I could see it in his eyes too. He just stared at me through that black hood, and ... 

laughed. I could hardly breathe and he had his knife to my throat and I thought, he’s 

going to kill me now and then he’ll murder the kids as well.’ 

Her eyes flooded with tears and Sarah thought, it’s too much even for her. Too much 

for any woman to have to say in open court in front of bewigged lawyers and twelve 

members of a jury and the furiously scribbling newspaper reporters and the serried ranks 

of German language students in the public galleries above, simultaneously appalled and 

delighted by the example of British justice they had stumbled upon. To say nothing of the 

accused, Gary Harker, watching her coldly from the dock. And me, whose job it is to cast 

doubt on all this.  

Sarah felt ill as she contemplated the magnitude of her task. But it was Sharon’s 

comfort the judge was concerned with. 

‘Would you like a break, Ms Gilbert?’ he asked courteously, when the pause had 

gone on for nearly a minute. But Sharon shook her head determinedly. She wasn’t crying; 

she had just needed a pause to regain her courage. And she had nearly reached the end of 

her story. 

‘What happened next?’ Lloyd-Davies asked. 



‘He shoved me down on the bed, went to my chest of drawers and pulled out the 

bottom drawer. And that proved who he was, too.’ 

‘Could you explain that please?’ 

‘Yes, well he went straight to the bottom drawer, where I keep my jewellery in case 

anyone breaks in. There are six drawers but he went to the bottom one straight away. And 

the first thing he pulled out was his watch, the one he’d asked about in the hotel. After 

that he took some rings as well. Then he left, I suppose. Thank God he didn’t hurt the 

kids.’ 

‘What happened after he left?’ 

‘Little Wayne came in and untied me, bless him. I was nearly choking, I could 

hardly breathe. Soon as I recovered I called my friend Mary and the police.’ 

Sharon looked at Lloyd-Davies with relief. She had done it; the first part of her 

torment was over. 

Almost over.  

‘Just a couple more questions, Ms Gilbert, then I’ve finished. You say that you 

recognised Gary by his voice and the fact that he knew your son’s name, and then you 

felt even more certain when he went straight to the jewel box in your bottom drawer. Is 

that because Gary knew you kept it there?’ 

‘Yes. He saw it when he lived with me. And he said in the hotel, I bet I know where 

that watch is.’ 

‘I see. And did anything else about your assailant make you sure it was Gary?’ 

‘Yes, everything. He was the same size, same build. The kids recognised him. Even 

his prick was the same, if you really want to know.’ 

Sarah Newby raised her eyebrows slightly. Not the wisest point to make to a 

respectable jury, Sharon, she thought. Did Lloyd-Davies expect her to say that? Surely 

not. 

But Sharon hadn’t finished. ‘Anyway, he’s done it to other women, hasn’t he? I saw 

that in the papers.’ 

Swiftly Sarah was on her feet, but once again Judge Gray forestalled her. ‘Ms 

Gilbert, you are here to give evidence about what happened to you, and nothing else, do 

you understand me?’ He looked directly at the jury. ‘Members of the jury, I must ask you 

specifically to disregard that last remark. I can tell you categorically that Gary Harker has 

never been convicted of rape in his life before, and no evidence will be presented in this 

court about any other charge than the one before you; and if it is you are duty bound to 

disregard it.’ 

‘I am grateful, my lord.’ Slowly, Sarah sat down. But she had been outmanoeuvred 

for the second time today, and she wondered bitterly if Sharon’s outburst had been 

spontaneous, or whether Lloyd-Davies had put her up to it. Was this how you got a silk 

gown and black Jaguar with a personalised number plate? Am I just going to sit back and 

take this? No. 

Julian Lloyd-Davies glanced at the clock on the wall. ‘Would My Lord like Ms 

Gilbert to remain for questions from my learned colleague?’ 

The judge smiled protectively at Sharon, as Lloyd-Davies had expected he would. 

‘No, no, I think in view of the time and the distressing nature of the evidence, we might 

adjourn for today. But you must be here tomorrow to answer questions from Mrs Newby, 

Ms Gilbert. Do you understand?’ 



He rose to his feet, the usher bawled ‘all stand!’ and court was over for the day. 

Julian Lloyd-Davies tied his notes in red tape with a casual, practised hand, and smiled 

urbanely at Sarah. ‘And the best of British luck, I have to say.’ 

Sarah met his gaze coolly. ‘I’m going to need it, if this kind of thing goes on,’ she 

said. ‘I’m requesting a meeting in chambers straight away. I want this stopped right 

now.’ 



Chapter Two 

THE MEETING in the judge’s chambers was brief and tense. Judge Gray had divested 

himself of his wig and red gown, and sat comfortably at his desk in a white shirt with 

blue braces. Through the window behind him Sarah could see trees in the park by the 

river Ouse. She, Julian Lloyd-Davies and his junior James Morris had also taken off their 

wigs but still wore their stiff collars and black robes. They sat in upright chairs before the 

judge’s antique leather-topped desk. 

‘Well, Mrs Newby?’ Judge Gray sat back with a curt nod which indicated that he 

knew exactly what she wanted to say and was irritated with her for troubling him with it. 

Sarah took a deep breath and began. 

‘My Lord, on two occasions this afternoon the witness made extremely prejudicial 

references, one to my client’s record and the other to newspaper allegations. Despite your 

Lordship’s ruling this morning, I must insist that these two references taken together will 

inevitably blacken my client’s character in the minds of the jury, even if they have not 

read the press publicity against him. In my respectful submission this jury are now 

irredeemably prejudiced and I can see no way in which they can be expected to give him 

a fair trial.’ 

She stopped, conscious that it had all come out in a rush and that she was blushing 

slightly. But she had decided to say it and had said it clearly. The fact was that over the 

past year in York two women, in addition to Sharon Gilbert, had been attacked. One, 

Maria Clayton, had been raped and murdered; the second, Karen Whitaker, had had a 

lucky escape. The local press, convinced that the attacks were the work of a single man, 

had written a story entitled The Hooded Knifeman, which - to the embarrassment of the 

police - had been picked up and elaborated by the nationals, some of whom were in court 

today. Despite extensive police investigation the only man so far brought to trial was 

Gary Harker. As all the lawyers in the room knew, the police had tried very hard to link 

him with the other attacks - one of which had involved a hood and both a knife - but had 

so far failed. 

Gary was charged with the rape of Sharon Gilbert, and no one else. But after 

Sharon’s remark, Sarah’s contention was that the jury must suspect that he was guilty of 

those crimes too, even though there was one key piece of evidence - a hair found on a 

tape used to bind Karen Whitaker - whose DNA did not match Gary’s and seemed to 

prove his innocence. But since he was not charged with attacking Karen Whitaker, Sarah 

could not mention this in court. 

Wearily, Judge Gray raised a bushy eyebrow. 

‘Do I take it that you were not satisfied with my specific instructions to the witness 

and jury in both instances?’ 

Sarah frowned. ‘I am most grateful to your lordship, of course, but ...’ 



‘But you feel I could have done better?’ 

‘Not exactly, my lord, no.’ Sarah was determined not to be patronised. ‘I make no 

criticism of your lordship’s interventions but my submission is that the damage has been 

done and cannot be undone.’ 

‘And so?’ 

‘For my client to receive a fair hearing there should be a new trial and a new jury, 

my lord. Preferably not in York where there’s been so much publicity about this Hooded 

Knifeman.’  

So there, she thought. I’ve said it. Now what? 

The judge inclined his head to the man in the silk gown beside her. ‘Julian?’ 

Lloyd-Davies smiled - that conspiratorial, collegiate smile that Sarah knew and 

loathed so well. Julian indeed! 

‘It seems to me that both incidents were dealt with admirably by your lordship.’ He 

favoured Sarah with an avuncular glance. ‘I have the greatest respect for my learned 

friend’s zeal to defend her client, but I believe there have been several directives from the 

Lord Chancellor’s Office about the cost to public funds of such retrials, have there not? 

The CPS would strongly oppose such a ruling on the grounds of cost alone.’ 

‘I am aware of the importance of cost, my lord,’ Sarah replied determinedly. ‘But 

public funds exist to provide justice, and I repeat that my client cannot now receive a fair 

trial from a jury whose minds have been unfairly prejudiced by this witness. Twice in one 

afternoon!’ she added, almost as a personal accusation. 

Judge Gray raised a hand wearily to stop her. ‘Yes, yes, I understand your point 

fully, Mrs Newby, and it does you credit. I am also fully aware of the purpose of public 

funds.’ He paused for a moment, rubbing his thumb along his jaw and staring intently at 

an area just below her chin. Did her collar have a stain on it, she wondered anxiously? 

But no, of course not - it was merely another technique for humiliating people, putting 

them in their place. The judge cleared his throat and resumed.  

‘I have already directed the jury to ignore both remarks and will repeat those 

instructions in my summing up. In my opinion that will suffice to ensure your client the 

fair trial which he undoubtedly deserves.’ 

The words appeared impeccable but the sarcastic final phrase was a deliberate 

reference to the fact that everyone in court - except, she hoped, the jury - regarded Gary 

Harker as an unpleasant thug who was almost certainly guilty and belonged in prison. 

Not that the judge had actually said that, of course, but ... 

‘In that case, my lord, I hope that any uncharitable references to Ms Gilbert’s 

character which may come out in court will be treated with equal leniency.’ 

It was waspish, petulant, and unwise. The judge’s face grew cold. ‘You mistake me, 

Mrs Newby. There was no lenience in my directions this afternoon, and there will no 

leniency either for you or your client. This is a most unpleasant rape case and will be 

tried with proper respect shown to the victim. I would have thought that you, as a young 

woman, would appreciate that.’ 

Young woman, Sarah thought. Odd how a phrase that might be a compliment in one 

context could be an insult in another. Foolishly, she floundered on. ‘Of course, my lord, 

but she does have a very chequered history and if my client’s record is to be brought 

before the jury then in all fairness ...’ 



‘You fail to grasp the point, Mrs Newby. Your client’s record has not been brought 

before the jury and it will not be unless you choose to tell them about it yourself. 

Therefore it would be quite improper for you to make irrelevant accusations about Ms 

Gilbert’s sexual past. Do I make myself clear?’ 

‘Yes.’ Sarah bit her lip, counted to ten under her breath, and said, ‘I am grateful to 

your lordship.’ Then she got to her feet and moved to the door.  

The men, either out of reflex politeness or as a further subtle insult, rose to their feet 

when she did, but did not immediately follow her to the door. When she opened it and 

turned to bow she saw an ironic smile on the judge’s heavy jowl. 

‘After all, Mrs Newby, we’re all feminists here, you know.’ 

She strode down the softly carpeted corridor, seething with anger and humiliation. 

Halfway along she paused, wondering if she heard laughter from the judge’s chambers, 

from which Julian and his junior had still not emerged. Then she burst into the robing 

room and tore at the stud in her stiff collar with her fingers. 

I’ve made a complete mess of it, she thought. My biggest case so far and on the very 

first day I antagonise the judge to no purpose whatsoever. I sound off about justice with 

as much emotional control as a teenager on her first date, and now they’re going to be 

needling me about it for the rest of the week. 

She glanced into the mirror and saw with relief that her face was only slightly 

flushed, not nearly as hot as it felt. It was an attractive face, with neat shoulder length 

dark hair and hazel eyes around which a network of tiny wrinkles had begun to appear. 

Perhaps they had always been there but she had only noticed them since she had begun to 

wear contact lenses eighteen months ago. There’s the problem. Your vision improves and 

you see faults in yourself, she thought wryly. 

As Sarah unbuckled her collar another barrister came into the room - Savendra 

Bhose, a young Indian from her own chambers. Although he was seven years younger 

than her they had qualified at the same time, and apart from Lucy he was the person she 

felt closest to at work. He smiled. ‘Hi! The big rape defender! How’d it go?’ 

‘Dreadful!’ Sarah dropped her wig into her briefcase. ‘The victim’s as hard as nails, 

shoots her mouth off about my client’s record, and when I complain the judge tells me 

he’s a feminist!’ 

‘What?’ Savendra laughed. ‘You don’t mean old Baskerville Gray?’ 

‘Yes, the old bloodhound himself. He must be sixty-five if he’s a day, and eighteen 

stone into the bargain, and he’s in there now with his buddy Julian choking over his port 

because he told me to respect the rights of women!’ 

Savendra grinned delightedly. ‘Well, so you should, you know! The man has a point. 

The world’s changing - even women and blacks can vote nowadays.’ 

‘Really? I hadn’t heard. No one tells me anything.’ Sarah smiled ruefully. ‘I just 

blew it, that’s all. Rushed in like a rookie and asked for a retrial and of course he told me 

the grounds weren’t strong enough and it would be a waste of public funds, etcetera , 

etcetera ... but what am I to do, Savvy, eh? Sit there and smile meekly while they pull a 

fast one on me?’ 

‘That hardly sounds like you ...’ Savendra began, but got no further before Julian 

Lloyd-Davies swept in. He nodded at Sarah. ‘No hard feelings, I hope?’ 

She picked up her briefcase and made for the door. ‘Of course not. It was a long shot 

anyway.’ 



He smiled genially. ‘Like the whole case, I should think.’ 

‘Yours, do you mean? I’ll tell my client that - he’ll be delighted!’ 

She winked at Savendra and left. Pleased with her smart remark, she ran down the 

wide eighteenth century staircase to the entrance hall, where Lucy Parsons sat amid a 

cluster of security guards, witnesses, and departing students. Lucy, a large, motherly 

solicitor in a baggy black suit, rose to her feet expectantly. 

‘Any luck?’ 

‘No, sorry, I just set them all against me. Come on, let’s go and see Valentino.’ 

The two women made for the staircase to the police cells, where Gary Harker would be 

held until the Group 4 van took him back to Hull prison for the night. As they went 

through the door they left the imposing pomp of the courtroom with its ancient oak 

panelling, stucco pillars and exotic domed ceiling, and entered a grey, comfortless world 

of bare stone corridors and clanging cell doors. At the foot of the stairs they met a 

detective on his way out.  

‘Aha, the devil’s advocate! Hello, Sarah. And Lucy Parsons, isn’t it?’ 

‘That’s right. My solicitor.’ Sarah smiled coolly at DI Terry Bateson, one of the few 

CID men she actually liked. Bateson, as usual, was managing to make his double-

breasted suit hang crumpled around him like a tracksuit. Perhaps it was something to do 

with the tie, strung several inches below the top button; or the loose-limbed, broad-

shouldered frame that supported the clothes, but every time Sarah saw the man he looked 

more like an athletic teenager than the senior criminal detective that he actually was. And 

despite her cool smile, conversations with Terry seldom failed to flutter her. He was a 

widower, too, which made him all the more attractive.  

It was Terry who had charged Gary with rape; and as the officer investigating the 

murder of Maria Clayton and the attempted rape of Karen Whitaker, he suspected that 

Gary was guilty of these crimes too. Maria Clayton, an up-market prostitute, had been 

found strangled on Strensall Common a year ago. Her hands had been bound behind her 

with the belt of her own raincoat, and the belt looped through its buckle round her neck, 

so that the harder she struggled the tighter the noose became. It seemed she had been 

half-strangled like this and then throttled with her attacker’s hands. She had been 

sexually assaulted and there was a small cut in her neck. Her dog, a Yorkshire terrier, 

was found with its throat cut in a ditch. 

Karen Whitaker, a university student, had been posing nude in the woods for her 

boyfriend to photograph when the couple were attacked by a hooded assailant with a 

knife, who snatched their camera, handcuffed the boy to the steering wheel of his car, 

bound Karen’s hands with tape, and was attempting to rape her when the boyfriend 

managed to set off the car alarm and attract some walkers, who chased the attacker away.  

This attack, which happened less than three weeks after the Clayton murder, led to 

the Hooded Knifeman articles in the Evening Press; and when Sharon Gilbert was raped a 

month after that, the pressure on the police to make an arrest was enormous. But although 

Gary was Terry’s prime suspect for all three attacks, the evidence he had to link him to 

the first two was very thin. Gary had been one of a small team of builders who had built 

an extension to Maria Clayton’s kitchen six months before her death, and had boasted of 

having sex with her once. He had also been one of a gang of builders repairing Karen 

Whitaker’s hall of residence, and had seen the naked pictures in her rooms. But scores of 

men had visited Maria Clayton’s house, and dozens of students and building workers had 



known about Karen Whitaker’s exhibitionist hobby. A smudged footprint from a size 9 

Nike trainer had been found near the scene of both crimes, and a battered pair of size 9 

Nike trainers had been found in Gary’s flat; but this, as Lucy had pointed out scornfully 

when the police presented it, would put about two million other men in the dock 

alongside Gary. Although she had been sexually assaulted, no semen or body hairs were 

found on Maria Clayton’s body, but Terry’s team had been triumphant when they had 

found a male hair stuck to the tape used to bind Karen Whitaker’s hands. But their 

triumph turned to ashes when DNA analysis of the hair turned out not to match Gary, 

effectively acquitting him of the Whitaker assault. Despite the similarities between the 

cases, the evidence was simply not there to prosecute Gary for anything except the rape 

of Sharon Gilbert. 

‘I hope you haven’t been harassing my client, Terry,’ Sarah said, half seriously.  

‘I never touched him, Sarah,’ Terry protested, dryly. ‘Personally, I think someone 

should cut off the man’s dick and float it away on a weather balloon, though I’ll deny it if 

you ask me in court. But tell me - how can you ladies bring yourselves to defend a 

bastard like that? He’s a menace to every woman in Yorkshire. You do realise that, don’t 

you? Next time it could be someone like you. He’s killed already, you know.’ 

‘If you’re still trying to link him to the Clayton murder, Terry, he’s not charged with 

that here today,’ Sarah said firmly. ‘As you well know.’ 

‘Well he damn well should be!’ Terry snapped. ‘So the jury could see the 

similarities. Same cut in the neck, same method of bondage ...’ 

‘Different women, different places, Terry. And no evidence that my client was even 

there.’ 

‘A client with a record three pages long, including four assaults on women ...’ 

‘None particularly serious ...’ 

‘Oh, sure? Until it’s your face on the end of his fist!’ Terry stopped, aware that he 

was losing his temper. Again. It was happening too often these days. This was not the 

impression he wanted to convey, of some emotional, out-of-control bully. Not to this 

woman of all people. But he did care, strongly, about convicting Gary Harker. He took a 

deep breath and began again.  

‘Look, I hear you tried to get the case thrown out this morning. How can you, as a 

woman, square a trick like that with the search for justice? Tell me that.’ 

Sarah touched his arm softly. ‘I’m not a woman, Terry, I’m a barrister. My job’s to 

play the game in defence of my client. The game of proof. And when I play, I play to 

win.’ 

Terry shivered. Perhaps it was her hand, the delicate fingers gently touching his arm; 

but it was also the cynical, lightly spoken words, the opposite of all he believed the law 

should be about, that frightened him. The three attacks on women had been his main 

investigation over the past six months, and the single positive result so far was Gary’s 

appearance in court today.  

Now Sarah Newby, of all people, was defending him. 

He scowled. ‘Well, I wish you the worst of luck. The sooner the vile pillock’s 

banged up for life the better. You can tell him that from me.’ 

‘I wouldn’t dream of it,’ Sarah smiled, and took her hand from his arm. ‘I might hurt 

his feelings. And that would never do, would it?’ 



Terry Bateson watched her go. It annoyed him intensely to see Sarah defending this case. 

He hated defence lawyers; he regarded them as a sort of parasite growing fat on the 

wounds of society. They worked in the courts of law but the one thing that seemed to 

concern them least was justice. If they could get a man released on a technicality they 

would, with no concern for the hard, sometimes dangerous detective work that had led to 

the arrest in the first place, or for the effect on the public of a smirking villain released to 

rape, rob or burgle once again. How would those two women feel, he wondered, if 

Harker broke into their homes and did to them what he had done to Sharon Gilbert?  

Serve them bloody well right. But even as he thought it the idea made him ill. Not 

Sarah Newby, please God not her. 

He had first met her when she had prosecuted two of his cases a year ago. The case 

against the first man had been thin, and the defendant and his expensive London barrister 

had come into court laughing, convinced he would get off. Terry’s heart had sunk, certain 

he was about to see two months of police work trashed. His first sight of the pretty, dark-

haired prosecution barrister had discouraged him further. In her late thirties, and only 

recently qualified, he’d heard. Nice legs, but probably no brain. But in fact it was the 

expensive London brief - only an ageing junior rather than a silk, for all his Savile Row 

suit and Jermyn street shirt - who had failed to do his homework, not Sarah. The trial had 

ended with the defendant sweating in the witness box, snared like a fat fly in the web of 

his own lies. At one point a juror had actually laughed aloud. And her performance in the 

next case had been even better. Terry had become a fan. And, he thought, a friend. 

But now she was on the other side, defending Gary Harker of all people. Her cynical 

words echoed in his mind. ‘My job’s to play the game in defence of my client. The game 

of proof. And when I play, I play to win.’ 

He respected her too well to think it was bluff - she really thought she could get the 

bastard off. All those virtues which had so admired in her as a prosecutor were to be 

deployed in defence of a violent rapist. She didn’t care that Gary was probably the 

biggest danger to local women for many years. It was her own performance she was 

interested in. She was just like all the other lawyers after all; a hired advocate, a hooker 

who would prostitute the truth for a fee slipped into the pocket in the back of her gown.  

Let her cope with Gary Harker then. She chose him. 

Gary was sitting on the blue plastic mattress in his cell. It was the same colour as the 

graffiti-scarred walls, and matched the tattoos of the grim reaper on his right bicep and 

the snake that writhed around his solid neck and appeared about to savage his left ear. He 

scowled at his lawyers morosely as they came in.  

‘Well, what did I tell you? Lying bitch, ain’t she?’ 

Sarah folded her arms in her gown and leaned against the door. Lucy stood by her 

side. The only other choice was to sit on the bed beside Gary, and neither woman fancied 

that. 

‘I tried to persuade the judge to dismiss the jury because she referred to your record, 

but I’m afraid he didn’t agree.’ 

‘No, well, he wouldn’t, would he?’ Gary looked unsurprised by the news. ‘What did 

you think of Sharon?’ 

Sarah shrugged. ‘She made a good impression. Any woman would, with a story like 

that.’ 

‘Aye. Well, she’s a lying bitch who made the whole fucking thing up!’ 



Silence. Neither woman could think of any response. At last, in a tone of weary 

disgust, Lucy said: ‘It’s no part of our case to say she wasn’t raped, Gary. It’s a fact that 

she was.’ 

‘Yeah, well, maybe. But it weren’t me. If she’s telling the truth then there’s some 

shite out there who needs his throat ripped out! And I’ll do just that if I ever find him, the 

little pisshead!’ 

‘Yes.’ Sarah contemplated her client with distaste, considering what would happen if 

she put him on the stand. What would impress the jury most - the sincerity of feeling with 

which he denied the charge, or the foul language he would use to do it? She imagined 

Julian Lloyd-Davies needling him with his deliberately languid, pointed questions. The 

man might run amok, bursting out of the witness box like a tethered bear snapping its 

chain, and try to kill them all. 

He could, too, with those muscles. That would liven the court up. 

She wasn’t obliged, of course, to put him on the stand at all. She could simply tell 

the court that he denied the charges and rely on her ability to cast doubt on the 

prosecution case. But she was unlikely to win like that, since the law now specifically 

allowed the judge to comment adversely to the jury about a witness’s refusal to give 

evidence on his own behalf.  

But if he did give evidence, Lloyd-Davies would shred him into small slices, like 

salami. 

‘Look, Gary,’ she began. ‘I need to know I’ve got everything right. Tell me again 

exactly what happened at the hotel, first of all.’ 

For a while she checked details. She doubted Gary’s innocence, but it was possible, 

after all. He certainly denied all guilt. It was the jury’s job to decide whether they 

believed him or not. 

Anyway, tomorrow she had Sharon to deal with. 

On the way out of the court Sarah nodded at a couple of the barristers from Court 

Two. They would know she was defending a difficult rape case on her own, which was a 

step up. If she did well, her status would rise. And she didn’t intend to lose; not without a 

fight, anyway. From her point of view, the prejudice and weight of evidence against Gary 

were a bonus. If she lost, few people would blame her, but if she won, more serious cases 

would follow.  

She walked out into the afternoon sunshine. The eighteenth century architect had not 

designed the elegant court building so that people could look out of it, so it was easy to 

forget, in the windowless dome of the courtroom and the claustrophobic cells beneath, 

that there was a quite different world immediately outside. In front of Sarah tourists 

queued up to visit the Castle Museum and the Norman castle, Clifford’s Tower. Tourists 

and children carrying balloons and ice cream glanced up idly at the statue of Justice 

above the court. For a moment Sarah stood on the court steps, breathing in the soft breeze 

and luxuriating in the warmth like a cat.  

But the machinery of justice ignored the weather. Below Sarah the prison van 

waited, its tiny cells with square blackened windows designed to ensure that neither Gary 

nor any of the other prisoners had even the smallest sensation of freedom between York 

and their remand cells in Hull.  

Sarah watched it go. Then she and Lucy walked briskly down the steps and turned 

left to Tower Street, their offices, and work. 



Chapter Three 

WHILE SARAH went back to her office, Terry Bateson collected his colleague, DC 

Harry Easby, and drove south of York to investigate an incident that had been reported 

the day before. Easby stopped the car on a bridge over the A64, and the two policemen 

gazed at the muddy desolation of a building site half a mile ahead. Grimy yellow JCBs 

toiled like great insects in the mud, while a crane with a wrecking ball casually 

demolished an abandoned hospital. 

‘Looks like progress, sir,’ Harry offered, breaking the oppressive silence between 

them. 

‘Progress?’ Terry grimaced. ‘More like the battle of the Somme, you mean.’ 

‘That’s how uniform see it,’ Easby nodded. ‘But they pushed the buggers out of their 

trenches last week, any road. Just look at the hairy sods.’ 

He nodded towards a wood behind the JCBs. The building site was protected from 

the wood by an elaborate boundary of eight foot high wire fences, security men and dogs. 

The fence was festooned with flowers and scraps of paper, and a long whitish banner 

floated between two tall trees. SAVE OUR TREES, SHOP IN TOWN, it read. The leafy 

treetops also supported a network of aerial walkways and tree houses, where the eco-

warriors lived.  

The park-like woodlands that had surrounded the old maternity hospital were being 

redeveloped for an out-of-town designer shopping centre. Trees planted by Victorians 

had reached their full, beautiful maturity just in time to become a hindrance to a late 

twentieth century plan for floodlights, car parks and up-market designer units. The shops 

would market a style of beauty which would be packaged, bought, worn and replaced 

every year with something newer, fresher, and more up-to-date. Against this the useless, 

magnificent trees stood no chance. After all, they made no money and offered nothing 

but the same, endless, wearisome repetition of natural style - every autumn, every spring 

the same. 

News of the project, however, had spread to the hairy unwashed army of eco-

warriors, who had a profound and perverse lack of interest in style, markets and fashion. 

They came from every hedge, cave, bender and battered caravan in the country. They 

moved swiftly, with energy, secrecy and determination. The developers’ chain saws were 

confronted by an army of bloody-minded economic rejects whose main aim, it seemed, 

was to be seriously injured by the lackeys of global capitalism, and thus become martyrs 

to the movement. And so the police had become involved, in order to remove the 

protesters peacefully before one had his arm trimmed off accidentally on purpose. Terry 

did not envy the Chief Constable his responsibility. 



‘Daft buggers!’ said Easby contemptuously. ‘Thousands of jobs, this place’ll bring.’ 

He drove on, past the village of portacabins where the contractor’s workmen and security 

guards lived, fenced in with their guard dogs. Terry observed it with distaste.  

‘I don’t see why they couldn’t build it in town,’ he mused. ‘You wait, son - in six 

months this’ll be one vast car park, and another dozen shops in the city centre’ll go out of 

business. Soon the whole city’ll be boarded up or vandalised.’ 

‘All the more work for us, then,’ said Harry philosophically, looking ahead for the 

farm entrance. ‘You sound like one of these tree people, sir.’ 

‘And you sound like a taxi driver,’ Bateson snapped. ‘Just drive, constable, will 

you.’ 

‘Sir.’ 

Terry regretted the words, but made no effort to call them back. This was happening 

more and more, he knew - he was becoming impatient, crusty, like all the worst officers 

he’d known. It was as though his personality was changing. It was attracting wry 

comments among his colleagues. When he tried to make amends, it just made matters 

worse. They seemed to fall over themselves offering sympathy. ‘So sorry to hear about 

your, wife, sir ...is there anything I can do? ... come out for a drink ... terrible thing about 

your wife ...’ 

Two years ago it had been so different. Terry had seemed able to square the magic 

circle - hardworking, successful, ambitious, but also popular with his fellow officers. His 

aim to get the DCI’s job when Jim Carter retired was supported, he believed, by most of 

his colleagues.  

And then in one night it was all destroyed. Two fifteen year old boys had hot-wired a 

Jaguar, blasted it up to eighty miles an hour, and smashed it head-on into his wife’s Clio. 

It had taken four hours to cut Mary’s lifeless body from the wreckage. It would take 

Terry the rest of his life to cut the image from his mind. 

For two weeks he had been in despair. His sister had come to care for him and his 

two daughters. The Police Federation counsellor advised him that grief was natural, and 

that it was no sin for a man to cry. But Terry had cried already and it didn’t seem to help, 

it just felt painful and frightened him. So he drank most of a bottle of whisky in one 

night, and the rest the day after. What happened in between he couldn’t remember, but it 

made his sister tighten her mouth and his children look afraid. That, more than anything, 

purged him. After the funeral, where he was ashamed by his pounding headache, he sat 

down with his two little girls and talked to them quietly about the future. 

They wanted to know who would look after them. He said he would, of course. He 

would leave the police. But to his surprise, this idea seemed to scare them; perhaps 

because it scared him, too. He knew nothing else, had never wanted to. And so his sister 

and the counsellor advised him about childcare, and Trude, a young nanny from Norway, 

entered their home.  

She was cheerful and active, eager to help and to please. His girls took to her at 

once. After a halting expression of sympathy in broken English she didn’t speak much 

about their mother, but entered enthusiastically into what, to her, were the fascinating 

foreign details of their everyday English lives. She was a messy but surprisingly good 

cook, making things like waffles and meatballs and rice porridge which they had never 

tasted before. She seemed content to be with them, undemanding. Above all she was 

genuinely interested in children and had no reason to feel sad. When she had been there 



two days the children went back to school, and the week after that Terry went back to 

work. Life, of a sort, began again. 

But his ambition, his ability to concentrate, were gone. He kept a photo of Mary on 

his desk and found himself staring at it, silently, for half an hour at a time. So he put it in 

a drawer and only took it out occasionally, when he was alone. But she was always there, 

at the front of his mind, while the work seemed an irrelevance, a side issue to be sorted 

and swiftly forgotten. 

He took up running again. He had once been a promising 800 metre runner, not quite 

fast enough to get into the big time. Now he found that the exercise calmed his body and 

his mind at the same time. In the evenings he cuddled his little girls and told them 

bedtime stories as he had done when they were babies. At night they seemed to need him 

most. They talked about their mother and remembered the good things they had done 

when she was alive. Sometimes they prayed for her, all three together. But during the 

days, life had to go on. 

Gradually his concentration returned. But he lost all thoughts of promotion. He tried 

to arrange his hours to be at home after school and at weekends like a normal parent. It 

was not ideal for a detective but it was the best practical help his colleagues could give 

him. He was discreetly withdrawn from the front line, to office work and routine 

enquiries. DCI Carter retired and instead of Terry a sharp, clever southerner, Will 

Churchill, got the Detective Chief Inspector’s post. At the time, Terry had been so numb, 

he scarcely cared. 

But time passed and the little girls began to forget, as young healthy creatures do. 

When Terry first saw them laugh and play like other children he resented it. How could 

they be happy when Mary was dead? But they were happy and they were only little 

children after all. He watched them gratefully, drawing healing from them. They resumed 

contact with their friends, and sometimes he came home to find a chaotic houseful of 

children with the nanny in the middle. The sight cheered him, gave him confidence to 

take on serious enquiries again. 

And so two years had passed. Life went on, but he was not the same detective he had 

been before. He cut corners and turned down overtime to be at home with his children. 

He made mistakes, he forgot things. And worst of all he snapped at people for no reason, 

as he done with young Harry Easby just now. He had to get a grip on this. 

If only he could stop thinking about Mary, seeing her face suddenly when he was 

looking at something else, remembering the feel of her beside him in bed, the small of 

her back lithe under the palm of his hand when they danced ... 

‘Here we are, sir,’ said Harry Easby, turning onto a farm track. ‘Bank House Farm.’ 

Sarah didn’t leave her office for another three hours, and when she did, very little about 

tomorrow’s cross-examination was left to chance. She had prepared her questions and 

tried to anticipate how Sharon Gilbert might respond. Much of this was logic, based on 

the written evidence in the prosecution file and Gary’s story; but the rest was intuition, 

based on her impression of Sharon’s character this afternoon. 

She had an advantage here, for she had lived among women like Sharon. She was 

used to their brash, slightly resentful manner. She understood how they felt patronised by 

teachers and doctors, cheated by boyfriends and husbands, short-changed by employers 

and the DSS. She felt sure that Sharon’s assertiveness in court today masked a fear that 



somehow the police and lawyers were going to betray her again, as the authorities had 

always done in the past.  

A fear that Sarah was determined to bring true. 

The softer part of Sarah felt sorry for Sharon. Not just because of the rape - of course 

she deserved sympathy for that - but because of what she was. Sarah could so easily have 

ended up like that herself. But she had chosen not to. And for that very reason, a much 

stronger part of Sarah despised Sharon. The part of Sarah that had made that choice 

didn’t believe in luck or genes or social excuses. She believed if you worked, you could 

succeed. As she had done. 

One by one the other barristers, the clerk and the secretaries called out their 

goodbyes and left the office. By seven thirty, Sarah looked up and saw that only 

Savendra had his light on across the corridor. His door was open; she could see him in his 

shirtsleeves and red braces, making detailed notes at his desk. She yawned, and stretched 

her arms over her head with her fingers linked, easing the joints in her stiff neck and 

spine. Savendra looked up and smiled. 

‘Finished already?’ 

‘Yup.’ She crossed the corridor, leaning on his door frame curiously. ‘What’s your 

brief?’ 

‘Mass poisoning.’ 

‘What, you? Advocate for the Borgias?’ 

‘Hardly. My client’s a farmer who let his slurry pit overflow into a village borehole. 

Diarrhoea and vomiting all round.’ 

‘Charming. Still, you know what they say, don’t you?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Where there’s muck there’s brass. A case like that should make you stinking rich.’ 

She ducked as he flung a paper clip at her. ‘I’m off home.’  

She crossed the corridor to her own room, leaving her door slightly ajar, just to tease 

Savvy who knew what happened next. She kicked off her court shoes and took off her 

jacket, hanging it neatly on a hanger behind the door. Then she stepped out of her skirt. 

Savendra whistled softly. Sarah strolled across her room, took a black leather jacket from 

a hook on the wall, pirouetted as she put it on, and blew him a kiss. Then she sat on the 

edge of her desk and pulled on some black leather trousers, smiling as they creaked 

around her. Finally she pulled on some heavy black boots, locked her door, and waved to 

Savvy as she went downstairs. 

Her office was on the fourth floor of an old Victorian building in Tower Street, a 

stone’s throw from the courts. The barristers had chambers on the top floors; the 

solicitors, where Lucy worked, were downstairs. The building had lots of disadvantages - 

the narrow stairs, the small rooms, the fire risk - but one good part of it from Sarah’s 

point of view was the servant’s passage leading to a small back yard, where the 

Victorians had once had a loo and a coal shed. Now the lawyers had transformed it. 

There was an array of potted plants, some expensive wrought iron garden furniture; and 

in the coal shed were two gleaming motorcycles. 

One - the larger - belonged to Savendra; the other, a jet black Kawasaki 500, was 

Sarah’s. She regarded it with a mixture of amusement and excessive, secret pride. She 

had bought it first as a solution to the problems of traffic and parking, but it meant far 

more to her than that now.  



It was a joy she only shared with Savendra, when they compared, with sparkling 

eyes, the beauty of the machines and their accessories. She had grown to love everything 

about the Kawasaki - the shining black paintwork and gleaming chrome; the smooth 

responsive purr of the engine and the bike’s sensitivity to the slightest shift of her weight 

in the saddle; the sensuous creak of leather; the glorious freedom of weaving through 

traffic and accelerating to speeds that, though perfectly legal, seemed to her risky in the 

extreme. She loved the style of it too - black helmet, black leather clothes, black bike - 

and the way it marked her out, made her at once anonymous and different, her own 

person, not like the rest. 

Not like a wife or a mother. Like a free spirit, like no one at all. 

It was something, perhaps, to do with her desire to become a barrister in the first 

place. A free spirit who was faster than others, who played to win. A similar instinct, no 

doubt, had led Julian Lloyd-Davies QC to drive a black Jaguar with LAW 2 on the 

numberplate. Sarah couldn’t afford that - in fact her bike was cheaper than a small car - 

but it marked her out as someone to be taken notice of, someone not to mess with. And 

that was how she wanted to be. Not a victim ever again, but a person who made things 

happen. 

Whose life belonged to herself. 

The car bounced along the track towards a solid, brick built farmhouse. Cows watched 

them from a field on their right, and a black and white collie streaked towards them. As 

the two policemen got out, the collie danced around them, barking hysterically. Terry put 

out his hand to it, to no effect. It danced away and growled ferociously at Harry Easby. 

‘Come on boy. Where’s your missus?’ 

‘I’m over here!’ They looked up and saw a sturdy woman in gumboots and a torn, 

muddy coat coming towards them. She had iron grey hair and a brown, crinkled face. 

Terry showed his badge. ‘Mrs Steersby? I’m Detective Inspector Bateson and this is 

DC Easby.’ 

‘’bout time too.’ The woman held out her hand and Terry shook it. Her grip was 

strong, the hand redolent of cow dung. Seeing that they were not enemies the dog leapt 

up too, planting two muddy paws on the trousers of his suit. 

‘Get down, Flash, you daft bugger! Away now!’ The woman shoved the dog aside 

and glanced scornfully at Terry’s efforts to brush himself clean. ‘It’s only mud, it’ll dry. 

D’you want to see Helen, then?’ 

‘If she’s home from school, yes.’ Terry took an incident report out of his pocket. 

‘Your daughter was frightened by a man two nights ago, Mrs Steersby. Is that right?’ 

‘’course it’s right.’ The woman turned her back, cupped her hands round her mouth, 

and in a voice loud enough to be heard in Lancashire yelled: ‘Helen! Come here now!’ 

Terry saw a girl riding a pony on the far side of a field. She popped the pony over a 

line of jumps and cantered towards them, pulling up in a flurry of mud. 

‘What d’you want, mum?’ 

‘It’s the police to see you!’ 

‘Again?’ The girl looked bemused. ‘But they came yesterday.’ 

‘These are different. Inspector Bateson - top brass Sherlock Holmes feller - so you’d 

best answer his questions. That pony’s done enough for today, anyhow.’ 

‘Okay. But I’ve got to cool him down first.’ 

‘Right. Ten minutes then. I’ll put kettle on.’ 



Terry watched as the girl walked the pony quietly around the field, and pondered 

what he knew of her story so far. Someone had tried to attack her while she was riding 

alone in the woods. A man in a black tracksuit and woolly hat, similar to his image of the 

man who had murdered Maria Clayton, and assaulted Karen Whitaker. That was why he 

was here now. 

It disturbed him. It couldn’t be Gary Harker this time, unless Group 4 had taken to 

letting their rapists out for a run in the woods on the way back to Hull. So what was it? 

Coincidence? Copycat? Or false alarm? 

Terry watched as she unsaddled her pony. She was a pretty girl in a grubby blouse 

and jodhpurs. How old was she? Fourteen, the report had said. 

So if there had been an attack, what sort of pervert were they dealing with? A child 

abductor, a paedophile - or just a common lecher who fancied young girls in tight 

trousers? Or a monster the girl had made up? That was why he had come, to hear it from 

her own words. 

In the farm living room, the four of them sat in faded brown armchairs grouped 

round an open fireplace. Terry smiled at Helen. ‘You told Constable Watson that you 

were riding in the woods at about half past seven when a man came up to you. Can you 

remember what he was wearing, Helen?’ 

‘A black sort of tracksuit thingy, trainers, and a black woolly hat.’ 

Not a hood, then. ‘So you could see his face, could you?’ 

‘Yes.’ She nodded, looking thoughtful, a little apprehensive perhaps. 

‘And you have no idea who he was?’ 

‘No. I’ve never seen him before. And I do meet people quite often in those woods. I 

ride there most days.’ 

‘How old was he?’ 

‘I don’t know. Thirty, perhaps.’ 

‘I see. So what exactly happened when you met him?’ 

‘Well, I was just walking down the track on Toby at the time, and I saw him jogging 

towards me. Then he put his hand on my bridle and said something, like ...’ 

She hesitated and looked down, and Terry saw tears in her eyes. Not such a big girl 

after all then. She had been frightened. 

‘He said, “that’s a nice pony, darling,” something like that, and asked me how old 

Toby was. So I told him, and he said was he nice to ride, and I said he was brilliant but a 

bit lazy sometimes, and then he said could he have a ride. So I said no and he said, “oh 

come on,” something like that, and put his arm round my waist trying to pull me off, so 

then ...’ 

Helen looked up at her mum, who nodded for her to go on. 

‘... I screamed and hit him hard with my riding whip. He didn’t let go at first so I 

tried to kick him too and then Toby reared and we got away. Then I galloped home and 

told mum.’ 

Terry nodded. ‘You must have been very frightened.’ 

‘I was, yes. Course I was.’ 

‘Did you see what the man did when you got away?’ 

‘No. I looked back once and saw him running into the woods. Then he was gone. I 

didn’t want to see him.’ 



‘No, of course not.’ Terry watched her for a moment in silence. He was fairly 

convinced she was telling the truth; there seemed no reason not to. ‘How did he speak? 

Like someone from round here?’ 

‘No. It was a funny accent - not local.’ 

‘And you’re sure he tried to pull you off the horse? You couldn’t have made a 

mistake - he wasn’t just trying to be friendly?’ 

‘No! What do you mean, mistake? I can feel him doing it, now!’ 

‘All right, I’m sorry.’ He had really upset her now, he saw. She was crying, and her 

mother reached out to hug her. This was serious, he thought angrily. It could have been 

very serious indeed. But the great thing was, she had seen his face. And heard his voice. 

He waited for a moment while the tears subsided, then, as gently as he could, said: 

‘Listen to me, Helen. It’s important to catch this man, isn’t it? So I want you to do one 

more thing for me - in a while, when you’re feeling better. I want you to help us make a 

photofit picture of this man. We’ve got a lady officer who’s very good at that. Will you 

come and see her, please?’ 

She nodded, still with tears in her eyes but determined, too. Encouraged, Terry made 

the arrangements with her mother and left.  

He sighed as Harry drove down the track, the collie streaking alongside. After Gary 

Harker’s arrest, this sort of thing should be over. Of course there were other men like 

Gary, but statistically, Terry knew, this sort of behaviour was odd. Most rapists were 

known to their victims; more rapes were committed by relatives in the home than by 

strangers in the woods. 

He thought how angry he would feel if such a thing happened to his own girls. It 

would be insupportable. I’d kill the bastard, he thought, his hands tightening on his 

knees. Kill him and ask questions after. 



Chapter Four 

AS SARAH wheeled the Kawasaki into the street something tugged at her memory. She 

glanced at her watch and swore. 7.40. Her daughter Emily had a school concert that night 

and she had promised to go. When did it begin - eight? Eight thirty? Pray God it was the 

latter. Quickly she fastened her helmet, settled herself in the saddle, and turned the key. 

The engine purred smoothly. I must be quick, she thought. Not so much freedom after all. 

But as the bike wove its way swiftly down the street the old thrill returned. It was so 

powerful and free, compared to a car. Why shouldn’t she enjoy it, this daily adventure on 

the roads? It was her reward for long hours of work, for all the disasters of her childhood. 

If Emily was late for the concert and threw a tantrum, so what? Secretly Sarah 

regarded her daughter as spoilt. What did Emily know of trouble or poverty? Nothing, 

compared to her mother. 

Sarah had been fifteen when she met Kevin Mills, and he had been seventeen. She 

had been an ordinary conscientious working-class girl at her local grammar school, not 

particularly clever or pretty, five foot six with short dark hair. The first risk she had ever 

taken was to drink two halves of lager and lift her miniskirt for Kevin in the back of his 

parent’s yellow Ford Cortina; and that risk had ruined her life. She still remembered, 

almost every day, the lonely dread for weeks afterwards waiting for a period that never 

came. And then the morning sickness, and telling her mother.  

And Kevin. 

Kevin was of course a devil, a satyr to have seduced an underage schoolgirl, but he 

had great pride. He was shorter than other boys, but wiry and strong, able to command 

respect with a look or sharp word. Nobody put him down; he was too dangerous for that. 

He was also capable of great charm. She knew he’d had other girls but he’d chosen her. 

She had felt proud and excited to be with him. Not afraid, not then. 

Not even when she told him she was carrying his baby. 

At that moment, he had been brilliant. Or so she had thought at the time. She could 

remember how the angry pimple on his forehead flared red as the rest of his face went 

white with shock. But then, when the truth had sunk in, he had puffed out his chest like a 

little fighting cock - he had been proud! She was pregnant with his baby - he had done it 

before most other boys on the estate! So two days later he had stood in her front room 

with her hand in his and told her parents he was going to marry her. Not asked them, told 

them. At seventeen years old he said he loved her and wanted her children and they were 

going to get married. 

Such fools they both were.  

They were married when she was sixteen, and the social services found them a 

council house on the Seacroft estate in Leeds. It was a dreadful estate; their house had 

damp running down the walls so freely that they saw snails crawling above the cot. The 



wallpaper was peeling off, the window frames were rotting and the weeds were two feet 

high in the garden, growing out of the dog muck that the previous tenant’s three 

rottweilers had left. 

But at first it didn’t matter. It was their own house and they were young and 

determined and it almost seemed like a game. They furnished it with second-hand carpets 

and a plastic three piece suite, a brand-new cot from social services for the baby and a 

mattress on the bedroom floor for themselves. In the kitchen they had a Baby Belling 

cooker with two electric rings only one of which worked when the oven was on. Her 

mother gave her a cookbook called Healthy Eating for Less Than a Pound a Day, and 

Sarah came to know all its recipes by heart. Often things were burnt or underdone but in 

those first few weeks it didn’t matter because afterwards, so long as the baby was asleep, 

they could go up to their own bedroom in their own house and make love as long and 

adventurously as they liked. 

And they did like. When Sarah’s father had described Kevin as a randy little sod he 

had been telling the exact truth and Sarah, aged sixteen, responded with delight and 

enthusiasm. That grubby bedroom, with a mattress and a rug on the floor, a stained 

mirror and an old chest of drawers with paint peeling off it, became for that brief period 

their version of the Arabian Nights. In those first few weeks of marriage Sarah’s 

sexuality blossomed as suddenly and completely as a flower in an arctic spring. 

But then it faded, never to be the same again. The demands of real life piled up 

outside the bedroom door. Unwashed dishes, crying baby, dirty nappies, shopping, social 

worker, doctor, colds, cystitis, measles, vaccinations, electricity bills, pegging out the 

washing, rent demands, broken windows, cleaning, cooking, milkman’s bills. Sarah 

wanted to go home, but she couldn’t - this was home. 

And Kevin was away so much. He was a plumber’s apprentice, off to work at eight 

in the morning and then not back again for eight, ten, even twelve hours. Then he wanted 

food, sex, and sleep, in that order. He would play with the baby for a few minutes but 

wanted it go to sleep afterwards. When it didn’t, he became jealous. When it woke in the 

night, he was annoyed. When she cooked badly, he became irritable. When she was too 

tired or ill for sex, he became angry. 

The first time he hit her was when she tried to discuss an electricity bill as they were 

undressing for bed. She had read about this technique for extracting money from your 

husband in a magazine in the doctor’s waiting room, whose agony aunt had clearly met 

no one like Kevin. Kevin just slapped her and continued with his lovemaking as though 

nothing had happened. The electricity was cut off a week later. She covered the bruise on 

her face with powder. 

After that he began to stay out longer and longer. She prepared meals for him that 

dried up in the cooker. What do you want me home for? he asked, cruelly. You’ve got 

cystitis, you can’t do it. Anyway we need the money. It’s only me that earns it. They 

screamed at each other over the baby’s head. When she stood in the doorway to stop him 

going out he smacked her head against the door post so that it bled. He didn’t come back 

until one in the morning. 

A week later he told her it was all over. He had met someone else, he said, an older 

woman called Sheila. He’d got to know her when he’d been fixing her pipes. Sheila and 

he had the same interests, and he was moving in with her. Now, today. There would be a 

divorce. She could keep baby Simon but he might want to see him sometimes at 



weekends when he was older. Teach him to play football. That was what people did, 

wasn’t it? 

And then he was gone. The bubble burst, just like that. A week before their first 

anniversary the fairy tale was over. The coldness, the lack of emotional interest, stunned 

her so much that for the first, and only time in her life, she completely lost the power of 

action. When the social worker visited two days later Sarah had done nothing - no 

housework, no washing up, not even fed little Simon, who was howling upstairs. She just 

sat blankly on the green plastic sofa, staring at the wall.  

The social worker put Simon in a foster home under a place of safety order. Sarah 

went back to her parents, there was nowhere else to go. The doctor gave her Valium and 

for a month she walked around like a zombie. Then her mother forced her to sign up for 

evening classes and take up studying again.  

Which was the best thing my mother ever did for me, Sarah thought now. The one 

really good thing she did, the old cow. The thing that changed my life. 

Just as refusing to have little Simon in her house was the very worst. The thing that 

ruined him, perhaps. Unless it was Kevin’s genes. 

Her mother’s plan was for her to make a complete break with the past. Have Simon 

adopted, never see Kevin again, go back to school. 

The last part of it worked perfectly. Sarah signed up for evening classes to complete 

her GCSEs and found, suddenly, a voracious hunger for learning. The more she learned 

the more she wanted to know; the harder she worked the more she wanted to work. It was 

an escape, a recreation of herself. It was something that gave her control again. It became 

as necessary to her as breathing. It lasted the rest of her life. 

But the pain, the guilt about her baby Simon didn’t leave her. She didn’t want him to 

be adopted. As the work replaced the Valium she railed at her hard-faced mother for 

refusing to have the baby back in the house. No, her mother said. Have him adopted. It’ll 

hurt now but you’ll thank me one day. It’ll turn out best for you both in the end.  

One night at the evening class she read the papers explaining adoption and then 

screwed them up. They’re screwing my mind, she thought. That was when the teacher, 

Bob, found her crying at her desk half an hour after the class had ended. He took her out 

for a coffee and three months later they were married. 

Bob was everything that Kevin was not - intelligent, well educated, thoughtful, 

witty, and kind. Where Kevin had been short, cocky and macho, Bob was tall, with a neat 

beard and glasses, physically weak, gauche and unassertive. Where Kevin had been a 

ravenous, demanding, insatiable lover Bob was gentle, sensitive, almost shy. He was also 

idealistic. He was fascinated not by Sarah’s body, as Kevin had been, but by her story. It 

seemed to him she had lived a whole novel by the age of eighteen. Her hard work and 

determination to succeed reflected something in himself; her disastrous circumstances 

challenged him to help her. 

If she married him, he would adopt Simon too. It was the right thing to do.  

And so it might have been, too, if they hadn’t had Emily. 

Not that Emily was a mistake, of course not, Sarah told herself, as she turned her 

bike onto the quiet country road that led to home. The mistake had been having her so 

soon after they married. While Bob’s relationship with Simon, his project to demonstrate 

the benefits of having a teacher for a stepfather, had only just begun. Of course Bob tried 

to be fair and kind to Simon but his enormous delight at Emily’s birth had been obvious 



to everyone. Especially to the troubled little boy, who had just come back to live with the 

mother who had abandoned him, and now had a new baby. And this strange, bearded 

man who wanted to teach him things. 

Perhaps if we’d waited a year, Sarah wondered sadly. Would that have made the 

difference? Or were the difficulties in his genes? Simon was Kevin’s son; that had 

become clearer the older he got. But he was hers too - if only he’d wanted to learn from 

her and Bob, instead of defying them as he always had. But now he was nineteen and had 

left home. He had his own life to lead, his own mistakes to make. There was no more she 

could do. 

Whereas Emily and Bob were at home, waiting for her impatiently. Sarah pushed her 

guilt about Simon into a drawer at the back of her mind, and closed it. For the moment, 

Emily and Bob were more important. And things were not going particularly well with 

them, either. 

As she approached home Sarah saw Bob’s Volvo parked in the drive. When Sarah 

had first seen this house three years ago she had thought it entrancing. It was a detached 

modern house, in half an acre of its own grounds. It had a lawn and a golden Robinia tree 

in front. But it was the back that was its real glory. The spacious rooms had large picture 

windows which opened onto a fifty metre lawn which sloped away towards a meadow 

with grazing cows the far side of a little gate. Beyond the meadow was a footpath and 

willow trees on the banks of the river, and beyond that again, more meadows and the 

church of a distant village whose bells they could hear on Sunday mornings. Socially it 

was as far from Seacroft as you could get. 

With Sarah earning fees for the first time and Bob just having become a head teacher 

they took a deep breath, an enormous loan, and joined the middle classes. 

Or at least, Sarah, Bob and Emily did. 

Simon hated it from the start. He had been sixteen then, beginning his last year at 

school. The new house meant long bus journeys, and hassle when he wanted to meet his 

friends. To him it was the final proof that he meant less to his mother than her own lust 

for success. Two years later he moved into a small terraced house in town, the deposit 

paid by Sarah and Bob. 

The loss of Simon twitched in Sarah’s mind daily, like the nerves from a missing 

limb. He was the family ghost, the casualty of her conflict with Kevin. 

She parked her bike in the garage, and walked into the dining room. Bob was in his 

shirt sleeves, eating baked beans and reading the paper. Emily was nowhere to be seen 

‘Hi!’ she said. ‘Anything for me?’ 

‘Beans in the warmer,’ Bob answered, frowning. ‘You’ve got ten minutes.’ 

‘Why ten minutes?’ 

‘Emily’s concert. She’s got to be there by eight fifteen. Or have you forgotten?’ 

‘Oh Christ!’ She went into the hall and began to peel off her boots and leather 

trousers. The trousers snagged in her tights, pulling them half down too, and as she 

struggled, bent over, Emily came down the stairs. 

‘Mum! For God’s sake!’ 

‘Hello, Em. I’m sorry I’m ...’ 

‘We’ve got to go! I’m late! And nobody wants to see your bum!’ 

The tone of mingled exasperation and pure disgust in Emily’s voice made it quite 

clear to Sarah that the girl saw nothing attractive or funny about her mother’s nether 



regions. Emily herself had clearly taken pains with her appearance - hair neatly brushed, 

eye-liner, blusher and lipstick generously applied. The only drawback was the anxious, 

petulant frown on her face.  

Sarah extracted her leg from the trousers, hoisted up her tights, and smiled 

encouragingly. ‘You look really nice, Em ...’ 

‘Well, make sure you do. We’ve got to go now, mum!’ 

‘Five minutes.’ Sarah hurried upstairs, changed, brushed her hair quickly, and gulped 

four mouthfuls of dried baked beans before Bob and Emily hustled her into the Volvo. 

‘You forgot, didn’t you?’ said Bob, reversing the car. ‘Again!’ 

Sarah sighed. ‘It’s an important case and I’m cross-examining tomorrow. Anyway 

...’ 

‘Stop!’ Emily screamed from the back. ‘Dad, go back - I’ve forgotten my music!’ 

‘For heaven’s sake ...’ 

‘Why on earth they have a concert the week before their GCSEs I cannot 

understand,’ Bob said, as Emily dashed back into the house. ‘The poor child’s in a bad 

enough state as it is.’ 

‘She’s a clever girl. She’ll manage.’ 

‘How would you know?’ Bob snapped. ‘You never see her. She was in a dreadful 

state when I got home - tears, books and papers all over the place!’ 

‘She did well enough in the mocks.’ 

‘Yes, well.’ Bob fell silent as Emily ran down the drive, got in, slammed the door, 

and shouted ‘drive!’ in a voice whose nerves contrasted severely with the cool 

appearance she had presented on the stairs. 

Sarah said nothing. Clearly they were both too wound up to accept comfort from her 

anyway. Despite what Bob said, Emily was a conscientious student who had got mostly 

As and Bs in her mock GCSEs a few months ago. If her work ethic lacked the intensity 

and rigid self-discipline of her mother’s, that was because her life was so much easier. 

Emily had a comfortable home, loving parents, no babies to look after ... 

Sarah remembered how phenomenally organized she’d had to be in those early years 

of her marriage to Bob. He’d had a full teaching job and she, with a toddler and a baby to 

care for, had begun studying two A levels. But it had always been worth it. As she began 

studying at a higher level, she felt as if wires in her head that had fused together with rust 

were being cleaned and pulled apart and tuned. It became a pleasure that she couldn’t do 

without. 

When she got an A in both subjects her addiction was confirmed. Simon was six by 

then and Emily three. She began an Open University degree, getting up at five each 

morning to study. She even protected her desk from the prying hands of children by 

fencing herself in with a playpen. The sight of their mother in there with her books 

became such a common family sight that the first time little Emily saw a monkey in a 

cage at the zoo she proudly informed everyone that it was ‘studying.’ 

But to Sarah her studies opened up such vistas of freedom that it was those outside 

who were in prison. She learned to inhabit two worlds - one in which she cooked, 

cleaned, and cared for the children, and the other in which she studied and passed exams 

- always with the highest grades so that she could move on to the next stage. After the 

OU degree she read law at the university of Leeds, and then spent a year at the Middle 

Temple in London, coming home only at weekends on the train. By then Simon had been 



fourteen, Emily ten, and her constant study was a fact of family life. And finally it had 

paid off. She got a pupillage and then a place in chambers as a barrister. 

And so she had climbed to the top of her ladder, only to find another stretching away 

above - the ladder to becoming a QC and eventually, perhaps, a judge. And the case of 

Gary Harker was one of the first squalid, slippery rungs. 

She began thinking about the case in the car and resumed, guiltily, during the school 

concert. She had no ear for music and although she was proud that Emily had passed so 

many flute exams she couldn’t concentrate on it for long. Tomorrow’s questions began to 

replay themselves in her mind, and she imagined the responses Sharon would make. 

There were a couple of awkward points, she realised, which she would have to work on 

when she got home. 

Emily stood up to play the flute solo she had been practising, and her mother smiled 

encouragingly. But Emily wondered, not for the first time, whether the mind behind her 

mother’s smile was really concentrating on her at all. 



Chapter Five 

AT BREAKFAST that morning Terry’s youngest daughter Esther let her pet hamster out 

of its cage, and by the time Terry had retrieved it from behind the sofa the rush hour 

traffic was gridlocked across the city, so that he was late for the team meeting which he 

was due to lead. When he arrived at the incident room his new boss, DCI Will Churchill, 

was striding back and forth at the head of his new troops, some of whom were looking 

distinctly resentful. 

‘And when it comes to police work, what I’m looking for is commitment,’ he barked 

in his sharp Essex accent. ‘That’s what will finally nail the killer of Maria Clayton and 

the rapist who attacked Karen Whitaker.’ He waved at the photographs, maps, and 

articles about the Hooded Rapist displayed around the incident room walls. ‘I may be 

new here, but that has its own advantages. An outsider can often see more clearly.’  

And annoy people more deeply, Terry thought bitterly. Before Mary died, I was in 

line for this job. And it would have been enough for me, I didn’t want to rise higher. But 

Churchill, a man ten years younger and six inches shorter than himself, had been fast-

tracked within the service from the moment he joined. He would be with them for a few 

years, no more, trampling on everyone in this room as he scrambled to the next rung of 

the ladder. Seeing Terry sliding into a back seat he broke off his tirade. 

‘Ah, DI Bateson, I presume. Good of you to join us. Forgive me, I have used the 

general’s absence from his post for a little pep talk. One serious crime solved, two more 

to go. Or three, if your visit to the farm girl proved anything yesterday.’ 

Terry signed, registering the implied criticism, and rose from his back seat. 

‘Shall I brief the team about it now, sir?’ 

‘Of course, old son, you carry on.’  

Churchill parked himself in a front seat to judge the performance of his second in 

command, and began picking his teeth with a match. 

Terry looked around the room, feeling grateful for the moral support he detected in 

several faces. Unlike Churchill he knew these people, he had worked with them for years. 

Briefly, he outlined what he learned at the Steersby farm yesterday. All of them knew the 

details of the Clayton and Whitaker cases; most still believed, with Terry, that Gary 

Harker was the likeliest suspect for both. But clearly, he could have had nothing to do 

with this Steersby girl. 

‘Most likely, then, it’s a copycat,’ he concluded. ‘But no hood this time, so at least 

we’ll get a photofit. In the meantime,’ he said, staring straight at Churchill as he spoke, ‘I 

know the amount of dedicated police work that has gone into these investigations, and 

today we have our chief suspect up in court, thanks to the efforts of this team. But he’s 

only facing one charge. If Gary Harker is convicted this week - as we all hope and expect 

he will be - we need to go over the Clayton evidence especially with a fine-tooth comb. 



He’s still not ruled out of that. And if someone else attacked Whitaker then we need to 

find that person too. It’s our job to ensure that the women of York can sleep easy in their 

beds once again. Thank you. That’s all.’ 

As the meeting broke up Churchill approached Terry. ‘You’re still set on this Harker 

for the Hooded Rapist, then, Terence?’ 

Terry winced. Terence was his christian name but he hated anyone to use it. To him 

it sounded like some cheap gangster, not himself at all. Terry was uncertain if Churchill 

knew, or cared, much about the tragedy that had shattered his personal life; but he 

certainly did know which version of his name he preferred to be called by, because Terry 

had told him, several times. The man was persisting in this Terence business deliberately, 

to get under his skin. He decided to ignore it. 

‘I’ve known Gary a long time, sir. He’s moved from petty theft to assault, GBH and 

rape over a period of ten years. He has exactly the profile we’re looking for.’ 

‘Yes, but the DNA in the Whitaker case wasn’t his, was it, old son? So until we have 

positive evidence to the contrary, I suggest you assume that Harker didn’t murder 

Clayton or attack this schoolgirl either, and get out there looking for the man who did.’ 

He paused. ‘Any reason why Harker won’t be convicted?’ 

‘I don’t think so, no sir. I’m giving evidence against him tomorrow.’ 

‘Yes, well make sure you don’t cock that up, at least. He’s your one good catch so 

far. But there are more sharks than him - this Steersby case proves it. You’ve caught one, 

Terence - but we need two!’ 

With an odd supercilious smile on his face, Churchill held up two fingers to illustrate 

his point. Two fingers that looked, to Terry’s eyes, uncannily like the first V-sign from 

his new boss. 

For her second day on the witness stand, Sharon Gilbert appeared in a navy blue skirt and 

jacket over a white blouse. It conveyed exactly the right impression - sober, respectable, 

the sort of thing a business secretary might wear. She flicked back a curl of hair as Sarah 

began. 

‘Ms Gilbert, I believe Gary Harker lived with you for a year, didn’t he?’ 

‘About a year, yes.’ 

‘And during that time you slept in the same bed together, had regular sexual 

intercourse, and generally behaved as man and wife. Is that right?’ 

‘Yes. That’s right.’ Sharon nodded suspiciously, unable to disagree so far. 

‘You must have been very fond of him, then?’ 

‘Well ... yes, I was at first ...’ 

‘Were you in love with him?’ 

Sharon smiled contemptuously. ‘’Course not, no!’ 

‘Really? Not in love?’ Sarah glanced at the jury. ‘But you let him move into your 

house, slept with him every night. How did you feel about him, exactly?’ 

Sharon looked confused. ‘Well, I mean, I quite fancied him, like - he was a good lay, 

we had some laughs together.’ 

‘I see. He was good for sex and a laugh, but you didn’t love him.’ 

‘Love him? No.’ 

‘All right. But during that year you had the house to look after, and two children to 

bring up. Did Gary help you with that - contribute to the housekeeping, perhaps?’ 

‘Well, yes, ‘cause I made him. We wouldn’t have had money to eat, else.’ 



‘So he gave you money. Did he ever play with the children, take them places?’ 

‘Well, yeah, he did sometimes, what do you think?’ 

‘But they weren’t his children, were they? How did Gary get on with their father?’ 

‘With their fathers? Well, I dunno if he met them. I suppose he met Wayne’s dad 

once or twice, ‘cause he took him to football. But not Katie’s dad - he’s gone. I never see 

him.’ 

So far, so good, Sarah thought. She was treading a thin line, as the judge had warned 

in chambers. It was no longer an acceptable defence to cross-examine a rape victim about 

her sex life, in order to suggest that the woman was so immoral that she somehow asked 

for it; but it was quite legitimate to ask about her relationship with the accused. And if 

Sharon chose to reveal that her children had two different fathers, and that she shacked 

up with Gary for sex rather than love, then so much the better. At least it began to alter 

the impression of a perfect mother that Julian Lloyd-Davies had tried to create yesterday. 

‘All right, Ms Gilbert, I want to ask you a little more about your relationship. You 

say that Gary contributed to the housekeeping and sometimes played with the children, 

and that you liked him because he was a laugh and - a good lay, I think you said. When 

you made love with him, it was a good experience, was it?’ 

Sharon smiled, embarrassed. She seemed almost more embarrassed by this easy 

question than by the horrific details she had given yesterday about the rape; but then she 

had been prepared for those, psyched herself up to tell them. Now she hesitated. ‘Well ... 

yeah, it was okay.’ 

‘He was a good lover to you?’ 

‘Sometimes, yes. When he wasn’t drunk.’ 

‘All right. And during that year, did he ever force you to do anything - any sexual 

act, I mean - that you didn’t want to do?’ 

This was a risky question. The wrong answer would make things worse for her 

client. But there were benefits, too, if it went the way she hoped. 

Sharon hesitated. ‘Well ... he could be a bit rough, like ...’ 

Wrong answer. Quickly, Sarah minimised the damage. ‘What I mean is, did he ever 

treat you the way the intruder treated you on the night of the rape? Did he ever do 

anything like that?’ 

‘Oh, nothing like that. God, no.’ 

Right answer. The risk had paid off. ‘Did he ever tie you up in the way you 

described yesterday?’ 

‘No. No, he never done that.’ 

‘All right. So during that year, he regularly made love to you in a perfectly 

acceptable way, a way that you enjoyed, that gave you pleasure?’ 

‘Yeah ... I suppose.’ As Sharon hesitated, Sarah moved on quickly. 

‘Very well. Now, I want to ask about the events of the night of the rape, Ms Gilbert.’ 

Sarah paused, remembering the surprise change of direction she had planned. With 

luck, the jury would understand before Sharon did. 

‘When you first saw this hooded man on the stairs, you were frightened, weren’t 

you?’ 

‘What? Yeah, of course. I was terrified.’ 

‘But you didn’t think it was Gary at that point, did you?’ 

‘No ... not then. I just saw the hood and screamed.’ 



‘I understand. You were frightened because you suddenly saw a hooded man, a 

complete stranger, coming up your stairs. That’s what you’re saying, isn’t it?’ 

‘Yeah.’ Sharon nodded her head sarcastically, and stared at Sarah as though she were 

a simpleton. ‘That’s what I’m saying, yeah. You deaf or something?’ 

Sarah ignored this, and continued smoothly. ‘If you had thought the man on the 

stairs was Gary, would you have been less frightened?’ 

‘What?’  

Sarah repeated the question. Sharon thought about it. ‘Well, yes, I suppose a bit ...’ 

‘You would have been less frightened because Gary had never seriously hurt you or 

raped you before. Isn’t that right?’ 

Sharon looked confused. ‘Well, yeah, but I didn’t know it was Gary then, did I? I 

mean, he had a hood on!’ 

‘Yes, exactly. You were afraid because you had no idea who the hooded man was.’ 

Sarah paused again, to let the point sink in. ‘So when you began to think this man was 

Gary, you were less afraid, were you?’ 

‘What? Well, yeah... I dunno.’ 

‘Were you more or less afraid when you began to think the man was Gary?’ 

‘What’s it matter?’ Sharon was confused now. ‘I was scared because this man had 

bust into my house and was raping me! It didn’t matter if it were Gary or not - I was 

bloody terrified!’ 

‘You were afraid of rape, of course, I appreciate that. But did you think the man 

might kill you as well, or hurt your children? Were you frightened of that?’ 

‘Yes, I bloody well was! He had a knife, you know - he stuck it in me throat. I 

thought I were going to die, and he’d murder my kids an’ all!’ 

‘Yes, I understand. So what I’m trying to get at, Ms Gilbert, is that while all these 

terrible things were happening, your mind was quite naturally full of all sorts of fears and 

terrors because you had no idea what the man was going to do next or who he was or 

whether you and your children were going to be alive at the end of it all; is that right? 

You were completely terrified because all these dreadful thoughts were rushing through 

your mind.’ 

‘Of course I was terrified. Wouldn’t you be?’ 

‘I’m sure I would be, Ms Gilbert. So would any woman. If a masked man with a 

knife broke into my house, I’d be in a complete panic. Is that how you were?’ 

‘Yes, right. You got it at last.’ Sharon looked at Sarah pityingly. 

‘So if you were in a complete panic, with your mind full of all these natural terrors 

for yourself and your children, you weren’t in a very good condition to identify a man 

whose face was covered by a mask, were you?’ 

Sharon hesitated. Sarah hoped the jury had understood the question quicker than 

Sharon had, and were wondering why she didn’t answer. 

‘Ms Gilbert?’ 

‘I know it were him,’ she insisted finally. ‘I told you - I recognised his laugh, and ...’ 

‘And his penis, I believe you said, Ms Gilbert,’ Sarah broke in smoothly. ‘We’ll 

come to that in a minute.’ She was tempted to say that’s all you saw in Gary anyway, 

wasn’t it - a laugh and a good lay; but censored the idea instantly. 

‘He said ‘Wayne’ too!’ Sharon almost shouted. ‘He said ‘Get off me, Wayne’!’ 



‘So you say, Ms Gilbert. But before that ...’ Sarah pretended to consult her notes, 

though she knew the phrase by heart. ‘... you said yesterday I told him to get out and run 

but he’s a little hero, that son of mine. Do you remember saying that?’ 

‘Yes, ’course I do! He is a hero, too, my Wayne is!’ 

Sarah smiled. ‘I agree with you, Ms Gilbert. You must be proud to have a son like 

that. But what were your exact words to him? Do you remember? Something like ‘Get 

out, Wayne, call the police!’, perhaps? ‘Keep away, Wayne - you’ll get hurt!’ Something 

like that? 

‘Something like that, yes.’ 

‘So you did say ‘Wayne’?’ 

‘Maybe. I can’t remember.’ 

‘Well, it would be natural to use the child’s name, wouldn’t it? And if you did, it’s 

likely the man heard you use it, isn’t it?’ 

‘I dunno. He might have. So what?’ 

‘Well, if he did hear you use Wayne’s name, that may be why he used it himself, you 

see, Ms Gilbert.’ Sarah smiled sweetly. ‘That’s common sense. It hardly proves that the 

man was Gary, does it?’ 

‘Well I think it does!’ Sharon glared angrily. ‘Anyhow, Wayne recognised him too!’ 

‘After you had talked to him, Ms Gilbert, yes.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘You did talk to Wayne afterwards, didn’t you? Before the police came?’ 

‘’Course I did. Poor little sod, he was shitting himself.’ 

‘Yes, I understand. He’s a very brave little boy. How old is he - seven? He saw his 

mother attacked and tried to defend her. He’s a little hero; any mother would be proud of 

him. So naturally you picked him up to comfort him, and told him it was Gary, and the 

police were going to arrest him, didn’t you?’ 

‘Yeah, well - what of it?’ 

Sarah heard the slight sigh from Julian Lloyd-Davies beside her, and stifled the urge 

to grin. She was beginning to make progress. The key thing now was to make her point 

crystal clear to the jury, without looking too triumphant about it. ‘It’s a perfectly natural 

way for a mother to behave, Ms Gilbert. I’m sure everybody understands that and 

sympathises. But it does mean, you see, that Wayne almost certainly got his idea about 

the man being Gary from you. He didn’t think of it for himself. He’s only a child - he 

thought it was Gary because you told him it was.’ 

‘That’s not true. He recognised him!’ 

Sarah shook her head. The jury had got the point; she didn’t need to labour it. 

‘So we are left with Gary’s voice, aren’t we? Tell me, Ms Gilbert, this hood the man 

was wearing - did it cover all of his face?’ 

‘Yes. All but his eyes.’ 

‘It covered his nose and mouth too, did it?’ 

‘Yeah. I think it did.’ 

A little imp in Sarah’s mind began to laugh. That was more than she had hoped for. 

‘So his voice must have sounded rather muffled, mustn’t it? If he spoke through a 

woollen mask?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose so.’ 



‘Tell me, Ms Gilbert, how often have you heard Gary talk through a thick layer of 

wool?’ 

‘What? That’s not the point. I knew it was him, I tell you!’ 

‘You knew it was him because you think you recognised his voice through a thick 

woollen hood, when you’ve already admitted you were in a complete panic which made 

you so terrified you hardly knew what was happening? That’s not possible, Ms Gilbert. I 

don’t think anyone could make a proper identification in a situation like that.’ 

‘It was him, I tell you. I recognised his voice!’ 

‘That’s for the jury to decide.’ A vital skill, Sarah had learned from a QC in her first 

year, was how to wrong-foot a witness by stepping out of an argument just at the right 

moment. Never be drawn into a slanging match, he said. Always keep the initiative, and 

remember the impression you’re making on the jury. She glanced at the clock, and saw 

there were about ten minutes to go before lunch. But Sharon hadn’t finished. 

‘Look, I recognised the bastard, and that’s it! Why would I say it was him if it 

wasn’t, eh? You tell me that!’ 

Sarah nodded calmly: ‘Well, in fact that is exactly the point I intend to come on to 

next, Ms Gilbert. But ...’ She glanced at the clock, and then at the judge. ‘ ... I anticipate 

it may take some time, and as it is now twelve thirty, I wonder if your Lordship might 

think ...’ 

Judge Gray nodded, and pushed back his heavy chair. ‘Yes, very well, Mrs Newby. 

We will adjourn until half past one.’ 

As the usher called out ‘all stand’ and the judge withdrew through the panelled door 

behind his throne, Sarah studied the jury, wondering how her morning’s performance had 

gone down with them. They certainly looked lively, and several eager discussions had 

already begun. So far so good, then - the more they began to question the evidence, the 

better. Then her gaze travelled up to the public gallery, where students, relatives, and 

idlers were beginning to climb back over the wooden benches to the door at the top. 

But to her surprise, one young man was not moving. He leant over the rail at the 

front of the gallery, watching the unravelling scene below. His eyes fixed on hers as soon 

as she saw him, and she recognised her son, Simon. 



Chapter Six 

SHE MET him in the entrance hall, amid the throng of witnesses, security men and the 

general public. Sarah ran up to Simon quickly, her papers still under her arm. 

‘Simon! Whatever brings you here?’ 

Simon shrugged. ‘Day off. Thought I’d see what you actually do.’ 

‘Well! What a wonderful surprise!’ 

Sarah looked up at her son in delight. He was six inches taller than her, with a 

handsome, broad-nosed face and a shadow of stubble on his chin. His reddish-gold hair 

was cut brutally short and he had the ring in his left ear that she hated. But he looked fit 

and relaxed, in jeans and a sleeveless shirt that showed off the muscles of his upper arms. 

He had always been a natural athlete, much fitter than Bob had ever been. 

Simon touched her wig. ‘You look daft in that.’ 

‘I’ll take it off then. Wait there - have you got time for lunch?’ 

‘Maybe.’ He looked around apprehensively. ‘Don’t you eat here?’ 

‘No. We’ll buy a sandwich - sit by the river.’ 

‘OK then.’ 

She ran up the wide staircase to leave her gown, wig and papers in the robing room. 

She glanced hurriedly at the questions she planned to ask later, but there was nothing she 

needed to change. Anyway Simon was here, that was what mattered - her son whom she 

hadn’t seen for weeks!  

As she came down she was surprised to see Simon talking to a witness, Graham 

Dewar. As she approached they moved apart. She took Simon’s arm and went out into 

the sunshine.  

‘Do you know that man?’ 

‘Yeah, a bit. Met him on a building site.’ 

‘He’s a friend of Gary’s, you know. Witness for the defence.’ 

‘Yeah?’ Simon’s uninterested response forced Sarah to suppress a slight jolt of 

irritation. It was a mannerism which had provoked many quarrels between them over the 

years. But she had no intention of nagging him today. 

‘What do you fancy? Sandwich? Pizza hut? Burger?’ 

‘A sandwich’ll do fine. I thought all you barristers ate posh. You know - fine linen, 

champagne, pass the port?’ 

‘Not my style. Anyway, you know what wine does to me, Simon - do you want to 

see me weaving into court all tipsy with my notes upside down?’ 

‘That’ll be the day. They’ll not catch you with your buttons undone, no way.’ 

‘I should hope not.’ 

They bought sandwiches, fruit and mineral water in Marks and Spencers. All the 

benches in the park by the river were occupied by tourists or shoppers, so they sat with 



their feet dangling over the quay, watching the river buses and rowing boats pass on the 

water. 

‘So how come you’ve got a day off?’ she asked. 

‘I just took it. Most o’t labourin’s finished, any road. It’s nowt but tidyin’ up today, 

so I mitched it.’ 

Sarah sighed. Everything about the answer depressed her. It was bad enough to have 

a son whose ambitions extended no further than labouring on building sites, but it seemed 

Simon couldn’t even manage that without skiving. And then he had to use this 

exaggerated broad accent, to emphasise how he was moving in exactly the opposite 

social direction from her.  

But I won’t nag, she told herself. It does no good - that’s how we lost him before. 

‘How’s Jasmine?’ 

Jasmine was Simon’s girlfriend, a startlingly beautiful young woman who he had 

lived with for the past ten months. Sarah had hated her at first, partly because she seemed 

to have no more ambition than Simon, but also in the way that all mothers find it hard to 

relate to the girl their son has chosen to replace them. But as time passed and she seemed 

to make him happy, Sarah had begun to resign herself to the situation and search for good 

qualities in the girl that she hadn’t noticed before. So his answer distressed her further. 

‘She’s gone.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Left me - weeks ago. Ran off with a bloody male nurse from the hospital. Namby-

pamby little wuss who loves trees.’ 

‘Oh Simon, no!’ She touched his arm but he shrugged her off.  

‘Oh Simon, yes. You’re too messy, Simon, your home’s a tip. I’m off to get meself a 

life.’ 

‘She said that?’ 

‘Summat like it, yeah.’ He slung the crust of his sandwich to a seagull on the water. 

‘Course there was mess, I’d been painting. And putting up shelves.’ 

‘You, Simon, decorating?’ The squalor of Simon’s house was legendary in their 

family. 

‘Yeah. I thought that’s what she wanted. What all women want, in’t it - a nice 

home?’ He looked at her sideways, as though this might be the answer he had come for. 

What is it women want, mum? How can I get Jasmine back? Of course he would never 

ask these questions so explicitly but that was what he wanted, she felt sure. 

Sarah felt touched, flattered, and afraid. Touched and flattered that he should come 

to her, afraid that she had no idea of the answers. How could she know, who paid so little 

attention to her own home and marriage, these days? It was, she knew, somehow 

unsatisfactory despite all the efforts she and Bob had made over the years. Years in 

which Bob had put up shelves and units and wallpaper in every house they had had. And 

now Simon had for once tried to copy his stepfather, and Jasmine - his one spectacular 

achievement - had walked out on him. I could weep, she thought. 

‘When did she go?’ 

‘Six weeks ago. I know where he lives. He takes her to them bloody protesters at 

fashion centre. Clowns - diggin’ holes and climbin’ trees.’ 

Like everyone, Sarah knew of the environmental protest at the designer centre. 

Emily might have supported it, but Simon hated things like that. 



‘So Jasmine’s involved with the protest too?’ 

‘Probably. I saw her there once.’ 

‘Oh Simon.’ She touched his hand gently. ‘Is there no chance she’ll come back?’ 

‘Only when she fancies a bit of ... you know. Then she comes back for an afternoon. 

But it’s not the same, is it?’ He flung the mineral water bottle viciously into the river, 

missing a duck by inches. She kept her hand on his but he wouldn’t look at her. 

‘You still see her then?’ Sarah could easily believe it. She had always suspected 

Jasmine of using her son for her own purposes, as an amusing sexual accessory. ‘Well, 

couldn’t you ... I don’t know, discuss it with her when you meet? I thought you got on so 

well!’ 

The answer, when it came, was surprisingly loud and strong, a gale of sound that 

turned heads nearby. ‘Don’t you think I’ve tried that, mum? She just laughs at me. I’ve 

even followed her back to his house, to tell that little bastard to leave her alone. But it’s 

no good, is it? She wants it all her own way, the bitch!’ 

The strength of his emotion frightened her. If he showed this much anger towards 

Jasmine, she thought, the girl might be afraid to come back.  

‘I ... I don’t think that’s quite the way, Simon,’ she began hesitantly. ‘I mean ...’ 

‘Oh forget it,’ he said suddenly. ‘There’s nowt you can do, I never thought there 

were!’ 

But he had, she thought. He’d hoped. ‘Perhaps if you tell me about it, the things you 

quarrelled about ...  

‘No, there’s no point.’ He recovered himself, patted her hand. ‘We didn’t really 

quarrel, mum, we just ... fell out, you know. It’s happened before and it’ll happen again. 

I’ll just have to live with it.’  

Only I can’t, his body language said. He clenched his fists on his thighs, and slowly 

pressed them together until his arms tensed with the strain. It looked like an unconscious 

expression of all the violence and tension in his emotions. Then, suddenly, he relaxed. 

‘Anyhow, what about you? You’re not going to get this sod Harker off, are you?’ 

‘I’m doing my best, Simon. You know me.’ 

‘Yeah. Leave no stone unturned. But what d’you reckon to him, eh? Hardly your 

sort.’ 

Sarah smiled ironically. ‘Criminals aren’t my sort, Simon, you know that. My job’s 

to defend them, not admire them.’ 

‘He’s a criminal all right. Nasty violent thug.’ 

‘He … how do you know that?’ An unpleasant sensation of shock squirmed in her 

stomach. Just those two sentences of Sharon in court yesterday about Gary’s criminal 

record, and here was her son parroting them back to her. It must be from last night’s 

Evening Press, which she hadn’t bothered to read. 

‘Everyone knows who’s met him,’ said Simon. ‘I’ve seen him on building sites.’ 

‘You’ve met Gary Harker?’ 

‘Yeah. Ugly bastard, isn’t he? Thinks he’s hard but he’s scum really.’ 

And they probably say the same about you, she thought bitterly. You, my son, 

working with Gary Harker. She shook her head, trying to take it all in. ‘So you didn’t 

come just to see me? You came to see him!’ 

‘Both of you,’ Simon said. ‘I saw it in’t paper and thought, I’ve got a family interest 

here. I’ll go along and see what’s what.’ 



‘I see.’ Sarah sighed. ‘So what do you think, now you’ve seen it?’ 

‘I think you’re giving that woman a hard time. Does she deserve it, really?’ 

‘I have to, Simon, it’s part of the game. She says Gary raped her, he says he wasn’t 

there. I have to test the evidence - you know that.’ 

‘Yes, mum, but what do you really think? Did he do it, or not?’ 

‘I don’t know, Simon. It’s not my job to know.’ It was an old argument, but the rest 

of her family had never really accepted it. Like that detective, Terry Bateson, yesterday. 

‘Oh, come on, mum - you must have an opinion! Hasn’t he told you?’ 

‘Yes. He’s told me he didn’t do it and I have to respect that. Isn’t that what you’d 

want, if I was defending you?’ 

‘Yeah, but I mean, Gary Harker! He’s a right hard case. And all that stuff with the 

knife and the mask and the little kid - if he did all that he should have his balls cut off!’ 

‘If he did it, Simon, yes,’ said Sarah sarcastically. ‘And if he didn’t? What then?’ 

‘He’s still a pillock. I’ve met him - remember?’ 

‘So have I. I’ll remember your views when I have to defend you. In the meantime ...’ 

She stood up, looking for a litter bin for the sandwich wrappers. ‘... even pillocks need 

defending, so I’d better get back. Coming?’ 

‘Maybe, for a bit. Nowt else to do.’ 

Once again his answer irritated and pleased her at the same time. As they walked 

back, two young female backpackers, sunbathing in bra and shorts and heavy boots, 

glanced at Simon appreciatively, and for a moment Sarah saw him through their eyes and 

thought how attractive he was, this tall muscular young man who was her son. If only she 

could be more proud of him; but there was always this awkwardness between them. 

Impulsively, as they approached the court, they turned to each other and both began to 

speak at once. 

‘Simon, would you like me to come round to your house after ...’ 

‘How’s Emily?’ 

Recovering, Sarah spoke first. ‘Emily’s fine. Worried about her GCSEs though. I 

went to a concert of hers last night.’ She paused. ‘Would you like ...?’ 

‘My place is a bit of a tip at the moment ...’ 

‘I don’t mind. I could help you to clear it up.’ 

‘Not your scene really is it, mum? You’ve got books to read, pillocks to defend. I’ll 

see you around.’ 

She sighed. ‘All right then. Any time, Simon, really. Just drop round.’ 

‘Yes.’ Living near each other in the same city, separated by emotion rather than 

distance, they had never really solved the issue of whether to kiss or embrace at parting. 

Other people seemed to manage it well but they were not a family who touched much. So 

now she just gave him her hand. ‘See you then.’ 

‘I’m coming to watch, remember?’ Trying to make amends, he drew her to him 

briefly and kissed the top of her head as though she were a child. Then, going up the 

steps past Julian Lloyd-Davies who stood watching with his junior, Simon said loudly: 

‘I’ll be in’t gallery then, mum. Ready to gob on’t pillock’s head if he interrupts again!’ 



Chapter Seven 

WHEN SARAH entered court everyone else apart from the judge was already in their 

places. Hurriedly, she poured herself a glass of water, and scanned the questions on her 

pad. 

‘All stand!’ the clerk called, and everyone rose. Judge Gray entered, bowed, and sat 

down. Everyone except Sarah resumed their seats. Despite her hurried entry she felt quite 

calm, clear in her mind about what she had to do. 

‘Now, Ms Gilbert, you say you met Mr Harker at a party at the Royal Station Hotel 

on Saturday 14th October. What time did you arrive?’ 

‘About eight, eight thirty, I suppose.’ 

‘And you left just before midnight, you said?’ 

‘Yes. I had to get home because of the kids.’ 

‘Yes. Your little girl was ill, I think you said. So you stayed at this party for what? 

Three hours? Four?’ Sarah glanced at the jury, hoping they would take the point about 

Sharon’s standard of child care. 

‘About that, yeah.’ 

‘I see. And while you were there, what did you drink?’ 

‘Vodka and lime. That’s what I usually have.’ 

‘That’s the only thing you drink, is it?’ 

‘Usually, yes. Sometimes a glass of wine or a gin.’ 

‘All right. So you went to this party to enjoy yourself, and you were there for three 

or four hours. Think back, Ms Gilbert. So how many vodka and limes did you have in the 

course of the evening? One? Three? Five? Ten?’  

Up to this point Sarah had met Sharon’s eyes as she questioned her, but now she 

looked away, at a point on the wall about a yard to Sharon’s right and above her head. It 

was a technique she had learned from other barristers - at crucial points look away, break 

eye contact. It keeps your mind clear to focus on the most precise, awkward questions 

while at the same time leaving the witness floundering, unable to enlist your sympathy 

with body language. It’s a sort of calculated insult, too - it shows the jury you’re in 

charge, that you’re listening to the answers but don’t necessarily trust the person who is 

giving them. 

‘About ... four, five perhaps.’ 

‘All right. Four or five vodkas with lime. What about gin? You drink that 

sometimes.’ 

‘Yeah, Gary bought me one. Trying to make up to me, I guess.’ 

‘All right. So you had four or five vodkas, and a gin. A double gin, was it?’ 

‘Yes.’ 



‘All right. So it was a good party and you had quite a lot to drink.’ Sarah looked 

pointedly at the jury. ‘Nothing wrong with that, but it all adds up to ... what? Maybe eight 

units of alcohol altogether. And for the sake of comparison, an average woman exceeds 

the drink drive limit after three or four units, so you were well over that. Were you drunk, 

Ms Gilbert?’ 

‘Drunk? No. A bit merry, perhaps.’ Sharon was looking flushed now, annoyed. ‘I’m 

never drunk. I can’t be, can I, with the kids?’ 

‘Never drunk. So you feel you were in a perfectly fit state to look after your children, 

one of whom was ill. Is that right?’ 

‘Yes, of course I was! All I had to do was give them a bit of a cuddle and put ‘em to 

bed! Anyway, so what? I’m not here because of my kids, I’m here because that man 

raped me!’ 

‘Well, that’s exactly the point I’m coming to, Ms Gilbert. You see, we’ve already 

established that it would be very difficult for you to positively identify a man who broke 

into your house with a hood over his face, when you were naturally very frightened - 

terrified - and the man only spoke a few words through his hood. Now when I asked you 

about that this morning, I imagine the jury assumed you were sober; but you weren’t, 

were you? You were not only terrified out of your wits - as you had every right to be - 

you were drunk!’ 

‘No I bloody well wasn’t! I just had a few drinks at a party. What’s wrong with 

that?’ 

Sarah faced the jury, hoping to appeal to their common sense. She studied them 

carefully - a frowning middle-class woman in her fifties, a young man in a suit, a vacant 

young woman in a fluffy pink cardigan, a heavy-set man in a leather jacket, resting his 

chin in his hand.  

‘You had consumed eight units of alcohol, Ms Gilbert. Do you know why people are 

prohibited from driving with that amount in their blood? It’s because their ability to react 

correctly, and perceive accurately what is going on around them, is seriously impaired. 

But you had drunk twice the permitted driving level, Ms Gilbert! Twice as much! It’s a 

simple medical fact - everything was a blur to you that night, wasn’t it?’ 

‘No!’ 

‘Yes, Ms Gilbert.’ To her delight Sarah saw the man in the leather jacket and the 

middle-aged woman nod in agreement. ‘Let me put it simply. It’s hard enough for anyone 

to identify a man with a hood over his face when they’re sober, but you weren’t sober, 

you were drunk. So you were in no state whatsoever to identify a man whose face you 

never even saw!’ 

‘Yes I bloody well was! It was him - Gary Harker! He broke in and raped me, damn 

you - how would you like it!’ 

I wouldn’t like it at all, Sarah thought. I’d be scared witless and it might ruin my life 

for ever. She noticed accusing frowns from two jury women who were probably thinking 

the same. Be careful, she thought. This is a battle for the jury’s sympathy as well as to 

establish the facts. She kept her voice calm and reasonable.  

‘Please understand me, Ms Gilbert. I’m not suggesting for a second that you weren’t 

raped. What I am suggesting is that you were far too drunk to be sure that the man who 

raped you was Gary Harker. It could have been somebody else, you see, not Gary at all!’ 

‘No. It was Gary,’ Sharon insisted stubbornly. 



‘All right then.’ Sarah sighed, and began a new tack. ‘Let’s go back to the party at 

the hotel where you met Gary earlier. What sort of things did you talk about?’ 

‘This and that. Where he was living, jobs he’d had. Whether he’d been in jail again.’ 

Sharon brought this last remark out with vindictive spite, no doubt remembering the 

effect her reference to Gary’s record had had yesterday. 

It was a good hit, but Sarah moved quickly on. ‘He asked about his watch, didn’t 

he?’ 

‘Yeah. He said he knew where I kept it, it was in my bottom drawer with all my 

rings and things, and if I didn’t give it back he was going to get it himself.’ 

‘All right, Ms Gilbert. Now I want you to think carefully.’ Sarah thought carefully 

herself. The next point had to be built up step by step if it was to work. For the next few 

questions Sarah carefully established that the hotel had been crowded, and yes, Sharon 

and Gary had argued quite loudly enough about the watch for other people to overhear 

them talking about the watch and where it was kept. And after all, she had had this watch 

for six months, a man’s watch, not one she would wear herself. Had she shown it to a few 

friends, perhaps, men who might be interested in buying it? Sharon shrugged, not seeing 

the relevance.  

‘I may have shown it to a few people, perhaps. So what?’ 

Sarah smiled inwardly. ‘The point I am putting to you, Ms Gilbert, is that plenty of 

people other than Gary must have known that you kept that watch in your bottom drawer. 

So even if the rapist did go straight to your bottom drawer, that doesn’t prove it was 

Gary, does it?’ 

‘Yes it bloody well does!’ Sharon saw the point now, and was angry. ‘He knew it 

was there and he took it, and anyway I recognised him by his voice, and the fact that he 

knew Wayne’s name, and ...’ 

‘...and his penis, Ms Gilbert. Yes, we heard about that this morning. But we have 

also just established that you were terrified out of your wits and drunk at the time. Are 

you quite sure that you’re telling the truth about this watch? It was there in your bottom 

drawer, wasn’t it? And the rapist definitely took it?’ 

‘Yes. I told you. How many times?’ 

‘All right. So how do you account for the fact that when the police arrested Gary 

next morning, they didn’t find the watch. He hadn’t got it. Surely if he was so fond of 

this watch he would have put it on his wrist, wouldn’t he? That would be the natural 

thing to do.’ 

‘He must have hidden it. Like the rings and the hood that might incriminate him.’ 

‘Yes, the balaclava hood.’ Sarah shook her head slowly. ‘The police didn’t find that 

in Gary’s flat either, did they? Well, you may be right, Ms Gilbert, he may have planned 

things carefully and hidden the watch and the hood and the rings before going home. But 

isn’t it equally possible - much more likely, in fact - that the reason the police didn’t find 

these things in Gary’s flat is because he didn’t rape you? You made a mistake, and 

identified Gary when it was someone else!’ 

‘No! It was him. I told you!’ 

‘Was it?’ Sarah paused, and as she did so she was suddenly aware of herself from 

outside, as though she were looking down from the gallery on this woman in a wig and 

gown, the focus of attention of everyone in the courtroom. It was a weird sensation, 

lasting only a second, but she delighted in it. This was exactly where she had wanted to 



get to in her cross-examination and she had done so without mishap. She felt like an 

actress on centre stage who is about to launch into her main soliloquy. Her voice was 

clear, resonant, persuasive. 

‘You see, Ms Gilbert, you had two big shocks that night, didn’t you? The second one 

was the rape, which was a terrifying, awful thing; but the first one came earlier, when 

you met Gary Harker in the hotel. Gary, the man who’d betrayed you. It wasn’t a 

particularly nice surprise meeting him again, was it? You felt bitter towards him because 

of the way you’d broken up. Then you had an argument about this watch. You were 

angry with him, weren’t you?’ 

‘Angry? I was sick of him. Still am!’  

‘Yes.’ The more shrill and angry Sharon’s voice became, the more Sarah tried to 

keep her own calm, reasonable, understanding. ‘So there you are, going out for a nice 

evening, when Gary turns up. You have a quarrel and it spoils your evening. You’re 

angry - sick of him, as you say. And you’ve had a lot to drink, too, we’ve established 

that. So on the way home, these feelings of anger towards Gary are still there in your 

mind; you can’t get rid of them. He’s nothing but trouble, you think - the last thing you 

want is to see him again. He spoils everything. It’s perfectly natural to think that, of 

course - nothing wrong with it. But then, in the middle of this, a masked man, a stranger, 

breaks into your house and rapes you. You’re confused, drunk, and terrified. So when 

he’s gone and the police start asking you questions, you put the two things together in 

your mind and think ‘that man must have been Gary.’ 

‘It was Gary! I recognised him!’ 

‘What I’m putting to you, Ms Gilbert, is that in your drunken, terrified state you 

imagined it was him, when in fact you didn’t recognise him at all, did you?’ 

‘I did! I told you! It was Gary - I know it was!’ 

‘But you have no real proof, Ms Gilbert, do you? You’re just imagining these things 

about recognising his voice and his penis because you’re angry with Gary and you want 

to get your own back on him, but the truth is that you don’t really know who raped you, 

do you? That’s the terrible truth. You were raped by a man who you simply didn’t 

recognise at all!’ 

‘No ... no ... I don’t know. I’ve told you it was Gary. It had to be.’ 

‘You don’t know. Exactly; you say it yourself. It’s much more terrifying to be raped 

by a complete stranger but that’s the real truth of the matter, isn’t it? You don’t know. 

You really don’t know who the man was, do you?’ 

Sarah had expected another instant denial but to her surprise there was a pause. 

Sharon looked down, fiddling distractedly with a ring. Every second the pause went on 

Sarah felt a rising thrill, a rush of adrenalin along her bloodstream as she thought I’ve 

done it! I’ve got her! In reality the pause only lasted perhaps fifteen seconds but it 

seemed to go on forever. Everyone in court watched Sharon intently, fascinated, waiting. 

When Sharon finally raised her head there were tears in her eyes but she made no 

attempt to wipe them away. She looked directly past Sarah at the man in the dock, and 

when she spoke her voice was hoarse, quieter than before, almost a whisper. 

‘It was Gary Harker who raped me.’ 

And so she had not broken. Sarah stood for a moment, irresolute, wondering what to 

do next. Part of her wanted to go on, to worry the woman like a bitch who has wounded 

her prey but not killed it, but she doubted now if this woman would ever surrender. 



Anyway she had no new questions and if she simply repeated the old ones the judge 

would stop her for bullying the witness. She remembered a point from her training - if 

you can’t break your witness, stop when the doubt is uppermost in the jury’s mind. She 

had reached that moment now. 

‘That’s all I have to ask.’ She folded her gown about her and sat down. 

‘Thank you, Ms Gilbert,’ the judge said courteously. ‘You may stand down now.’ 

As the usher guided Sharon out Sarah watched the jury, trying to gauge their 

reaction. The middle-aged lady looked disapproving, the girl in the pink fluffy pullover 

vacant, the man in the leather jacket sympathetic, as though he would like to get up and 

wrap Sharon in his arms. No joy there, then. But a grey haired man in tweeds, whom 

Sarah had not noticed before, shook his head sadly as Sharon went out, and a younger 

man was scribbling intently on his note pad.  

That must have put some doubt in their minds, Sarah thought, her hands trembling 

with suppressed excitement. I did the best I could; I couldn’t have done better. 

She looked over her shoulder at Lucy, who smiled encouragement. Then she looked 

up, to see what Simon had made of her performance. At least he must see she wasn’t a 

complete dud at this job she had spent so long training for. Perhaps they could talk about 

it afterwards. 

But to her surprise and intense disappointment, Simon was no longer there. 



Chapter Eight 

SARAH AWOKE at six as usual, and lay for a while thinking. In these first moments 

after waking her mind was always clear, and she could often solve problems that had 

been obscure the day before. It was as though a team of civil servants in her subconscious 

had been working all night, to present her with the main issues of the day neatly typed 

and sorted for her consideration. 

Bob, still dozing beside her, was the exact opposite. He wouldn’t surface for half an 

hour, and then only with groans and sighs. She had often tried to discuss things with him 

at this time, but it was hopeless - he was scarcely human until she was already showered, 

dressed, and ready for work. It was a daily irritation in their marriage. 

But family matters were not uppermost in her mind this morning; they seldom were. 

Today she might have to cross-examine Sharon Gilbert’s little boy by video link. It 

would not be easy. Then there were the forensic scientist and DI Terry Bateson, both 

tough nuts too. She replayed the questions she had planned in her mind as the dawn light 

filled the room.  

She sat at her dressing table by the window, looking out. This was the time of day 

she liked this house best. There were dew-covered spider’s webs on the long grass in the 

meadow. She saw a heron float on its wide, creaky wings down to the river bank, where 

it folded its wings and stood, silent and intent, among the reeds on the further shore. 

There had been nothing like this in Leeds - it belonged in a nature film on the telly, not in 

real life where you could actually walk about in it if you wanted. Occasionally Sarah did 

that - put on a coat and wellington boots and trudged along the river bank; but she felt out 

of place in it then. It was too cold or damp or muddy; there were insects that bit her; it 

was eerily quiet and hostile.  

It was better looking at it through the window. After all the fact of having a detached 

house with a view like this proved she and Bob had made it; they were a success at last. 

So she sat for a while longer, as other people did Tai Chi or meditation, and told herself 

she enjoyed it. Then she crossed the room to have a shower, tickling Bob’s toes wickedly 

under the end of the duvet just before the alarm went off. 

She was putting on her face before the mirror when Bob came back with a cup of 

tea, his hair still tousled from sleep. He slumped down on the bed and, to her 

astonishment, spoke. 

‘Can you talk to Emily before you go?’ 

She turned to stare at him. ‘What about?’ 

‘Her exams. I was up with her for an hour last night. She thinks she’s going to fail.’ 

‘Of course she’s not going to fail.’ Sarah turned back to the mirror to finish her eye-

shadow. ‘She’s a clever girl, she’s done the work. She’ll be fine.’ 

‘She doesn’t think so. The poor kid’s in a dreadful state.’ 



‘So what do you want me to do?’ 

‘Talk to her, that’s all. Show some sympathy. You’ve passed enough exams, you 

know what it’s like.’ 

‘All right.’ Sarah glanced at her watch. ‘But I’ve got to go in twenty minutes. Is she 

up?’ 

‘Probably not.’ Bob sighed, and took a life-saving draught of tea. ‘You don’t have to 

be first person in every day, surely? Have a heart, Sarah.’ 

‘It’s a brain she needs, not a heart.’ Sarah walked quickly across to her daughter’s 

bedroom. ‘Emily, are you up? I want a word.’ 

‘What? Oh, mum, no.’ Emily was still in bed. She opened one eye, saw who it was, 

and buried her face in the pillow. 

Sarah softened a little. She sat on the edge of the bed and touched her daughter’s 

shoulder. The shoulder shrank away. ‘Emily, wake up. I just want to talk to you for a bit. 

Dad says you’re worried about your exams.’ 

A mumble that might have been ‘so I am’ came from deep in the pillow. 

‘Don’t you want to talk about it?’ 

‘No, not now - I’m asleep.’ 

Sarah sighed. ‘You’ve got to get up anyway to go to school.’ 

‘No, I haven’t. Not going today.’ 

‘Don’t be silly, of course you’re going. You’re not ill, are you?’ 

‘No. I’m revising at home.’ 

‘But you can’t just skip school when you feel like it.’ 

‘’Course I can. Everyone’s doing it. The lessons are finished now - all we do at 

school is revise or sit around and talk. I can work better here.’  

Emily hunched up to a half-sitting position facing her mother. Her face was puffy 

from sleep, but there were no signs of tears. Sarah felt her forehead. ‘You’re not feverish, 

are you?’ 

‘No, mother! For God’s sake, I’m just staying home to revise! It’s only six days to 

German, you know!’ 

‘All right.’ Sarah looked around the room. There were books and papers spread on 

the desk, clothes scattered all over the floor. ‘Have you got all your books here?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Well, you can at least pick up these clothes if you’re going to be here all day.’ She 

regretted the words as soon as she’d said them; predictably, they brought tears to Emily’s 

eyes. 

‘I haven’t got time for that - don’t you understand? I’ve got all this work and almost 

no time left to do it and you go on about stupid things like clothes! It’s just like that silly 

concert - why did I have to waste time practising when I could have been revising 

instead? I don’t know any German and I’ve got an exam in six days and I’m going to fail, 

I know I am!’ 

She was crying, and turned her face towards the wall. Sarah groaned inwardly, and 

surreptitiously checked her watch. She really would have to go soon, to get ready for 

court. Clumsily, she tried to embrace her daughter, but Emily shoved her away.  

‘Don’t! Leave me alone!’ 

Frustrated, Sarah tried to speak sensibly. ‘Look, you did all right in the German 

mock, didn’t you? You got an A ...’ 



‘A B! And I only just got that!’ 

‘All right, a B then. But that’s not too bad ...’ 

‘You never got Bs, did you? You never got a B in anything!’ 

‘Well, maybe I didn’t, but ... I thought I was going to get Bs lots of times, so I did a 

bit more work and got an A. That’s what you should do, darling. If you sit here and work 

hard ...’ 

‘It’s not just German, you know! There’s nine other subjects!’ 

‘I know. But they don’t all happen on the same day, do they? What you should do is 

set out a plan, a revision timetable, and then ...’ 

‘What do you think I’m doing?’ Furiously, Emily leapt out of bed, scrabbled in the 

mess of papers on her desk, and waved a coloured chart under Sarah’s nose. ‘See - look 

at that! That’s what I’m doing! Supposed to be doing, anyway. That’s what my life is 

now!’ 

‘Good, well, stick to it then. I do know, Emily, I have done a few exams myself. Do 

the work, and you’ll be OK.’ 

‘Yes, but you’re different,’ said Emily, shaking her tousled hair and glaring at her 

mother bitterly. ‘You’re just superwoman, you can do anything, no one else is like you. I 

don’t even want to be like you, why should I? I’ll fail and be like Simon - he’s happy!’ 

A cold panic flooded through Sarah. Simon wasn’t happy, she didn’t believe it. The 

worst pain of her adult life had been when Simon dropped out of school to become a 

labourer. It had been a rejection of everything she and Bob had wanted for him. At least 

Emily had always been diligent, conscientious, found schoolwork easy. And now, at the 

first big hurdle, to talk of dropping out ...  

‘Don’t be stupid, Emily! Of course you’ll pass. Just stick at it for another few days, 

and you’ll do well. I promise!’ 

‘I can’t, mum! I don’t want to anyway!’ 

Sarah didn’t know how to deal with this. Nor did she have time. If she carried on 

talking now it was just going to blossom into a big discussion which would lead nowhere 

and make her late. She got up from the bed. ‘Of course you can, Emily, and of course you 

want to. Do your German revision this morning, and I’ll give you a ring at lunchtime, 

OK?’ 

‘If you must.’ Emily slumped dejectedly back on her bed as if she might go to sleep. 

‘I will.’ Sarah smiled brightly, opened the door, and went out. 

The conversation irritated her, filling her mind as she rode into town. Probably she 

should have been more sympathetic, but ... it was irritation rather than sympathy that 

inflamed her mind. Why did the girl make so much fuss! After all, at her age, Sarah told 

herself, I had a baby, I had been slung out of school, I was a social pariah in a cold 

smelly house with damp walls and rotten plastic furniture but I didn’t cry, did I? Not until 

Kevin left, anyway - I just got on with it.  

So why can’t Emily do that? All that panic and emotion - it just gets in the way. 

Bob’s too soft with her; she’s got to stand on her own two feet. I’ll ring at lunchtime like 

I said but I’ll keep the talk light; she’ll manage best if no one takes the fuss too seriously.  

And with that, she closed the file in her mind on Emily, and opened the ones on Gary 

Harker and Sharon Gilbert. 

These weren’t just mental files, but real piles of paper wrapped in red tape which she 

carried into court a few hours later. The day began well, with a significant victory for 



Sarah. Before the jury entered, there was a brief conference between the barristers and 

the judge, at which Julian Lloyd-Davies conceded that there was no longer any point in 

presenting the evidence of Sharon’s little boy, Wayne. He had intended to do this via a 

video link, with the little boy in a separate room chaperoned by a trained police 

psychologist, but in view of Sharon’s admission yesterday that she had probably called 

Wayne by name during the assault, and certainly talked to him about Gary afterwards, 

there was no longer any point. 

So the first witness was the forensic scientist from the Rape Crisis Centre. She 

confirmed that Sharon had suffered extensive bruising to the vaginal area, entirely 

consistent with her story of forced, unlubricated penetration. There were marks on her 

wrists and throat consistent with having been bound; and bruising to her cheek and nose, 

entirely consistent with the right-handed blows to the face which she had described. 

Julian Lloyd-Davies extracted these facts with careful, polite questions, dwelling on 

every detail of the injuries to emphasise to the jury the brutality that must have caused 

them.  

But the most important point, for Sarah, was what the scientist did not say. When 

Lloyd-Davies had finished she stood up confidently. 

‘Dr Marson, I would like to take you back to your examination of Ms Gilbert’s 

vagina. You testified to bruising, did you not? But I heard no mention of semen. Did you 

not find any?’ 

The scientist, an intense young woman with short-cropped hair and steel framed 

glasses, shook her head. ‘No, I’m afraid we didn’t.’ 

Sarah affected to look puzzled. ‘But you did look, I take it? I mean, evidence from 

semen is very important in cases of rape, is it not?’ 

‘Yes, indeed it is. In this case I took a number of swabs from the vaginal area, but I 

could detect no semen on any of them.’ 

‘And what conclusion do you draw from that?’ 

The young woman shrugged. ‘That the rapist withdrew from the victim’s vagina 

before an ejaculation took place. Either that or she had cleaned herself with a douche, but 

there was no evidence of that.’ 

‘Very well. But from your point of view as a forensic scientist this is a pity, isn’t it, 

because if there had been any semen you would have been able to send it for DNA 

analysis, which could have established the accused’s guilt or innocence beyond doubt. So 

no doubt you searched very diligently to find such a sample?’ 

‘I did my best, yes.’ 

‘So to summarise your evidence, Dr Marson, your findings confirm the victim’s 

story that she was forcibly raped, beaten, and bound. Am I right?’ 

The young woman nodded earnestly. ‘I would say so. Yes.’ 

‘But nothing in your findings can help us establish the identity of the man who did 

these terrible things. Is that also right?’ 

‘Well, no ... that’s true, yes.’ 

The answer was hardly as clear as Sarah wanted. She tried again. 

‘Just to make that crystal clear, Dr Marson, what you are saying is that you know 

that Sharon Gilbert was raped, but that you have no idea at all whether it was Gary 

Harker who did it, or my learned colleague Julian Lloyd-Davies here beside me, or his 

lordship up there on the bench, or any man walking around York today. It could have 



been any one of those people, couldn’t it, as far as you know? All you can tell us for 

certain is that it was - a man!’ 

The young scientist flushed. ‘Well ... I’m afraid - yes.’ 

That had woken them up. Sarah smiled, noticing the raised, bushy eyebrows of the 

judge, the broad grin of a young newspaper reporter, and the wide, astonished eyes of 

several jurors. 

‘Thank you very much, Dr Marson.’ Pleased with her coup de theatre, she sat down. 



Chapter Nine 

‘HELLO, THIS is the Newby house. There’s no one home at present, but if you’d like to 

leave a message after the tone ...’ 

Damn, Sarah thought. The tone beeped. ‘Come on, Emily, pick up the phone if 

you’re there. I’m just ringing to see how you’re getting on. Emily? Are you there ...?’  

No answer. She snapped the phone shut, instantly regretting the action. It was hardly 

an ideal place to show her irritation. She was outside the court on the main steps, where a 

policeman, a car thief and his solicitor were deeply enjoying the sight of the bewigged 

lady having a tantrum with her mobile. But Emily had left no message on it this morning. 

She had already tried her mobile with a similar result. 

Where was the girl? All that fuss about staying at home to work and now no answer. 

She dialled Bob’s number and persuaded the officious school secretary to trek to the 

school dining hall to fetch him. After a three minute wait she heard his voice, breathless 

from running. ‘Sarah? Yes - what now?’ 

‘Have you heard from Emily this morning?’ 

‘No. Why should I?’ 

‘I just rang and the answerphone’s on.’ 

‘So leave a message. She’s probably gone out to buy a Mars bar - refresh the brain 

cells.’ 

‘She was supposed to be revising, Bob, you can’t do that in a sweet shop. What was 

she like when you left this morning?’ 

‘Oh, so-so, I suppose. I told her not to worry about the exams - I wish you’d do the 

same.’ 

‘What do you mean, you wish ... Bob? You asked me to talk to her this morning and 

I did. I told her to stick to her revision and she’d be all right.’ 

‘She said you put the wind up her. You always do, somehow. Poor kid, she’s 

terrified she won’t do as well as her mother. You don’t have to remind her of that, you 

know.’ 

‘Bob, I didn’t do that! I wouldn’t, surely you know that!’ 

‘You remind her just by being there, a living example of over-achievement. You ...’ 

‘Well, thanks a lot, Bob Newby.’ Sarah held the phone at arm’s length while Bob’s 

voice chattered away tinnily to itself. Why had he started doing this to her recently? She 

didn’t know but she hated it. Everything they’d shared for so many years - her academic 

success, her daughter - had suddenly become a cold wet cloth which he slapped in her 

face. What was going wrong? 

Whatever it was, this was no place to sort it out. The police constable stood a couple 

of yards away, pretending not to listen; the car thief lounged on the top step, blowing 

smoke rings with undisguised glee as the mad lady barrister let her phone talk to itself.  



‘Look, Bob, I can’t talk now and I’ll be in court all afternoon. Give her a ring from 

your office sometime and check she’s OK, will you? Bye.’ 

As she turned back to go in again she collided with a man coming out. ‘Oh, excuse 

me.’ 

‘Sarah! The devil’s advocate - I was looking for you!’ Terry Bateson grasped her 

arm. ‘Fancy a spot of lunch?’ 

‘It’s not ... the best moment, Terry.’ 

‘Nonsense. Not a word about the case, I promise. Just a pie in the Red Lion.’ 

She sighed. That hadn’t been what she’d meant but that was why he was here, of 

course - to give evidence this afternoon. But if they didn’t discuss the case, there was no 

reason why not. And the alternative, a moody meal on her own, suddenly seemed vastly 

unattractive. 

She had no idea what made this detective so cheerful, particularly given the flaws in 

the evidence he was here to give. Maybe he wasn’t aware of them, yet. Anyway, she 

might as well profit by it. He might not be the brightest detective in the world, but he was 

handsome. 

‘All right. Just wait while I disrobe.’ 

‘Who could resist?’ 

Whether she heard those words or not Terry didn’t know, but six minutes later he 

found himself squeezed into a seat opposite Sarah in a corner of the pub. On the small 

round table in front of them he set down two halves of lager and a numbered white ticket 

entitling them to chef’s special pasties with gravy. The cramped space forced their knees 

companionably together. He smiled, and tried to wave away the money she fished out of 

her purse. 

‘My treat.’ 

‘Oh no. I’m not having my meal subsidised by a prosecution witness. Besides, you’ll 

want your money back when I’ve finished with you this afternoon.’ 

‘Sounds ominous.’ He raised his glass. ‘Here’s to a long painful sentence for Mr 

Harker.’ 

‘Terry! One more word and I’m out of here. No shop, remember?’ 

‘I remember.’ The waitress brought the pasties with white napkins, gleaming knives 

and forks and gravy in a jug. Terry poured for them both, smiling. ‘This place is one of 

our few rewards for bringing villains to court. Every time we fail I have to eat in the 

police canteen.’ 

‘Shame.’ Sarah tucked in her napkin carefully. ‘You should learn to cook for 

yourself.’ 

‘Our nanny does that.’ 

‘Oh yes.’ Sarah knew a little of Terry’s personal circumstances, but not much. 

‘Norwegian open sandwiches, isn’t it?’ 

‘Sometimes. You should try them.’ 

‘Ask me and I will.’ She smiled. He thought, it’s just an offhand remark, but I wish 

...  

‘How’s your daughter - Emily, isn’t it?’ 

Sarah sipped her lager, frowned. ‘Don’t ask. She’s a teenager, she’s got GCSEs next 

week, she hates her mother ... what else? You wait, Terry, you’ve got it all to come.’ 



But Terry was feeling like a teenager himself, on a date. That frown, he thought 

wryly, the way it crinkles her forehead, the little feminine gestures she makes as she sips 

her beer and pats her lips with the napkin - they’re such tiny, normal things yet I could 

watch them all day. This is how it was with Mary, all those years ago - so beautiful that it 

hurt. 

Don’t be daft, he scolded himself, you’re forty years old. Still, any man can dream ... 

‘What’s the joke?’ Sarah asked, her napkin patting the puzzled half-smile on her lips.  

‘What? Oh - nothing. Just you.’ 

‘Me? What did I say?’ 

Careful, Terry. This is a married woman, a barrister, a dangerous lady who’s about 

to cross-examine you in court. Not a fantasy in your dreams. 

‘Just - a look on your face. It took me back, that’s all. To a girl I once knew.’ 

‘Your wife, you mean?’ A look of careful sympathy crossed Sarah’s face.  

‘No, no. Before that. Long ago. When I was a student.’ That’s it. Clever move, old 

son. Get her interested in your exotic past. 

‘Where were you a student?’ 

‘Here in York.’ 

‘Oh.’ Sarah glanced at a group of students near the door. To her they looked like 

children, little more than Emily’s age. ‘Well, I’m flattered, if I remind you of someone as 

young as that. What were you like as a student? Long hair and flowered jeans?’ 

‘No, I was an athlete ...’ 

And for a while he told her about his running career, and his reminiscences of 

student life. His ambitions then had been to bed all the pretty girls on campus and win the 

Olympics, neither of which he had quite achieved. He knew very little of her background, 

but realised as they talked that she did not seem to have the same sort of carefree student 

memories. She had studied in Leeds, he gathered, as a mature student. There seemed to 

be some mystery about what had happened before, but before he could solve it she 

glanced at her watch. 

‘Court resumes in ten minutes, Detective Inspector. I hope you’re ready for a 

roasting. I mean it.’ The sharp, ironic, smile irritated him somehow. 

‘What for? Putting a serial rapist in the dock? As a woman you should be grateful.’ 

‘For providing a brief with so many flaws in it? Oh, I am, Detective Inspector, I am!’ 

This time the cynicism definitely got beneath his skin. She might be pretty and 

clever with words, he thought, but if she’d seen the things I’ve seen ... Sharon Gilbert 

shaken and bruised in front of her little kids ... Karen Whitaker sobbing in the woods ... 

Maria Clayton’s dead body ... 

‘No, not that. For making the streets safer by getting scum like Harker locked up. 

Play your games in court if you like, Sarah, but his place is behind bars, because he’s 

guilty as hell. You know that as well as I do.’ 

Sarah flushed. She had enjoyed the banter over lunch, but she was in no mood to be 

lectured. She seldom was. ‘You may think you know that, Terry, but can you prove it? 

The courtroom game, as you call it, means that you must prove his guilt to the jury. And 

my job is to defend him, in case you get it wrong. Which you have done, I’m sorry to 

say.’ 

‘Have I? How?’ 

‘You’ll see. In court this afternoon.’ 



‘I hope not.’ Terry’s anger made him clumsy. ‘I’ve worked hard on this case, you 

know.’  

‘So have I.’ She shrugged and walked to the door. ‘We’d better not go back together, 

it wouldn’t look good. Anyway it’s a different world in court. We meet as strangers.’ 

Just how right she was, he was about to find out. 

As she came back into court, Sarah checked her mobile. But there were no messages, 

from Emily or anyone else. Probably she was still in a sulk, or revising hard. And Bob 

would ring some time in the afternoon, if he remembered. Maybe her father’s voice on 

the answerphone would induce her to pick up the receiver. 

The judge entered, and Julian Lloyd-Davies began to take Terry Bateson through his 

evidence. Terry explained how he had gone to Sharon’s house when she had called the 

police, at 1.22 a.m. Sharon’s friend Mary had been there with her. A female officer had 

stayed with Mary and the children while Sharon was taken to the rape suite and examined 

by a female doctor. 

Both during and after the medical examination Sharon had stated clearly that she had 

recognised the rapist as Gary Harker. Terry had arrested Gary in his flat at five that 

morning.  

Lloyd-Davies then played parts of the tape of Terry’s interview with Gary. He had 

asked the judge to allow this, because he believed that the tone of what was said was as 

important as the substance. The real reason, Sarah guessed, was to ensure that even if 

Sarah kept Gary off the stand, the jury would still hear him speak in his own coarse, 

brutal fashion. Sarah had resisted, but not as strongly as she could have done. When he 

had won his point Lloyd-Davies had smiled smugly at his junior; and Sarah had been 

inwardly delighted, realizing he had made his biggest mistake so far. 

On the tape Gary was surly, aggressive and uncooperative. After he left the Station 

Hotel, he said, he had been to another pub with a friend called Sean. There they met two 

prostitutes, and screwed them up against a wall for a tenner each. He could remember 

neither of their names. The older jurors looked appalled and disgusted, just as Lloyd-

Davies had hoped. 

On the tape Terry insisted that Gary had gone to Sharon’s house, broken in, and 

raped her in front of her kids. Gary denied it. ‘She’s a lying bitch if she says that.’ 

‘But that’s exactly what she says, Gary. She recognised the man who did it. It was 

you.’ 

‘Well, she’s lying then. She couldn’t have recognised me, the cow!’ 

‘Why couldn’t she recognise you, Gary?’ 

‘Because I wasn’t bloody there, that’s why!’ The retort was followed by a long 

silence, broken at last by a nervous Gary. ‘Do you hear what I said, copper? She couldn’t 

have recognised me because I wasn’t there.’ Silence. ‘Can you prove I was there, eh? Go 

on then, tell me how.’ 

And then came the statement which Sarah had noticed. 

‘We know you were there because she recognised you, Gary. She saw your face!’ 

There was a silence which seemed, to Sarah watching the jury’s pained faces, to be 

longer than all the others. Gary’s voice on the tape was having the effect Lloyd-Davies 

had anticipated: it was loud, aggressive, mocking. ‘Silly bitch, that’s all crap, she’s lying! 

Recognise my arse!’  



As the court clerk switched off the tape, Lloyd-Davies turned to Terry Bateson in the 

witness box. ‘Now, officer, I have a few questions about that interview.’ 

‘Very well.’ Terry glanced at Sarah, who sat watching him intently. There was 

nothing flirtatious or friendly about her eyes. They were as cold as those of a lizard 

watching a fly. 

‘Did you look for this man Sean - Murphy, or Mulligan, or Moriarty?’ Lloyd-Davies 

was practised in the use of sarcasm and it oozed from him now. ‘The one Mr Harker 

claims to have spent the evening with?’ 

‘Yes, sir, we did. Without result.’ 

‘I see. Well, were you able to find these two prostitutes that he claims to have met?’ 

‘No, sir. We had no name or address, no real description ...’ 

‘So what is your opinion of Gary Harker’s alibi, as I suppose we must call it?’ 

‘I think it’s a pack of lies, sir.’ 

‘Thank you. Now, in the interview you repeatedly told the accused that he had been 

recognised by Ms Gilbert. How did he appear to react to that?’ 

‘Well, I think you can hear it on the tape, sir. He was really surprised and upset. But 

he wasn’t upset when I told him she’d been raped, or even that it had happened in front 

of her kids. That didn’t seem to worry him much. What really got to him was that she 

claimed to have recognised him. He went white when I said that. He couldn’t speak.’ 

Lloyd-Davies stood silent for a while after Terry had finished speaking, pretending 

to think, while Terry’s last words echoed in the jury’s minds. The silence continued until 

judge Gray raised a quizzical eyebrow and Lloyd-Davies reluctantly sat down.  

‘Thank you, Inspector, wait there, please.’ 

Sarah stood up. She looked across the court at Terry Bateson. No flicker of 

recognition passed between them. The easy conversation of an hour ago was forgotten. 

They were strangers. As she asked her first question, the hair rose along the back of his 

neck. 

‘Detective Inspector, you lied to Mr Harker, didn’t you?’ 

For a long telling moment Terry didn’t answer. ‘I ... don’t understand you.’ 

‘Let me help you then. Do you recall these words: “We know you were there because 

she recognised you. She saw your face.” You said that, didn’t you?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Was it true?’ 

‘Ms Gilbert recognised Gary Harker, yes. That’s why we arrested him.’ 

‘Was it true that she saw his face?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘So you lied to Mr Harker, didn’t you?’ 

Terry recovered himself slightly, and addressed his reply to the judge as the police 

were trained to do. It was a subtle way of insulting defence counsel, making them seem 

unimportant in the eyes of the jury. ‘She didn’t actually say she saw his face, my lord, 

that’s true, but she stated very clearly that she recognised her assailant as Gary Harker, 

and the reason I ...’ 

‘I didn’t ask you why you lied, Detective Inspector, I asked you if you lied. And the 

answer is yes, isn’t it?’ 

The judge leaned forward protectively. ‘Nevertheless, I think it might help the jury if 

the Detective Inspector were allowed to give his reasons, Mrs Newby. Inspector?’ 



Thank God for judges, Terry thought. ‘The reason was simple, my lord. I wanted to 

see what his reaction would be if he thought he’d been recognised. And his reaction was 

quite clear. He was silent, as you could hear on the tape, and he went very white. That 

convinced me that he was guilty.’ 

Sarah glanced at the judge. It seemed he had finished, for the present at least. Once 

again she had the electrifying feeling that all eyes were on her. Mostly hating her, at this 

moment.  

‘I see. What would you say, Detective Inspector, if I told this court that at lunchtime 

you put your hand up my skirt and indecently assaulted me?’ 

A collective gasp sucked the air out of the court. Someone in the public gallery 

began to giggle helplessly. Terry opened his mouth to speak but no sound came out.  

Before he could recover Sarah went on, smoothly: ‘I think the jury can see exactly 

what you would say. Your face has gone white and you are lost for words. Well, let me 

reassure the jury straight away that that was a hypothetical question. The Detective 

Inspector did not assault me, members of the jury. But even though he knows the 

suggestion is untrue he is shocked and lost for words, as you see.’ 

A young jurywoman laughed and her neighbour grinned. The other expressions 

ranged from delight through dismay to disgust. She had their undivided attention, at least. 

But it was not a line of attack she had planned - where did she go from here? When 

you’ve made your point, move on. In a quiet, reasonable voice she asked:  

‘Detective Inspector, did you find a balaclava hood in Gary Harker’s flat?’ 

‘No, my lord, we didn’t.’ Terry’s voice was wooden, stolid, but underneath he was 

seething. What a bitch the woman was! Was she planning this in the pub? Her questions 

continued, swift and relentless. 

‘Did you find the watch that Sharon Gilbert described?’ 

‘No, my lord.’ 

‘No hood, no watch. You did search the flat, I suppose?’ 

‘Yes, we did.’ 

‘But you found no hood and no watch. Did you find any evidence at all in the flat, to 

suggest that Gary Harker had raped Sharon Gilbert?’ 

‘No, my lord. But ...’ 

‘So your only justification for arresting Mr Harker at five o’clock that morning was 

Sharon Gilbert’s identification of a man whose face she had not seen. Is that correct?’ 

‘It ... was the main reason for arresting him, yes.’ 

‘Was there any other reason?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘So it wasn’t just your main reason, it was your only reason, wasn’t it? Tell me, 

Detective Inspector, when you interviewed Ms Gilbert that night, was she sober?’ 

‘I ... understood she had been drinking, my lord, but she didn’t seem particularly 

drunk. She was quite clear about what she was saying.’ 

‘Not particularly drunk, you say. Ms Gilbert has told this court that she drank five 

vodkas and a double gin at the party, plus a vodka just before you arrived. But she was 

not particularly drunk, in your view. Detective Inspector, how many units of alcohol can 

a woman drink without exceeding the drink drive limit?’ 

Terry hesitated. ‘Er ... one or two, I believe. Maybe three, if it’s consumed with 

food.’ 



‘You believe? You’re a police inspector. Aren’t you sure?’ 

‘It varies with circumstances and body weight. Anyway I’m not a traffic policeman.’ 

‘Let me tell you then. An average woman is unfit to drive if she has consumed more 

than three units of alcohol in three hours. Sharon Gilbert had consumed at least eight 

units of alcohol. She was nearly three times over the driving limit. And yet you say she 

wasn’t drunk.’ 

‘I didn’t say she was fit to drive. I said she could identify the man who raped her.’ 

‘Even though that man was wearing a balaclava hood?’ 

‘Yes. He was a man she knew very well.’ 

‘Well, look, Detective Inspector, it seems to me that you’re asking this jury to 

believe one of two impossible things. Either you believe that a woman who has drunk six 

vodkas and a double gin is perfectly sober, or, if you accept that she wasn’t sober, you 

are saying that a woman who was hopelessly drunk can positively identify a man with a 

hood over his face. Which is it?’ 

There was smothered laughter from the jury box. It sounded like applause to Sarah, 

mockery to Terry, who sighed.  

‘Neither of those. As I said, she wasn’t completely sober but she was clear enough in 

her mind to identify the man she believed had raped her. And she repeated those 

allegations the next day when she was perfectly sober. She has always been perfectly 

clear about that.’ 

‘I see. Well, is it also true, Detective Inspector, that Mr Harker denied the allegation 

of rape when you first arrested him, and has clearly and consistently repeated those 

denials every time you’ve asked him?’ 

‘That is true, my lord, yes.’ 

‘Very well. And you found no other evidence whatsoever in his house or on his 

clothing to substantiate this charge. That’s correct too, isn’t it?’ 

‘That’s true, my lord.’ 

‘Very well. That’s all I have to ask.’ 

She folded her gown about her and sat down. And as he made his way to the back of 

the court she watched him with a slight enigmatic smile on her face. A smile signifying 

what, Terry wondered. Irony? Mockery? Self-satisfaction? 

Bitch. 



Chapter Ten 

THE FINAL prosecution witness was a man called Keith Somers. His testimony was 

straightforward and damning. He knew Gary Harker, and he had seen him in Albert 

Street just after one a.m. on the night of the rape. Gary had been wearing black jeans and 

a black shirt, and had even acknowledged him with a wave. 

The significance of this was that Albert Street ran parallel to Thorpe Street, where 

Sharon Gilbert lived. The houses had small back gardens with low fences which backed 

onto each other. The rapist could easily have left Sharon’s house, climbed the fence and 

come out in Albert Street.  

From Sharon’s phone bill, Lloyd-Davies demonstrated that she had phoned her 

friend Mary at 1.08 a.m., and the police at 1.22 a.m. Somers had seen Gary at about 1.05. 

This, Lloyd-Davies insisted, put Gary in exactly the right place, at exactly the right time.  

As Sarah stood up to cross-examine she felt her pager tremble in her pocket. 

Looking down she saw her husband’s work number. What did he want - more problems 

with Emily? Nothing she could do now, anyway. 

Somers was a good, credible witness. She tried to cast doubt on the time he had seen 

Gary, but he would have none of it. He had been at a friend’s house watching a film 

which ended at 12.50 a.m. He’d left immediately: no lingering conversations, no cups of 

coffee. He’d had a few beers but he wasn’t drunk. He’d seen Gary’s face clearly under a 

streetlight. Sarah tried to turn this, at least, to her advantage. 

‘You could see all of his head, could you?’ 

‘Yes. He was bare-headed.’ 

‘So he wasn’t wearing a balaclava hood?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Did you see any sign of a hood - something in his hand, a bulge in his pocket, 

perhaps?’ 

‘No. No, I can’t say I did.’ 

‘I see. Well, thank you very much.’ She sat down. It was the best she could do - 

Gary admitted being in the area that night, after all. Sarah remembered the pager again. 

What did Bob want? She felt suddenly tired, unaccountably low after the adrenalin rush 

of the early afternoon. 

Julian Lloyd-Davies said: ‘That completes the case for the prosecution, my lord.’ 

‘Very well.’ The judge looked inquiringly at Sarah, who stood up. ‘My lord, I would 

like to address the court on a point of law.’ 

‘I see. In that case, members of the jury, I must ask you to retire for a short time.’ 

As the jury filed out of court the barristers digested the phrase a short time. Lloyd-

Davies knew very well what Sarah was about to say, and no doubt regarded it as a forlorn 

hope. But she was determined to give it a try. 



‘Before I present the case for the defence, I would like to invite your lordship to 

dismiss the case as being unsafe to put before a jury. As your lordship will have seen, the 

prosecution have completely failed to produce any evidence which puts my client at the 

scene of the crime. They have no forensic evidence at all. My client has consistently 

protested his innocence, and the only evidence against him is that of identification. The 

evidence of the victim’s child has been discounted, and that of the victim herself is highly 

suspect and tainted by her own extreme animosity towards my client, whose face she 

never saw. In view of all these points it seems to me that the only proper course for your 

lordship is to dismiss the case now rather than running the risk of an unsafe conviction 

before a jury.’ 

Julian Lloyd-Davies stood to reply but the judge waved him away.  

‘No, Mr Lloyd-Davies, it won’t be necessary. I hear what you say, Mrs Newby, and I 

agree with you that there are a number of difficulties with the identification evidence, and 

the child’s evidence has been excluded. But the fact remains that Ms Gilbert was very 

well acquainted with the defendant, and can be presumed able to recognise his voice, 

even from behind a mask. The last witness puts your client in the area at precisely the 

time the rape was committed. Even if the Crown have not been able to produce the 

watch, its existence does give your client a motive, in addition to the intention to rape, for 

entering the house, and its theft suggests that the intruder knew the layout of the 

bedroom. So in view of all these points I am satisfied that the Crown have produced a 

case to answer.’ 

Sarah bowed. ‘As your lordship wishes.’ It was no more than she had expected. But 

any appeal court would know that she had tried three times to get this case thrown out. 

The judge’s decision would have to be proven right in all three instances; no one could 

say she had not tried. 

‘So, Mrs Newby. The jury are chafing at the bit. Shall we begin?’ 

Sarah sighed. ‘Very well, my lord.’ The jurors filed morosely back into their seats, 

looking far less eager than the judge had suggested, and she called Graham Dewar. 

Dewar was a bricklayer who had worked with Gary for a company called 

MacFarlane’s. When Lucy had first discovered him Sarah had been delighted. Whatever 

else, he would embarrass the police. He was a respectable, red-faced man, uncomfortable 

in his shiny blue suit. 

‘Mr Dewar, when you worked with Gary Harker, did you know a man called Sean?’ 

‘I did, yes.’ 

‘Did you know his surname?’ 

‘Never did, no. Always called him Sean, that’s all.’ 

‘Was he friendly with Gary?’ 

‘Quite friendly, yes, I suppose. I think they met in prison, like.’ 

That’s just what I didn’t need, Sarah thought. Quickly, she moved on. 

‘What sort of man was he?’ 

Dewar considered. ‘Well, a sort of fitness fanatic, I suppose. Did a lot of training. 

Not very chatty. I didn’t know him right well, like. He were there for two or three weeks 

and then gone.’ 

‘Is that unusual?’ 

‘No. We get lots like him. Work for a bit then go back on t’dole. Happens all’t time.’ 

‘When did he leave?’ 



‘Well, I can’t say for definite - but it were about same time as Gary got arrested. 

Middle of October, maybe. Around then.’ 

‘I see.’ Sarah glanced at the jury. ‘One last question, then, Mr Dewar. Did the police 

ever come to your building site, to ask you or your mates if this man existed?’ 

Dewar shook his head. ‘No. Definitely not. If they’d come I’d have told them like, 

but nobody ever asked before your solicitor did.’ He indicated Lucy, sitting behind Sarah. 

‘Thank you, Mr Dewar. Stay there, please.’ Sarah glanced at Terry in the well of the 

court, and sat down. Lloyd-Davies, perhaps as a sign of contempt, had asked his junior, 

James Morris, to cross-examine. The young man stood up eagerly, and began in a well-

educated southern voice. ‘That’s all a pack of lies, Mr Dewar, isn’t it?’ 

Dewar took his time answering, examining the young lawyer curiously, as though he 

had never seen anything quite like him before and was curious how he was put together. 

‘No, young man, it isn’t bloody lies. It’s the truth, like I swore to tell on yon book.’ 

James Morris flushed. ‘Well, we’ll see what the jury think, shall we? You’re a close 

friend of Gary Harker, aren’t you?’ 

‘No, not particularly.’ 

Sarah glanced at Lloyd-Davies, to see how he was taking his protégé’s performance. 

‘Well, you came here to testify on his behalf.’ 

‘Don’t make me his friend, does it? As a matter of fact I don’t like the feller much.’ 

‘But ... if you don’t like him, why have you come?’ 

‘To tell’t truth, young man. For justice’ sake. In’t that what you do ‘ere?’ 

Morris was sunk. He floundered on for some time but only dug himself deeper into a 

hole. Sarah blew Lucy a silent kiss. Despite the unfortunate comment about prison, 

Dewar was a gem. She had hit the bullseye this time. The only trouble was, he was the 

only shot in her locker. 

James Morris sat down at four o’clock. The judge peered at Sarah over his 

spectacles. 

‘Will your client be taking the stand, Mrs Newby?’ 

‘That remains to be decided, my lord. I need to take instructions.’ 

‘Very well. We will resume at ten o’clock tomorrow morning.’ The judge levered 

himself to his feet, the clerk cried out ‘All Stand!’ and court was over for the day. 

Lucy came out of court with her. ‘Will you put him on the stand?’ 

‘I would advise not.’ 

‘Why? We’re doing well, and he’s consistently denied it.’ 

‘You know how he talks. Lloyd-Davies will prick him and goad him until he 

explodes. The jury will loathe him.’ 

‘But if we don’t, they’ll think he’s got something to hide.’ 

‘He has. His voice, his temper, the lies about his alibi. He’s got everything to hide. 

But if he doesn’t speak they won’t hear it from his own mouth. They’ll just hear me.’ 

In his cell Gary grinned at them. ‘We’re doing well, lasses, eh?’ 

‘I’m doing well,’ said Sarah coolly. ‘You’re probably going to jail.’  

‘Eh? What d’yer mean, you stuck-up bitch? It’s your job to keep me out of jail, in’t 

it?’ 

‘Yes, but unless you prove your alibi, the jury are going to draw the obvious 

conclusion.’ 

‘What d’you mean? You’ve just heard about Sean, haven’t you?’ 



‘We’ve heard he exists but that doesn’t mean he was with you that night, does it? 

And their last witness saw you in Albert Street, for heaven’s sake! What were you doing 

there?’ 

‘I’ve told yer. I was on me way home after shagging this bird I met.’ 

‘A bird whose name we don’t know, with a friend called Sean who’s conveniently 

vanished. The prosecution will crucify you about that, Gary. It would have been better to 

say nothing than tell the police a tale about girls whose names you can’t even remember.’ 

‘Have you never had a feller whose name you forgot next day? It happens all’t time.’ 

‘To you, maybe, but not to me,’ Sarah said primly, thinking bleakly of her first 

husband Kevin and how similar he was in some ways to this thug before her. ‘And my 

girlfriends didn’t do a bunk the next day, either. You do realise, if we could find this 

shagging companion of yours - Sean - and he confirmed your story, you’d be a free man 

tomorrow.’ 

Gary grinned, amused by her unexpectedly coarse language. ‘I know, but he’s 

scarpered, ain’t he? He always were a devious bugger.’ 

‘Not much of a friend, then, after all?’ Sarah said sarcastically. ‘If he was ever 

there.’ 

‘You calling me a liar, woman?’ He rose suddenly to his feet, six foot three of 

tattooed brawn and beer belly towering above them. Lucy flinched, but Sarah stood her 

ground. She was not surprised; she had intended to provoke him. 

‘That’s what Lloyd-Davies will say tomorrow. He’ll say you’re lying about this man 

Sean and the two prostitutes. Sean’s scarpered and they never existed.’ 

His fists opened and closed like claws. Sarah imagined them closing around her 

throat. But he looked more sly than angry. ‘Aye, well. It’s not a crime is it, to have the 

coppers on?’ 

‘It’s not exactly a brilliant idea to lie to the police when they’re accusing you of rape. 

Is that what you’re going to say in court tomorrow, that this alibi was just a fantasy of 

yours?’ 

‘What if I do? It don’t prove I raped the cow, does it? You said so yourself!’ 

‘I didn’t call her a cow, Gary.’ 

‘No. But she is for all that. You don’t know her.’ 

‘All right, Gary.’ Sarah became brisk, preparing to leave. ‘We’ve done quite well, 

like you say, and tomorrow is the final speeches. As a defendant you have the right to 

give evidence on your own behalf if you choose, but as your advocate I strongly suggest 

you say nothing. If you go in the witness box Julian Lloyd-Davies will do his best to 

make the jury dislike you, and to be frank I think he’ll succeed. If you say nothing then I 

can emphasise the weaknesses in the prosecution case, which will give us a better chance. 

But it’s for you to decide. Do you agree?’ 

He frowned at her, thinking. ‘You want me to keep me trap shut and tell no more 

lies?’ 

‘Exactly. If you’d done that in the beginning you’d be better off now.’ 

‘I’ll think on. I’ll tell you in’t morning.’ 

‘All right. But think hard, Gary. Juries don’t like liars. Nobody does.’ 

With that she left. In the corridor outside she looked at Lucy. ‘Did you hear that?’  

‘Tell no more lies,’ Lucy sighed. 



‘Quite.’ Sarah took a deep breath and walked quickly up the stairs. Crossing the 

entrance hall with her solicitor was Sharon Gilbert. As Sarah watched, another woman, 

her friend Mary probably, met her on the steps outside with two small children - one of 

them the little boy who had dared to attack the brute who was raping his mother. 

She went back to her chambers where two young barristers were commiserating with 

Savendra over the conviction of his filthy farmer for polluting the borehole with his 

slurry pit. 

‘My expert assured them that it takes twenty years to reach the water table,’ he said, 

gloomily watching the bubbles in a glass of mineral water instead of the champagne 

languishing in the fridge. ‘But that only made it worse. The applicants could see 

themselves drinking foul water for decades to come - you could see the steam coming out 

of their ears!’ 

‘Leaving the pollution in their minds, no doubt!’ 

‘Exactly. They got costs as well. My client may have to sell up ...’ 

‘Is there much money in slurry these days? Maybe you can bottle it and sell it as 

perfume for dogs ...’ 

Sarah squeezed past into her room to write her speech for tomorrow. There were 

plenty of questions she could raise about the evidence; her real problem was how to 

appeal to the jury, to get them to feel good about acquitting a man who not only looked 

like a horrendous thug but probably was one. Particularly when the acquittal would be so 

devastating for Sharon. And for her children too. 

That was the problem. To question the evidence was easy, to gain the jury’s 

sympathy ... not so easy. Not even slightly easy. Impossible, probably. 

Well, that’s what I’m paid to do. Not the easy things, but the difficult ones. That’s 

the whole point of the challenge.  

For an hour she tried out phrase after phrase, rejecting one after another. All the time 

Gary’s words haunted her: ‘Keep me trap shut and tell no more lies.’ It was as close as 

she was likely to get to an admission of guilt. Gary was an old enough lag to know the 

game; a client must never admit guilt to his barrister. If the client did admit it, it was the 

barrister’s duty to advise a guilty plea, even at this late stage. If that advice was rejected 

the barrister could, as some did, withdraw from the case there and then, or more likely, 

offer only a token defence, questioning the evidence with a lack of conviction that clearly 

signalled to everyone in court - except the jury, who were new to the game - how little 

you believed in your task. Sarah had seen that done but always hated it. She wanted to do 

the job properly, go all out for victory. 

After all Gary, repulsive as he was, had consistently professed his innocence.  

Until now. 

‘Keep me trap shut and tell no more lies.’ You sod, Gary - why didn’t you keep it 

shut with me! But of course he hadn’t admitted his guilt - she and Lucy had just inferred 

it from a couple of words. There was no ethical reason why she shouldn’t continue to 

defend him, and every practical reason - including a substantial fee from the legal aid 

fund - why she should. It was a good case, a step up in her career. If only it didn’t feel so 

tacky and sordid, suddenly. 

The phone rang and she picked it up. 

‘Sarah?’ 



‘Bob. Hi.’ She’d meant to ring him earlier but got absorbed in her work. ‘How’s 

Emily?’ 

‘That’s just it. I don’t know.’ 

‘Don’t know? What do you mean? Where are you ringing from - school?’ 

‘No, I’m at home. But she’s not here.’ 

‘What time is it?’ She glanced at her watch. Half past six. ‘Did she leave a note?’ 

‘No, nothing. I got home at five and she wasn’t here. No plates or sign of lunch. I’ve 

rung her friends - Michelle and Sandra anyway - and they haven’t seen her either.’ There 

was a hint of anxiety in Bob’s voice - unusual for him. 

‘Didn’t you ring this afternoon like I asked?’ 

‘Look, I’ve had two teachers sick and a football match to referee, for God’s sake! 

Anyway the answerphone was still on when I got here.’ 

‘Have you tried her mobile?’ 

‘It’s here in her bedroom. She told me this morning the card has run out.’ 

‘Well ...’ Sarah was nonplussed. ‘Have you tried her friend Joanne? She sometimes 

goes there.’ 

‘I haven’t got the number.’  

‘Well, go round by car. You know where she lives.’ 

‘All right. But someone should be here in case she comes home. It’s not like her, 

Sarah - you know what a state she was in this morning.’ 

‘I’ll be back in an hour or so. I’ve got this speech to write ...’ 

‘The hell with your speech! Bring it home, Sarah, do it later - you should be here!’ 

Sarah’s face tightened. She didn’t need this, not now. ‘Stop panicking, Bob. She’ll 

be OK. She’s probably gone for a walk to get her head together. There’s nothing we can 

do until she comes back anyway. If I get my speech out of the way I can talk to her later.’ 

Silence came from the phone. Don’t play silly games with me, Bob Newby, not now. 

In a light voice intended to reassure, she said: ‘In about an hour. OK?’ And put the phone 

down. 

Now - how to appeal to the jury’s emotions. The deadline would concentrate her 

mind, as it always did. She bent forward over her desk, and her mind closed down all 

thoughts of Bob and Emily. 

It would open again in an hour. 

She got home at eight to find Bob alone. He had tried Emily’s friend Joanne and two 

more without success, he said. The schoolgirls had phoned their network of friends - 

none of them had seen or heard from Emily today.  

Bob looked distraught. When Sarah came in he rushed downstairs, hoping it was 

Emily. One of the mothers had suggested he search her bedroom to find out what clothes 

she had been wearing, but he had no memory for girls’ clothes at the best of times. But 

the idea, the fear in the mind of the woman who had put him up to it, made Sarah shiver 

as she unzipped her black leather jacket. 

‘Why do you want to know what she’s wearing?’ 

‘I don’t know ... well, in case, the police ...’ 

‘Bob ..’ She put a hand on his arm. ‘She’ll be all right.’ 

‘So you say. You haven’t been here - you’ve been writing your wretched speech to 

defend some rapist! Sarah, it’s eight o’clock in the evening and none of her friends have 

seen her all day. It’ll be dark in an hour.’ 



‘Well, maybe she’s gone for a walk.’ 

‘Where?’ 

‘Well, you know - where does she go? By the river.’ 

Oh God no! The same thought struck them both at once. ‘I didn’t know she went by 

the river,’ Bob said.  

‘She has done once or twice recently. She told me about it. She saw a heron ...’ 

‘We’d better go and look.’ He grabbed a coat and went to the back door. She 

followed. Outside in the garden he turned. ‘No, one of us ought to stay here, in case she 

comes back ...’ 

‘But if we both go, one can go upstream and one down. As you say, it’ll be dark 

soon.’ 

‘But what if she comes back?’ Bob’s panic was infectious. They stood there, 

indecisive, staring at each other on the carefully mown lawn, beside the weeping willow 

and the rose trees they had worked so hard to afford. This is absurd, Sarah thought. 

Nothing is going to happen. 

‘We’ll leave a note,’ she said firmly. ‘Surely you left a note when you went out 

before?’ 

‘No. I didn’t think.’ 

Christ! And you a head teacher! ‘All right, I’ll write one.’ She turned back to the 

house. ‘You go on. Which way will you go?’ 

‘Upstream.’ 

‘I’ll go down then. See you soon.’ 

She wrote two large notes - GONE FOR A WALK BY THE RIVER, BACK SOON, 

MUM AND DAD - and left one on the fridge door and one on the stairs. If Emily came 

in she would either look for food or go to her room, surely. Then she put on her 

wellington boots and went out through the garden gate, across the field to the river bank. 

She set off downstream. 

She could hear birds singing in the trees, and a blackbird called out in alarm as she 

approached. A lawnmower hummed in the distance. But other than that the silence was 

eerie, empty as she often found it. The sound of her boots on the grass, the creak of her 

leather jacket, became large as they never were in the city. She could even hear the cows 

munching in the meadow. The sudden croak of a moorhen startled her, and without 

warning two ducks skimmed round the bend and crash-landed on the river in front of her. 

I’m supposed to like this place, she thought. It’s luxury. Emily likes it anyway, that’s 

why she may be out here. But why so late? She noticed a tangle of green weed close 

under the bank and shuddered. God what am I looking for? She braced her shoulders 

resolutely and strode on. For Christ’s sake the child can swim well enough and anyway 

why would anyone be so crazy as to try swimming here when there are perfectly good 

swimming pools in town?  

But she might have slipped and fallen in. Then she would climb out and come home. 

The girl’s not an idiot.  

So where is she? 

A woman, a matronly figure in stout boots, tartan skirt and woolly hat, came along 

the path walking two labradors. ‘Hello,’ she said politely. ‘Lovely evening, isn’t it?’ 



‘Yes,’ Sarah said. ‘Er ... you haven’t seen - a girl, have you?’ A corpse, a drowned 

body floating up from under the water, her long hair drifting around her like water 

weed? 

‘Girl? No, I don’t think so. Do you mean a small child?’ 

‘No - no, not a child, a teenager. She’s got long dark hair, looks a bit like me, about 

fifteen years old ...’ 

‘What was she wearing?’ 

‘I don’t know, I’m afraid. She’s my daughter, and she went out before I came back 

from work. I’m a bit worried - but you haven’t seen anyone?’ 

‘No one like that, dear, no, I’m sorry. They’re a worry, aren’t they, children? 

Specially at that age. I remember ...’ 

‘Yes - well, thanks anyway.’ Sarah moved on swiftly to avoid getting entangled in 

the woman’s reminiscences. But after fifty yards she thought: there’s no point, if that 

woman’s already been along here. I should have asked her how far she went. She looked 

back and saw the woman and the dogs in the distance. If I go back I’ll get involved in 

conversation and that’s pointless too. I’ll go half a mile further on and then back. Emily 

wouldn’t have gone further than that, she’s no great walker but she’s been gone all day 

and Bob’s right, it’s getting dark. Christ this is bloody absurd, she can’t have been 

abducted. She’s probably gone into town and run out of bus fare. 

Did I leave the answerphone on? I didn’t check it when I came in - surely Bob did 

that? What happens if she hasn’t got any money and she rings the operator for a reverse 

charge call and gets the answerphone? 

Nothing, probably. No message at all. 

Sarah walked another hundred yards, stared despairingly at the empty towpath 

winding through vacant fields beside the river in the gathering twilight, and turned back. 

I’m no good here, I’d be better in the house. I can organise things there. 

When she got back the house was empty and there were no messages on the 

answerphone. She dialled 1471. A flat mechanical voice said: ‘Telephone number 0 - 1 - 

9 - 0 - 4 - 3 - 3 - 6 - 8 - 9 - 4 called today at ten twenty seven a.m. If you wish to return 

the call press 3.’ 

Sarah pressed 3. The phone rang five, ten, fifteen, twenty, twenty five times. She put 

it down, dialled 1471 again and wrote the number down. That’s something, she thought. 

She looked at the number but didn’t recognise it. That’s where she must be. I can ring it 

again and if it doesn’t answer the police can find out where it is. 

The police. It isn’t going to come to that, is it? 

The back door opened. She turned with hope singing in her heart but it was Bob. He 

stood there in boots and anorak, breathing heavily as though he had been running. 

‘Have you found her?’ 

‘No. You?’ 

‘No. There’s a number on the phone.’ She showed him. ‘I rang it but it didn’t 

answer.’ 

‘I don’t recognise it, do you?’ 

‘No. I thought ...’ 

‘What?’ 



‘The police could find out who it was if ...’ Sarah hesitated, not wanting to draw the 

conclusion. It seemed so ridiculous. Things like this didn’t happen to them. ‘... if she 

doesn’t come home soon,’ she finished more firmly. 

‘Soon? She’s been gone over twelve hours! I’m going to ring them now. Give me 

that.’ Bob took the receiver out of her hand. For a moment she thought of resisting but 

then she looked out of the window and saw it was nearly dark. He was right. It was 

already far too long. 



Chapter Eleven 

‘SO WHEN they sing, they’re calling their families over hundreds of miles,’ Jessica 

explained earnestly. ‘They haven’t got ears, but they feel the sounds in their heads ... 

they’ve got, like ...’ 

‘Supersonic earsight,’ ventured Terry helpfully, spooning up his cornflakes. 

‘We saw a whale in a museum once, didn’t we, Dad?’ Seven year old Esther was 

determined not to be left out. ‘It was as big as a bus.’ 

‘Two buses, actually. We measured it, remember?’ Jessica, two years older, was 

used to competition for her father’s affections.  

Diplomatically, Terry wiped the spilt milk from around his younger daughter’s plate 

while smiling encouragement at the elder one, whose enthusiasm continued unchecked. 

‘A sperm whale is the biggest creature on the planet, and it doesn’t attack people at all, it 

just feeds off small planks ...’ 

‘Plankton.’ 

‘Yes, that’s it, millions and millions of them. Mr Jones said whales are like huge 

cows eating grass in the sea. They’re gi-normous ...’ 

‘Who’s ready for waffles? Esther?’ Trude, the nanny, came in bearing two hot 

waffles on a plate and wearing a t-shirt cut to display her exquisite belly-button to 

perfection. She flopped a steaming waffle onto Esther’s plate. ‘Strawberry jam or 

blackcurrant?’  

‘Treacle.’ 

‘Oh no. Not before school,’ said Terry firmly. ‘Remember yesterday.’ 

‘But I like treacle!’ 

‘No one in Norway has treacle for breakfast,’ said Trude supportively. ‘It’s a law.’ 

Esther gaped at her, then gave in and reached for the blackcurrant jam. Even without 

treacle, waffles for breakfast were an incredible luxury, one of Trude’s best 

introductions. The young nanny had been amazed to find herself in a family with no 

waffle-iron. Every Norwegian family had one, she said. She immediately sent for one and 

now it was in constant use, delighting Terry and his daughters equally.  

But a different aspect of their nanny’s culture was troubling Jessica. 

‘Only two countries still hunt whales,’ she whispered solemnly, her big brown eyes 

fixed on her father as she folded her waffle. ‘Japan and - Norway.’ She grimaced towards 

the kitchen in a way intended, no doubt, to show an adult appreciation of a touchy 

problem. To Terry it conveyed something utterly different - a twinge of memory, sharp as 

toothache, of exactly the same expression on the face of the child’s mother. 

‘Don’t you think it’s important?’ Jessica persisted. 

‘What?’ Forget the pain, he told himself. It will pass. And Mary’s still here, her 

genes are alive in this child we made together. ‘What’s important, Jess?’ 



‘Dad! Norwegians killing whales, of course!’ 

Trude, coming in from the kitchen, overheard. ‘I don’t kill them,’ she protested. 

‘Though I did have whale meat once. It was good. Better than reindeer.’ 

‘Reindeer? Yuck!’ said Esther. ‘Trude, you can’t!’ 

‘Whales are intelligent animals, like us!’ Jessica protested. ‘You can’t eat them!’ 

Trude looked amused and hurt at once. She sat down, sweeping her long fair hair 

back as she tried to explain. ‘Well, most Norwegians don’t kill them ...’ 

The mobile in Terry’s pocket rang. Irritated, he answered it. ‘Yes?’ 

It was Sergeant Rossiter at the station. ‘Sorry to trouble you at home, sir, but there’s 

been a flap overnight about a missing person out your way and I thought you might want 

to go straight there before you come in.’ 

‘A misper? Aren’t uniform dealing with it?’ 

‘Well, yes sir, they are, but like I say it’s out your way and one of the parents is 

someone you know, as it happens. A Mrs Sarah Newby.’ 

Terry groaned. ‘All right. But I’m having breakfast with my kids first. Okay?’ 

‘Sir.’ It was not a thing CID officers usually said. ‘I’ll tell them you’re on your way.’ 

At the Newby house no one had slept.  

Bob had called the police at 8.30 p.m. but at first it had been hard to get them to take 

him seriously. A fifteen year old girl, still early in the evening - it didn’t seem urgent. 

Nonetheless they would send a car round. 

When the two PCs arrived Sarah and Bob were bemused by the uniforms and 

crackling radios in their own living room. They gave the details anxiously, submissively 

almost. No, Emily had no problems except her exams; no, there had been no family 

quarrel; yes, she was nearly sixteen; yes, she had been out at night before but always with 

friends; yes, she had a mobile but it was at home. Sarah gave them the number she had 

got from ringing 1471 and a constable wrote it down without comment. They checked 

Emily’s room, took a photograph that Sarah gave them, wrote down Sarah’s guess at the 

clothes her daughter had been wearing, and then - left. 

‘They’re not bloody interested!’ she fumed after they had gone. ‘They think it’s just 

a family quarrel. They’re not going to do anything at all!’ 

Bob frowned. ‘We did say she might turn up at any time, after all.’ 

‘If she does I’ll kill her, the spoilt brat.’ 

‘Maybe that’s why she went.’ 

‘Oh, it’s my fault now, is it?’ 

‘You didn’t show her much sympathy over her exams this morning, did you?’ 

‘I talked to her, didn’t I? You were still semi-conscious, as you are every morning. I 

said I’d phone her at lunchtime and I did, too. I can’t help a person who isn’t there!’ 

‘Maybe she thinks you’re never there when she wants you.’ 

‘Oh shut up, Bob, this is no time for pop psychology. The fact is the wretched girl 

has vanished and you’re quite right, it is out of character and it is late and the useless 

plods aren’t interested.’ 

‘They did take her photo.’ 

‘Yes.’ That was the thing that had shaken Sarah. It was a school portrait in a frame, 

of a slightly younger Emily smiling engagingly at the camera. The sort of photo of 

someone posed and pretty and full of bubbling happiness which the newspapers splash on 



their front pages when a girl has been stripped, raped, mutilated and murdered. Look at 

me, the photos always seem to say. I’m a star at last! 

But unlike newspaper readers, the police and lawyers get to see the real photos, of 

the naked strangled corpse with the wounds and swollen eyes and the purple tongue 

hanging out.  

That’s not going to happen to Emily, Sarah thought. It can’t. It won’t. This is all a 

bad dream. 

It might. 

At 11.05 p.m. the police rang to say the phone number was from a public call box in 

Blossom Street, and had Sarah and Bob been in touch with Emily’s grandparents? Might 

she have gone there? 

They hadn’t. Sarah and Bob each rang their parents, spreading the ripples of anxiety 

further. No, of course Emily wasn’t with them. Bob rang the police and asked testily 

what they were doing now? At 1.00 a.m. a second police car with a uniformed sergeant 

arrived to ask many of the same questions, and probe further. Which were her closest 

friends? When had Bob spoken to them? Had Emily ever been out longer than expected, 

or with someone they didn’t know? Where exactly did she like to go for walks? 

The man was serious, concerned, avuncular. They would make some enquiries of her 

friends, he said, and if she still hadn’t turned up by morning a proper search would be 

considered. 

‘Considered?’ Bob asked. ‘Meaning what, exactly?’ 

‘Well, sir, we need to know where to look, really. I mean if you said she had gone 

out to a particular place we could start from there, but it’s not as simple in this case, is it? 

But we’ll do our best. Her description’s already been circulated.’ 

Then he, too, left. Neither Bob nor Sarah smoked so they were reduced to pacing up 

and down, arguing, drinking coffee. Then at two o’clock Sarah remembered Simon! That 

was it of course - it had to be! Emily and Simon weren’t particularly close but surely 

Emily had said something about him that morning. What was it now? ‘I’ll be like Simon - 

he’s happy, at least!’ 

‘Why didn’t you mention that before?’ Bob asked, aghast. 

‘I don’t know, I just ... didn’t,’ she faltered.  

‘Didn’t think, more like,’ said Bob angrily. ‘OK, I’ll give him a ring.’ 

‘No, Bob, I’ll do it. He’s my son!’ 

‘And she’s my daughter! You’ve done enough damage today already!’ He walked 

out to the phone in the hall. ‘If she is there I’ll give that boy a piece of my mind. This is 

the very last time he’s going to screw up our lives, I promise you that!’ 

Sarah sat down and thought, how could we be so stupid? Of course it must be Simon 

- why was I blocking it out? Is he so very distant from me as well as Bob now, that we 

don’t think of him at all in a situation like this? At least I know where she is now. She’s 

with Simon, she’s not a bloody corpse in some field somewhere. The relief was so great 

it flooded through her. Prize idiots we’re going to look when we tell the police!  

She slumped on the sofa, listening for Bob’s voice in the hall. Why does he blame 

me for all this - it’s not just my fault, surely? If this is what they call a bad patch in your 

marriage I hope it doesn’t get any worse. Then she heard Bob talking. 

‘You’re quite sure ... you’re telling me the truth now, Simon ... if I come round there 

and find she’s been with you I’ll ... yes, okay ... no, I don’t think you need to do that ...’ 



He stood in the doorway with a wild expression on his face and said: ‘She’s not 

there.’ 

‘What? You’ve got to be joking.’ 

‘No, I’m not. Unless he’s lying, but I don’t think he is. He swears he hasn’t seen her, 

in fact he seemed quite upset when he got over the shock. He wanted to come over here 

but I said not to bother.’ 

‘Whyever not? He might help.’ 

‘I don’t see how. Anyway she’s not with him, Sarah - he hasn’t seen her.’ 

‘Oh God, no.’ She moaned as the full realisation hit her. 

‘Yes. Yes I’m afraid so. Where the hell can she be?’ 

‘I don’t know. I wish I did but I don’t.’ 

And so the nightmare continued. When Terry Bateson arrived just before 9 a.m. 

Sergeant Hendry was already there. He had sent two officers along the river bank behind 

the house, and four more were making enquiries round the village. Bob had just come in 

from the riverbank wearing an anorak and rubber boots. He was pale and unshaven. He 

gazed bitterly at Terry. 

‘And who the hell might you be?’ 

Terry showed his card. ‘We’ve met before, actually, Mr Newby. At the judge’s ball.’ 

‘Have we? Well, that doesn’t matter now. What I need is someone to find my 

daughter.’ 

‘Yes, of course.’ Terry followed him into the living room where Sarah sat, her hands 

clasped round a cup of coffee. To his surprise she was wearing black motorcyclist’s 

trousers, jacket and boots. Her face was pale, with dark bruises of sleeplessness round her 

eyes. She didn’t appear to notice him. 

‘Hello, Sarah. I’m sorry to hear about all this.’ 

She looked up, startled. ‘Oh, it’s you. Hello, Terry.’ 

He glanced at Bob. ‘Your wife and I work together sometimes at the courts, Mr 

Newby.’ Where she shows the world how useless I am. Well, the boot’s on the other foot 

now. 

‘Yes, no doubt. Well, what are you going to do?’ 

‘I’ve only just come on duty, sir, I’m afraid. I need to know all the facts.’ 

‘For God’s sake! She’s been missing nearly twenty four hours and they send a 

complete newcomer on the case!’ 

Sergeant Hendry intervened. ‘DI Bateson is the most senior officer to be involved so 

far, sir. If we set up a full scale search he’ll be the man to co-ordinate it.’ 

‘Yes, all right. Let’s get on with it then. For all we know every minute counts.’ As 

Hendry explained the details Terry scrutinized Bob and decided that a display of anger 

and nervous energy was the only way he had of coping with the situation. A cocktail of 

fear and despair drove him to constantly interrupt the sergeant, creating more confusion 

rather than less. Sarah, on the other hand, sipped her coffee in silence, apparently 

withdrawn into herself. 

The basic rule in child disappearances was: first look for the child, then look for the 

problem. If the child hasn’t simply had an accident or got lost then there must be a reason 

for its running away, and very often the reason had something to do with family conflicts.  



Was there a conflict here? The father pacing up and down manically, the wife silent. 

Neither offering the other any comfort, hardly looking at each other. Probably. After all, 

he knew from personal experience what a bitch the wife could be. 

‘You’re quite sure, Mr Newby, there’s nothing else your daughter might have said or 

done to indicate where she might be now?’ 

‘I’ve told you that - no! Not that I can think of.’ 

‘And there was no unusual quarrel or family row yesterday?’ 

‘Not with me, anyway. Emily was worried about her exams, and I asked Sarah to 

talk to her before she went to work. She was supposed to comfort her but I don’t know 

what she said.’ 

‘I told her to stick to her revision plan and she’d be all right. I promised to ring her at 

lunchtime, which I did.’ In comparison to her husband’s voice Sarah’s was perfectly 

calm and controlled. But that was the danger of it, Terry thought, wryly. It was the same 

controlled, deadly voice she had deployed against him in the witness box yesterday, 

when his friendly lunch companion had transformed herself into a razor-tongued witch. If 

that was how she behaved as a mother, God knows how many emotional wounds her 

daughter had. 

Terry shut his notebook. ‘All right. I think I’ve got the picture. It seems sergeant 

Hendry has done all the correct things so far. When your men come back from the river, 

Tom, we’ll put them on house to house enquiries with the others - it’s not a big village, 

someone must have seen her if she was about yesterday. Get onto the bus company too, 

see which drivers came here yesterday and show them her photo. Then I want to check 

that phone box where the call came from ...’ 

‘How on earth will that help?’ Bob interrupted irritably. ‘If it’s a public phone 

anyone could have used it.’ 

‘Yes, sir, of course. But it’s our only real clue so far, and unless it’s at the station or 

in the city centre it probably has its own group of regular users. Most public phones do. 

So I’ll check that, and then I’ll need to talk to that son of yours, Sa ... Mrs Newby.’  

It didn’t seem right to use her first name, in front of her husband. But the surname 

felt awkward too. 

She picked up her motorcycle helmet with a faint, strained smile. ‘All right. I go near 

his house on my way to work. If you follow me I can take you right to his door.’ 

Bob exploded. ‘What the hell are you talking about, Sarah? You can’t go to work! 

For Christ’s sake - Emily’s missing!’ 

Sarah’s voice remained quiet and dry; exhausted but determined. ‘I know that, Bob. 

I’ve already been out on the bike to look for her but it does no good. I don’t know where 

she is and neither do you. And now we’ve got the police to search for us. I’ve got a job to 

do.’ 

‘Defending a bloody rapist - when your own daughter might be lying dead 

somewhere! You’re out of your mind!’ 

‘It’s you that’s out of your mind, Bob. You’ve been shouting nonstop for four hours, 

and I can’t take any more. I think Emily will come back when she’s good and ready. In 

the meantime I’ve got one speech to make in court and that’s it. I’ll ring when I can. Do 

you want to follow me, Terry?’ 

Terry, like Bob, was aghast. ‘I ... don’t need to do that, Sarah. Just give me your 

son’s address and I’ll find it.’ 



‘Oh, all right. Bob knows it.’ She turned for the door. Terry had the impression she 

was sleep-walking. Her husband tried to block her path. 

‘For God’s sake, Sarah - I need you here! Just ring the court and explain - the 

judge’ll adjourn the trial!’ 

To Terry’s amazement, she walked right past him, out of the door. ‘Don’t stop me, 

Bob. I have to do this. Nothing I do here will make any difference this morning, anyway.’  

And then she was gone. The three men heard the motorbike engine start up, cough to 

a crescendo as she roared out of the short drive, and gradually fade into the distance. 

Terry had a sense that something was wrong here, something surreal. That woman had 

just put the defence of a brutal rapist before the search for her own daughter. 



Chapter Twelve 

IT WAS, ironically, a sunny day. The sky was a brilliant blue as Sarah rode into York, 

and sunlight slanted diagonally across her desk to light up the brief, tied with faded red 

tape. Beside it were the handwritten notes for her speech, prepared last night before going 

home. 

Last night. So long ago it seemed. A decade past. 

She tried to recall what the speech was about. That was why she was here, why she 

had come in. Wasn’t that what she had learned over the years? Never be distracted by the 

accidents of daily life; identify your main goal, focus all your efforts on achieving it. The 

other things will sort themselves out on their own. 

Emily will come back. Of course she will.  

So how was she going to present this case? Sarah bent over her notes, and tried to 

concentrate. 

Anyway Bob’s at home and the police are the professionals, not us. 

Concentrate. The main thing is to destroy the identification evidence. Without that 

there’s no case. Accept the jury’s sympathy for Sharon as a victim but insist it wasn’t 

Gary who did it. Get them to accept the possibility that the brutal rapist is still out there, 

wandering free. Looking for another victim.  

A teenage girl perhaps. 

Shut up. Focus. Concentrate. The police found no hood, no watch, no witnesses apart 

from Keith Somers. He’s damaging, but his evidence is circumstantial - how exactly did I 

plan to deal with him ...? 

Emily, dragged by the hair into some grotty bedroom, forced to her knees, punched 

in the face, her legs dragged apart ... 

God no! Stop it! 

‘Hi there, sunshine!’ 

‘What?’ She looked up, took her hands away from her eyes. 

‘Are you OK?’ It was Savendra, his cheerful face suddenly registering concern. 

‘Not really, Savvy. No.’ 

‘What is it? Family row?’ 

‘Worse than that. Family’s vanished. Emily’s gone walkabout.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ He sat down in front of the desk. Sarah explained, 

briefly, trying to make light of it. ‘Of course she’ll come back, it’s just a mega teenage 

tantrum aimed at causing us all maximum embarrassment, that’s all ...’ 

‘The police are searching, and you’re still here?’ 

‘Of course I’m here. I’ve got a case to defend, haven’t I? Last day, speeches, 

summing up, verdict. You remember verdicts?’ 



‘Yes, but ... you could get it adjourned. These are exceptional circumstances beyond 

your control, surely. The judge - who is it, Gray - he’ll understand.’ 

‘Will he? Perhaps - but what will he understand? That I can’t be a mother and a 

barrister at the same time? That the courts have to make special allowances for women? 

That everything gets slowed up because of my daughter’s stupid tantrum? No, Savvy ...’ 

‘He won’t see it like that ...’ 

‘He will, Savvy, he will, because he’s an unreconstructed chauvinist who thinks 

women should be at home doing the dishes and not in court at all. And even if he doesn’t 

think it others will. It’ll go the rounds, you know it will. “That Sarah Newby, she knows 

her stuff but she’s not reliable. Family problems, likely to take a day off to look after the 

kids. Better off with a man.” That’s what they’ll say.’ 

Savendra shook his head. ‘There’s world of difference between looking after the 

kids and looking for them, Sarah. The courts aren’t completely full of sharks and jackals, 

you know.’ 

‘Aren’t they, Savvy? Which courts do you work in?’ A wry, bitter smile dispelled 

the tears that had been threatening.  

‘Well ...’ Savendra saw the point. All barristers needed good cases to build up their 

reputation. Of all those who took law degrees less than 10% took bar exams; of those 

called to the bar only 50% found a place in chambers; of those who found a place in 

chambers only a tiny fraction made a living in their first years. If a colleague dropped a 

case for whatever reason, there was a feeding frenzy of others to snap it up. 

‘Anyway, Bob’s there. They don’t sack headmasters for taking a day off. It’s called 

role reversal, Savvy, it’s the new idea for twenty-first century woman. And man.’ 

‘Well.’ He reached across to pat her gently on the arm. ‘Where do you think she is?’ 

‘If I knew that don’t you think I’d be there now?’ Sarah’s eyes would have shrivelled 

him to a burnt crisp on the seat of his chair, if they hadn’t been suddenly softened by 

tears. ‘Anyway Emily’s just trying to get at me, Savvy. To criticise my success. I won’t 

let her.’ 

The contrasting sentiments were so harsh and shocking Savendra could find no 

response. He decided to step back from this emotional quicksand onto safer ground. 

‘So do you think you’ll get the rapist off?’ 

‘Rapist?’ Emily dragged into the back of a van, driven hundreds of miles to the south 

of England, sealed in a cellar to die of abuse and starvation ... ‘Oh, you mean Harker?’ 

‘Of course. Who else?’ 

‘Do my best.’ She indicated the notes on her desk. ‘He claims he’s innocent, Savvy.’ 

‘So you have to defend him.’ 

‘That’s my job.’  

‘Mine too.’  

The two barristers smiled at each other, knowing how seldom it was that they really 

believed in the innocence of the clients they defended. Savendra got to his feet. ‘I wish 

you luck, then. But if you want me to take over ...’ 

‘No chance.’ 

He shut the door softly behind him, leaving her alone with her notes. 

After Sarah’s dramatic departure Terry looked at Bob Newby with concern. The man 

seemed unable to keep still. He paced up and down the room anxiously.. 

‘What now, Mr - Inspector Bates, isn’t it?’ 



‘Bateson, sir. Well, I think you should stay here, sir, in case your daughter rings or 

simply turns up ...’  

‘You think she’ll turn up, just like that?’ 

‘Quite often that’s exactly what happens, sir. And it’s important that someone’s here 

to meet her or she might just go off again.’ 

‘I’m sure you’re right. But I’d feel better out there doing something, not just sitting 

still. That’s why Sarah should be here.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ Terry agreed, but it was not his place to do anything about it. 

‘Bitch.’ 

The word was spoken softly, so Terry pretended not to hear. He turned to sergeant 

Hendry. ‘Tom, have you got a constable to stay with Mr Newby? In case ...’ 

‘I’m not a child, you know!’ Bob snapped. ‘You get your men out searching - I may 

be upset but I do see the sense in what you’re saying.’ 

‘All right, sir, thanks. But Tom’ll call in regularly, keep you in the picture. Here’s 

my mobile number, if you need it. Now, er, can I have the address of that son of yours?’ 

Bob took a deep breath, trying to regain self control. As he wrote the address he 

muttered: ‘He’s my stepson, really. Sarah had him before we met. He’s a brickie - works 

here there and everywhere.’ 

‘All right, sir, I’ll find out. And we’ll check that phone box too.’ 

As Terry turned to go, Bob clutched his arm. ‘You’ve run this sort of search before, 

haven’t you? What are the chances?’ 

Terry saw fear in the man’s eyes, a barely suppressed panic that could quickly break 

through. ‘Well, in two cases out of three the child just turns up of its own accord. So the 

chances are good, if you look at it that way. But we’ll do our best to find her even if she 

doesn’t.’ 

Outside he said: ‘Keep an eye on him, Tom. He’s likely to crack any time.’ 

And as he left he wondered: would I go to pieces like that if Jessica or Esther 

vanished? Perhaps - who knows.  

Would I let my wife treat me as Sarah treated him? 

No way. 

No wife anyhow. 

In the cramped cell below the court, Gary Harker scowled at his lawyers. 

‘I’ve thought about it and I’m going in the box.’ 

‘Why?’ Sarah stood by the door, wig in hand, Lucy beside her. 

‘Well if I don’t, the judge is going to slag me off, in’t he? You said so yourself. I’m 

not going down just because of some crap advice my brief gave me.’ 

‘As your brief,’ Sarah said firmly, ‘I’m giving you the best advice possible. If you 

don’t give evidence the judge is entitled to draw the jury’s attention to your silence, Mr 

Harker; but if you go into the box, with your temper, the prosecution are going to hang 

you out to dry.’ 

‘What’s that bloody mean when it’s at home?’ 

‘Julian Lloyd-Davies is going to needle you about all the lies you’ve told, until you 

swear and curse and the jury despise you. He’s an expert - he’ll run rings round you.’ 

‘I have given evidence before, you know! You think I’m fucking stupid or what?’ 

‘I think you have a violent temper which you find hard to control.’ 



‘Well, that’s a load of crap, that is, thanks a lot! Me own bloody brief trying to 

bollock me before the trial! Fucking pair of slags!’ 

Sarah drew a deep breath. ‘I’m trying to present your case in the best light possible, 

Mr Harker. If you want to dismiss me and defend yourself you’re quite at liberty to do 

so.’ 

Gary considered it. ‘No, that’s not what I want, you know that.’ 

‘Right then. Well my advice is that if you go into that box and start swearing at 

people like you are now, you’ll destroy yourself more effectively than the judge ever 

could. So I suggest you exercise your right to keep silent, and let the judge say what he 

likes.’ 

‘And what if the jury listens to him, eh? What am I looking at?’ 

‘For a violent rape like this? Fifteen years, maybe. Minimum of eight.’ 

‘Fifteen fucking years! But it only lasted ten minutes, for fuck’s sake!’ 

Gary stood, his huge hands clenching and unclenching by his side. Sarah said 

nothing. This is what I came to work for, she thought. Bob’s right. I should be at home 

looking for Emily. Leave this tosser to rot. She saw the great vein swelling in his thick 

neck six inches from her face, as he shouted. ‘Fifteen years, and you don’t want me to 

speak? It’s me that’s going down, not you, you know, Mrs pretty barrister! For a ten 

minute shag.’ 

‘Are you admitting your guilt, Mr Harker? If you do that I can no longer represent 

you.’ And you can rot in hell, she thought. Where you belong. She turned to go, but the 

man grabbed her shoulder.  

‘No I am not admitting no fucking guilt, not to you nor any other twat with a pile of 

horseshit on her head. But I’m not staying silent, neither. I’m going in that box to tell the 

truth, so you’d best sharpen up your fancy brain too, because if you don’t, I’ll be looking 

for you after those fifteen years and it won’t be no ten minutes’ revenge I have in mind, 

neither.’ 

She put her hand on his to push it away, but realised she could no more move it than 

pull a brick from the wall. As her fingers scrabbled on his she met his eyes and to her 

horror he smiled. Then he let go. 

I’m losing control of this, she thought. Get out now. But she had to preserve some 

dignity. ‘Very well,’ she said shakily. ‘If you insist on giving evidence, that’s your right. 

I’ll see you in court.’ 

Outside in the corridor she saw that Lucy, too, was shaking. The two women leaned 

against opposite walls and gazed at each other. ‘Not your day really, is it?’ Lucy said. 

‘No.’ Sarah pressed her trembling hands against the wall behind her. ‘What am I 

doing here, for God’s sake?’ 

Lucy fumbled in her bag for cigarettes. ‘It’s not your fault. You told the wanker what 

to do. His future’s in his own hands now.’ 

‘Yes. And with a temper like his he’ll probably yank it right off.’ 

For a moment, in relief after the shock of Gary’s rage, this remark struck the two 

women as hopelessly, hysterically funny. A warder, passing on the stairs, glanced at them 

curiously. They were still giggling together when they came up into the main entrance of 

the court and bumped into Sharon Gilbert. 

Oh God, Sarah thought. How much worse can this day get? 



I’m not going to try very hard, Sarah thought. There’s no point. Even if he hasn’t actually 

admitted it the bastard’s guilty and deserves to go down. Anyway I’m too tired. She 

stood up. 

‘My lord, I call Gary Harker.’ 

Gary took the oath in a strong, loud voice, stumbling slightly over the words as he 

read them. 

‘Mr Harker, you have heard all the evidence brought by the prosecution. Did you 

rape Sharon Gilbert?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Did you go to her house on the night of Saturday 14th October last year?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Very well. Let me take you through the events of that night. Did you meet Ms 

Gilbert earlier that evening, at a party at the Station Hotel?’ 

‘I did, yes.’ 

‘Why did you go to that party?’ 

‘Why not? I knew some lads there.’ 

‘Did you expect to meet Ms Gilbert?’ 

‘No. I hadn’t seen her for ... six months, mebbe.’ 

‘What were your feelings when you met her?’ 

‘Well, I weren’t bothered really. I mean, I bought her a drink, asked her to dance, 

like. That were it, really.’ To Sarah’s surprise Gary seemed quite calm, almost 

respectable in the way he spoke. The jury were listening intently, no sign of disgust on 

their faces as yet. 

‘Did she seem pleased to see you?’ 

‘Not really. She’s a stroppy cow at times.’  

Here we go, Sarah thought. Sink yourself if you want to. I don’t care. 

‘Did you have an argument?’ 

‘I asked her for me watch back. She said she hadn’t got it.’ 

‘And how did you react to that?’ 

‘I said she were, er ...’ Gary paused, glanced at the jury, seemed to take a grip on 

himself. ‘I said it weren’t true. I reckon she’d sold it and she owed me t’brass.’ 

‘Were your voices raised when you had this argument?’ 

‘A bit. You had to speak up to be heard.’ 

‘All right. Did you threaten her in this argument, say you might come to her house 

and take the watch back, perhaps?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Did you go to her house to get the watch back?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘So when did you last see this watch?’ 

‘When she slung me out of her home, last year.’ 

The bastard’s really trying, she thought. So far so good. For him, anyway. But now 

the silly lies start. The fake alibi. 

‘Tell the jury in your own words, what happened when you left the Station Hotel that 

night.’ 

‘Well, I met a lad called Sean and we went to the Dog and Whistle. Cruising.’ 

‘Cruising?’ 



‘Yeah. Looking for lasses, like. Girls.’ 

‘Did you find any?’ 

‘Yeah. Two.’ 

‘What happened then?’ 

‘Well, they were tarts, like. Prostitutes. So we shagged ‘em.’ 

‘Did you pay them?’ 

‘I paid mine. Tenner. Too bloody much.’ 

‘What happened then?’ 

‘I went home to bed.’ 

‘Did Sean go with you?’ 

‘No. We split up when we met t’lasses. I didn’t see him again.’ 

‘What about the girl? Did she come home with you?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘What was her name?’ 

‘Can’t remember, sorry.’ 

‘You’ve never seen her before or since?’ 

‘No, I haven’t. Couldn’t afford her again, any road.’ 

‘Now, you’ve heard Keith Somers say he saw you in Albert Street just after one a.m. 

that night. Were you in Albert Street at that time?’ 

‘Yeah. Probably. I could have been.’ 

‘Is it on your way home from where you met the girls?’ 

‘It’s one way home, yes.’ 

‘Keith Somers says you waved to him. Is that right?’ 

‘Could be. Can’t remember.’ 

‘Very well. Albert Street runs parallel to Thorpe Street, which is where Sharon 

Gilbert lives. So I ask you again, did you go to Sharon Gilbert’s house at any time that 

night?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Did you rape her?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘So you say you are totally innocent of this crime that you are charged with?’ 

‘Innocent? Yeah, that’s right. I am.’ 

‘Very well, then. Wait there.’ 

There had been a smile on Julian Lloyd-Davies’ face ever since he’d learned that Sarah 

was calling Gary Harker to give evidence. Now he rose with what appeared to be a weary 

sigh, some sheets of notes in his hand. He peered at the notes intently for a few seconds, 

then tossed them aside in disgust. 

‘Mr Harker, this is all a pack of lies, isn’t it?’ 

‘What? No.’ 

‘You don’t have a friend called Sean, do you?’ 

‘’course I do. I thought I did any road.’ 

‘Where does he live then?’ 

‘I don’t know. He’s left York. Must have done.’ 

‘You were just wasting police time, weren’t you?’ 

‘I bloody weren’t. They were wasting my time, more like!’ 



Here we go, Sarah thought. Score one to Lloyd-Davies. Or two, if we count the way 

he threw his notes away. The jury loved that. 

‘Oh I see. You think it’s a waste of police time to investigate a brutal rape, do you?’ 

‘I never said that.’ 

‘Oh? Forgive me, I thought you did.’ Lloyd-Davies peered at Gary contemptuously 

over his reading glasses, deliberately affecting a superior, educated tone, and Sarah 

thought: that’s it. He’s got beneath his skin. Wait for the explosion. 

To her surprise it didn’t come. Gary gripped the edge of the dock in those huge, 

cruel hands, flushed, and said - nothing. 

Lloyd-Davies began again. ‘Do you have an unusually bad memory, Mr Harker?’ 

‘No. I don’t think so.’ 

‘Well, tell me then. What’s your friend Sean’s second name?’ 

‘I’m not right sure. I always called him Sean.’ 

‘Do you remember where he works, perhaps?’ 

‘He worked wi’ me. At MacFarlane’s. In Acomb.’ 

‘At MacFarlane’s, in Acomb.’ Lloyd-Davies sighed elaborately. ‘You see, that’s all 

lies too, Mr Harker. The police have checked. There was no one called Sean working for 

MacFarlane’s at that time.’ 

This time Gary shouted back. ‘It’s not bloody lies. He were there and he worked wi’ 

me. You heard Graham Dewar!’ 

‘Do you take this jury for complete fools, Mr Harker? To believe that you have a 

friend who simply doesn’t exist?’ 

‘I’m not a bloody fool! You may be!’  

It was going as Sarah had predicted now. A contented smile played around Lloyd-

Davies’ smooth, rather prominent lips. He phrased his next question with deliberate 

enjoyment. 

‘Well, tell the jury this, then. Do you often ‘shag’ girls, as you put it, without even 

learning their names?’ 

‘Sometimes, yes. It happens. Mebbe not to you.’ 

There was a stir of muffled laughter in court, and Sarah saw to her surprise that two 

of the younger male jurors were grinning broadly. Irritation crept into Lloyd-Davies’ 

voice as he sensed the exchange had not gone his way. 

‘Well, it’s not a very good story, is it, because none of the people you say were with 

you that night actually exist, do they? It’s all a tissue of lies, isn’t it?’ 

‘No, it bloody isn’t.’ 

‘Oh yes it is, Mr Harker. The truth is, that when you met Ms Gilbert that night you 

were angry with her, and you wanted to get your revenge. So after you left the hotel you 

waited in Thorpe Street until she was home, and then you broke into her house with a 

hood over your face, and brutally raped her in front of her children. That’s what really 

happened, isn’t it?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Oh yes it is, Mr Harker. We know it’s true because she recognised you.’ 

‘No she didn’t! She couldn’t bloody recognise me because ...’ 

Just for a second Gary hesitated, staring straight ahead of him, apparently at nothing. 

Sarah thought, this is it. The silly burk is actually going to admit it. Good thing too - for 

justice if not for me.  



‘Yes, Mr Harker? Why couldn’t she recognise you?’ Lloyd-Davies goaded him, 

gloating. His voice snapped Gary out of his trance. 

‘Because I wasn’t bloody there, that’s why! Because the feller who raped her wasn’t 

bloody me! And if the police weren’t wasting time with all this load of crap here, they’d 

be out trying to catch the beggar who did do it, wouldn’t they?’ 

And so it went on, inconclusively, for a few more minutes, Lloyd-Davies needling 

sarcastically, Gary bludgeoning his attacks away. Neither complete triumph nor utter 

disaster, Sarah thought, when he sat down at last.  

Lucy, however, was more upbeat. Dressed in a particularly vast and unflattering blue 

peasant smock, she confronted Julian Lloyd-Davies during the fifteen minute recess the 

judge granted before speeches. 

‘Do you play cricket, by any chance, Mr Lloyd-Davies?’ she asked. 

‘Why yes, as a matter of fact I do.’ Lloyd-Davies smiled, acknowledging her 

existence for the first time in the entire trial. ‘Most weekends, actually.’ 

‘I could tell from your style of cross-examination. Like England held to a draw by 

the Soweto second XI, I thought.’ 

‘Lucy, that was wicked,’ Sarah said, as the great man stalked away. ‘Do you always talk 

to opposition barristers like that?’ 

‘Only when they really get up my nose, like he does.’ 

‘But how did you know he played cricket? An inspired guess?’ 

‘Oh no. He boasts about it in Who’s Who. Played for Eton and Oxford. Got a blue.’ 

A faint smile, brief as winter sunshine, lit Sarah’s face and was gone. 

‘I doubt Gary’s ever played cricket. Unless he could kill someone with the bat.’ 



Chapter Thirteen 

JULIAN LLOYD-Davies stood to face the jury. One hand clutched the edge of his gown, 

the other was behind his back somewhere. The pose looked odd and pompous to Sarah. 

She hoped the jury felt the same. 

It was his duty, he said, to prove Gary’s guilt beyond all reasonable doubt. 

Confidently, he set about doing so. ‘Let us remind ourselves exactly what Gary Harker 

has done. We say that on the night of 14th October last year, he deliberately entered the 

house of Sharon Gilbert ... ’  

Seamlessly, he progressed into a precise, detailed description of the horrors of the 

assault. For nearly an hour he painstakingly constructed Gary’s guilt from the evidence. 

He tore up Sarah’s arguments and cast them aside like rubbish. How was it possible for 

any woman to be mistaken about the identity of a rapist, hooded or not, when she had 

lived with him for over a year? Lloyd-Davies invited the jury to consider their own 

partners - would they fail to recognise them, just because of a balaclava hood? Surely 

not. 

Do QCs wear hoods in their wives’ bedrooms, Sarah wondered flippantly. We 

should be told. But then ordinary barrister’s daughters can go missing, can’t they? her 

mind screamed back. Lost alone in some pervert’s bedroom. Oh shut up, please. 

Concentrate. 

Sharon, Lloyd-Davies reminded the jury, had heard the rapist’s voice. She had seen 

his body, he had even used her son’s name. How could she be mistaken? And Gary had 

two clear motives - to gain revenge after their quarrel that evening, and to recover his 

watch. He knew exactly where she lived, alone and defenceless with her children. He 

knew where she kept the watch; she had seen him take it. The police couldn’t find it 

because he had hidden it, that was all.  

And what about his so-called alibi? Well, it relied on three people who could not be 

proved to exist at all. But a witness who did exist had seen him in the adjacent street just 

a few minutes after the rape took place. 

Finally there was the question of character. Someone was lying in this case, clearly. 

Well, the jury had seen Sharon Gilbert in the witness box; and they had seen the police 

inspector. All those people believed Gary was guilty. Then the jury had seen Gary 

himself. So who did they believe? Sharon, her son and the police? Or Gary Harker?  

Quite, Sarah thought. A man with a criminal record three pages long, including 

violence against women. My charming client.  

‘We know who is telling the truth, don’t we, members of the jury?’ Lloyd-Davies 

concluded. ‘We know who broke into Sharon Gilbert’s house and raped her in front of 

her two small children. It was that man there. Gary Harker.’ 



So far Lloyd-Davies had been dry, calm, understated, allowing the horror of the facts 

to make his points for him. Now, he raised his right arm, and pointed at Gary. Then he sat 

down. 

The judge eyed the clock. 11.30. Too early to adjourn for lunch. ‘Mrs Newby?’ 

The phone box was in Blossom Street - near the Odeon cinema, a bus stop, a Kentucky 

Fried Chicken outlet, and a few streets of Victorian tenements. Inside it an advert offered 

French lessons for naughty boys. Harry Easby examined it curiously. 

‘All right,’ Terry said, to Harry and two young uniformed constables. ‘We’ve got the 

girl’s photo. Let’s see if anyone’s seen her. Or knows who rang from here at 10.27 

yesterday.’ 

It was the only clue he had, so far. His visit to Sarah’s son Simon had yielded 

nothing. The door of the terraced house in Bramham Street had been opened by a 

truculent, muscular young man in a teeshirt and shorts. He had short reddish-gold hair, a 

round face with a broad nose, and a ring in one ear. He had led Terry into a cramped, 

untidy front room and answered his questions while putting on pair of old socks and 

ancient, mud-stained trainers. Yes, his stepfather had rung at two a.m. last night; no, he 

had no idea where Emily had gone. He had last seen her a month ago in Tesco with their 

mother. He and his sister weren’t particularly close but he could readily understand that 

the pressure from their highly academic parents had become too much for her. Probably 

she would come back in a day or two. Terry was welcome to search his house if he 

wanted but if not, he was going for a run. 

Terry had considered a search but decided against it. Everything in the boy’s 

demeanour suggested innocence. What disturbed Terry was how little the lad seemed to 

care. What sort of family is this, he wondered as he drove away. Son a half-employed 

brickie, husband a gibbering wreck, daughter run away from home. What does that 

woman do to people?  

None of my business, he told himself firmly. Just as well, perhaps. 

Terry and Harry took alternate houses down the street. Some had offices downstairs, 

others were entirely given over to bedsits. At quarter to twelve they crossed the road to 

confer with the uniformed branch. Or youth wing, as Harry called it. 

‘There are two possibles, sir,’ reported PC Kerr eagerly. ‘A woman who saw a man 

using the box yesterday morning - he was on for ages so she had to wait; and another 

bloke who said his neighbour always used the phone at the same time. Said he was 

obsessive, like.’ 

‘Could your woman describe this man at all?’ 

Kerr consulted his notebook. ‘About forty, balding, grey suit, camel coat.’ 

‘Hm. And the obsessive neighbour? What did he look like?’ 

PC Kerr flushed. ‘I didn’t think to ask, sir. But he lives in flat 3a., number 7. He’s 

out now but he usually watches telly in the afternoons, I was told.’ 

‘All right, we’ll check him out later today,’ Terry said. ‘Now I’d best get back and 

see the anxious parents. Anxious dad, at least.’ 

Sarah tried to listen to Lloyd-Davies, but her ability to concentrate was gone. She’d had 

no sleep last night and in the warm courtroom she found her eyes closing. Behind her 

eyelids she saw Emily running away. Someone was holding her hand, but who? She’d 



been about to find out when she awoke with a jolt and looked round wondering if anyone 

had noticed. Pray God the jury weren’t laughing at her. 

She stood up mechanically, her notes in her hand. ‘Members of the jury, Mr Harker 

is, as you know, accused of a quite horrendous crime.’ Which he almost certainly 

committed, she thought miserably. What now? 

She stopped, transfixed by the extraordinary sensation that the jury were in a glass 

tank where she couldn’t touch them. The fat one at the back is a crab.  

Wake up, for God’s sake. Concentrate. This is what you came to work for. Do it 

now. 

I can’t. I’m too tired. 

You will. 

Somehow, despite the turmoil in her tired mind, her voice continued without her. ‘It 

is no part of Mr Harker’s case to minimise the terrible suffering Sharon Gilbert has 

endured, or the harm done to her children. No decent man or woman could fail to 

sympathise with it.’ 

Not even me. As Emily’s mother I sympathise with it, too. Shut up. 

 ‘What Mr Harker says is quite simple. It wasn’t me, he says. You’ve got the wrong 

man. These terrible things happened but I didn’t do them. That’s what Mr Harker says.’ 

Which is just what a child says when there’s milk spilt on the carpet, a voice nagged 

in her mind. I didn’t do it, the milk just jumped straight out of the cup. Come on, you can 

do better than that. Concentrate. 

Several jurors were shuffling or fiddling with their hands. A young woman gazed up 

at the decorated roof. Come on. You’re losing them. Try harder. 

‘Mr Lloyd-Davies says that the evidence proves Gary Harker’s guilt. But that’s not 

true, members of the jury, is it? The evidence in this case is really very thin indeed. The 

prosecution can’t even prove that Gary was in the house, never mind that he committed 

this horrible rape. He wasn’t there, members of the jury. It’s the prosecution’s job to 

prove he was there and they have totally failed to do so. Let’s take a closer look at the 

evidence.’ 

Mercifully, the words were trickling out, but they were not flowing. The glass screen 

between Sarah and the jury remained. But the logic of the case was clearly laid out in her 

notes. She consulted them desperately.  

‘The only evidence that really counts is Sharon’s belief that she could identify Gary. 

Well, do you remember how many drinks Sharon had that night? She was drunk, 

members of the jury - hopelessly drunk and terrified. How could she possibly identify 

anyone in that state? Could you? A man wearing a hood, wielding a knife, who spoke 

two or three words at most before forcing you to do terrible acts? I doubt it. I doubt if 

anyone could think clearly in that situation.’ 

Better. The adrenalin was beginning to flow. If only that juror would stop playing 

with his watch. This is important, damn you! 

‘Of course Ms Gilbert was angry and upset. Something terrible had happened to her 

and she wanted to blame someone for it. So she blamed the first man who came into her 

mind - the man she’d had an argument with that night. But she didn’t know it was him, 

she couldn’t possibly know. Nor could her little son. He was brave, wasn’t he? 

Heroically brave. But he was only a child, he believed what his mother told him.’ 



So what about the rest of the evidence, she asked. The prosecution claimed Gary had 

gone there to steal a watch - well, where was the watch then? Why wasn’t it in Gary’s 

house? Where was the hood? That wasn’t there either. There was no semen, no 

fingerprints, no forensic evidence to show he had ever been in Sharon’s house. True, he’d 

been seen in a street not far away, but he had an explanation for that. The police claimed 

his friend Sean didn’t exist - well, a witness had come to court who’d met him, after all. 

Gary’s alibi didn’t show him as a very pleasant character, but that wasn’t the point. They 

didn’t have to like him to believe him. And if they believed him, he was not guilty. 

Simple as that. 

‘The prosecution have failed to prove their case beyond reasonable doubt, members 

of the jury. There are many doubts in this case, very reasonable doubts indeed. Their case 

is as full of holes as a colander. They can’t prove that Gary entered Ms Gilbert’s house; 

they have failed to prove that he raped her. And so the only verdict you can possibly 

reach, is not guilty.’ 

She sat down. It sounded lame to her, not the sharp, incisive performance she had 

planned. But she had done her job. It was as much - more - than a lying thug like Gary 

was entitled to. Now she could think of Emily. 

The judge adjourned the court for lunch and Sarah immediately phoned home. 

‘Hello?’ Bob’s voice sounded hopeful, desperate. 

‘Bob? It’s me. Any news?’ 

‘No.’ The hope in his voice faded to a flat, bitter, resentment as he recognised hers. 

‘Did you get your rapist off?’ 

‘Don’t know yet. Have the police been in touch?’ 

‘Yes. They’re all over the village, they’ve seen Simon, they’re trying to trace this 

phone call but it won’t be any good, how can it be? She’s just gone, Sarah - vanished!’ 

‘Have you been by the phone all morning?’ 

‘What the hell do you think I’ve been doing? You should be here, Sarah, so I could 

go out and look!’ 

‘As soon as we have a verdict I will be. But there’s not much we can do, Bob, is 

there? If she’s gone of her own accord she’ll come back when she wants to.’ 

‘And if she hasn’t gone of her own accord?’ 

‘Don’t say that, Bob, please. Of course she has.’ 

‘What’re all these policemen doing here then?’ 

‘Bob, don’t let’s quarrel, please. I’ll be home as soon as I can and you can page me 

any time if something happens. I’ll talk to her when she comes back. That’s when I can 

really help. When she’s actually there.’ 

‘And you’re actually here too. That’s the point, isn’t it?’ 

‘All right, yes, when we’re both there. And you. All three of us.’ 

‘Right,’ Bob said quietly. And put the phone down. 

There was a bicycle in the hallway, and Terry caught his foot twice in the stair carpet. As 

he knocked he could hear the sound of the TV inside. No one answered. He knocked 

again, louder this time, and the door jerked suddenly open. 

‘Not now, for Chrissake! It’s two thirty five!’ 

The door slammed shut and the volume of the TV inside reached a crescendo. An 

angry voice yelled something like ‘nitwit dettori.’ Then the door opened. 

‘Well, what is it?’ 



‘Police.’ Terry showed his warrant card. ‘Can we come in?’ 

‘Christ, it never rains but it pours! I ain’t done nothing.’ 

‘We’re investigating a missing girl ...’  

Inside there was an armchair, and a bed with The Racing Post on it. The man, about 

forty, balding, in a shiny grey suit, glared at them defensively. Terry explained why he 

had come. 

‘Yeah, all right, so I did phone from there yesterday morning. It don’t make me a 

child snatcher, does it?’ 

‘No sir, of course not, but we have to investigate, that’s all. Would you mind telling 

us who you were telephoning?’ 

‘Who I always phone, o’course.’ The man jerked his thumb at the TV. The sound 

was off but Terry could see a racehorse loping nonchalantly into the winner’s enclosure, 

surrounded by an ecstatic crowd of owners, trainer, jockey and stable lad, all delighted at 

their good luck.  

‘Blasted 33-1 rag gets up to the favourite on the line. I had twenty quid on at 4-1. 

Sounds pathetic, don’t it, but that’s a big bet for me nowadays. Sodding Dettori got in 

front too soon!’ 

‘You were ringing your bookie, you mean?’ 

‘Got it in one, my son. I used to make money at it. And will again, I promise you. 

OK?’ 

A dejected Terry was already leaving when Harry Easby asked: ‘You didn’t happen 

to notice anyone in the phone box before you, did you, sir?’ 

The man frowned. ‘Dunno. Yeah, wait a mo, I think there was, matter of fact. 

Student, probably - lots of ‘em round here. Music on all bloody night, sometimes. 

Thump, thump, thump.’ 

‘You couldn’t describe him, could you?’ 

‘Long hair, pony tail, ring in one ear. I think I’ve seen him before, in that house over 

there.’ He pointed out of the window. ‘I could be wrong, though.’ 

Outside, Terry looked at the list from this morning’s search. The house the man had 

indicated contained eight bedsits. There had been no one at home in three of them that 

morning. 

Sarah tried, but failed, to find anything unfair in the judge’s summing up. He gave 

reasonable weight to all aspects of the evidence, asking the jury to focus their minds 

particularly on the question of identification, and the impressions they had formed of the 

truthfulness of the two key witnesses, Sharon Gilbert and Gary Harker.  

Which if they have any sense will send Gary down, Sarah thought.  

He repeated that they should ignore anything they had read in the press, and 

disregard the remarks Sharon had made about Gary having attacked other women. 

‘He is charged with one crime only before this court, and that is the only matter you 

are to consider, members of the jury. And in view of what Ms Gilbert alleged, I must 

emphasize that the defendant is charged with no other crimes against women at all, apart 

from this one. It is fair that you should know that.’ 

It is indeed, Sarah thought, surprised. He must be very confident of a conviction to 

say that. It probably dishes my chance of an appeal, too. My presentation must have been 

awful. 



But she cared less than she once had. As soon as the jury were out she phoned home 

again. 

‘Bob? Any news?’ 

‘They rang to ask if she knows any students living off Blossom Street. Does she?’ 

‘Not that I know of.’ 

‘That’s what I said too. Where would she meet students? She’s only a kid.’ 

‘Clubs. Parties. She’s been to a few, you know.’ 

‘She’s not old enough, Sarah!’ 

‘She’s fifteen. I was her age when I met Kevin.’ 

‘Christ! Don’t remind me!’ 

But you weren’t there, Bob, Sarah thought. You don’t know what it was like. When I 

first met Kevin it was magic, for a while. As though the world had been black and white 

and then someone switched the colour on. Maybe it’s like that for Emily now. 

‘When are you coming home?’ Bob asked. 

‘After the verdict. I’ve got to stay for that.’ 

‘Oh yes, of course. Mustn’t let your rapist down, must you?’ 

I don’t think I’ve ever really hated Bob before now, Sarah thought as she put the 

phone down. Why does he keep slipping this needle under my nails? To make me feel 

guilty for going to work? Or because he knows there’s a part of me that doesn’t think 

Emily’s in danger at all, but is having the time of her life with some boy just as I did with 

Kevin? And he can’t stand that because he’s not half the lover Kevin was. Never could 

be. 

Even though Kev was a brutal selfish arrogant cocky little git, and not intelligent or 

hardworking or sensitive as we always wanted our daughter to be. Of course Bob’s right 

this is a disaster but ... oh Emily, what sort of a man have you chosen to run away with? 

If you had any choice at all. 

It was always a tense moment, but today, for once in her career, Sarah couldn’t feel it. 

She walked into court isolated, anaesthetized inside her own bubble of indifference. 

‘Members of the jury, have you chosen a foreman to speak for you?’ 

‘We have, yes.’ A young man, in a smart suit and tie, stood up. 

‘Mr Foreman, answer these questions yes or no. On count one of the indictment, the 

unlawful rape of Sharon Gilbert, have you reached a verdict on which you are all 

agreed?’ 

‘We have, yes.’ 

‘And on that charge, do you find the defendant Gary Harker guilty or not guilty?’ 

‘Not guilty.’ 

‘Yeessss!’ The shout came from behind her. Sarah turned, as everyone did, to see 

Gary standing in the dock, a triumphant grin on his face. The judge contemplated him 

coldly. 

‘In that case, Mr Harker, you are free to go.’ 

As Gary left the dock, Sarah rose to her feet to demand costs from public funds. 

Then she gathered up her papers as the judge turned to thank the jury. 

‘Congratulations. A feather in your cap, no doubt.’ With stiff politeness, Julian 

Lloyd-Davies essayed the smile of the gallant loser. 

‘Thanks.’ Sarah thought how in other circumstances she would have been proud - 

cock-a-hoop with bubbling delight at having achieved such a triumph in the teeth of 



fierce pre-trial publicity, a prosecution headed by a QC, and firm control of the trial itself 

by a judge who clearly believed in Gary’s guilt. But with Emily missing, it was ashes in 

her mouth. 

In the foyer, she saw Sharon Gilbert sobbing, supported by her friend. Gary saw 

Sharon too. He laughed, and jerked his forearm upwards in the traditional footballer’s 

gesture of triumph - shafted! 



Chapter Fourteen 

‘SO WHAT do they say?’ 

‘Who? The police? Nothing much.’ Bob’s eyes met hers - dark accusing eyes in a 

face pale with exhaustion. ‘Do you really care?’ 

‘Oh come on, Bob, of course I care. What did they say?’  

He took a deep breath. ‘The only one who’s said anything of any consequence is that 

Inspector - Bateson I think his name is, the one who was here this morning. According to 

him someone saw a young man use that phone box around 10.27 yesterday. But it could 

have been one of three possible young men who live in Blossom Street. The snag is, none 

of them are at home. So, as far as I can make out, they’re just sitting outside watching.’ 

‘Watching?’ 

‘Waiting for these lads to come back. Ridiculous, isn’t it! Emily might be in one 

those flats right now. Why don’t you just smash the door down, I said, go in and have a 

look! This is my daughter you’re talking about, a fifteen year old child! But oh no, they 

can’t do that, they say. They need a search warrant, they haven’t got enough evidence, 

they can’t say if these lads have anything to do with at all. I ask you! I ought to go down 

there myself!’ 

‘It wouldn’t help, Bob. They have to act within the law. They’re bound to make 

reasonable attempts to contact the occupants first, before breaking in. That’s how it 

works.’ 

‘Law, law, law!’ he yelled. ‘That’s all there is with you, isn’t it? And meanwhile 

Emily’s been missing for over a day and nobody cares a toss!’ 

‘Don’t be silly, Bob - I care!’ 

‘Like hell you do! Off all day in your bloody court. No wonder the kid ran away, 

when she’s got a mother with ice in her veins!’ 

‘Bob, please! We don’t know why she went.’ 

‘Don’t we? No, but I can guess.’ He went to the sideboard and poured himself a 

whisky. ‘What happened in your wretched trial, anyway?’ 

‘Not guilty.’ Bob’s face mirrored the expressions she had seen on the face of Judge 

Gray when the verdict was announced - surprise, followed by consternation and disgust. 

In the judge’s case the visible signs of these emotions were swiftly smothered by long 

practice, but in Bob’s they were sustained, open, and bitter. 

‘So you got him off, did you? Set a rapist free. I suppose you’re proud of that?’ 

‘Not proud, no, not exactly, Bob, but ...’ 

‘But you won the fight. Trouble is you thought he was guilty, didn’t you?’ 

They had discussed the case on a couple of occasions. Calmer occasions, normal 

evenings. He knew her too well for her to deceive him.  

‘He never actually admitted it, Bob. I’m not the jury, I’m his defence.’ 



‘So now ...’ Bob swirled the whisky around his gums, as though he were trying to 

anaesthetise some toothache. ‘... now your rapist is out there walking free, God knows 

where, just like our daughter Emily. Makes you feel great, I suppose?’ 

‘No, of course not ...’ 

‘It makes me sick!’ He finished the drink, strode to the door, and put on his coat. 

‘Bob? Where are you going?’ 

‘Out. To walk along the river bank, look for Emily, anywhere. You stay by the 

phone, see how you like it!’ 

‘Bob!’ But he was gone, and didn’t come back for two hours. When he did, the 

evening and night passed in similar style, with recrimination, sullen silences, and 

occasional unsuccessful attempts at a truce. Towards dawn Bob fell asleep, exhausted. 

Then at eight he showered, dressed, and came downstairs. 

‘Where are you going?’ Sarah asked, from the armchair where she slumped, gazing 

at the garden listlessly. 

‘To work, like you yesterday. I’ve got some reports to sign, they can’t go off without 

me. Then ... I don’t know. I can’t just sit. You’ll stay here, won’t you?’ It was more of a 

plea this time, less of an insult. 

‘If that’s what you want. I’ll give you a ring if anything happens.’ 

‘Of course.’ 

But in the event, that was precisely what she was unable to do. 

Terry’s phone rang as he was entering the school playground. Jessica had skipped away 

with a bright wave and a kiss; but Esther was miserable that morning. It was something 

about some boys who had torn her book; he had promised to speak to her teacher about it, 

and her seven-year-old hand gripped his forefinger tightly as they made their way 

through the screaming, jostling crowd of tiny figures.  

Then his mobile rang.  

Terry cursed silently. He had told them time and again not to do this unless it was an 

emergency. He fumbled the phone from his inside pocket. ‘Bateson.’ 

‘Sir, there’s been a development in that missing child case of yours. They’ve found a 

body.’ 

‘Oh no.’ Terry stopped in the middle of the playground. ‘Where?’ 

‘In some bushes near the river, sir. Not far from where they’re building the new 

designer outlet. A man walking his dog found it this morning.’ 

‘What makes you think it’s connected with the Newby case?’ 

‘Clothing, sir. There’s a car there now. Says it’s a teenage girl with a blue and red 

jacket like the one in the description you’ve circulated. She’s had her throat cut.’ 

‘Mr Bateson, good morning! Hello, Esther, how are you today?’ A friendly, 

motherly woman in a cream blouse and tartan skirt - Esther’s class teacher - approached 

them, and noticing the anxious look in Esther’s eyes, squatted down to smile at her. 

‘Have you come to see me?’ 

‘OK, I’ll go straight there.’ Terry clicked the phone off and nodded vaguely at the 

woman. ‘Er, yes, we were, but there’s been a bit of an emergency ...’ 

‘Dad!’ Esther’s grip tightened round his finger and her other hand clutched his wrist. 

‘You promised!’ 

‘Yeah ... yeah, OK love.’ He looked down, saw his daughter was near to tears, and 

scooped her up onto his hip. ‘Can we go inside for a moment?’ 



‘Of course, follow me.’ 

In the light, airy classroom decorated with beautifully mounted children’s drawings 

and stories, hanging mobiles of fish and whales and perfectly arranged exhibits about the 

sea and the natural world - the topic for this half term - Terry found it hard to concentrate 

on Esther’s problem of the torn book, and the petty dispute which had led the boys to tear 

it. But thank goodness the teacher, Mrs Thomson, seemed to have a clear grasp not only 

of the crime but also, more importantly, of a solution to make everything better. Five 

minutes later Terry left Esther comfortably ensconced on Mrs Thompson’s knee, and 

waded out through a cloakroom full of small chattering bodies hanging up their coats and 

bags. 

What a thing it must be to have a job that can make things better, he thought, 

crossing the playground to his car. What will I tell Sarah Newby, later today? I’m sorry, 

love, but that child you brought up for fifteen years - she’s lying by the river with her 

throat cut. 

Christ. 

The body, like all bodies, looked pathetic. It was only the second corpse Terry had seen 

since his wife, Mary, was killed and he coped with it by concentrating on the way it was 

no longer a real living person but something essentially, fundamentally different. 

Something not just dumped here by the murderer but also discarded by the original 

occupant; a wrapping, no longer required on the journey. There has to be some sort of 

afterlife, he thought. Otherwise - this is it. 

The body lay twisted, half on its back and half on its side, the limbs asprawl, the face 

wrenched sideways, half buried in brambles and nettles. The uppermost side of the face, 

the left side, was discoloured by mud and a bruise on the cheekbone just under the eye. 

The other side, which he gingerly lifted with a latex gloved finger before letting it fall, 

was imprinted with twigs and mud and leaves, among which ants and worms crawled 

industriously. But it was not the face or the white, stiffening limbs which caught the eye 

the most. It was the red gash in the throat, wide enough for a man’s hand and so deep he 

thought he could see bone and cut sinew inside it, from which the blood had gushed out 

and dried all over the girl’s blouse and arms and onto the trampled grass around. 

Terry stepped carefully, where the Scenes of Crime Officer, Jack Middleton, showed 

him. The body was in a group of bushes a few yards from the river path down which, 

presumably, a man had come walking his dog early this morning to meet this unwelcome 

surprise. 

‘Looks like your misper, doesn’t it, Terry?’ Jack Middleton said. He wore white 

overalls, and in one latex gloved hand he held the print of a proud, smiling Emily Newby 

that Terry had copied from the school photo on Sarah’s mantelpiece. Underneath was a 

brief description of the clothes she was believed to be wearing. 

‘Probably,’ Terry agreed gloomily. ‘Can’t be sure from the face, but the hair colour 

and jacket are the same. Poor kid. When was she found?’ 

‘About seven thirty, I think. But she’s been dead for hours before that. Arms and 

legs are pretty much rigid.’ 

‘When’s the doc coming?’ 

‘Any minute now.’ As they spoke a slim young man in a suit came up the track, 

carrying a doctor’s bag. Terry went to meet him. 

‘Dr Jones?’ 



‘Yep. Where’s the patient?’ 

‘Over there. This officer will show you where to walk. We don’t want to spoil any 

footprints.’ 

‘Don’t worry. I’ll keep out of the mud as much as I can. I only bought these shoes 

last week. Hand sewn.’ 

Terry had worked with Andrew Jones before and knew he was precise, thorough, 

and very acute. The down sides were his vanity, and the defensive callousness he affected 

towards human corpses, approaching them with as much emotional involvement as a 

master chef contemplating a prime side of beef. 

His initial examination did not last long. Death was obvious, and the cause equally 

apparent. While the SOCO took photographs Terry asked: ‘When did it happen, 

roughly?’ 

‘Ten to twelve hours ago, I should say, judging by the stiffness of the limbs.’ 

‘Late last night then, an hour or so before midnight, you’d say?’ 

‘Yep. Can’t really be more precise than that.’ 

‘Anything else you can be precise about before you get her in the lab?’ 

‘Clearly she died from the throat wound - carotid artery severed, arterial blood 

everywhere. Presumably a knife, probably inflicted from behind. A right-handed 

assailant - probably held her head up by the hair, baring the throat, and then slashed from 

left to right. Hell of a big sharp knife too - machete maybe - he’s cut right through to the 

vertebrae. I’ll be able to tell you more after a closer examination.’ 

‘Any other obvious injuries? There’s a bruise on the face, isn’t there?’ 

‘Mm, yes - not sure when that was inflicted. She’s also been raped.’ 

‘What?’ Dear God, how much worse can it get, Terry thought. Dr Jones flashed him 

a mocking, clinical smile. 

‘Didn’t you lift her skirt? No doubt about it, I’m afraid. No knickers, bloodstains on 

her thighs and vaginal bruising. That’s good news, at least.’ 

‘Good news? How do you make that out?’ 

‘We’ll almost certainly find semen. Then if your budget can stretch to it we’ll do a 

DNA profile and snap! You’ve got him. Open and shut, no argument.’  

‘We’ve got to find him, first, doc. And her knickers, it seems. Are they lying about 

somewhere?’ He glanced at Jack Middleton, who shook his head. 

Dr Jones shrugged. ‘Probably took them home, as a souvenir. His version of a teddy, 

to keep on the pillow at night.’ The disgust on Terry’s face stopped him from going 

further. ‘Sorry. It’s a filthy murder, I know. When that photographer’s finished we’ll get 

the body down to the lab. I’ll start the PM as soon as she’s identified. Have you any idea 

who she is?’ 

Terry sighed. It was the task he was dreading. ‘Oh yes. That’s one thing we can be 

sure of, I think.’ 

‘Is your husband at home?’ 

‘He went to school. It’s my turn by the phone today. Punishment for yesterday.’ 

Sarah attempted a wry smile, conscious she must look a mess to Terry. Only a couple of 

hours’ sleep for the second night running, on a diet of coffee and arguments - hardly the 

best beauty regime. As Terry frowned she thought, he’s furious with me about the Harker 

case. No doubt he was, but his face showed a far deeper worry, a more profound concern 

which she didn’t want to acknowledge. She shivered. ‘Can I offer you coffee?’ 



‘No, thank you. Mrs Newby ...’ 

‘Sarah, please. We are still colleagues, aren’t we? In a sense, anyway - or haven’t 

you forgiven me for ...’ Keep chattering and he won’t say it. 

‘We’ve found a body.’ 

‘What? Oh.’ She sat down quite suddenly on a chair, as though the strings in her legs 

had been cut. ‘Oh my God.’ Her hand over her mouth. 

Terry sat opposite her, waiting for the shock to sink in. It’s like wounding a person, 

he thought. I might as well walk in here with a gun and shoot her. If a gun could stun and 

not kill, that is. The reaction is the same. The shock, often numbness before the pain. 

She drew a deep shuddering breath, and looked up at him. There was a mute appeal 

in her eyes but she didn’t ask. 

‘I’m very sorry. We think it’s Emily but we can’t be sure. It’s a girl of her age and 

appearance wearing the jacket you described to us. Blue and red leather.’ 

‘Dead?’ A tiny hope, a plea. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Oh. Oh God!’ The tears came suddenly, in a rush, and she would have collapsed 

altogether on the floor if Terry hadn’t caught and held her. For a while they stayed like 

that, he kneeling awkwardly in front of her armchair, she sobbing with her arms around 

his neck. He held her, patted her back. ‘I’m so sorry, love. So very very sorry.’ 

After a few minutes, an age, she scrambled awkwardly to her feet. Terry found a 

pack of tissues in his pocket - he had come prepared. But they were the devil to unwrap.  

‘Thanks.’ She wiped her eyes, mascara all smudged, blew her nose. ‘Terry, it is her, 

is it?’ 

‘We think so but we can’t be absolutely sure. We need you - or your husband - to 

identify her, I’m afraid.’ 

‘Oh God, no. Emily! Is she badly - injured?’ 

‘I’m afraid so, yes. But you’ll only have to see her face.’ 

‘Tell me.’ The hazel eyes stared straight into his, like a wildcat defending her kitten.  

Terry didn’t want to go into this. ‘Her throat was cut. But you do need to identify the 

body, Sarah, I’m sorry. Or your husband can do it if you prefer.’ 

‘I’ll ring Bob.’ She fumbled her way to the phone. The school secretary answered. 

‘I’m sorry, Mrs Newby, he’s gone out. He didn’t say when he’d be back. Can I take a 

message?’ 

Tell him his daughter’s had her throat cut. ‘No. Ask him to ring home, will you? It’s 

important.’ She turned to Terry. ‘He’s not there.’ 

‘Would you like to wait until he comes home?’ 

Sarah drew a deep breath. ‘No.’ She sobbed, put her hand over her mouth, swayed, 

stood up straight. ‘No. I want to see her, Terry. I want to see her now.’ 

Visiting his school had brought Bob little relief. His secretary, a motherly talkative 

woman, had told everyone why he had been away yesterday, so he had to accept 

sympathy from each colleague he met. For a while he hid in his office, signing the school 

reports, but by mid-morning the restlessness, so strong that it was akin to panic, caught 

up with him. 

‘I’m going out, Mrs Daggett. Anything you can’t deal with ask Mrs Yeo.’ 

‘Yes, of course. Don’t you worry about us. I’m so sorry ...’ 



In the car his suspicions about Simon returned. The boy had sounded shifty the other 

night, he thought. Why hadn’t he been in touch yet to ask if they’d found her? After all, 

she was his half-sister, even if they didn’t get on so well. And it would be just like Simon 

to delight in turning Emily against him if he had the chance. 

He drove straight to Simon’s house, parking in the street outside. But although he 

knocked several times, and peered through the window, there was no answer. He called 

through the letterbox. ‘Simon? Simon, are you there? ... Emily? EMILEEEE! It’s me, 

Dad!’ 

‘Reckon he’s bogged off, mate. Good riddance, too, I say.’ 

‘What?’ Bob whirled round and stood up from his cramped, embarrassing position 

with his mouth to the letter box. A wizened old man in a flat cap, ancient cardigan and 

carpet slippers stood on the pavement behind him. ‘Who are you?’ 

‘Archibald Mullen, number 17, ’cross the road.’ The man jerked his thumb. ‘You 

from t’landlord, are you?’ 

‘No. I’m ... Simon’s stepfather.’ 

‘Oh. Well, you won’t want to hear what I say then.’ The old man shuffled away. 

‘No, wait!’ Bob grabbed his arm. ‘What do you want to say?’ 

The man stood in the gutter in his carpet slippers, considering. Then he pulled an 

ancient, smelly pipe out of his cardigan pocket, turned the bowl upside down, and began 

to scrape ash out of it with a nicotine stained little finger. ‘Well, about all’t rows, that’s 

all.’ 

‘What rows? Tell me. Please - it might be important!’ 

The old man inspected him quizzically. ‘Don’t know as I should, you being his 

stepdad.’ He sucked his pipe experimentally. 

‘Look, I really need to know. My daughter’s missing and I’m trying to find her. Was 

there a girl here last night? Do you know?’ 

‘Girl? Aye, there might have been. What’s your daughter look like then?’ 

Bob began to describe her, while the old man found a tobacco pouch in his pocket 

and began filling the bowl of the pipe. He looked down, absorbed in the task, and Bob 

suppressed a rising tide of rage as he was forced to describe the most precious thing in 

his life to the top of the old bastard’s greasy flat cap. But when he mentioned Emily’s red 

and blue leather coat the narrow, wizened face looked up sharply. 

‘Aye, that’s it. That’s what she was wearing.’ 

Hope flashed through him, like a knife. ‘What who was wearing? Tell me - what did 

you see?’ 

‘Well ...’ He had the wretched pipe full now, and proceeded to put it in his mouth, 

strike a match, cup his wrinkled hands around the bowl, and draw slow measured puffs of 

smoke for what seemed like an age. ‘It was last night about half ten, summat like that. I 

were off to bed when late News came on, I don’t watch that, seen it all earlier like, and I 

were in me nightshirt just coming out o’t bathroom after doing me teeth - that’s my 

bedroom over there, just over’t yellow door, so I’ve got a clear view ...’ The pipe, it 

appeared, was going out. A second match was struck, held between cupped hands over 

the bowl, the flame ducked downwards. 

‘Yes. What did you see?’ 



‘Well there’s this row, see. Slamming doors and screaming - a lass and a feller, like. 

So I looked - I mean, I’m not right nosey like some folk, but it’s human nature like, in’t 

it?’  

‘What did you see?’ Bob was not a violent man, but the desire to snatch the pipe 

from the man’s mouth and crush it underfoot was becoming so overpowering that he had 

to clasp his hands behind his back. 

‘Well, the young lass, the one in the blue and red coat, she were in’t middle o’t road 

with him, yelling at each other fit to bust. Right old ding-dong it were!’ 

‘By he, you mean the young man who lives here, do you? Simon Newby?’ 

‘Is that his name? Aye. I recognised him well enough. I’d seen t’lassie before, a few 

times, like. Anyhow, he’s trying to drag her back inside, but she won’t come, so he 

smacks her in’t chops. A fair clout, it were. Knocks her into’t side o’ yon car.’ The old 

man took the pipe from his mouth to indicate a battered hatchback across the street, and 

grinned evilly. ‘Like proper wild west it were! Anyhow she storms off up street, and he 

goes back inside. For a bit.’ 

‘For a bit? You mean he came out again?’ 

‘Aye. After about ten, twenty minutes. Got in that old Escort of his and drove off. 

Haven’t seen him since. Not here now is it?’ 

Simon’s car was certainly missing. Anger flooded through Bob - Simon had hit 

Emily, so hard that she’d fallen against the side of a car! He wrote down the old man’s 

name and address, then got back in his car to drive home. 

I knew I’d find something if I tried, he thought. I’ve really got something, at last! I’ll 

go home and phone the police and then come out again and look for that bastard Simon. 

But why would Simon hit Emily? 

‘We’re ready for you now, Sarah.’ Terry came back into the dreary functional waiting 

room. Sarah sat hunched up next to a woman constable, and seemed to have shrunk, 

somehow. ‘Are you sure you can manage this?’ 

‘No, I’m not sure.’ Was it the reflected light from the vile green plastic sofa that 

made her face look so seasick, or was she really ill, he wondered? 

‘We can wait a while if you like.’ 

‘No.’ She took a deep breath, and stood up. ‘Let’s get it over with.’ The WPC held 

open the door and Sarah walked through it alone. Terry and the WPC followed. 

The body was just across the corridor, laid out on a trolley in the morgue. It was 

covered with a sheet, and everything in the room had been carefully tidied up - no open 

chest wounds in sight, no skulls sawn in half, no pickled internal organs. Just the 

instruments, washed and clean in their places and the body fridges all along one wall, the 

doors carefully closed like long narrow lockers in a changing room. It was the smell that 

struck Sarah first. Disinfectant like in a hospital, but something quite unlike a hospital 

too. Formaldehyde? You don’t preserve dead things in hospitals, you try to keep them 

alive.  

And then the silence. The forensic pathologist, Dr Jones, stood by the head of the 

trolley, his hair covered by a white cap, his young face in the round glasses composed in 

respectful solemnity. He might be arrogant but he knew how to behave before grieving 

relatives, Terry thought. Sarah’s shoes squeaked on the vinyl floor as she walked towards 

the trolley. Terry was close behind her on one side, the WPC on the other, both ready to 

catch her if she fainted. 



‘I’m the forensic pathologist, Mrs Newby,’ Andrew Jones said. ‘We’d just like you 

to look at her face, that’s all, and tell us if you recognise the body. Let me know when 

you’re ready.’ 

Sarah met his eyes, and nodded. Very gently, as though taking infinite care not to 

hurt the body any more, he pulled back the sheet as far as the chin. The great gaping 

wound in the throat, tactfully covered with a second sheet, remained hidden. But nothing 

could hide the bruise on the left cheek, or the marks of leaves and sticks in the rigid waxy 

pallor of the lifeless skin. Sarah shuddered, and almost fell. Terry and the WPC caught 

her elbows. Under his hands Terry could feel her trembling, trembling ... 

‘Well,’ he said very softly. ‘Sarah, is it her?’ 

The trembling was worse now. Sarah leaned forward and gripped the side of the 

trolley with both hands, shaking her head vigorously. 

‘No,’ she said at last. ‘No, it isn’t Emily. No, no, no, it’s not! It’s not her, no, NO, 

NO!’ She turned to look up into Terry’s stunned eyes. Tears were flooding down her 

cheeks. ‘It isn’t her, Terry, it’s not Emily, oh thank God!’ 

He put his arms round her and held her, and thought thank God too, the poor woman, 

but who is it? Over Sarah’s shoulder he caught Dr Jones’s raised eyebrows and after 

another age of sobbing she drew back from him and he asked what he had to ask, for 

formality’s sake only. 

‘So if it’s not your daughter, Sarah, do you have any idea who this person is?’ 

The difference between a smile of relief and the rictus of agony is not so very great, 

particularly when smudged by a storm of tears. ‘I’m sorry, it’s wicked of me to be so 

happy but it’s only because it’s not Emily. Not because of this poor girl here. Yes, I do 

know who she is.’ 

Bob was on the phone to the police when the door bell rang. The duty sergeant at the 

other end was being oddly obtuse, as though he couldn’t fully take in what Bob was 

saying.  

‘Look, it’s important, I want you to tell Inspector Bateson as soon as he gets in. The 

sooner he gets on to it, the sooner we’ll get my daughter home. And she may be hurt.’ 

‘Just one moment, sir. I’ll put you through to someone who’s dealing with this.’ 

There was the sound of another phone ringing at the end of the line. Bob was about to go 

and see who was at the door when a voice said: ‘Mr Newby? Detective Chief Inspector 

Churchill here. I understand DI Bateson hasn’t made contact with you yet?’ 

‘No. But I’ve found out something that may be very important. I went to my 

stepson’s house this morning you see, and ...’  

Before Bob could describe his discovery further the doorbell rang again and then, a 

few seconds later, he thought he heard the front door open and voices talking, as though 

they were actually coming in. He hesitated, wondering what to do, and DCI Churchill 

took advantage of the break in conversation to say: ‘Well, I’m very sorry to tell you this 

over the phone, Mr Newby, but there’s been a rather unfortunate development. Inspector 

Bateson found the body of a young girl in a wood near the river this morning and I 

believe he’s taken your wife in to identify ...’ 

There were definitely voices in the hall. Then the kitchen door opened and Bob 

dropped the phone on the floor, where it continued prattling busily to itself. 



‘Mr Newby? Are you there, sir? I’m really very sorry indeed to have to tell you this 

but there is a strong likelihood that the body may be that of your daughter ... Mr Newby? 

... Mr Newby, sir, are you all right ...?’ 

Churchill could hear screams and cries which sounded like hysterics at the other end 

of the line, and he thought, I shouldn’t have done it like this, I should have taken time to 

go round there and break it to him myself, but a man like a headmaster, I would have 

expected more self control, what the hell’s going on down there? 

‘A girl’s body, is that what you said, Chief Inspector?’ Bob broke in on his thoughts, 

his voice sounding oddly inappropriate, much nearer laughter than tears. 

‘Yes, sir. I’m really very sorry I have to break it to you like this ...’ 

‘Oh that’s all right, don’t worry, no offence. You see it isn’t my daughter anyway, so 

it doesn’t matter.’ 

‘Can you really be sure of that, sir?’ 

‘Yes. Oh yes. You see she’s standing right here in front of me. With the young man 

who took her away, I take it.’ 

‘He didn’t take me away, dad,’ said Emily earnestly. ‘I decided to go myself, and we 

both came back together. You see I haven’t run away or anything, and if you’d only 

listen we can explain it all.’ 

Bob put the phone down and gave his daughter a second hug, to comfort himself as 

much as her. Then he looked, somewhat less fondly, at the young man with the ponytail 

and scrubby beard who stood beside her, calmly holding her hand. 

‘Yes. I think you’d better do that. You’ve got a lot of explaining to do, young lady.’ 

‘So who is it, then?’ Terry asked. 

‘It’s my son’s girlfriend, Jasmine. Well, ex-girlfriend really. Oh God, I don’t mean it 

like that, I mean I don’t think he’s seen her for some time.’ 

‘But you’re quite certain? Positive?’ 

‘Yes. Oh yes. Oh God, now I suppose her poor parents will have to go through all 

this.’ 

‘I’m afraid they will. You don’t happen to have their address, do you?’ 

‘I’m not sure, I suppose I must have got it somewhere. Do you mind if we get out of 

this awful place now? I think I want to sit down.’ 

‘Of course.’ 

On the grimy green sofa across the corridor Sarah began to recover her poise. The 

WPC brought her a cup of hot sweet tea while she fumbled in her diary and found an 

address for Jasmine’s mother. She took a deep draught of the tea, grimaced, and said: 

‘The worst of it is I didn’t really like the girl. I never wanted this to happen, of course.’ 

‘But she was your son’s girlfriend for some time.’ 

‘Yes. For nearly a year, I suppose. We never got on. I was probably her idea of a 

mother-in-law from hell.’ 

‘Perhaps you can tell me all you know about her. I shall have to interview your son, 

of course.’ 

‘Oh. Of course.’ The shock must have made Sarah’s brain slow because this was the 

first time this idea had occurred to her. She saw the seriousness in Terry’s face, and 

underneath that, pity. Oh no, not Simon, she thought. ‘You don’t think he had anything to 

do with ... that?’  



‘I’ve no idea at present,’ Terry said carefully. ‘But I’m going to have to ask him a 

few questions, at least.’ 



Chapter Fifteen 

‘SO PERHAPS you’d better take it from the beginning. Where exactly have you been?’ 

Bob’s voice wavered between relief and harshness as he confronted the pair on the sofa, 

Emily clutching her bearded young man’s hand as though joined to it from birth. They 

were both, he noticed, as grubby as a street couple but there was a radiant glow in his 

daughter’s face that made his heart sink. 

‘Well, we’ve been at the protest, you see - we spent two nights there, on a platform. 

It was fabulous, Dad, you could feel the tree creaking around you, and see all the birds 

and squirrels that depend on it too! The whole wood is like that and they’re cutting it 

down just for a tacky shopping centre ...’ 

‘No, hold on a moment.’ Bob raised both hands. ‘Who’s this young man, anyway?’ 

‘I’m Larry,’ the wispy beard and ponytail said. ‘You’re Bob, I guess.’ 

‘Yes,’ Bob admitted reluctantly, offended by the boy’s use of his first name. 

‘Emily’s father, as I’m sure you know.’ 

‘Yeah, well, it’s because of me that it happened, you see. I mean about Emily 

coming.’ 

‘Coming where?’ 

‘To the protest, Dad!’ Emily burst in. ‘You’re not listening. You see, Larry phoned 

me, three days ago was it? - when I was pissed off with all this shit about the GCSEs ...’ 

Bob registered the new foul language with shock. She had rarely used such words at 

home before, and never with such brutal new-found fluency. It was all of a piece with the 

dirt and the fleece-lined denim jacket which, he thought vaguely, was different, too. But 

then this glowing self-assured Emily was not someone he’d seen before, either. 

‘ ... so he said why not come down to the protest and so I did, Dad, and it’s brilliant. 

I mean it’s so much more real than anything else - there are people who’ve actually got 

the guts to stand up and do something to stop the fucking meathead bastards tearing the 

place to shreds. I mean do you know what they do? Some of those trees are more than a 

hundred and fifty years old and they just go in there with bloody great chainsaws and 

cranes and tear them down in a few minutes. And nobody gives a toss! It opens your 

eyes, Dad, it really does!’ 

‘So you spent two nights there?’ Bob managed, as she paused for breath. 

‘Yes, and I’m sorry I didn’t phone, Dad, I really am, only I didn’t have my mobile 

and you can see I’m OK now, can’t you ...?’ 

‘Have you any idea ...’ Bob began, but then the front door opened and Sarah walked 

in with the detective, Terry Bateson.  

When she saw Emily she stood quite still, trembling. To Bob’s surprise Bateson put 

an arm round her shoulder. Emily stood up, smiling nervously. ‘Hi, Mum.’ 



What’s happened, Bob wondered, she’s struck dumb. This is having an impact on 

her, at last. Why doesn’t she move? 

Emily stepped forward, nervously, but Sarah stayed frozen and Bob thought oh no, 

it’s not relief or joy she’s feeling but anger. The cruel vindictive bitch - she’s going to 

punish the child for coming home! Then Sarah reached out and smothered the girl in an 

embrace that became a storm of tears. First no emotion and then too much, Bob thought. 

There were tears in Emily’s eyes, too, but her feelings seemed more like embarrassment 

and guilt.  

After almost two minutes of weeping Sarah stepped back, shaking her head slowly. 

‘Where in hell have you been?’ 

‘At the tree protest, Mum. With Larry. This is Larry.’ 

Sarah ignored the young man as though he were a log which Emily had dragged 

home and dumped on the sofa. 

‘You have no idea, have you ...? We thought you were dead!’ 

‘Oh Mum, don’t exaggerate. I mean I know I didn’t phone but ...’ 

‘Why do you think I’m here with a policeman? I’ve just been to the mortuary, Emily. 

There was a body there. They thought it was you.’ 

In the stunned silence a flush of increasing embarrassment mottled Emily’s face. 

‘But that’s just stupid, Mum! How could it be me? I’m just fine ...’ 

‘It’s not stupid, Emily. The body was wearing your coat.’ 

‘My coat? Oh ... Oh no.’ Watching, Terry thought he’d never seen anyone’s face go 

from red to white so quickly. She swayed, and he stepped forward to catch the girl under 

her arms and lower her to the sofa as Sarah continued, looking at Bob for the first time. 

‘It was Jasmine. Jasmine Hurst. She’s had her throat cut.’ 

When Emily recovered Terry found out what he needed to know, for now. Numbly, with 

her new boyfriend’s arm around her shoulder, Emily explained how she had met Jasmine 

that first night, at the protest camp. They knew each other, of course, but according to 

Emily not particularly well; Jasmine had been Simon’s girlfriend, that was all. Emily 

didn’t see her brother often, didn’t get on with him that well. She shuddered and looked 

away. 

‘Emily?’ Terry prompted gently. ‘Is there something else?’ 

The words were too quiet at first, so he asked her to repeat them. ‘Neither did 

Jasmine,’ she murmured defiantly. ‘She didn’t get on with Simon either. They quarrelled. 

She told me.’ 

‘Emily, for heaven’s sake!’ Sarah whispered. 

‘When was that, Emily?’ Terry asked. 

‘A while ago, I think. That’s why she left him. She isn’t ... wasn’t his girlfriend any 

more. She had another bloke, one of the protesters. Dave, I think?’ She looked to Larry 

for confirmation. 

‘Dave ... Brodie, his name is,’ Larry agreed. ‘He’s a nurse, I think.’ 

‘Address?’ 

‘No, sorry.’ The young man scratched his wispy beard, then shook his head. Bob 

found himself having to suppress a deep, irrational hatred for this boy, as though all this 

were somehow his fault, and could be put right if he would leave now, and never come 

back. 



‘Don’t worry, we’ll find it.’ Terry turned back to Emily. ‘So why did she have your 

jacket?’ 

‘We swapped. This is hers.’ Emily looked at the grubby fleece-lined denim jacket 

she was wearing with sudden horror, and almost took it off before hugging it tightly 

round herself instead. ‘She said she wasn’t going to sleep out and if I was this’d be 

warmer, and anyway I never really liked that red and blue jacket. Sorry Mum, I know 

you gave it me but ...’ 

‘It doesn’t matter,’ said Sarah quietly. 

‘When did you change the jackets, Emily?’ Terry persisted. 

‘That same night. Wednesday, was it? Yes, Wednesday.’ 

‘And where was Jasmine going?’ 

‘Back to her boyfriend’s, I suppose. I can’t remember.’ 

‘Did you see her again?’ 

‘No.’ Emily began to cry and Terry got up. ‘That’s all for now,’ he said to Sarah and 

Bob. ‘I’ll need proper statements later, for the inquest, but that can wait. At least your 

daughter’s back. I’ll let myself out.’ 

‘So what have we got, doc?’ 

To Terry’s irritation, Will Churchill was cleaning his teeth with a match. His very 

presence at the initial post-mortem report was an implied criticism, without that. 

‘As you see the cause of death is obvious. Massive haemorrhage due to the fact that 

someone’s had a go at cutting her head clean off. Severed the neck right back to the 

vertebrae.’ 

‘Anything you can tell us about the weapon?’ 

Dr Jones shrugged. ‘Big, sharp. Possibly serrated.’ 

‘Serrated? You can tell that?’ Terry asked. 

‘Can’t be certain yet, but it’s a possibility. Look at these marks on the bone, here. I’ll 

know more when I’ve had them under a microscope. Maybe a bayonet, hunting knife, 

something like that. A long blade anyway, six inches at least.’ 

‘So he went prepared,’ Will Churchill said.  

‘Unless he needed a six-inch knife for self-defence, by the river,’ Dr Jones said 

wryly. ‘Have you found a weapon yet?’ 

Terry shook his head. 

‘Well, if you do find one pop it in here. I’ll see if it matches the wounds. There’ll be 

bloodstains too unless it’s been thoroughly washed. On his clothes too almost certainly.’ 

‘What about the bruise on the face?’ Terry asked. ‘Did he beat her up beforehand?’ 

Dr Jones frowned. ‘Some time before, if he did. That bruise is a few hours old. 

Didn’t happen at the time of death. This did, though - or just before.’ 

He whisked away a sheet from the lower half of the girl’s body, and Terry looked at 

her hips and genital area, the focus of so much attraction in life, so waxen and meat-like 

in death. Once a lithe young woman, now a carcass on a butcher’s slab, defaced by their 

cuts and probes, prying into her most private place of all, sliced open now for ease of 

inspection. 

‘Bruising to the external labia, here and here. Internal bruising too. These bruises 

aren’t very developed though. Must have been done within half an hour of death, I’d 

say.’ 

‘Any semen?’ 



Dr Jones actually smiled, and produced a microscope slide with a triumphant 

flourish. ‘Taraaa! Just a trace, but quite conclusive nonetheless - you find the wicked 

laddie, gentlemen, and I’ll send him down. No room for doubt.’ 

Churchill smiled. ‘That’ll make a nice change, at least. Now all we need is a 

suspect.’ 

When Terry left, the four of them sat silent for a while, staring at nothing, like survivors 

of a bomb blast. Bob was still taking in the fact of Jasmine’s death, and the horror of 

what he alone knew. Simon hadn’t been quarrelling with Emily outside the old man’s 

house - it had been Jasmine, it must have been! And that was hugely, horribly important. 

Why had hadn’t he told Terry Bateson just now? 

And what would Sarah say if he had? She had always been protective of Simon. She 

was protecting him now. ‘You shouldn’t have said that, about Simon quarrelling with 

Jasmine,’ she was saying to Emily. 

‘But it’s true, mum. She told me.’ 

‘Yes, but don’t you see? They’ll think he killed her!’ Sarah started walking 

nervously up and down. ‘That’s how the police work - any little hint like that sends them 

rushing off in the wrong direction - towards Simon, for God’s sake!’ 

‘Don’t be silly, mum - of course he couldn’t kill her.’ 

‘Of course not, no - but you see how important it is what you say.’ Suddenly her 

attention was distracted by the sight of Emily’s young man. What’s he doing here, she 

thought. We don’t need him. She attempted a polite, hostess-type smile. ‘I think you’d 

better go.’ 

‘Er, yeah, okay.’ The young man began to get up. ‘It’s a bad time.’ 

But Emily dragged him down again beside her. ‘No! I want him to stay. I’ve just 

come home and you’re thinking about Simon again, aren’t you, mum? At least Larry 

cares about me.’ 

‘And we don’t, I suppose? We’ve been looking for you for two days, Emily! And 

Jasmine’s dead!’  

‘I do know that, Mum. It’s awful.’ 

‘You don’t know it, not really. I’ve just seen her body, wearing your jacket. Emily, I 

thought it was going to be you!’ 

‘So it’s all my fault now, is it?’ Emily shook her head furiously, tears in her eyes - of 

self-pity, Sarah thought coldly. Teenagers. As if she’s the one suffering here.  

The young man put one arm round Emily’s shoulder while he stroked her hair with 

the other. ‘It must have been terrible, seeing that body, Mrs Newby,’ he ventured, to 

Sarah’s surprise. 

‘Yes, it was.’ This mediation from a complete stranger who had caused all this 

trouble confused Sarah deeply. She struggled to remain polite. ‘Look, I’m sorry, I don’t 

remember your name.’ 

‘Larry. Larry Dyson.’ 

‘Well, Larry, since you’re here, do you mind explaining exactly why you asked 

Emily to go away with you to this ... tree protest of yours for two nights? You can see the 

monumental amount of trouble it’s caused.’  

Sarah’s sharp tone infuriated Emily further. ‘He didn’t ask me, I chose to go!’ 

Larry nodded. ‘Yeah, well, that’s right. You may not realise it, Mrs Newby, but 

Emmy really was very unhappy. She told me how she was feeling and when I said where 



I was going she asked to come with me. No one knew anything was going to happen to 

Jasmine. And direct action is important. Just as important as getting a few bits of paper 

from school.’ 

Emmy, Sarah thought. This ridiculous boy even wants to change her name. But 

before she could respond Bob took over, in headmaster mode. 

‘GCSEs aren’t just bits of paper, young man - they can affect your whole life. You’d 

know that if you were a student.’ 

‘I am a student, thank you very much. At St John’s.’ 

‘Well, that’s something, at least. Doing what?’ 

‘Earth sciences. I do know what I’m talking about. I study the environment, as it 

happens, as well as actually trying to do something about it.’ 

‘You could have phoned, Emily,’ Sarah said. ‘Didn’t anyone have a mobile?’ 

‘Yes, but I thought if I phoned you’d just chew my head off - like you’re both doing 

now! Come on, Larry, we’d better leave.’ She stood abruptly, but Bob blocked her way 

to the door.  

‘Oh no. You’re not going anywhere. Not again.’ 

‘Dad! Please - let me go!’ 

‘No.’ It seemed to Sarah that Bob was about to resort to physical restraint, which 

would be ridiculous, because he was the most clumsy of men. But of course he was right, 

Emily couldn’t possibly just walk out again. Not now, after all this. Sarah stood beside 

Bob for support. If he had no arguments, she had. 

‘Look, we’ve all had a terrible shock, and walking out now won’t make it any better. 

Anyway, Emily, you’re not sixteen yet, so if Larry has had any kind of sexual 

relationship with you he’s committing an offence. You do realise that, don’t you?’ 

‘Yes, well it’s a bit late for that now!’ 

Silence. Mother and daughter stared at each other. ‘You mean, you have ...’  

Emily smiled. ‘There’s no need to look shocked, Mum, everyone does it! You did!’ 

‘That’s different,’ Sarah responded, weakly. ‘You know it is ...’ 

‘No it isn’t. How old were you when Simon was born? Sixteen?’ 

‘You’re not pregnant?’ Bob burst in. 

‘Oh come on, Dad! I do have some sense. More than Mum had, anyway. I brought 

Larry here for you to meet him. It’s important, Mum.’ 

And so it comes full circle, Sarah thought. Did my parents feel like this too, all those 

years ago? She tried and failed to make a pattern out of the kaleidoscope of emotions 

swirling through her mind - anger, regret, a piercing sense of loss, a sense of her own and 

Bob’s growing irrelevance in Emily’s eyes. But after the horror of Jasmine’s death it was 

hard to focus on this too. She was going to have to tell Simon about Jasmine soon, poor 

boy. But first there was this. 

Sarah looked at the young couple standing defiantly in front of her and thought 

that’s how I was, that’s exactly how Kevin and I must have looked. She began to feel a 

strange joy, too, as well as enormous anxiety, and a growing curiosity about this intense 

skinny grubby young man who had sneaked into their house like a gypsy thief and stolen 

their daughter away. Succeeding all these was a desire not to get this wrong as her own 

parents had done; as she and Bob had done with Simon. We mustn’t fail with Emily too.  



Bob was floundering too. ‘Look, Emily love, we’re not Neanderthals. If you want to 

have a boyfriend that’s fine. But you don’t have to move out, of course not. You’re far 

too young for that. This is your home, for goodness’ sake.’ 

Emily hesitated. ‘Yes, dad, that’s why we came here. But if you won’t accept Larry 

...’ 

Sarah found her voice. ‘We’ve only just met him, Emily. And we’ve been through 

the most terrible two days. But maybe it’s a blessing that you’ve found this young man, 

after all. We would like to get to know him, really. Please, don’t go.’ 

It was, Emily reflected later, very possibly the first time in her life that her mother 

had actually asked her to do something. She hesitated, not having learnt the appropriate 

response. Larry tugged her hand gently, pulling her back towards the sofa, making up her 

mind for her. 

‘I’ll get some coffee,’ said Bob. ‘I think we all need some.’ 

‘I’m taking over this case, Bateson,’ Will Churchill observed casually on the steps 

outside the mortuary. ‘You’ve enough unsolved mysteries on your plate as it is.’ 

Terry was stunned. There was no way this decision was based on concern for his 

personal welfare. ‘May I ask why, sir?’ 

Churchill strolled towards his car. ‘Simple. This is a high profile case that’s likely to 

receive a lot of media exposure, so it deserves the best quality attention from our side.’ 

‘And you think I can’t provide that, sir?’ The insult had to be deliberate. Churchill 

put a patronising arm on his shoulder but withdrew it hurriedly at the look on Terry’s 

face. 

‘What I think, Terence old son, is that your mind’s on other things. Even this 

morning, you were late at the crime scene ...’ 

‘I was at my kid’s school when I was called, sir. It only took a few minutes but it 

was important for her!’ 

‘Well, exactly, there’s an example. We all understand your family problems but it 

doesn’t help your work. Look at this Harker case - the bugger gets off and why? Because 

his fancy knickers barrister catches you telling lies during interrogation! It was in the 

Evening Press - York detective lies to rape suspect. How’s that help public confidence in 

the police, eh? You tell me!’ 

‘It was a trick with words, sir. All lawyers do it.’ 

‘Only if we give them the chance. Plus she found an alibi witness you should have 

known about. So there we are, a public laughing stock. What’s tonight’s headline, do you 

think? Serial rapist strikes again?’ 

‘More than likely, yes sir.’ Terry nodded, remembering the string of such articles 

since the Clayton and Whitaker cases. ‘But this time we may have got him. After all, this 

girl Jasmine Hurst was killed in the same way as Maria Clayton - throat cut with a knife, 

out of doors in a lonely area - only this time he’s left some semen. So maybe her killer 

killed Clayton as well.’ 

‘Back to your serial rapist theory, eh, Terence?’Churchill laughed. ‘Didn’t you come 

to me, time and time again, claiming Gary Harker did all these crimes! Or did I dream 

that, perhaps? Tell me I dreamt it.’ 

‘No, sir, that’s what I said.’ 

‘Yet here he is walking the streets again with three crimes unsolved. Or four, if you 

include this one. And even you can hardly tell me that Harker killed that girl in there!’ 



His eyes widened in disbelief at the look on Terry’s face. ‘Oh come on, you can’t believe 

that!’ 

‘It is a very remote possibility, sir. As it happens he was free six or eight hours 

before she was killed. But there’s no motive, no other connection.’ 

‘No?’ Churchill looked at him pityingly. ‘Then I suggest you concentrate on the 

facts. Do you have any leads?’ 

‘There is one, sir, yes. I was intending to talk to him later today.’ 

‘Who’s that then?’ 

‘A lad called Simon Newby. Jasmine Hurst’s ex-boyfriend. They quarrelled, 

apparently, and she left him.’ 

‘Newby ... Newby ...’ Churchill pondered. ‘Don’t I know that name?’ 

‘His mother, sir,’ Terry admitted reluctantly. ‘She happens to be the barrister who 

defended Gary Harker.’ 

Churchill’s mouth widened in a slow, incredulous grin. ‘You’re kidding.’ 

‘No sir, I’m not.’ 

‘Well, there you are then!’ Churchill laughed aloud. ‘What’s his address?’ 

Terry told him, and Churchill got swiftly into his car and drove away, still laughing. 

Terry sighed, thinking of Sarah trembling beside Jasmine’s body, and the words of Dr 

Jones, the forensic pathologist, in front of Churchill later. Evidence conclusive - you find 

the wicked laddie gentlemen, and I’ll send him down. No room for doubt. 

This was just the sort of case an ambitious Detective Chief Inspector would want, he 

thought, to make his mark in the media. 



Chapter Sixteen 

IT WAS late afternoon when Terry located Jasmine Hurst’s mother. According to Sarah 

the father had left and gone to Australia; Jasmine had one younger sister who lived with 

her mother in a small lodging house near the Minster. Terry met a tall handsome woman 

of about fifty, cooking in a large kitchen where a pretty dark-haired twelve-year-old was 

doing her homework with her feet resting on an ancient Alsatian under the table. 

The woman welcomed him with a friendly smile. I’m about to destroy your life, 

Terry thought. ‘Mrs Miranda Hurst?’ 

‘Yes. Is it a room you’re after?’ 

‘No, I’m afraid not.’ He showed his card. ‘Are you the mother of Jasmine Hurst?’ 

‘Yes.’ The atmosphere of domestic happiness was jarring now. As though someone 

were screeching his fingernails down a blackboard slowly. ‘Is she in some sort of 

trouble?’ 

‘I’m afraid I have some bad news, Mrs Hurst. Perhaps you’d better sit down.’ 

In Terry’s mind, the screech grew louder. 

Bob didn’t discuss it with Sarah. He knew it would create an impossible scene. She 

would want to prevent him and know that she shouldn’t; the conflict would tear her to 

shreds. The responsibility must be his alone; with luck she’d know nothing about it.  

Nonetheless his fingers shook as he pressed the buttons on the phone. 

‘Police. Can I help?’ 

‘Er - hello. I want to talk to ... what was the name? ... the detective investigating the 

death of Jasmine Hurst, please.’ 

‘Hold the line.’ 

At least the police, thank God, did not play Vivaldi interspersed with recorded 

protestations about how all their detectives were busy right now. Just silence and the 

sound of his own blood pounding in his ears. 

‘DCI Churchill. Hello.’ 

‘Er - hello.’ His fingers fumbling, Bob placed a tissue across the mouth of the 

receiver. This is stupid, his conscience screamed, you’re a grown man, a head teacher, 

you can’t play silly games like this. But it works, I’ve seen it on TV. With his voice 

muffled he said: ‘You’re investigating the murder of that girl, Jasmine Hurst, aren’t 

you?’ 

‘Yes, that’s right.’ Churchill sounded puzzled. ‘Do you know something about it?’ 

‘There’s a man you should ask. He’s called Archibald Mullen, number 17 Bramham 

Street. Have you got that?’ 

‘OK, but what can he tell us?’ 

‘Ask him if he saw Simon Newby yesterday. He’ll tell you.’ 



‘Can I have your name, please sir?’ 

‘No, sorry.’ Bob crashed the phone down, and used the tissue to mop his brow. What 

had he done? It felt awful. The image of Judas Iscariot came into his mind - Judas 

hanging himself in the garden. He understood why now. He had betrayed his stepson! He 

had done it and it couldn’t be undone. And it was worse to have done it secretively like 

this, not better. He could never explain his reasons or defend their morality, because no 

one knew he’d done it. 

He slumped at his desk with his head in his hands, groaning softly. 

‘Bob?’ Sarah came in, and ran her hands lightly across his hair and shoulders. He 

could feel the tension in her fingers, too, but at least she was making an effort. ‘Come on. 

It’s been an awful couple of days, but at least we’ve got Emily back now. If we stick 

together we’ll come through all this.’ 

He said nothing. Surprised, she cradled the back of his head against her breasts. It 

was the sort of gesture he loved, that had become all too rare in their busy lives. He tried 

to relax, but his body was rigid, frozen. 

‘Bob? What’s the matter? Talk to me.’ 

Now or never. But he couldn’t talk. He turned, put his arms around his wife, and 

held her silently. Feeling the soft feminine strength of her body. Seeing the image of 

Judas, swinging on a tree in the garden of Gethsamene, behind his closed eyelids. 

Will Churchill was delighted. The informant’s voice had sounded odd but it confirmed 

Terry’s suspicion that the murder was connected with this boy Simon Newby. He 

collected Harry Easby, Tracy Litherland and Mike Candor and went straight round to 

Bramham Street. He pounded on Simon’s front door. No answer. 

‘All right. Let’s find this neighbour at number 17.’ 

Archibald Mullen greeted them eagerly, his yellow teeth parted in a knowing smile. 

‘You’re late, young man. The lad’s gone long since.’ 

‘Who do you mean, Mr Mullen?’ 

‘Simon Newby - him over’t road. His car’s not been here all day.’ 

‘Do you know where he’s gone?’ 

‘Me? No, lad. But he went out last night after he hit yon lass in the street, that I do 

know. He drove off after her. This morning his car were gone and I’ve not seen him 

since.’ 

After he hit yon lass in the street. That was the key phrase. When Churchill and DS 

Litherland took his statement, the point became clearer. Simon had driven away in a blue 

Ford Escort about ten minutes after hitting the girl. When they presented Mullen with a 

photograph of the dead girl he unhesitatingly identified her as the one Simon had hit.  

‘Grand looking lass - and she’s dead, you say? By, there’ll be a to-do about that, 

then. Pictures in the papers, no doubt!’ 

Outside in the street Will Churchill rapped orders as though he had a plane to catch.  

‘Harry, get on to DVLC and trace this car. Blue Escort, registered keeper Simon 

Newby 23 Bramham Street. Got that? Mike, watch the house - if the lad turns up, pull 

him in. Tracy, get round to his parents’ home, see what you can pick up there. I’ll get a 

search warrant.’ 

After she had identified the body, Miranda Hurst sat on the green plastic sofa, pale and 

stunned. A WPC gave her tea. 



‘Is there anyone who might want to do this to your daughter, Mrs Hurst?’ Terry 

asked. 

‘No. Of course not! She doesn’t know anyone as monstrous as that, how could she?’ 

‘I believe she knew a young man called Simon Newby?’ 

She looked up, tears smudging her mascara. ‘Simon? Yes, she lived with him until 

perhaps ... six weeks ago, something like that. You don’t think he could have done this?’ 

‘We don’t think anything at the moment, Mrs Hurst, we’re just trying to find out. 

Did she quarrel with him at all, as far as you know?’ 

‘He did, yes. That’s why she left him.’ 

‘I see. And there was another boyfriend, later?’ 

‘Yes, David. Brodie I think his surname is ... I’m sorry, can I go now?’ 

‘Yes, of course, Mrs Hurst. If you just happen to have this David Brodie’s address?’ 

She wrote it down for him. Terry nodded at the WPC, who had seen him inflict a 

similar pain on Sarah Newby earlier that day. ‘Call a car to take Mrs Hurst home, will 

you?’ 

As the pair walked slowly out he ran his hands through his hair and thought: how 

many more times? God. How many more? 

‘Mrs Newby? DS Tracy Litherland, police. I’d like to ask you a few questions, if I may? 

About your son, Simon. It might be better if we went inside.’ 

So it had begun, already. Grimly, Sarah led the way into the living room. ‘My 

husband’s asleep, I think. You may not know it, but we’ve had a hard couple of days.’ 

Bob was indeed asleep upstairs, and Emily had gone for a walk with Larry along the 

riverbank, of all places. But they weren’t worried about her now; she would come back. 

The four of them had spent the afternoon coming to an agreement which Sarah fervently 

hoped would work. Probably Emily and Larry were discussing it now. 

The agreement was simple. If Emily would stay at home and complete her GCSEs, 

Larry could visit her as often as he wanted. He could help her with revision if he liked - 

but it had to be genuine revision, Bob had warned, with the bedroom door unlocked. Her 

mother is a real barrister and the law means what it says about girls under sixteen. 

Sarah had winced, but to her relief Larry and Emily had agreed. It wasn’t that much 

of a threat because the GCSEs were only a few days away and Emily’s birthday a month 

later. But the great thing was that this Larry genuinely appeared to care for Emily and 

appreciate a little, at least, of their concern. Sarah rather liked him, too. He seemed naive 

and passionate but that is how the young are supposed to be. He wasn’t bad looking 

either; if she washed some of the dirt off, she could imagine how the lithe, skinny body 

under the ragged clothes could be quite appealing. Certainly Emily seemed to think so; 

but then she knew. And whatever she herself had done, Sarah had not wanted her own 

daughter to know boys in the biblical sense quite yet. 

But if the boy stuck by Emily and gave her some emotional support, it might be the 

best thing that could happen. Neither she nor Bob had done enough of that recently; and 

now, with this disaster about Jasmine and Simon, it was going to be even harder. Sarah 

wasn’t surprised that Bob was asleep; she herself had been sitting in an armchair for the 

past hour, thinking. 

This detective was unwelcome. ‘What do you want to know?’ 

‘Did your son, Simon, have a relationship with Jasmine Hurst?’ 

‘Yes. He loved her. I was about to go and break the news to him, when you came.’ 



‘Well, I’ll try not to keep you long,’ Tracy said, diplomatically. ‘Would you tell me 

about their relationship, please?’ 

Slowly, choosing her words with care, Sarah described her son’s relationship with 

this young beautiful woman who now lay in the mortuary. Simon had met Jasmine a year 

ago, and brought her to this house several times. She had been a strikingly attractive girl, 

lithe, athletic, and Simon had been besotted with her. Sarah had been less impressed. The 

girl seemed to treat her son with quiet disdain, as though it amused her have him running 

around her like a puppy. But Simon loved the girl, she repeated; he worshipped 

everything she did. 

‘Did they never quarrel?’ 

Sarah shrugged. ‘Yes, they split up, about six weeks ago. She moved out of his 

house, went off with another boy.’ She closed her mouth abruptly. She had no intention 

of telling this woman what Simon had confided in her, that Jasmine still visited him for 

occasional sex. 

‘Do you know where your son is now?’ 

‘At his home, I suppose. I was going to see him. Some things you can’t say by 

phone.’ 

‘Before you go, Mrs Newby,’ Tracy Litherland said, ‘you should know that we have 

evidence that he was seen with a girl answering Jasmine’s description last night, and that 

later he left home and hasn’t been seen since.’ Tracy briefly explained what the old man 

had said. ‘Do you have any idea where he might have gone?’ 

‘No.’ This news shook Sarah considerably. ‘Who told you about this old man?’ 

‘I’m not at liberty to say.’ 

‘You are treating him as a suspect, aren’t you? The poor boy probably doesn’t even 

know Jasmine’s dead yet!’ 

‘In that case we need to talk to him,’ said Tracy carefully. ‘He may have been the 

last person to see her alive, and he doesn’t seem to be at home. Does he have 

grandparents, relatives, friends that he sometimes visits?’ 

Reluctantly, Sarah gave Tracy her parents’ address, and a framed photograph of 

Simon. As she took it down she thought first Emily, now Simon; I never knew it hurt so 

much. 

‘I want that back when you’ve copied it, please. And - what did you say your name 

was?’ 

‘Detective Sergeant Tracy Litherland.’ 

‘Yes, well, DS Litherland, I hope you’re looking for other suspects too. Simon didn’t 

kill this girl. He couldn’t - he’s not a murderer.’ 

Tracy had heard all this before from parents, many times. She responded with a 

detached professional compassion that Sarah recognised only too well from her own 

work. 

‘I hope you’re right, Mrs Newby. I hope you’re right.’ 

With a search warrant in his pocket, Churchill watched Mike Candor smash the lock. 

Simon’s house had a kitchen and living room downstairs, two bedrooms and a 

bathroom upstairs. The sagging armchair and sofa were strewn with magazines, socks, 

and towels. There was a pyramid of empty beer cans in a corner, under a Manchester 

United poster and an old Pirelli calendar. The smell suggested that not all the beer cans 



had been empty when added to the decoration, if that was what it was. On some shelves 

in an alcove were a TV, video and CD player, all fairly new and in good order. 

‘I thought this lad was a part-time brickie,’ said Churchill, staring at them in 

surprise. ‘Where’d he get all this stuff?’ 

Mike Candor shrugged. ‘His parents, maybe? They’re not short of a bob or two. Kids 

today, they take this stuff for granted, you know.’ He was exploring the kitchen when 

Harry Easby gave a shout from upstairs. 

‘Sir! Come and have a look at these!’ 

He was in the smaller bedroom, not one dedicated to sleeping. The main piece of 

furniture was a padded exercise bench. Scattered around the floor were a weight-lifter’s 

bar, a selection of weights, a skipping rope, some elastic stretching gear, a crumpled 

tracksuit, socks and trainers.  

‘Quite the fitness freak,’ said Churchill, admiringly. ‘So what’s suspicious, Harry?’ 

‘These, sir.’ Carefully, Harry picked up a trainer by its lace. Will Churchill looked, 

and saw what he meant. The trainer was old and scuffed and muddy. As it twirled slowly 

in the air they saw little bits of grit and mud embedded in the sole, and the top of the shoe 

was stained green and brown, from mud and grass. The tread on the sole looked familiar. 

‘Weren’t there some footprints near the body, sir?’ 

A slow smile crossed Churchill’s face. ‘There were, Harry. There were indeed.’ 

‘Bob? Wake up, I’ve brought you something.’ 

He sat up in surprise. It was a long time since Sarah had done anything as domestic 

as bring him tea in bed. ‘Oh, thanks.’ He ran his hand through his tousled hair. ‘What 

time is it?’ 

‘Five thirty. In the afternoon.’ She put the cup on a bedside table. ‘Have a good 

sleep?’ 

‘I suppose so, yes.’ He had slept fully dressed - it was years since he had done that, 

either. He took his tea gratefully, then winced as memory flooded back. ‘God, what a 

mess.’ 

‘A policewoman came.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘To get a photo of Simon, and ask about his relationship with Jasmine. They’re 

treating him as a suspect, Bob.’ 

Bob sipped his tea and avoided her eyes. ‘Why?’ 

‘A witness claims he saw Simon with a girl like Jasmine. He hit her, this man 

claims.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

She walked to the window. The wind was rustling the willow leaves in the garden. In 

the distance, she could see Emily and Larry, arm in arm on the river bank. 

‘Yes, oh. God knows where they found that out.’ 

She doesn’t know I told them, Bob thought. Thank God. ‘Do you think it’s true?’ 

She hesitated. ‘She did go back to him, sometimes. He loved that girl, Bob. I wish he 

hadn’t, but he did. Maybe someone saw them together.’ 

‘But the old man says he hit her. People do kill for love, Sarah.’ 

‘Not Simon.’ She turned, blood draining from her face. ‘What are you talking about, 

the old man? Bob, do you know something about this?’ 



Nervously, Bob put down his cup. He felt ridiculous and vulnerable, sitting on the 

bed in his shirt and socks, with those bright hazel eyes glaring at him like a tigress. I 

should never have tried to deceive her, he thought, I have no gift for it.  

‘Look, I met this old man outside Simon’s house when I was searching for Emily. 

He told me he’d seen Simon quarrel with a girl in the street. She was wearing Emily’s 

coat, remember! I thought it was her!’ 

‘So it was you who told them! For Christ’s sake, Bob! Have you any idea what the 

police will make of this? What have you done?’ 

‘The girl’s dead, Sarah, this is deadly serious.’ 

‘I know that - I saw her, damn it! But Simon’s our son!’ 

In Bob’s eyes Sarah read the cruel message: your son, not mine. Yours and Kevin’s. 

‘That doesn’t mean he didn’t do it. How much longer can you blind your eyes to 

what he’s like? Get real, Sarah - he’s not your misunderstood little boy any more. He’s a 

grown man.’ 

‘You rang the police and told them, Bob? Without talking to me? He’s my son!’ 

‘That’s exactly why I didn’t discuss it with you. And because that poor girl Jasmine 

is somebody’s daughter too, Sarah. Was.’ 

‘Don’t preach to be, Bob, I’m not your school assembly.’ She paused, then continued 

relentlessly. ‘Would you have done this if he’d been your own son? If it had been 

Emily?’ 

‘I think so, yes.’ He wondered if it was true. ‘I have tried with him, Sarah. You know 

that.’ 

‘Over the years, yes.’ Her first flood of rage ebbed, leaving a grey meaningless silt 

of despair. Is this what my marriage has come to? ‘But we’ve given up, since he left 

home, haven’t we? Both of us.’ 

‘Maybe. He’s nineteen years old, Sarah. He’s a grown man.’ 

Sarah walked to the window, stared out unseeing at the willow tree and the river. She 

leaned her forehead against the glass to cool it. ‘I thought we’d succeeded, in a way,’ she 

said quietly, watching a heron lift itself laboriously into the air, long legs trailing over a 

river that sparkled pink and silver in the setting sun. What was the point of striving every 

hour God gave to live in an expensive environment like this if your son turned into a 

murderer, she wondered. And your husband a Judas. 

‘You shit Bob!’ She whipped away from the window suddenly, slapping her palm 

against the wall in a second outburst of fury. ‘By Christ, I wish you’d never met that old 

man! What were you doing there anyway?’ 

‘Looking for Emily, I told you.’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ she said sarcastically. ‘Always Emily. Would you have gone to look for 

Simon if he’d run away at fifteen? Or is that when you began to give up?’ 

‘We both gave up ...’ Bob began, but Sarah shook her head decisively. 

‘No. Not me. Not now, not ever. Look, Bob, I’ve got to find him. Whether he did 

this or not he needs help now. You stay here with Emily, will you? Tell her where I’ve 

gone and why, if you can face it.’ 

‘But we’re supposed to be giving her support.’ 

‘You do it.’ She turned and was out of the bedroom door as she spoke. 

‘When will you be back?’ 

‘When you see me.’ 



The words floated up from the hall below. The front door closed on her last word. 

‘If.’ 

‘Yes, of course we have a search warrant, madam.’ 

Churchill held it out, and Sarah examined it meticulously, while he took in the 

incongruous sight of this slender woman in black motorcycle leathers, confronting him 

on the upstairs landing of Simon Newby’s house. With her neat black shoulder length 

hair, the leather jacket and trousers gave her an attractive boyish look, he thought, really 

quite fetching. But her brusque manner, the determination in her face and the tiny 

wrinkles around her keen cat-like eyes warned him that this was no child, no messenger 

girl to be brushed aside. This was the woman, after all, who had ruined Terry Bateson’s 

case against Gary Harker. 

‘It’s less than twenty four hours since the girl was killed, isn’t it?’ she said sharply, 

handing the warrant back. ‘Isn’t that rather early to be smashing someone’s door and 

making all this mess? Who’s going to pay for it?’ 

‘This is a murder enquiry, madam. The sooner we interview all suspects the more 

likely we are to get a result.’ 

‘A result, yes, but maybe not the right one. This is my son you are talking about, 

Chief Inspector. He loved Jasmine Hurst, he’ll be devastated by the news of her death. 

He doesn’t need all this hassle as well.’ 

‘We need to find him, madam. Do you know where he is?’ 

‘No. I gave your detective the names and addresses of some relatives; have you 

enquired there yet? If he knows she’s dead, perhaps he’s gone away to grieve 

somewhere. He could be with friends, in a pub - how should I know?’ 

‘You’re his mother, wouldn’t he come to you, if he was unhappy?’ 

‘He might, but he hasn’t. That’s why I’m here.’ She pushed past him, into Simon’s 

bedroom where Harry Easby was indiscriminately throwing clothes onto the floor. ‘Great 

God Almighty, what the devil are you doing?’  

‘Looking for evidence, madam,’ Harry said.  

‘What evidence? Clean underwear? Who’s going to clear all this up when you’ve 

gone?’ 

‘It wasn’t exactly tidy when we arrived,’ said Churchill smoothly. ‘And as you will 

know since you’ve seen the body, the young lady’s throat was cut and there was a great 

deal of blood. So if we find bloodstains on your son’s clothes, for example ...’ 

‘You’ll be very lucky. Unless she cut herself or had a period while she was living 

here. That won’t get you very far, will it?’ 

‘Would these be your son’s trainers?’ Churchill asked, holding the old, muddy shoes 

in a plastic evidence bag. 

‘I’ve no idea,’ said Sarah, looking at them scornfully. ‘Anyway, where’s the blood?’ 

‘We’ll leave that to forensics. All we’re doing is looking for evidence at the moment, 

madam. Now I’m afraid I must ask you to leave.’ 

‘I don’t think so,’ said Sarah coolly. ‘This is my house.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘My husband and I paid the deposit on it, my son only pays the interest on the 

mortgage. So we’re joint owners, as you could have found out if you’d asked before 

smashing the door down. I even have a key.’ She took it out of her pocket and dangled it 



under his nose. ‘I believe I have a right to stay in my own house while it’s being 

searched?’ 

Churchill swore under his breath. ‘So long as you don’t impede our enquiries. But 

you may have a long wait. This is a serious investigation, we have to be thorough.’ 

‘I’ll survive. You get used to hanging around at the Bar. And perhaps you can tidy 

up and write out an acknowledgement for the damage to the door, before you go?’ 

She scored a few points but, after the other shocks of the day, it had an appalling 

emotional effect on her. When the police eventually left, making rudimentary attempts to 

stuff clothes back into drawers, an immense aching weariness flooded through her. She 

made herself a cup of strong coffee in the small, grubby kitchen and slumped on a stool 

to drink it. 

It had been a dreadful few days - the disappearance of Emily, the death of Jasmine, 

and now this. Simon, what have you done? 

She remembered the last time she had seen him, at court. He’d seemed angry then, 

but he was often like that. He felt he had failed in life, been betrayed by everyone. 

Abandoned by his father, Kevin, unable to live up to the expectations of herself and Bob. 

Christ! Was it her fault then, Bob’s fault? God knew they had both tried, but the boy was 

so difficult, always wanting to do everything his own way, and always making a mess of 

it - no wonder he was so full of rage and resentment. 

Or at least he had been until he met Jasmine. Sarah had never liked the girl but she’d 

made Simon happy, and proud, too, for a while. For Jasmine had been a stunning, drop-

dead beauty, the sort of girl who could cause a multiple car crash simply by crossing the 

road. She was a lad’s triumph, Sarah thought ruefully - her son had strutted beside her 

like a bantam cock with two tails; worshipped the girl like a slave.  

And Jasmine had known it. Known she could leave him and still come back, 

whenever she chose. 

Was that enough to make him kill her? Had he finally realised what a bitch the girl 

could be, and turned on her in a jealous fury? It was possible, Sarah supposed. But 

actually cut her throat with a knife - Simon? Her baby whom she had bred in her body, 

fed with her own milk, taught to smile and walk and laugh - could he do that? 

She imagined Jasmine’s terror as she realised what was going to happen to her. 

Sarah remembered her own terror, when Kevin had beaten her before he left. Kevin, 

Simon’s natural father. It hadn’t been just the beating, the sense of betrayal; the really 

frightening part had been the way Kevin had seemed to enjoy her own fear. Like father, 

like son, she thought - is there a trait for murder in Simon’s genes? 

But half his genes are mine, so what does he inherit from me? They say I’m 

aggressive, single-minded, intolerant of failure, desperate for success at all costs. It’s 

true; but those are virtues too. How else could a teenage single mum, a battered wife, 

progress from a run-down council estate to the Bar? It’s Simon who’s had the back hand 

of them; the neglect, the lack of time, the impatience, the impossible example to follow. 

And so he left me for Jasmine - his living pin-up, his angel - and she betrayed him 

too. When he cut her throat, was it my memory that he was murdering? 

If he murdered anyone. 

I won’t believe it, she told herself, I can’t. Not my son. 



Chapter Seventeen 

NEXT MORNING Churchill called a meeting to assess what they’d got. Harry had 

bullied the car registration out of DVLC Swansea, and circulated it throughout the 

country. Tracy described her meeting with Sarah Newby. ‘I got this photo and some 

addresses, sir. But she wasn’t particularly co-operative - all right, what’s so funny?’ 

A rash of grins and nudges spread amongst the men. 

‘She savaged us last night, Trace,’ Churchill explained. ‘Didn’t you notice Mike 

clutching his balls just now? She-wolf in defence of her young.’ 

‘Oh,’ Tracy smiled sympathetically. ‘Well, she probably saw what a load of wimps 

you are. Anyway, look at this.’ She put the photo of Simon beside the photofit of Helen 

Steersby’s assailant. ‘What do you think?’ 

In the photo, Simon’s red-gold hair was cut very short, the neat, round face clean 

shaven with a broad, pugilistic nose and light brown eyes. The skin was pink and healthy, 

the smiling mouth showed strong white teeth. The left ear was small and close to the 

head, with a gold ring in it. 

The hair of the man in the photofit was hidden by the black woolly hat. His jaw was 

shaded with black stubble, his eyebrows darker than those in the photo, the eyes smaller 

and wider apart. The mouth was small, grim looking. There was a ring in the left ear, 

which stuck out prominently. The unusually broad nose and round, neat shape of the 

face, though, were the same. 

‘Not identical twins, are they, Trace?’ Churchill said doubtfully. 

‘But look at that hooter,’ Mike Candor pointed out. ‘And the ring in the ear.’ 

‘That’s the fashion,’ Churchill said. ‘Terence - you’ve met the lad. What do you 

think?’ 

‘I think we should be cautious, sir.’ Terry said, frowning at Tracy. Why hadn’t she 

told him first before making this public in front of Churchill, of all people? ‘Assault 

victims are pretty unreliable about facial identification, are they?’ 

Churchill laughed derisively. ‘Cautious, unreliable? This is the guy, ladies and 

gents, who took Gary Harker to court when his victim claimed to recognize him with a 

hood over his bonce!’ 

‘That was different, sir. Anyway it was his voice she recognized, not his face.’ 

Churchill waved this away. ‘Look. This is a lead for that attack on Helen Steersby, 

and you’re rubbishing it already. We’ve got an attempted assault in the same area as this 

murder, by a guy with a striking feature like that nose. What more do you want? Well 

spotted, Trace.’  

He turned back to Terry. ‘What sort of lad is he?’ 



Terry thought back. ‘Strong. Fit. Short-tempered, maybe. But no record, sir - I 

checked. And if he had this girlfriend, Jasmine, a real beauty by all accounts, why on 

earth would he go round scaring schoolkids? It doesn’t add up.’ 

‘Yes, but she’d left him,’ Tracy said. ‘Six weeks ago.’ 

‘So what are you saying?’ Terry persisted. ‘That he got frustrated and started 

dragging schoolgirls off their ponies? We’re looking for a nutter for that, a psycho. This 

lad seemed quite normal to me.’ 

‘Normal? This is your impression when - Thursday morning?’ Churchill’s contempt 

was blatant. ‘But on Thursday evening, this quite normal young lad seems to have raped 

his girlfriend in the woods and cut her throat. Maybe your judgement’s not what it was, 

old son.’ 

Terry was silent. However cruelly put, Churchill had a point. Gary Harker was free, 

and now this. Maybe his own skills were waning. The others avoided his eyes. Once he’d 

been the blue-eyed boy with the sharp brain, on the fast track for promotion. Now his 

colleagues’ respect was changing to pity. Probably he still hadn’t got over Mary’s death; 

perhaps he never would.  

Churchill flipped a cigarette into his mouth and lit it with a snap of his lighter. ‘Let’s 

run through the rest. What have we got from the crime scene, Jack? We know her throat 

was cut and there was blood everywhere. What about footprints? That’s what we need to 

know.’ 

Jack Middleton pointed to a photograph. ‘Look here, sir. This is the best print we’ve 

got so far. It looks like a trainer, just a couple of feet from the body. I’ve taken a cast, but 

I haven’t identified it yet.’ 

‘Well, have a look at these, then.’ Triumphantly, Will Churchill held up the evidence 

bag with Simon’s muddy trainers in. ‘Will they match it, do you think?’ 

‘What size are they?’ 

‘Nine. Nikes.’ 

Jack Middleton turned the bag over to look at the soles. A cautious smile spread on 

his face. ‘Maybe, yes. I’ll scan these into the computer. Is there any blood on the shoes?’ 

‘Not obviously, but there are a lot of stains. If forensics find something, then we’ve 

got him. We found this, too.’ He held up a second bag for everyone to see. Inside it was a 

large strongly made breadknife with a black handle. 

‘The pathologist says the cut was so deep it almost took her head off. Now in order 

to do that you need a weapon that’s big, sharp, and very strong - an ordinary blade would 

snap under the pressure. But this isn’t an ordinary breadknife, it’s an expensive one - 

tempered steel nearly two millimetres thick, from young Newby’s kitchen. It looks clean, 

but if forensics find something ...’ 

‘Then we’ve got him,’ Tracy Litherland said softly. 

‘Exactly,’ Churchill agreed. ‘Anything else from the crime scene, Jack?’ 

‘Not so far, sir. We’re combing it carefully for hairs and fibres, but that’ll take time.’ 

‘Never mind. The key evidence is in the body, not the grass.’ Churchill surveyed the 

room triumphantly. ‘Our man left his calling card, in the proper place. Semen, for us to 

identify him by. So if we catch him, boys and girls, that’s it. Tracy can take a sample of 

his sperm ...’ 

‘You what, sir?’ 



‘Joke, Tracy, joke. And if the DNA matches we lock him up for life. Even his clever 

barrister mummy won’t be able to break a case like that, eh, Terence?’ 

Terry Bateson rang the bell of a small terraced house to the south of the city. The front of 

the house was fifty yards from the tree protest at the new shopping centre, the back 

looked over fields to the river bank where Jasmine’s body had been found. A slightly 

built young man in a dressing gown peered out. ‘Yes?’ 

‘David Brodie?’ Terry showed his warrant card. ‘It’s about Jasmine Hurst, I’m 

afraid.’ 

‘Oh ... yes. You’d better come in.’ 

Terry followed him into a small but immaculate kitchen. All the surfaces were clean, 

the cups on hooks, the knives in a wooden block screwed to the wall. 

‘She’s dead, isn’t she? Her mother rang me last night. I’ve not had much sleep.’ He 

sat down at the table, his eyes red-rimmed with tiredness. 

‘I’m sorry, Mr Brodie. Would you rather I came back at another time?’ 

‘No, it’s OK, let’s get it over with.’ 

‘You have no idea who might have done this?’ 

Brodie shook his head. ‘No. He’d have to be a madman, wouldn’t he?’ 

‘I understand Jasmine lived here with you. Is that right?’ 

‘Yes. Most of the time. Except when she’s at the protest. She sleeps ... slept there 

sometimes. I go there too when I have time.’ 

‘Really?’ Terry looked at the young man in his neat, comfortable kitchen, and tried 

to imagine him in a treehouse. Brodie interpreted his look with a smile. ‘Doesn’t seem 

likely to you, does it? Well, I agree, I hate the mess and the dirt, so I don’t sleep there. 

But it’s a principle those people are standing up for. So yes, I support them when I can.’ 

‘What about Jasmine? Did she sleep there this week?’ 

Brodie hesitated. ‘Once or twice, yes. I’m on the late shift, you see. I leave here 

about one and don’t get back until about eleven at night.’ 

‘So when you got back on Thursday night, and she wasn’t here, were you worried?’ 

Brodie looked away, out of the window, his eyes filling with tears. ‘Not really. I just 

thought ... hoped ... she was at the protest. My mistake, I see now.’  

‘So when was the last time you saw her?’ 

‘Thursday morning. We ... had a row, you see. She walked out.’ 

‘What was the row about?’ 

Brodie shook his head sadly. ‘I can’t really say. I’m sorry, this probably sounds 

stupid, but it was just ... one of those emotional things where you think everything’s fine, 

and then find it’s not, you know? It started about cleaning, for heaven’s sake; she said I 

was too fussy, but ....’ 

 ‘Was it about her other boyfriend, Simon Newby?’ 

Brodie’s eyes widened in surprise. ‘Part of it was, yes. How do you know about 

him? Oh, I suppose her mother told you.’ 

Terry remembered the Simon Newby he had met two days ago. A fit, muscular 

young man, quite unlike the slight, almost delicate boy he was talking to now. There was 

something about this young man that repelled him slightly. Too clean, too sensitive 

somehow. 

‘So what did she say about Simon?’ 



‘She said - oh, stupid things - that I wasn’t tough or strong, that I wasn’t a man like 

him. Well, we knew that already - he’s a yob, isn’t he, a lout. That’s why she left him in 

the first place, because he used to beat her up. I said if that’s what she wanted she could 

go back and welcome - to live in a pigsty with a yob instead of a decent house where 

somebody cared for her.’ 

‘He used to beat her up?’ 

‘Yes. He even threatened me, for Christ’s sake.’ 

‘When was that?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know, six weeks ago. When she first left him.’ 

‘Did he hit you?’ 

‘No, he didn’t, but he used to follow us around. It was weird.’ He paused, staring at 

Terry with those pale, red-rimmed eyes. ‘Sometimes we couldn’t see him but we could 

feel it.’ 

‘You could feel it? How do you mean?’ 

‘It’s hard to describe. We just knew. Or we’d see a jogger in the distance and she’d 

say it was him. She often felt she was being followed. I wrote down some of the times.’ 

The young man took out a diary. ‘There, see. On a Monday. And then again the next 

Sunday.’ 

Terry leafed through the pages. There were five or six entries: Simon outside house. 

Jogger near protest, Simon? Simon(?) near river. And so on. He thought of Helen 

Steersby, and shuddered. ‘Do you mind if I borrow this?’ 

David hesitated. ‘It’s ... got some private entries in too.’ 

‘I’m sorry about that. But this is important. I’ll photocopy it and give it back to you. 

It must have been very frightening for you, all this.’ 

‘It wasn’t very pleasant, not for me anyway. But you know, Jasmine was never 

scared of him. I even think she enjoyed it, in a way.’  

‘Enjoyed it?’ 

‘Yes. I mean, having two men to choose between. That was what our quarrel was 

about. She’d seen him again and I called her a bitch - God help me! I didn’t know she 

was going to die!’ 

‘Jasmine went back to Simon? When was this?’ 

‘Last week. I didn’t think she’d go again but it seems she did. If I’d stopped her 

she’d be alive now, wouldn’t she?’ 

Terry looked at him thoughtfully. ‘So, when she wasn’t here on Thursday night, 

where did you think she was?’ 

‘At Simon’s, of course. Either there or at the protest.’ 

‘Did you look for her?’ 

‘Not that night. Yesterday morning, yes. I went to the protest, but she wasn’t there. 

Then I went to Simon’s house but she wasn’t there either.’ 

‘You didn’t think of informing the police?’ 

‘No. She’s an adult, after all. I went to work, hoped she’d be here when I returned. 

Then her mother rang.’ He wiped his eyes with a tissue, and blew his nose. ‘It’s hard to 

come to terms with, really ... I’m sorry.’ 

‘I understand, Mr Brodie. But if you could write all this down in a statement ...’ 

Sarah was defending in a shoplifting case. Her client was an old lady who had been 

stopped by a store detective outside a small supermarket. Inside her shopping bag was a 



packet of bacon which had not been paid for. Also inside the shopping bag were eggs, 

milk, and bread, all of which had been paid for. Sarah’s client claimed that she had taken 

the bacon by mistake, in a fit of absentmindedness. The supermarket, however, 

disagreed. 

It was the prosecution’s case, based on the evidence of a tight-lipped, humourless 

store detective, that the bacon had been found concealed underneath the old lady’s 

library book, this being clear evidence of mens rea in a deliberate, malicious, and 

diabolically cunning criminal act in direct contravention of the Theft Act of 1968. 

The supermarket had been as stubborn and bloody-minded in bringing the charge as 

Sarah’s client had been in refusing to have it dealt with by the Magistrates, and so the 

packet of bacon, worth £1.79 and now ten months past its sell-by date, rested in lonely 

splendour on the exhibits table in Court One, while the matter was disputed at a cost to 

the taxpayer in excess of a thousand pounds. 

Normally Sarah would have enjoyed this farce, playing the well-paid battle of wits 

like a game of tennis, but today, with Simon missing, she found it hard to concentrate. 

Her attempt to establish that the old lady was confused by her medication was skilfully 

countered by the prosecutor, Savendra, whose devious smile and exquisite good manners 

charmed Sarah’s client into admitting that she mistrusted her doctor, had poured her pills 

down the sink, and had hated the mini supermarket ever since it had driven her corner 

shop out of business ten years before. 

The jury, being thus convinced that she was of sound mind and evil intent, 

convicted. The judge sighed, gave her a conditional discharge and told her not to be so 

silly in future. Sarah made her way moodily back to her chambers. 

‘Buy you lunch?’ Savendra offered, catching her up. ‘Bacon sandwich, on the 

house?’ 

‘Ha ha,’ Sarah said. ‘Very funny.’ 

‘Cheer up. We all need cases like that, to bring home the bacon. What was your 

client’s name? Marge?’ 

‘Savvy, just shut up, will you? I’m not in the mood. I’ve got a son suspected of 

murder, in case you’ve forgotten.’ 

‘Yeah, I know, I’m sorry. They haven’t caught him yet, have they?’ 

‘Not yet, but they will. They always do.’ 

‘No they don’t.’ Savendra darted in front of her, forcing her to look at him. ‘They 

don’t always catch them, Sarah, you know that.’ 

‘Well, that isn’t the point, is it? We’re not talking about some professional crook 

here, on the run to Bolivia, we’re talking about my son, Simon! They think he’s a 

murderer. And just to convince them, he’s run away!’ 

‘It doesn’t look good, does it?’ 

‘No.’ Sarah shook her head wearily, as though bothered by a fly. ‘So don’t make 

jokes about it, Savvy. It’s tearing me apart.’ 

He fell into step beside her. ‘Seriously, come and have lunch.’ 

‘That won’t make things any better.’ 

‘It won’t make them any worse, though, will it? You look like you’re wasting away. 

Come on. Somewhere quiet where we can talk.’ 

At the forensics department Will Churchill met Dr Theobald Brewer, a slow-moving 

gentleman in his mid sixties, for whom retirement and a life devoted to growing the 



perfect Brewer rose, yellow with a blue fringe around the petals, was only a few months 

away. He contemplated the young DCI with benign detachment. 

‘Yes, we’ve had some success with your trainers,’ he said. ‘There were traces of 

sandy soil consistent with the crime scene. And a number of grass seeds. Laila is working 

on them at the moment.’ He indicated a tall young woman with clear black skin and 

dreadlocks, elegantly perched over a microscope. ‘Oh, excuse me a moment, would 

you?’  

Dr Brewer leaned out of the window, where a gardener was spraying roses with 

insecticide. ‘Hey, young man! You missed the Princess Mary on the left. It was infested 

with greenfly yesterday and that is after all the point ...’ 

Exasperated, Churchill caught the gaze of the young scientist, who was smothering a 

grin.  

Dr Brewer was incensed. ‘Look, I’ll have to go outside and deal with this, Inspector. 

Laila will take care of you. Honestly, young men nowadays ...’ 

Relieved, Churchill approached the young woman. ‘Is there any blood on the 

trainers?’ 

‘A few small stains, Inspector, yes.’ She smiled, perfect white teeth and twinkling 

olive-brown eyes. ‘Several in between the indentations on the sole of the left shoe, and 

five drops on the upper surface. They look just like tiny spatters of mud, but it’s blood 

nevertheless.’ 

‘Yes! You beauty!’ Churchill enthused. ‘And do they match the victim’s DNA?’ 

‘That takes time, sir,’ Laila murmured, fitting a slide delicately under the 

microscope. ‘We’ve sent samples away to Manchester. But the blood group is consistent 

with that on the breadknife.’ 

‘There’s blood on the breadknife too?’ 

‘Yes. Just a few stains, in the groove where the blade fits into the handle.’ 

‘That’s it then! All we need is for those samples to match the victim and we’ve got 

him!’ 

 Dr Brewer was berating the gardener outside the window. Churchill grinned at the 

young black woman, who favoured him with a conspiratorial, bewitching smile. There 

was no doubt which of the two scientists he needed to work with, to move this case 

forward quickly. 

Perhaps he should drop by tomorrow, to see how things had progressed. 

‘So where could he have gone?’ Savendra asked. He and Sarah were sitting upstairs at 

the quiet corner table of an expensive Indian restaurant overlooking the river Ouse. 

Pleasure boats moved up and down, and tourists idled in the sunshine on the quay below 

them. Sarah picked sparingly at her korma, but it and the champagne earned from 

Savendra’s victory in this morning’s farce had warmed her nonetheless; she had eaten 

little for the past few days. 

‘Even if I could tell you I wouldn’t,’ she said. ‘Much though I respect your 

discretion.’ 

‘This isn’t a professional consultation,’ said Savendra, twirling the stem of his wine 

glass. ‘Just friends, that’s all.’ 

‘I know, and thanks. But I don’t know where he is anyway. In one way I’m glad of 

it.’ 

‘Do you think he could - you know, have done it?’ 



For a long time she didn’t answer. So long, he thought she wouldn’t. But he could 

detect no hostility in her silence; just something reflective, silent, thoughtful. A loss of 

words. 

At last she stirred. ‘Do you want to have children one day, Savvy?’ 

He smiled, remembering, as he often forgot, that she was nearly ten years older than 

him. ‘When I meet the right woman, yes, I suppose. It happens, doesn’t it?’ 

‘It happens, yes. And is Belinda the right woman?’ 

‘She thinks she is. I’m ... almost convinced. But you haven’t answered my question.’ 

‘I was just getting round to it.’ 

‘Oh. By talking about Belinda.’ 

‘If ... when you marry your Belinda, Savvy, as I’m sure you will, if she wants you to 

...’ 

‘Thanks very much. I have been warned.’ 

‘ ... and you have children, your life will change for ever. You will no longer belong 

to yourself - this happy, charming, carefree young barrister that I see before me, with no 

allegiance to anything but his fees and his motorbike - he will disappear, and part of him 

will belong to Belinda, and part of him, perhaps more of him, I don’t know, to those 

children. Sometimes you will love them and sometimes they will make you angry. Really 

angry, Savvy, if you’re unlucky. More angry than you can easily believe. And of course 

in your anger you can betray them, and they can betray you, but you won’t let that 

happen if you possibly can ...’ 

She stopped, running one finger softly round the top of her wineglass. She looked in 

his eyes, then away out of the window. He waited, but nothing more came. 

‘So even if you thought he did it, you wouldn’t say?’ 

She smiled, and as she did so the tears came involuntarily to her eyes and she dabbed 

them with a napkin from the table. 

‘That’s it, Savvy, exactly. I couldn’t possibly say. Lesson one in parenthood. You 

pass.’ 



Chapter Eighteen 

THE PHONE call came in the middle of the night. Two weeks after Simon had 

disappeared, an alert police constable in Scarborough noticed a blue Ford Escort, with the 

right registration number, parked outside a guest house. The message reached York at 

2.15 a.m, and the duty sergeant phoned Will Churchill at home with a certain sardonic 

glee, which rose to pure sadistic delight when the new Detective Chief Inspector’s phone 

was answered by a sleepy young woman. 

‘Hello ... yes?’ 

‘This is Fulford Police Station, madam. Is DCI Churchill there, please?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Detective Chief Inspector William Churchill, madam. It is urgent.’ 

‘Oh, you mean Willy? Yes ... Christ ... it’s for you.’ 

‘Hello? Who the hell’s this?’ 

‘Chief Inspector Churchill?’ 

‘Yes.’ Don’t be long, Willy, murmured a voice in the background, or so the sergeant 

would tell his friends in the canteen later, to predictable guffaws. Was he long Sarge? 

How long exactly - did she say? 

‘Duty Sergeant Chisholm, sir. Sorry to disturb you, but a car registered to Simon 

Newby has been found in Scarborough - a blue Ford Escort?’ 

‘Right. I’m on my way. Have they made an arrest?’ 

‘No sir. They’re keeping the car under surveillance.’ 

‘Good. Put me through to the crime desk, will you? I’ll need someone to come with 

me to Scarborough right away.’ 

‘Right sir.’ Sergeant Chisholm transferred the call, grinning at PC Burrows who had 

just brought him a welcome mug of coffee. 

‘That’s something you’ll learn, son, when you’ve been here a while.’ 

‘What’s that, sarge?’ 

‘A keen detective’s always on the job.’ He winked, and sipped his coffee happily. 

It was a windy morning in Scarborough when Churchill and Harry Easby arrived just 

before four, with the breakers bursting along the esplanade. The blue Escort was parked 

outside a peeling establishment called Seaview Villas. The only things moving in the 

street were a milk float and a few seagulls, their feathers ruffled by the wind. 

DS Conroy waited at one end of the street, a uniform car at the other. ‘We’ve made 

enquiries, sir, and your man’s in room 7. DC Lane’s getting a key from the landlady 

now.’  

‘Right. Send your uniform lads round the back, and we’ll go in.’ 



Three minutes later the four of them pounded up the worn stair carpet, surprising an 

old man tottering towards the loo on the landing. Inside room seven lay a young man, 

sleeping peacefully. Churchill held the photograph next to the face on the pillow. There 

was no doubt at all. They matched. He shook the boy roughly by the shoulder and he 

started up in shock. 

‘Simon Newby, I am arresting you in connection with the murder of Jasmine Hurst. 

You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if you do not mention 

when questioned something which you later rely on in court. Anything you do say may 

be given in evidence.’ 

‘What? Who the hell are you?’ 

‘Come on, lad, we’re off to York.’ 

Simon was handcuffed and bundled into the car in his pyjama trousers and a coat before 

he fully realised what was happening. Harry Easby waited with him there while Churchill 

and the two Scarborough officers searched his room and sealed his clothes in plastic 

evidence bags. 

‘What’s going on?’ Simon asked desperately. 

‘You’re under arrest, son, didn’t you hear? For the murder of Jasmine Hurst.’ 

‘For the what? Jasmine? You’re out of your skull!’ 

‘Not me, son. We think you killed her.’ 

‘You mean she’s dead? Jasmine? Where? How?’ 

‘You tell me, son.’ The boy was in a panic, thrashing about. But he couldn’t get out 

because his hands were cuffed behind his back and he was held in place by the seat belt. 

‘She can’t be dead! What are you doing - let me out of here!’ 

Easby watched him with a quiet, satisfied smile. The wild eyes, the tears, the 

desperate thrashing movements. He had seen them all before. They might mean either 

guilt or innocence - most likely just panic. As Simon struggled, he watched, and said 

nothing. 

Churchill returned to the car with two bags of clothes which he flung into the boot. 

He opened the back door and glanced at Simon with a fierce, triumphant smile. ‘Gotcha!’ 

‘I didn’t kill her. Let me out - where are we going?’  

‘To York, my son. Remember anything you say may be used in evidence. Move 

over.’ 

‘But how did she die? What happened, for Christ’s sake?’ 

As Harry drove Churchill examined his prisoner with a long contemplative stare. He 

looked a mess - unshaven, his short hair tousled with sleep, his eyes wide with shock and 

panic. As he twisted angrily in his seat Churchill could see the muscles that he and Harry 

had felt as they bundled the lad downstairs. More than enough to subdue a girl, however 

tall and fit. 

‘You can’t just break in and tell me Jasmine’s dead, for Christ’s sake! It’s not true!’ 

‘When did you last see her?’ They weren’t supposed to interview a suspect in the car 

but if the boy was going to talk anyway they couldn’t very well gag him. 

‘I haven’t seen her for days - weeks. What happened - how did she die?’ 

‘She was raped, and someone cut her throat with a knife.’ 

‘Oh no.’ The bald statement seemed to shock Simon, and dissolve his rage and panic 

into grief. He slumped sideways on the seat and began to weep. It was a human reaction 

that in a normal person might mean innocence, Churchill knew; but in his experience 



rapists and murderers were not normal people. They were normal looking people whose 

emotional wires had got horribly crossed. It was perfectly possible for a murderer to 

weep at the injuries he had himself caused, either out of remorse or schizophrenia or self-

pity because his own guilt had been discovered. So all that mattered was the evidence. 

‘It made me puke, seeing that girl’s body,’ Harry said. ‘People like you should be 

hanged, slowly.’ 

‘But I didn’t kill her!’ The car swayed with the violence of Simon’s response. ‘So 

shut your fucking trap!’ 

‘Stow it, Harry,’ Churchill ordered. ‘Questions at the station.’ 

‘Sir.’ 

Several more times during the journey Simon protested his innocence, but when 

Churchill made no response, he lapsed into silence. As they entered York he asked: 

‘What happens now?’ 

‘You go into a cell and the custody sergeant gives you breakfast, and then we’ll have 

a proper recorded interview.’ 

‘I can have a lawyer, can’t I?’ 

‘If you want. I’ll call the duty solicitor.’ 

‘No. My mother’s a barrister, she knows who’s best. I want to call her.’ 

Churchill sighed. ‘All right, it’s your choice. But I suggest you tell the truth, son. 

That’s my advice to you.’ 

It was a rare event for Sarah and Emily to eat breakfast together; usually everyone 

grabbed their own in a headlong rush. Now both of them, shattered by the last few days, 

were attempting to restore their relationship. Out of consideration for Sarah, Emily had 

switched on the pop music station more quietly than usual; out of consideration for 

Emily, Sarah had refrained from switching it off. 

‘Which exam are you most worried about?’ Sarah asked tentatively. 

Emily frowned, and instead of dismissing the question as Sarah had expected, 

considered it. ‘History, I think.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Well, there’s such masses to learn, far more than any other subject; and then you 

don’t get proper essay questions which let you explain it. It’s all ‘what does this cartoon 

of Adolf Hitler prove’ - stuff like that.’ 

‘Is there anything I can help you with?’ 

‘Mum, it’s better if I do it on my own, honest. We’d only quarrel.’ 

‘Well, maybe Larry knows some history. Are you going to see him today?’ 

As Emily nodded, the phone rang. She got up, a slice of toast in her hand. ‘I bet 

that’s him. Hello? Oh, Simon! God, where are you? Yes, she’s here.’ 

As she passed the phone over Emily noticed her mother sway for a second in shock; 

but the hint of weakness was gone as soon as it came. With a recovery so complete it was 

almost a change of personality, Sarah’s voice became crisp, sharp, businesslike. 

‘Yes. Right. I’ll get someone down there right away. In the meantime say nothing to 

anyone. Do you understand? Just say your solicitor’s coming and you can’t answer any 

questions until you’ve spoken to her. And you’re entitled to food and rest and decent 

treatment so if you don’t get it, ask to see the custody sergeant. Say if you’re not treated 

properly there’ll be a complaint. And Simon - I’ll be coming too.’ 



As Lucy Parsons entered the main police station, she was relieved not to see a reporter. 

But it was only a matter of time. Few of her clients came from middle-class families, and 

when they did, in a small city like York, there was enormous potential for social 

embarrassment. The Evening Press would be delighted - a local barrister’s son charged 

with murder! It would be the talk of the legal circuit for months; it might ruin Sarah’s 

career. 

‘Yes, madam?’ The young desk constable looked up reluctantly from the Sun. 

‘I’m a solicitor. I’ve been called to a client in custody here - Mr Simon Newby.’ 

‘Mr’ was an important touch. Despite the safeguards of the Police and Criminal 

Evidence Act, the processes of arrest still stripped the accused of freedom, dignity and 

sometimes their clothes as well; it was her job to get all of these back, if she could. 

‘Right, madam, if you’ll wait there.’ 

‘I need to see the officer in charge of this case, right away. My client is facing a 

murder enquiry, young man; I don’t intend to sit around like a spare piece of furniture.’ 

‘I dunno ...’ The constable met her eyes. ‘I’ll see what I can do ...’ 

A faint grin crossed Lucy’s face. She had that sort of effect on young men 

nowadays; Savendra had once suggested, unkindly, that she reminded them of their 

mothers when they were being potty trained. Not flattering, perhaps, but it had its uses. 

Lucy was a large woman who had abandoned the struggle with diets and corsets years 

ago. She disguised her bulk in a long voluminous black skirt, white blouse and loose 

jacket with many useful pockets. Her feet spread comfortably in Doc Martin boots, a 

fashion she had adopted from her teenage son. When her hair had started to go grey she’d 

had it bleached pure white in an anti-ageist fashion statement. If she had been carrying a 

couple of plastic bags instead of a monogrammed briefcase she could easily have been 

taken for a vagrant on the street. 

The constable returned with Will Churchill, who held out his hand. 

‘Mrs Parsons? I’m the officer who arrested Simon Newby.’ 

Lucy nodded, ignoring the hand. ‘Then I’d like to see him straight away. And I’ll 

need the custody file.’ 

‘Certainly.’ Churchill showed her into a room with a table bolted to the floor, two 

chairs, and a buzzing neon light. As Simon came in she saw a tall, well-built young man 

with hazel eyes which reminded her irresistibly of his mother. His face was bewildered, 

sullen and defiant. 

‘Did my mum send you?’ 

‘She did. She’s outside. We’ve worked together a lot, your mother and I.’ 

‘Well, you’d better be good. You’ve got to get me out of here.’ 

‘I’ll do my best.’ Lucy smiled cautiously. 

‘I didn’t kill her, you know.’ 

‘Then that’s what matters. I’m on your side, Simon. That’s why I’m here.’ 

‘Thank Christ for that. Nobody else is. They don’t believe me.’ 

‘Have you said anything to them so far?’ 

‘I told them I haven’t seen Jasmine for weeks.’ 

Lucy frowned. ‘That’s not what your mother told me. She said you’d been seen 

quarrelling with Jasmine outside your house, the night she was killed.’ 

‘Oh, God.’ Simon sat down abruptly. ‘How did they know that?’ 



‘A neighbour saw you. An old man apparently.’ Lucy pulled a pad of paper from her 

briefcase. ‘So you’d better tell the truth about that, Simon. Come on, I can’t help you 

unless I know the full story. Let’s start from the beginning, hadn’t we? Tell me about you 

and Jasmine.’ 

Simon scowled and turned away, facing the wall. It was a response Lucy had seen 

many times before and it was not, she knew, a good sign.  

‘Why do you need to know about that?’ 

She spoke very gently. ‘Because she’s dead, Simon, and if I’m going to help you I 

have to know your story. Will you tell me? Simon?’ 

After a long, sullen silence Simon sighed, leaned forward, and began to talk. 

‘Right. It’s now eleven fifteen a.m.,’ said Churchill, with a meaningful glare at Lucy, 

who had delayed the interview for nearly two hours. ‘We are at Fulford Police Station in 

York. Present in the room are Simon Newby, his solicitor Mrs Lucy Parsons, DCI 

William Churchill and DC Harry Easby. This interview will be recorded and a copy of 

the tape will be made available to Mr Newby’s legal representative. Now then, Simon. 

Let me repeat the words of the caution ...’ 

As he did so Simon avoided his eyes. He seemed tired, nervous, jumpy, Churchill 

thought. Guilty, almost certainly. 

‘Right. First I have to show you my notes of what you said in the car. If you agree 

they are a correct record, you should sign them at the bottom.’ He passed over a sheet of 

paper. 

At 3.45 a.m. on Monday 31st May, DCI William Churchill of York police, 

accompanied by DC Harry Easby of York police and DS Conroy and DC Lane of 

Scarborough police, entered room 7 of Seaview Villas in Whitton Street, Scarborough 

where Simon Newby was found to be asleep in bed. DCI Churchill woke Mr Newby and 

informed him that he was being arrested on suspicion of the murder of Jasmine Hurst. 

He was cautioned that he need not say anything, but that it might harm his defence if he 

did not mention when questioned something which he later relied on in court, and that 

anything which he did say might be given in evidence. Mr Newby was then escorted to a 

police car and driven from Scarborough to York.  

After being cautioned, Mr Newby stated that he had not killed Jasmine Hurst, and 

that he had not seen her for weeks. He repeated this statement several times. 

Churchill passed Simon a pen. ‘Here. If it’s a true record sign at the bottom.’ 

‘No, wait ...’ The words terrified Simon. ‘No, I didn’t say that.’ 

‘You did, son. I heard you - we both did. Several times.’  

Simon turned to Lucy in panic. ‘Well, I didn’t know what I was saying, I ...’ 

‘Mr Churchill, did you interview my client in the car?’ 

‘No, Mrs Parsons, of course we didn’t. This is a record of voluntary statements made 

under caution.’ He gave her a brief, dismissive glance, then focussed his attention back 

on Simon. ‘You told us you didn’t kill Jasmine, and you hadn’t seen her for weeks. 

Those were your own words, Simon. Are you now saying they aren’t true?’ 

‘Yes. No. No, it isn’t true.’ 

‘Which part isn’t true?’ Churchill asked silkily. ‘That you didn’t kill Jasmine?’ 

‘No! Of course not that.’ Simon hid his face in his hands, confused. ‘I ... I had seen 

her.’ 

‘When?’ 



‘The day before I went to Scarborough.’  

‘Last Friday night?’  

‘Yes.’ Simon glanced at Lucy. ‘Tell him.’ 

‘Before we go any further, Detective Chief Inspector,’ Lucy intervened, ‘my client 

has a statement to make.’ She passed a piece of paper across the table. ‘He wrote this a 

few minutes ago. I think it will help explain things.’ 

Will Churchill picked the paper up and began to read aloud. 

‘I met Jasmine Hurst a year ago and became very fond of her. In October she came 

to live with me at 23 Bramham Street and she stayed until March, when she left me. She 

said she was tired of me and had a new boyfriend. His name is David Brodie and he lives 

with her at 8a Stillingfleet Road. I went there once to ask Jasmine to come back and live 

with me but she wouldn’t. I’ve met her a few times since then but only briefly. On 

Thursday 13th May I met her by the river and she came back to my house for a meal. I 

asked her to come back and live with me but she wouldn’t. We argued about this and then 

she left. When she left I was upset so I decided to go to Scarborough for a holiday, to try 

to get over her. I drove to Scarborough that night and didn’t see Jasmine again. I had no 

idea Jasmine was dead until the police arrested me this morning. I did not kill her and I 

don’t know how she died. Simon Newby.’ 

Churchill looked at Harry and laughed. ‘That’s not what you said in the car, is it?’ 

‘No, well I was scared. I didn’t even know she was dead until you told me. What am 

I supposed to say?’ 

‘The truth, son.’ 

‘Well, I have now. That’s it, there on that paper.’  

‘So if you have no evidence against my client,’ said Lucy, ‘I would ask you to drop 

this mistaken charge and release him now.’ 

‘Oh, you would, would you?’ Churchill put a plastic evidence bag on the table. 

Inside it were a pair of muddy trainers. ‘Well, we do have evidence, Mrs Parsons.’ He 

spoke clearly so the tape would catch his every word. ‘I’m showing Mr Newby a pair of 

men’s Nike trainers, size 9. Do you recognize these, Simon?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘They were found in your house. They’re yours, aren’t they?’ 

Simon shrugged. ‘Maybe. Lots of people have trainers like that.’ 

‘Well, these trainers were found in your house, and they have mud and grass on them 

similar to the mud and grass found near Jasmine’s body. There were also footprints there 

which appear to fit these trainers.’ 

‘So? Like I said, thousands of people have trainers like that.’ 

‘And the mud and grass?’ 

‘I go running. That’s what they’re for.’ 

‘Yes, sure.’ Churchill leaned forward, watching Simon intently. ‘And the blood?’ 

‘What blood?’ Simon’s face paled. ‘Where?’ 

Churchill pointed, to a group of faint, unremarkable brown stains on the toe just 

below the laces on the left shoe. Then he turned the shoe over and pointed with a pen at 

the indentations on the sole. ‘Here, and here. They don’t look much, but they’re going to 

send you to prison for a long time, my son. Because the forensic scientists have examined 

these stains, and they’re group AB negative, which is the same group as Jasmine Hurst. 

It’s her blood, Simon, isn’t it? You got it on your shoes when you killed her.’ 



‘But I didn’t kill her!’ Simon half rose to his feet, shouting. ‘Give me those shoes! 

They’re not mine!’ 

Churchill held the shoes away from him, smiling. ‘They are yours, Simon. They’re 

the shoes the murderer wore, and they were found in your house, in your bedroom, with 

her blood on. Does anyone else live in your house?’ 

‘No.’ Simon sat down slowly. 

‘Anyone else keep their training shoes there?’ 

‘No. But ...’  

‘Well then. What about this?’ Churchill produced another evidence bag. ‘I’m 

showing Mr Newby a breadknife with a black handle. We found this in your house too. Is 

this yours?’ 

‘No. How should I know?’ 

‘There are fingerprints on here, Simon. We’ll be matching them with yours later.’ He 

paused, savouring the moment, staring intently into the eyes of the boy and his silent 

solicitor. ‘This knife’s got Jasmine Hurst’s blood on, too!’ 

‘It can’t have! You’re lying! Look, the blade’s clean anyhow!’ 

‘I didn’t say it was on the blade, did I? No doubt you cleaned the blade after you 

killed her, and thought that was enough. But our cunning scientists have looked here, in 

the crack where the blade joins the handle, and they’ve found blood there, you see. Same 

blood group, AB negative. Jasmine Hurst’s blood group. Blood from when you cut her 

throat.’ 

‘I didn’t! Say that again, you bastard ...’ Once again Simon half rose, but Lucy put 

her hand on his arm and, to her great relief, he sat down. 

‘Just listen to them, Simon,’ she said. ‘You don’t have to answer, if you don’t want 

to.’ 

‘But it can’t be her blood! I didn’t kill her, I tell you!’ 

‘Well, we’ll see.’ Churchill smiled patronizingly. ‘Ever heard of DNA, Simon? 

We’ve sent samples of this blood away for DNA analysis and then we’ll see for certain 

whose it is. That’ll prove it one way or the other.’ 

‘It’ll prove it’s not hers, then.’ 

‘Will it? We’ll see. You didn’t rape her either, I suppose?’ 

‘What? Of course not.’  

Churchill gave a cold wolfish grin. ‘So you won’t mind giving a DNA sample, will 

you?’ 

Lucy could feel cold sweat trickling under her dress. ‘I’d like to consult with my 

client again ...’ she began, falteringly. But Churchill overrode her. ‘In a minute, in a 

minute. First let me tell your client what we need the sample for, OK? You see, Simon, 

the man who killed Jasmine - the man who wore these trainers and used that knife - he 

didn’t just kill her, he raped her first. And when he raped her, he left certain intimate 

body samples which will help us identify him. So if you don’t mind, we need to take a 

DNA sample from you to compare with the DNA that the murderer left in her body. If 

you’re innocent it may help to prove it. But if not ...’ 

Will Churchill paused, letting the silence hang heavy in the room. Simon had his 

head in his hands, sobbing quietly. In a quiet, relentless voice Churchill continued. ‘This 

means taking a swap from your mouth and a few hairs from your head. It won’t hurt. But 



I must warn you that if you don’t offer these samples voluntarily I can obtain them 

forcibly. Do you understand?’ 

Simon nodded, still weeping. The interview had lasted scarcely ten minutes but 

Churchill was sure the damage had been done. If the boy was going to confess, now was 

the time. Lucy Parsons tried to catch his eye. ‘I really must insist, Chief Inspector ...’ 

Simon muttered something which Churchill couldn’t hear. ‘What was that, lad?’ 

Simon looked up, his face, red, tear-stained. ‘I said the semen will be mine!’ 

‘Yours?’ Yes! Churchill thought. We’ve got him! 

‘Simon, wait.’ Lucy touched his hand but he ignored her, looking directly at 

Churchill.  

‘You heard. That’s what I said.’ 

Churchill tried to hide the surge of triumph singing through his veins. ‘All right. Do 

want to tell me about it, lad?’ 

‘Yes. Yes, I do.’ 

This is where he convicts himself, Lucy thought. If he really wants to confess, 

nothing I can say will stop him. But what will I tell his mother, waiting outside? 

When Lucy came out Sarah thought she looked shattered, as though she had walked into 

a wall in the dark. But when the big woman came closer she realized that the familiar 

fighting spirit, the determination, were still there beneath her exhaustion. 

‘Well, what is it? Can I see him?’ 

‘No. They won’t let you, Sarah, I’m sorry. He’s been charged and remanded to Hull. 

You can see him there.’ 

‘But ... charged? They think he did it then?’ 

‘Obviously.’ Lucy looked at her friend and thought, what a question for a barrister! 

But this woman in front of her was no high-powered lawyer, she was a mother, anxious 

for news of her son. She took Sarah gently by the arm. 

‘Come on, it’ll be easier outside. We’ll talk in my car.’ 

In the car Lucy went through the evidence slowly. First the footprints, the Nike 

trainers, the knife and the tiny stains of blood. ‘AB negative. That’s not Simon’s group, is 

it? He might have cut himself.’ 

‘I don’t think so. I think he’s O, like me. I’ll ring the doctor to check.’ 

‘They’re sending it for DNA analysis anyway, so that’ll prove it one way or the 

other. But Sarah, that’s not the worst thing.’ She looked at her friend sadly. ‘The big 

thing is the semen. That’s what we spent most of the time talking about.’ 

‘What? She was raped, you mean?’  

Lucy nodded. ‘You didn’t know?’ 

Sarah shook her head, and groaned. ‘No. No, they never told me that. Trying to spare 

my feelings, I suppose. Dear God! Is there no end to this?’ 

‘I’m sorry, Sarah. I thought you knew.’ 

‘Yes, well, I had to know sometime. What are they saying? Simon did this too?’ 

‘Not necessarily. They’ve taken a DNA sample from him, of course. But Simon’s 

done himself a service there, thank God.’ 

‘What do you mean? How?’ 

To Sarah’s astonishment, a faint smile flickered on Lucy’s lips. She laughed - a soft 

appreciative chuckle that gave Sarah the first tiny ray of hope she’d had that day. 



‘You should have seen that detective’s face! He was sure Simon was going to 

confess and so was I, believe me. Simon said that semen’s mine - I tried to stop him but I 

couldn’t, and I thought that’s it, it’s all over, but it wasn’t. Because his story is that he 

and Jasmine made love that afternoon, inside his house. No rape, just sex. That’s why she 

came there, according to him - that’s what she wanted. It wasn’t the first time, either - 

apparently she’s been back several times, since she left him, poor lad. Do you think that’s 

likely?’ 

She glanced at Sarah, instantly regretting the question. What could Simons’ mother 

say but ... ‘As a matter of fact, yes. He told me that before. He was besotted with her, and 

... well, I shouldn’t say this now she’s dead, but she had him wrapped round her little 

finger. She liked teasing him; maybe she did the same to her new boyfriend too.’ 

‘Well, there we are then. So he’s given himself a chance, at least, with this story. The 

trouble is, they still insist she was raped.’ 

‘How can they prove that?’ 

‘Bruising to the vagina, according to young Winston in there. He went on and on - 

how did Simon account for that? Did he like to hurt her when they made love? When he 

said they made love did that mean rape? On and on until I said he was harassing my 

client. He’s a nasty piece of work, I tell you.’ 

‘I’ve met him. But did Simon admit rape?’ 

‘No. He was quite clear about that and I don’t think he’ll change it. And of course, if 

he’s telling the truth and she was raped, later, by someone else, the DNA analysis ought 

to show the real rapist’s semen too. In which case, with the story he’s told now, I’d say 

your boy might just be in the clear.’ 

‘Yes. Maybe. If ... and if that blood is his or at least not hers.’ Sarah took a long, 

shuddering breath. ‘So I suppose all we’ve got to do is wait.’ 

Lucy smiled, touched Sarah’s shoulder gently. ‘When was it ever any different?’ 

‘It was always different, Lucy. Always, every time before this. Because before, it 

happened to other people. Not to me.’  



Chapter Nineteen 

SARAH HAD been to Hull prison many times before, but today it was a different place. 

The great black-studded gates seemed larger; the echoing corridors louder, filthier; the 

cat-calls and wolf-whistles more threatening. She had to queue with other visiting 

mothers; have her handbag searched by a contemptuous prison officer. 

She came with Bob, too, which made it worse. As they were herded through the 

prison yard he shuddered at the packets of excrement thrown from cell windows 

overnight, and shrank from the other visitors.  

Simon sat opposite them and looked down at the table, ashamed. 

‘You came then.’ 

‘Of course we came, Simon,’ Sarah said. ‘As soon as we could.’ 

‘Him too?’ He nodded at Bob. 

‘Me too,’ Bob agreed. 

For a while none of them spoke. Simon resumed his nervous scrutiny of the table; 

Bob stared at his stepson coldly, as though at a delinquent he was being forced to accept 

into his school. In the end Simon began. 

‘You’ve spoken to that solicitor woman?’ 

‘Lucy? Yes, I’ve talked to her, Simon. It ... doesn’t look brilliant.’ 

‘Not brilliant? They think I killed her, mum!’ 

‘And did you, Simon?’ Bob’s voice was hard, like a slap in the face. 

‘What?’  

‘Did you kill her?’ 

Simon began to shake his head, slowly at first, then faster and more violently. ‘No!’ 

‘Not rape her either?’ 

‘No, I bloody well did not!’ He got up abruptly, leaning over the table directly into 

Bob’s face. ‘How dare you come here, asking me questions like that? If you don’t believe 

me don’t come, you’re not bloody wanted!’ 

Heads turned in the room. A girl at the next table sniggered. The guard folded his 

arms. 

‘You were the last one to see her, Simon,’ Bob persisted. ‘You hit her. A man saw 

you.’ 

‘What are you, a bloody policeman? Just shut up, will you!’ 

‘I need to know, Simon. We both do.’ 

Sarah thought Bob’s going to get hit, and he’ll deserve it too; but instead Simon 

pushed his face close to his stepfather’s and said: ‘Well I didn’t do it, OK? So now you 

know. If you don’t believe me you can go fuck yourself.’ 



Everyone was watching now. Here in a prison visiting room, my son swearing at my 

husband. From a deep well of sadness, Sarah spoke. ‘Simon, it’s all right. Sit down. 

Please.’ 

For a second he glared at her, as if trying to decide who she was and whether to spit 

in her face. Then the rage left him. He sat, running his hands through his hair. ‘I didn’t do 

it, mum, whatever he thinks. Whatever anyone ...’ 

‘It’s all right, Simon, I believe you.’ 

‘ ... I mean I don’t even know where it happened, so ... you believe me?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Yeah, well. At least there’s one of you.’ He reached for her hand, across the table. 

She felt the tension in his fingers, and clasped his hand in hers, for comfort. He turned to 

Bob. ‘What about you then?’ 

‘I don’t know, Simon. I’d like to ...’ 

‘Oh yes, you’d like to believe me,’ Simon sneered. ‘Only you can’t manage it, right? 

You’d like to believe your stepson isn’t a filthy murderer who raped his girlfriend and cut 

her throat, only you’re not absolutely sure so you’d rather think about it first and check in 

the Guardian to see what their opinion is this week, is that it? Then maybe you’ll let me 

know!’ 

‘Simon, stop it!’ Sarah clung tightly to his hand, partly to comfort him but mostly 

because she feared he might seize Bob by the throat. She should never have brought Bob; 

he just provoked Simon. And he wasn’t finished yet.  

‘Sneer if you like, Simon, but that girl was raped before she died and you admit you 

had sex with her.’ 

‘Yes, well, so I did, but it doesn’t mean I raped her!’ 

‘They’ve found her blood on your trainers.’ 

‘It’s not her blood. They may not be my trainers for all you know!’ 

‘Oh come on, Simon, give the police some credit!’ 

Simon shuddered. ‘So you think I did it, then, do you? That’s all the proof you 

need?’ 

Bob shook his head sadly. ‘What else could any reasonable person think?’ 

‘Well, you’re wrong, that’s all! I didn’t kill her and that’s it! It wasn’t me!’ 

For a moment none of them spoke. A tiny amount of Simon’s anger subsided and he 

said: ‘I loved that girl. You wouldn’t understand that - you hated her, both of you!’ 

‘I didn’t hate her, Simon,’ Sarah said. 

‘Yes, you did! You drove her away! Not educated enough for you, was she?’ He 

snatched his hands away. Tears came into Sarah’s eyes. 

‘This is hard for us all, Simon,’ said Bob. ‘Your mother had to identify her body, 

you know.’ 

Simon was shocked. ‘You had to do that? Mum? See Jasmine’s body?’ 

Sarah nodded. ‘In the mortuary.’ 

‘But ... why you?’ 

‘They thought it was Emily.’ Sarah explained, briefly, the events of that awful day, 

and how Emily had given Jasmine her jacket at the protest. ‘She must have been wearing 

it, Simon, when you saw her.’ 



‘Probably. I didn’t think.’ Simon looked down again at his hands, and for a while 

none of them spoke, an island of silence in the noisy, crowded room. ‘What did she look 

like?’ he asked at last. ‘Jasmine. When you saw her?’ 

How do I answer that, Sarah wondered. None of this is easy. When she thought back 

to the mortuary all she could remember was the fear, and the appalling flood of relief 

afterwards. The body’s appearance had mattered less than who it was. And who it wasn’t. 

‘I only saw her face. It was very pale, I think. Pale, with a bruise on her cheek, and ... 

some marks of twigs on her skin. Her eyes were closed. She was ... a very beautiful girl, 

Simon.’ 

‘Oh, I know that. Too damn pretty for her own good.’ He brushed the tears away 

roughly with the back of his hand. ‘And I hit her. God! I didn’t know I’d never see her 

again, did I?’ 

‘Did you cut her cheek when you hit her?’ Bob intervened, in a more conciliatory 

tone.  

‘Oh come on, what are you talking about now? It was just a slap. Why ...?’ 

‘I thought maybe that’s how her blood got on your trainers.’ 

‘No. Christ, what are you tormenting me with this for? How did you get blood on 

your shoes, all this! I don’t bloody know, is the answer!’ 

‘I’m only trying to help ...’ 

‘Well don’t. I don’t want you here, go home!’ 

Sarah grasped her son’s hands again, across the table. ‘Don’t give up, Simon. I 

believe you. I’m your mother.’ But mothers don’t really count. She saw it in Simon’s 

eyes. 

 ‘Yeah, but that’s just it, in’t it? It’s all these other bastards - Bob, the police ...’ 

‘We’ll convince them too. You’re innocent until proven guilty. Remember that.’ 

‘That’s just lawyers’ talk, mum. They don’t think like that.’ 

‘I am a lawyer, remember? And it is true. It’s a lawyer’s job to make it true.’ 

‘Well, I hope to Christ you’re right, because it doesn’t look like that from here. And 

that other lawyer, that Lucy woman, she’s no friggin’ good, is she?’ 

‘She’s a good solicitor, Simon. She’s doing her best for you.’ 

‘Why am I banged up in here then? All day with nowt to do, and no room to move.’ 

‘Because it’s a serious charge, Simon. You don’t get bail for murder.’ 

‘I could get locked up for life, couldn’t I?’ 

‘Not if they can’t prove it, Simon. If you’re not guilty they won’t be able to.’ 

As she answered, Sarah realized that people were getting to their feet. A prison 

officer was coming straight towards them. 

‘That’s not true, mum - innocent people get locked up, all the time. You’ve told me!’ 

 The prison officer had his hand on Simon’s shoulder. ‘Time’s up, son.’  

As Simon stood up, his eyes still fixed on his mother’s, she said: ‘Not this time, 

Simon. I won’t let it happen.’ 

She regretted those words all the long drive back to York. It was a promise too great to 

keep. She had meant to leave him some hope, but what hope was there, really? The 

evidence seemed too strong. Simon had been the last person to see Jasmine alive, he’d 

had sex with her, quarreled with her and hit her. Then he’d run away to Scarborough. If 

the blood on his trainers and breadknife were hers too, there was enough evidence for any 

court to convict him. 



But I don’t believe it. I can’t. 

Don’t. Can’t. Don’t. Can’t. 

Well, which is it, she asked herself, as Bob drove the Volvo along the long 

undulating roads to York. Do I believe he’s innocent, or just hope he is because he’s my 

son? 

I wouldn’t normally ask questions like these. If he maintained his innocence I would 

defend him, and what I believed wouldn’t matter. But I’m not his barrister now, I’m his 

mother. 

Bob drove silently beside her. The tension in his manner had grown worse since they 

left the prison. Sarah ignored it, focusing her thoughts on Simon. Her son had always 

liked to be active, outdoors, involved in sports. What was there in the prison - a snooker 

table, perhaps, shared by a hundred young men? And most of the time shut up in a tiny 

cell. What would he do - press-ups on the floor, pace up and down, two paces north, two 

paces south, again and again ... 

‘I shouldn’t have come,’ Bob said. 

‘What?’ 

‘He didn’t want me; I only made things worse. Anyway if he is guilty as it seems 

then ...’ 

‘Bob? What are you saying?’ 

‘Just look at the evidence, Sarah. How could you say you believe him? He was the 

last person to see her, he hit her ...’ 

‘Listen, Bob, there’s still a case to defend. There must be. There’s no evidence that 

puts Simon anywhere near this crime. He hasn’t confessed, and your horrid old man only 

saw him hit her in the face, nothing else. And you may not be aware of it, but the police 

are searching for a serial rapist in the York area. You’re not telling me that’s Simon too, 

are you?’ 

‘Not so far as I know, no, but ...’ 

‘For Christ’s sake, Bob, what’s got into you? Not so far as you know!’ 

‘I’m sorry, but he did lie, Sarah, like he’s lied to us, lots of times. Especially to me 

...’ 

‘What about? Homework, drugs, pocket money? All teenagers do that, Bob. Look at 

your precious Emily, running off for days without a word! It doesn’t make her a 

murderer, does it?’ 

‘I’m just looking at the evidence straight, Sarah. We know he was the last to see her, 

we know he lies, we know he hit her ...’ 

And so it went on; Bob’s voice clanged like a relentless bell in her ear. As they 

entered their drive she made a decision. ‘Look, Bob. You don’t believe Simon but I do. I 

have to. I need some time on my own to think this through, and get some rest.’ 

‘On your own where?’ Bob turned, puzzled, the front door key in his hand. 

‘Simon’s house. I’ll spend tonight there - maybe two nights. You can look after 

Emily, and we won’t quarrel. It’ll be best for everyone.’ 

‘But you can think here!’ 

‘No, not with you in this mood. It’s serious, Bob - you think Simon’s guilty of 

murder!’ 

‘All I said was the evidence points that way. For God’s sake, Sarah! Emily needs 

you here, even if I don’t!’ 



‘She doesn’t need to hear us quarrel. Just a couple of nights, Bob. We’re under a lot 

of strain. I need space to think.’ 

‘Well ... if you’ll be all right?’ 

‘I’ll be fine, Bob. Just leave me alone, OK? That’s all I need, right now.’ 

And it was easy, really. When she explained to Emily, the girl simply shrugged and 

turned back to her books. So Sarah packed a few clothes and cosmetics into the 

motorcycle panniers, climbed into her leathers, and rode away. Feeling strangely 

lightheaded, as though her wheels didn’t touch the ground. Exhaustion, probably. 

So easy to walk out of a marriage. Is that what I’m doing? 

For a few nights. That’s all. 

It was dark by the time she got there. She wheeled the motorbike into Simon’s back yard, 

a small area eight yards deep by five across, divided from the neighbours by brick walls 

seven feet high. A door at the back led into an alley, beside a substantial brick shed made 

of the old outside loo and coal store. 

She pushed the bike into the cluttered darkness of the shed. The front wheel clashed 

against a paint can and a plastic bag fell across the saddle. Working by feel, she 

padlocked the rear wheel. Then she found her key to the second padlock - the one she had 

installed temporarily until the smashed front door was replaced - and went into the house, 

carrying the fish and chips she had bought on the way. 

The house was cold, dirty, and untidy. It reminded her of the council house she and 

Kevin had moved into nineteen years ago, before Simon was born. Basic, battered, 

grimy, but a home for all that. Somewhere you could make a start. Which was what 

Simon had tried to do, she supposed. When he’d met her outside court he’d talked of 

wallpaper and new shelves and decent furniture ... and now this. A half painted wall, a 

heap of beer cans in the corner, Loaded and GQ magazines on the floor, a mouldy curry 

container beside the CD player. 

No wonder Jasmine hadn’t wanted to stay. They surely had something to argue 

about, if he asked her to live in a tip like this. But that doesn’t mean he murdered her, 

though. 

She put the fish and chips in the oven to warm up. Then she slung the curry 

container into the bin with the magazines and hoovered the carpet. She found a mop, 

bucket and unused bottle of bleach in a cupboard, and got rid of a series of stains on the 

floor and worktop. Then she sat at the kitchen table, eating the fish and chips while the 

floor dried around her. 

He is like his father Kevin, she thought. Our house in Seacroft had a chance because 

we both moved in together with our baby, Simon. And so Kevin expected me to start 

nest-building, to make it neat and tidy and a proper home. That was my role, and he had a 

place in it too, the wage-earner and handyman. So he played along, until the baby got too 

demanding and I was too boring and we were too poor, every day scrimp and save 

without end.  

And we were both too young - he was anyway. He wanted to be out with the lads, 

spending his money on himself instead of me and the baby. 

Now what? Sarah washed up her plate and sat in the battered, filthy armchair, staring 

at the video and expensive CD player underneath. Simon’s priorities. Several of the 

videotape covers, she saw, were quite blatantly pornographic.  



Like father, like son. Kevin would have fitted in here well, she thought. The Kevin 

she remembered, the nineteen year old boy with the beautiful silky hard body, the best 

lover she’d ever had, the toughest little gamecock on the street, the most selfish bastard 

she’d ever shared a house with. If he’d lived alone, his house would have been a tip like 

this. And if I’d come later and tried to clean it up he’d have hit me; he was like that. 

But he would never have killed me, surely? 

In her mind she replayed the times Kevin had hit her. She remembered her fear, the 

sudden explosion of his anger, the sadistic pleasure in his eyes. And then it had been 

over: a minute or two of horror, then done. Perhaps, if he’d gone on ... but he never had. 

His rage had died, he’d flung her contemptuously on the floor, and left. The last time, for 

good. 

The memory frightened her. In the corner, she saw a bottle of whisky. It’s been a 

terrible day, she thought; I need some comfort. She found a tumbler in the kitchen and 

half-filled it. I came here to think, she remembered, that’s what I told Bob. What is there 

to think about? 

Is my son a killer? 

The whisky burned its way down her throat and she thought No, of course not, it 

can’t be true. I didn’t carry a killer in my body for nine months. Things like that can’t 

happen. Not to me.  

It’s true his father was a sadist, but that doesn’t make him a murderer, does it? 

You wouldn’t want to tell a jury about that, would you?  

No. Nor would you want a jury to think about the pain and jealousy which must have 

consumed this violent, unpredictable youth after this exquisitely beautiful girl had lived 

with him, rejected him, come tantalizingly back into his life, and then rejected him all 

over again. That’s the oldest motive in the world. 

Yes, maybe, but it’s all circumstantial. To convict him we need evidence, hard 

irrefutable evidence that it was really Simon who cut her throat, raped her and left her 

there for the insects and dogs to eat. Not someone else. 

His semen was in her vagina. 

Did he rape her here and then murder her later? Is that what happened?  

The police think it all happened on the path by the river. 

She could picture that more clearly. In her mind she saw a girl walking alone on the 

river path, a dark figure following a short distance behind her. Suddenly the girl saw him 

and tried to run - but it was too late, he knocked her down, pinned her beneath him. She 

fought, but he twisted her arm, and a knife blade gleamed in the moonlight, paralyzing 

her with fear. He shoved her in front of him into the trees, her arm twisted behind her, the 

knife at her throat. 

And then in her imagination they were gone, mercifully hidden from sight, and she 

didn’t want to see what happened next, what he did to her, how long it took, how it hurt. 

But later in her mind she saw him come out onto the path, a black figure in the 

moonlight, and she tried to see his face, to see if this monster could be her son - but the 

face was invisible, black as the night. 

Sarah shuddered, and groped for the bottle. She seldom drank much but tonight the 

whisky seemed essential. Could it have happened like that? The vision had seemed so 

real, until the crucial moment when she’d been unable to see the murderer’s face. Could 

the murderer have sat in this grubby armchair like me? Been in my body as a baby? 



She stared at her empty glass solemnly. Then poured herself another. 

In the morning she was woken by bright sunlight pouring though the bedroom curtains. 

She sat up, and a lump of pig iron lurched sideways inside her skull. She fell back, 

stunned, and for a while - a few seconds, half an hour, a week - watched the birth of the 

universe, from big bang to supernova, unroll behind her eyelids. Then she became 

urgently aware that her stomach wished to leave her body and reached the loo just in time 

to help it on its way. Sometime later she gazed with horror at the pale, trembling face of a 

sick woman in the mirror on the wall. 

She hadn’t felt this bad since she was pregnant. Not even then. Slowly, taking 

several aeons to complete the task, she opened a bottle of paracetamol, crawled to the 

kitchen to whisk up an egg in warm milk, then crept upstairs on her hands and knees, and 

went back to sleep. 

Hours later she awoke to discover that the pig iron in her head had shrunk to a 

musket ball behind her right eye. Cautiously, so as not to dislodge it, she sat up, 

swallowed some more paracetamol, and crept to the bathroom for a cold wash. By twelve 

o’clock she was dressed, and eighty per cent conscious. Disgusted with herself, she slung 

the empty whisky bottle into the bin. 

So this is how I behave when I try to sort myself out. Bob would be appalled. I’m 

appalled. I’m a mother, a wife, a barrister. Get a grip, woman. Get out of here. 

She went out to the Kawasaki in the shed. The bike gleamed comfortingly. She 

patted its saddle and looked around. She was not surprised by the mess; if Simon couldn’t 

tidy his own bedroom he was unlikely to make a fetish of an outside shed. There was a 

battered table under the window, a broken chair, a pile of half-empty paint tins, brushes 

with rock-hard heads jammed into a saucepan, some plastic chairs, several bin bags, and 

a pot with a brown, dead plant in it. 

She picked up the bin bag which had fallen as she wheeled the bike in last night. A 

woolly hat dropped out, and something clattered down the side of the bike and lodged 

between the exhaust and the chain. 

Cautiously, trying not to revive her headache, Sarah searched for it with her fingers. 

What was it - a coin, a metal washer perhaps? Whatever it was, if she left it there it 

would jam up the chain somehow and wreck the bike; that always happened with her and 

machines. 

After several attempts the thing fell out. She picked it up and brushed off the dirt. It 

was a small golden ring, set with tiny stones in the shape of a snake, or an S. Sarah held it 

up to the light. A woman’s ring, an engagement ring perhaps. S for what?  

Simon? 

She slipped it on her finger. Who would have a ring with S for Simon on it? Jasmine, 

obviously. She had been a tall girl, strong, athletic as well as beautiful. But why was it 

here, in a bag in this shed? Another of Simon’s failures, perhaps - he’d proposed to her 

with it and she’d dumped him. Or ... what else was in the bag? 

She picked up the other thing, the black woolly hat which had fallen out at the same 

time, and laid it carefully on the table. It wasn’t a woolly hat, as she had thought. Not 

quite. As she unfolded it she saw the two holes cut in it for eyes. Nothing for the mouth. 

The sort used by terrorists. And robbers. And rapists. 

The sort of hood that Sharon Gilbert had described. Here - in Simon’s shed. Why? 



Sarah’s knees felt suddenly weak. She grasped the edge of the table and stared down 

at the repulsive thing. The blank eye slits gazed back up at her. What did it mean? 

Jasmine’s ring. A hood. What else was in this bag? Trembling, she fumbled inside. 

A pair of black jeans, a jumper. Nothing else. She put on her motorcycle gauntlets and 

examined the clothes more closely. Would there be blood - please no. So far as she could 

see there was none but forensics, she knew, could trace specks invisible to the naked eye. 

The police should have searched this shed but they obviously hadn’t. What did it all 

mean? 

Her head was still fuddled with the hangover. She found it hard to think clearly. But 

one thing seemed obvious. This balaclava was found in Simon’s shed with Jasmine’s 

ring. It must be his. The police may say he wore it when he killed Jasmine. 

No one said anything about Jasmine’s murderer wearing a balaclava. 

How could they? There were no witnesses. Only Jasmine, and she’s dead. 

It’s not Simon’s, this thing. I’ve never seen him wear one. Why would he? 

It’s here in his shed. At the very least it’s evidence. 

If the police want evidence they must find it for themselves. That’s their job. 

It doesn’t matter, it’s my duty to give it to the police. I have no choice. 

No!! 

But it’s evidence, isn’t it? And I’ve found it. If I’m caught concealing evidence I’ll 

be struck off, I’ll never practise as a barrister again. I’ll just be a mother. 

You’re a mother first and last. 

The lawyer’s voice in her head was firm, insistent, rational, but the mother’s was 

more persuasive. Sarah gripped the edge of the table, staring at the wretched balaclava 

and ring. Why did I ever come in here? If I hadn’t looked I would never have found 

them. No one would. 

If Adam hadn’t eaten the apple he’d never have known good and evil. But he ate and 

I looked so we both know something, though God knows what it means. Probably Adam 

was confused, too. Who did he talk to? Eve? I know who I’ve got to discuss this with 

right now. 

Sarah stuffed the hood into her saddle bag, unlocked her bike, and rode towards 

Hull.  

It’s not a question of being just a mother, she told the lawyer’s voice in her mind. 

That’s not a role or a career choice you can try out for a while. It’s a life sentence. 

The prison was as depressing, the queues and searches as long and humiliating as before. 

She left the balaclava with the bike, to avoid the search; the ring was on her finger. 

‘You came without him then?’ Simon glanced at her warily. 

‘Without Bob? Yes. He’s teaching today.’ 

‘Yeah, well.’ Simon shrugged. ‘I doubt he wanted to come anyway.’ 

‘It’s difficult for him, Simon. He’s not used to places like this.’ 

‘You think I am? Christ, Mum! Do you know how small the cells are? They lock you 

in all night with a stranger and this stinking bucket. It’s gross. It’s fucking medieval.’ 

‘I know, Simon, and I’m sorry. But there’s nothing I can do about it. Really.’ 

He took a deep breath, to control himself. ‘Look. I’ve been thinking ... about that 

blood.’ 



Something in his eyes made her shiver. It was a look she had seen so often before - 

the infinitely cunning look of a rat caught in a trap, a criminal about to change his story 

because his life depended on it. ‘The blood on the shoe and the knife, you mean?’ 

‘Yeah. Look, if it’s hers - they don’t know for certain, do they?’ 

‘Not yet, no.’ 

‘Then I’ve remembered. There’s a way it might have happened.’ 

She waited, a well of infinite sadness rising inside her. 

‘You see, it wasn’t that day, it was earlier in the week. We spent most of that 

afternoon in bed too, making love. But one time she got up, to make tea and toast. Well, 

she wore my shirt - she often did that, she looked good in it. She wore my trainers too. 

You know, like slippers. Well, when she came upstairs she’d wrapped a tissue round her 

thumb because she’d cut it. It wasn’t a big cut but it was bleeding. So I got her a plaster 

and put it on. That’s it.’ 

He stopped. His mother said nothing.  

‘Don’t you see? Maybe she cut herself with the breadknife and some blood fell on 

my shoes. That’s why it’s there!’ 

It was a remote possibility, Sarah thought. Either that or a good lie - hard to prove 

either way. ‘Just a few days before? So the cut on her thumb must still be there?’ 

‘Yeah.’ He nodded earnestly. ‘With a plaster on it. I put it there myself.’ 

‘Well, I can check. We’re not even sure it’s her blood yet. All these things take 

time.’ 

‘How much time? Until the trial?’ 

‘Six months, at least. Maybe more.’ 

‘Six months, in here? No!’ 

She sighed. ‘I’m sorry, Simon, it’s out of my hands. Look, there’s something I came 

to say. I’ve ... got some questions.’ She glanced around cautiously, lowering her voice to 

ensure they were not overheard. ‘This morning I found two things in your shed which I 

can’t explain. One was a black balaclava hood. You know, the sort terrorists wear, that 

you can pull over your face, with two holes for eyes.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘So? Don’t be stupid, Simon Is it yours?’ 

‘How should I know?’ 

‘Simon! This was in a bag in your shed! How did it get there?’ 

‘God knows. I haven’t been in that shed for months, Mum.’ He gazed at her, a 

puzzled frown on his face. ‘You said there were two things. What else?’ 

‘This ring. On my finger. Just look at it quickly, Simon,’ she whispered urgently. 

‘Don’t let the screws see. Do you recognize it?’ 

‘No. Never seen it before.’ 

‘It’s not Jasmine’s? It’s got an S for Simon on it.’ 

‘No. She didn’t like rings. I told you, I never saw it before.’ 

‘So how did it get in the bag with this balaclava hood, then?’ 

‘Well, as to the balaclava, lots of blokes have ‘em. Bit of a laugh, like, you can make 

your own with a pair of scissors, pull it down and give folk a shock.’ 

‘Simon! Do you do that?’ 

‘May have done, once or twice. For a laugh.’ 

A laugh, she thought. God save us all from young men. ‘So it could be yours?’ 



‘No. I’ve not done it myself, like.’ 

‘There were jeans and a jumper in the bag too, Simon. What about them?’ 

‘I dunno. Maybe old ones that I slung out.’ 

There was something very wrong here. Something he was not telling her. ‘Look, 

how can these things be in your shed if they’re not yours? Don’t say you don’t know - the 

police won’t believe that!’ 

‘The police? What’s this got to do with them? What is this, Mum?’ 

‘Simon, are you completely stupid? Don’t you know there’ve been other attacks on 

women apart from Jasmine?’ 

His face paled. ‘What attacks, Mum? Has someone else been killed?’  

‘No, no one else has been killed recently. But there was the murder of that Clayton 

woman last year, and that rape case I defended, and another attack on a woman called 

Whitaker. Surely you must have read about them?’ 

‘I don’t read that stuff. What’s it to do with me, anyhow?’ 

‘The police are looking for what they call a serial rapist. And now that they think 

you killed Jasmine ...’ 

‘They think I did these others too?’ His eyes widened, he clutched his head between 

his hands. ‘Oh come on, they can’t be that desperate!’ 

‘The police are desperate, Simon, that’s exactly what they are. But so far they’ve got 

nothing that fits. Until you. So if they find this hood in your shed ...’ 

‘You’re not going to show it to them, Mum? You can’t!’ 

‘No, I can’t. But Simon, I need to understand ...’ 

‘Time’s up, everyone! Come on now, hurry along!’ The warder was coming towards 

them. Only a few seconds left. Simon leaned forward earnestly. 

‘You chuck those things away, Mum, right? Get rid of ‘em quick!’ 

‘Yes, Simon, but ...’ The warder had his hand on Simon’s shoulder. 

‘You sort it, Mum, please. I trust you. You’re a lawyer, you know what to do.’  

No I don’t, Sarah thought, watching him led away. I haven’t got the first idea. 



Chapter Twenty 

THE COFFEE slopped into the tray as Sarah put it down on the Formica topped table. 

She had stopped at a transport café on the way back to York. She slumped into a seat, 

sipped the lukewarm, viscous looking liquid, then pushed it away in disgust. She leaned 

her elbows on the table and buried her fists in her hair, tugging at it until her scalp hurt. 

What was she to do? Normally she thought of herself as a forceful, decisive person 

who took a grip on events and controlled them, but not now. What was going wrong? 

She had told herself there was no evidence and then found some. She had confronted 

Simon with this hood and ring, hoping that he would provide an innocent explanation. 

But he hadn’t, had he? Not really. He had said he knew nothing of the ring and blustered 

about the hood but what had really hurt her was his eyes, the way they had avoided hers 

the whole time. And at first he’d pretended it was a joke, for heaven’s sake!  

If he had been a hostile witness with an attitude like that, she would have crucified 

him. And that’s the point, she thought desperately. He will be on the stand and this stuff 

is evidence. I wish I’d never found it. 

‘Is this seat free, love?’  

She looked up and saw a man in a checked shirt with a tray of all-day fried breakfast 

grinning down at her. The café was fairly full, there were no spare tables near her.  

‘Yeah, sure.’ 

‘Ta.’ He sat down, propped the Sun against the ketchup bottle, and began to saw his 

way into the double eggs, fried bread, sausage, bacon and beans. Sarah stared away from 

him, out of the window. 

The point was she’d not only found it, she’d contaminated it too. Her fingerprints 

would be all over the ring and although she didn’t think you could get prints off a 

woollen hood the fact that she’d touched it and taken it to Hull would complicate matters 

horribly if it ever came to court. She felt an icy wave flow through her as she imagined 

the scene. ‘Why did you do that, Mrs Newby? You are aware, are you not, that all 

criminal evidence should be properly examined by the police?’ ‘I did it because he was 

my son!’ ‘Were you intending to hide the evidence or tamper with it in some way?’ She 

closed her eyes and shuddered. 

‘You all right, love?’ The lorry driver was staring at her over his newspaper, a fork 

full of food halfway to his mouth. 

‘What? Yes, fine, thanks.’ 

‘You don’t look fine. You went all pale like, I thought you were going to faint.’ 

‘No, I’m OK, really. Just a bit tired and cold, that’s all.’ She took a second slurp of 

the coffee, or whatever it was. 

‘Cold, on a day like this? You on a bike?’ He nodded at the helmet and gauntlets on 

the table, which made the answer obvious. Sarah nodded. 



‘Wish my missus had the figure to fit in them biking leathers. They suit you.’ 

Oh God. Not here, not now, please. ‘Thanks. My husband thinks so too. He’s a 

boxer.’ 

She favoured him with the ghost of smile, letting her eyes dwell on the paunch 

beneath his shirt.  

‘Oh, yeah. No offence.’ He carried on feeding while she sipped the vile coffee and 

gazed into the car park. Even if Bob were a boxer he’d still be useless, she thought 

bitterly. He got us into this, betraying his own stepson to the police. How could he do 

that?  

But then what am I going to do with this hood and this ring?  

The ring was still on her finger: it felt unreasonably heavy, like lead. The balaclava 

was in a plastic bag in the pannier of the bike. Were you intending to hide the evidence or 

tamper with it in some way? Yes, she thought, yes. I wish I’d never found it, I wish it 

didn’t exist. 

She picked up her helmet and gauntlets and walked out, past the man who was 

polishing the sauce from his plate with a crust of fried bread. She felt strange, light-

headed and slightly foggy in her mind, yet she had decided exactly what to do. She 

walked to the bike, opened the pannier, and took out the plastic bag. She glanced inside 

to reassure herself that the hood was still there; a crumpled eye slit seemed to wink at her 

conspiratorially. She slipped the ring off her finger and dropped it in. The weight 

disappeared; swinging the bag lightly from one finger, she walked across the car park to a 

large litter bin just outside the café entrance. It was shaped like a post box, with a slot 

near the top. She pushed the bag in the slot, and posted it inside. 

Then she took a deep breath, turned away, and felt a smile twist her face. She took 

five strides towards the bike, hesitated, and burst into tears. The tears were totally 

unexpected and utterly uncontrollable. Sarah never cried like this: she didn’t know what 

was happening to her. She leaned over the metal bike rail, sobbing so hard she was nearly 

sick. The tears overwhelmed her like a flash flood in a desert, and through her mind like 

sticks in the flood came memories. Simon as a baby sucking her breast; Kevin telling her 

parents he’d marry her; Kevin leaving, with baby Simon in her bruised arms; her first 

kiss with Bob, so gentle and different to Kevin; herself studying inside the playpen while 

the toddler Simon trashed the house outside; herself carrying Emily on her hips while 

Bob clumsily played football with Simon; opening her exam results - O Levels, A Levels, 

degree; going into court in her wig and gown for her first case, so proud; Simon arguing 

with Bob, their faces red, his school report torn on the floor between them; Emily’s 

empty bedroom only a week ago, teddy bears on the bed and books still open on the 

table; Jasmine’s pale bruised face on the mortuary slab with a twig embedded in the 

waxy skin; Simon in prison this morning, frightened and evasive; Simon maybe four 

years old, hitting his sister Emily over the head with a stick so that her forehead had to be 

stitched by the doctor; the contempt on the face of a judge she had once seen, sentencing 

a solicitor to jail for conspiring with his client to destroy evidence in a drugs case. 

And then the pictures were gone and the tears with them, as suddenly as they had 

come. She clung to the bike rail in the car park, cold and trembling but able to stand 

upright again. She felt a hand on her shoulder. 

‘Can I help you, love?’ 



She turned and saw the man from the café. He was big, rather flabby, with a round 

friendly face in which her clear washed out mind detected no sign of malice or danger. 

‘You were crying. I couldn’t help but see. Is there owt I can do?’ 

She let go of the rail and swayed. His hands grasped her shoulders as though she 

might break. ‘Nah then. Steady does it.’ 

‘Yes. Just hold me like that for a moment, if you wouldn’t mind.’ She smiled at him 

faintly, clutching his arm to balance herself. ‘It’s all very silly, it’s just ... I can’t really 

say why.’ 

‘Would you like to come inside and sit down? Cup of tea maybe?’ 

‘No, it’s ... there is something you can do to help me, though. If you wouldn’t mind.’ 

‘No problem, love. Just tell me what it is, and it’s done.’ 

‘It’s over here.’ She summoned up her strength and began to walk, rather slowly, 

towards the litter bin. He kept his arm round her shoulder and she leaned against him, this 

complete stranger, drawing warmth from the human comfort. 

‘I put something in here a few moments ago, in a plastic bag.’ 

‘You did. I saw yer actually, from the window.’ 

‘Did you? Well, it was a mistake. There’s something sentimental inside ... private ... 

a ring and something else ... I shouldn’t have thrown it away.’ 

‘You want it back? I’ll get it for you then.’ He reached inside the bin but his arm was 

too big, it was stuck. She tried too but although her arm was smaller she couldn’t reach 

far enough.  

‘It’s got a lock on, look. You stay here and I’ll go and get the key. You okay now?’ 

‘Yes. Thanks. I’m fine.’ This is ridiculous, she thought when he’d gone. I could do 

this for myself, I don’t need a man to help. But he was so eager and the truth was that just 

now she was finding standing up and being polite quite enough to manage on her own. 

He came back with a spotty young man and a key. This is a dangerous moment, she 

realized, I’ve made enough of an exhibition of myself already. When the boy unlocked 

the lid she pulled out the bag herself, forestalling him, and took out the ring. 

‘That’s it. It was my mother’s. I don’t know what I was thinking.’ 

‘Sentimental value, like?’ 

‘Yes. You’ve both been very kind. I’m really grateful.’ 

‘You’ll have that cup of tea now?’ 

‘No. Really, thanks.’ She caught his hand and squeezed it. ‘You’ve been very kind 

but it’s best if I get home. I’ll feel better there.’ She began to walk away. 

‘You sure you’re strong enough to ride that bike?’ 

‘Yes. Oh yes, I’m used to it, I’ll manage.’ She needed to reassure herself as well as 

them. I’ll have to manage, she thought. I can’t make a fool of myself again. She felt them 

watching her as she put the bag in the pannier, unlocked the bike, sat astride and strapped 

on her helmet.  

‘Well, get that boxer husband to make tea when you get home, then!’ the man 

shouted. 

Sarah smiled and raised her hand in thanks. ‘I’ll do that,’ she said. 

As if. 

When she got home Emily was in her bedroom revising. With a sense of disorientation, 

Sarah remembered that her daughter had sat her first GCSE exam that morning. In the 

midst of mayhem, other people’s lives go on as normal, she thought. She remembered a 



poem by Auden in which Icarus plunged from the sky to his death while a farmer 

ploughed his fields below, impervious to the tragic drama above his head. She went 

upstairs to her daughter’s bedroom. 

‘Hello. How’d it go?’ 

‘Awful, thanks.’ 

‘Why? What went wrong?’ 

‘Fat lot you care.’ Emily hadn’t turned round. Sarah was forced to stare at the back 

of her daughter’s head, rejected. She sat on the bed. 

‘What was it? Geography?’ 

‘German - see what I mean? And if you really want to know, I couldn’t understand 

the listening or translation either. So I’ve cocked that up. Anyway, why weren’t you here 

last night? The night before my first exam, of all nights.’ 

‘I’m sorry, Emily, really. I slept at Simon’s house, I told you. I went to see him 

again.’ 

Emily turned, examining her mother intently. ‘Are you and dad breaking up?’ 

‘What ... no, I don’t think so. What makes you ask that?’ 

‘You running off. He seemed pretty cut up about it. It didn’t help me.’ 

‘Emily, I’m sorry.’ Sarah thought she should probably give her daughter a hug but 

the girl sat so stiffly that she feared a rebuff. ‘All this business with Simon, you know ... 

it’s going to be hard for a while.’ 

‘It says in our social science textbook that families often break up when they’re 

under a lot of strain from some - what do they call it? - traumatic event. Like that 

Lawrence family whose son was murdered. They split up.’ 

‘Yes, well, you shouldn’t believe everything you read in social science textbooks.’ 

This time she did manage to reach out and hold her daughter’s hands. It was the right 

thing to do; Emily leaned forward earnestly, listening for once to what she said. 

‘When I split up with Simon’s father Kevin before you were born it was nothing to 

do with strain from a traumatic event. He caused the trauma himself by finding another 

woman - there wasn’t one before. And ... of course it’s awful about what’s happening to 

Simon but it’s no good if we don’t support him. That’s what ...’ She hesitated, uncertain 

how to finish. 

‘That’s what you were arguing about with Dad. Is that what you were going to say?’ 

‘Well, yes, in a way ...’ 

‘There you are then. That’s probably what the book means.’ 

‘We’re not living in a school textbook, Emily! This is your brother Simon, he’s 

remanded in custody charged with murder!’ 

‘I’m not a child, Mum. I don’t need a lecture!’ Emily snatched her hands away. 

If I’m not careful I’ll wreck this too, Sarah thought. I’ve got to get something right 

today. ‘All right, I’m sorry, Emily, OK? You’re right, this is a big strain for all of us. 

None of us needs it - especially not you with your exams.’ 

A sort of calm returned. Then Emily asked her big question. ‘Do you think he did 

it?’ 

Sarah tried not to avoid her daughter’s eyes. This was no time to lie. But how to 

answer?  

‘I suppose there’s a difference between what I think and what I believe,’ she began 

slowly, wondering if she understood herself. ‘If I start out by thinking, as the police and 



their lawyers will, then yes, there’s plenty of evidence to make it seem he’s guilty. He 

was the last person to see her, he hit her, he ran away to Scarborough the night she was 

killed ... and other things.’  

Including the contents of a plastic bag in the pannier of my bike, she thought 

despairingly. I can’t tell Emily about those; they’re my burden.  

‘But if you ask me what I believe, then that’s a different question. Do I believe that 

Simon - I mean we all know he has faults because we’ve lived with him, but ... do I 

believe that he could have killed that girl - raped her and cut her throat with a knife, then 

the answer has to be no. Doesn’t it, Emily? Whatever the evidence seems to say, there 

must be something wrong with it.’ 

Emily considered the answer she had been given. ‘You have to think - I mean, 

believe - that, don’t you, because you’re his mother?’ 

‘Yes. And you’re his sister.’ How often have I seen families in court, Sarah thought. 

With no idea how it must feel. 

Emily nodded. ‘I don’t want him to be guilty either. But ...’ 

‘But there’s a lot of evidence. That’s what Lucy, his solicitor, is looking at right 

now. And when it comes to court he’ll have the best barrister we can find - a QC I hope. 

That’s what lawyers are for.’ They sat for a while in silence, then Sarah got up. ‘You get 

on with your revision, now. Be grateful these aren’t decisions you have to make.’ 

But as Sarah reached the door, Emily said: ‘If he did do it, though, I’d want him to 

be locked up for ever. He’d deserve that, even though he’s my brother. I wouldn’t want 

any clever lawyer to get him off when he’s guilty, like you do sometimes.’ 

Sarah went out and shut the door behind her. Outside in the corridor, she leant her 

back against the wall, and slid slowly to the floor, until her hands clasped her knees in a 

foetal position. I can’t cope with this, she thought, this isn’t supposed to happen to 

lawyers. This is the sort of things clients’ families go through. Now I know why so many 

of them go crazy. It hurts too much. 

Much, much too much. 

Bob showed no surprise to find her at home. She was slumped in an armchair, staring out 

at the weeping willow in the garden. There was a plastic bag on the carpet beside her. 

Classical music was playing softly, and she had a glass in her hand, as she occasionally 

did after a hard day at work. He crossed the room and poured a small whisky for himself. 

‘Where’s Emily?’ 

‘Upstairs, working. She’s going out with Larry in half an hour.’ 

‘In the middle of her exams? Is that wise?’ 

Sarah shrugged. ‘She’s been working all afternoon, Bob. Anyway there’s something 

I need to talk to you about and it’d be better if she weren’t here.’ 

Bob frowned. ‘Sounds ominous.’ 

‘What isn’t, these days?’ 

‘I’ll go up and talk to her now, then. See how she got on.’ 

‘OK.’ As he went upstairs Sarah took her drink into the garden. At the end of the 

lawn was the gate leading into the field by the river. Only a few days ago, she thought, I 

was out there wondering if Emily’d thrown herself into the water. Now I can imagine 

doing the same myself. How do people drown themselves, anyway? Do you just dive 

down and breathe water instead of air? It wouldn’t work. You might want to die, but your 



body would panic and resist. You have to fight on, however bad you feel. That’s just the 

way it is. 

When Bob came down, she told him what she’d decided to say. 

‘Emily said something earlier that made me think. She said that families often split 

up because of the pressure of some traumatic event from outside. She’d read it in a book, 

poor kid, but it might be true for all that. The other day you told the police about Simon 

hitting Jasmine, and I said you’d betrayed him. But ...’ She paused; it was so hard to 

admit this. ‘You had to do it, I see that now. You had no choice.’ 

It was not what Bob had expected. All day he’d been thinking, this is how marriages 

end. First with a row about something fundamental in which both partners think they’re 

right, followed by a physical separation, then a fight for the affections of your children, 

ending if you’re unlucky with a complete loathing and hatred of the person you once 

loved. And it must be so lonely. So when he’d seen her there with a drink in her hand 

he’d been sure she had come to make a formal beginning of the process. Now this 

instead. He was hugely relieved. 

‘What ... makes you say that?’ 

‘I’ve thought about it. And - something’s happened.’ She picked up the plastic bag, 

and told him - about the hood and ring in the shed, Simon’s response, and the decision 

she had made at the transport café. It was hard for him to take in at first. 

‘And this is why you came back?’ 

‘Yes. Well, not the only reason. But you see, I thought the right thing to do - to 

protect Simon - was to chuck it in the bin, just as I thought the right thing for you to do 

was to keep quiet about that old man. But then when I tried ... I couldn’t do it. It’s harder 

than I thought; it must have been like that for you too. So one thing is - sorry.’ 

He hadn’t expected that either. It was not a word Sarah used often. And Simon, he 

knew, was very important to her indeed. 

‘I’ve been thinking too,’ he said slowly. ‘I don’t feel proud of what I did. I wish I’d 

never met the old sod.’  

‘But you did. And once you know a thing like that, you can’t un-know it.’ 

‘True. Especially when a girl’s dead.’ He sighed, staring out of the window where 

the sunset lit the tops of the trees, and the birds were letting rip with a tumultuous 

evening chorus. ‘I suppose that’s why I did it, really. Because of Jasmine’s family. 

Suffering as we might have done if Emily had died.’ 

‘Yes,’ Sarah murmured. ‘And if it had been Emily, I’d kill anyone who covered 

things up. That’s all she has left now, Mrs Hurst - the right to know what happened.’ 

‘So what are you going to do?’ Bob looked at the plastic bag.  

‘Talk to you about it, first. If this thing isn’t going to tear us apart, we’ve got to 

decide together. All right so far?’ 

‘So far, so good. Yes.’ 

‘Don’t mock me, Bob, this is deadly serious. Now, there are three possibilities.’ 

Here comes the lecture, Bob thought. It’s how her mind works. 

‘One, I take them to Lucy. She’s Simon’s lawyer, she can decide. But wouldn’t I just 

be passing the buck to her, tempting her to conceal it as I was tempted myself?’ 

‘Maybe. What’s number two?’ 



‘Two, I put them back where they were, and say nothing. Then the police either find 

the things for themselves or they don’t. That way, if I’ve wiped my fingerprints off the 

ring, they don’t know I’ve ever seen them.’ 

‘And the third?’ 

‘The one that scares me to death. I ring up the police and hand these things over 

myself.’ 

‘I see.’ Bob scratched his chin thoughtfully. ‘And which do you think is right?’ 

‘That’s what I hoped you’d tell me. What would you do?’ 

‘Well ...’ he hesitated. ‘You’ve tried getting rid of them yourself, and failed. And if 

you give them to Lucy, I can see you’re just passing the buck. Like you are with me.’ 

‘You’re my husband! Bob!’ 

‘Yeah, okay, it’s different. But if he really did these things, Sarah, then haven’t we 

got a duty to tell the police? I mean, Jasmine’s dead - and there may be more girls. Kids 

like Emily.’ 

‘You don’t really believe he’s like that, Bob. Do you?’ 

‘We’re not talking about what I believe,’ he said desperately. ‘We’re talking about 

what to do with the evidence.’ 

‘True.’ She got up and strode distractedly round the room. ‘Look, Bob, I can’t hand 

this stuff over, I simply can’t. Any more than I could throw it away this afternoon.’ 

‘So you’re going to put it back. That’s all that’s left, isn’t it?’ 

Sarah ran a hand through her hair. ‘Well, I can’t just turn him in. He’s my son. On 

the other hand I’m not hiding or destroying anything, I’m just putting it back where the 

police can find it if they do their job properly. That’s all.’ 

‘And if it goes wrong, and they find out?’ Bob asked. ‘I can see the headlines now. 

York Barrister Hides Evidence To Save Killer Son. Is that what you want?’ 

‘It’s a risk I’ll have to run, that’s all. There are risks with all of this.’ 

‘So if that’s your decision, what do you want from me?’ Bob asked slowly. ‘After 

all, you’ve told me now.’ 

‘I want your love and support, Bob.’ Then she realized what was implied in his last 

words. ‘And your promise to say nothing. You couldn’t - you won’t ring them yourself?’ 

‘You said you wouldn’t burden Lucy with this knowledge. But you’ve burdened 

me.’  

The comment terrified Sarah, like a cold hand round her heart. She had come here 

for support, and now this. She stared at him bleakly.  

‘If you tell them, Bob, we really are finished. This is one of the hardest things I’ve 

ever had to do and it’s tearing me apart. I’m risking my whole career for this, everything 

I’ve worked for since I was a kid. But he’s my son, Bob! I need your support.’ 

Before he could answer, the doorbell rang and Emily came clattering down the stairs. 

They heard voices in the hall and then Emily came in with Larry, beaming happily. 

Emily looked pretty and flushed with excitement. Larry, in jeans, a black leather jacket 

and bootlace tie, had clearly made some attempt to improve his appearance. Sarah forced 

a smile. 

‘Hello, you two. Where are you going?’ 

‘Out. To a meal at a place Larry knows.’ 

‘In Larry’s car?’ Sarah looked dubiously out at a small rusty hatchback in the drive. 



‘Don’t worry, Mrs Newby, I don’t drink and drive,’ Larry said. ‘And she won’t be 

back late either - I do know she’s got exams this week.’ 

‘But not tomorrow, so I’ve got all day to revise,’ Emily said. She kissed Sarah on the 

cheek. ‘Don’t look so worried, Mum, I’m all right.’ 

‘Yes, I’m sure you are. And you can trust Larry, I hope.’ She glanced anxiously at 

Bob. ‘Actually, I’m going out for a while, too. So I’ll follow you down the road to check 

your driving, young man!’ She went out into the porch for her leathers and helmet. 

‘Oh Mum!’ Emily protested at this humiliation. Then a more serious thought struck 

her. ‘You are coming back tonight, aren’t you?’ 

‘Just like you, young lady, yes.’ She met Bob’s eyes. ‘I’ll stay so long as we all trust 

each other. Okay?’ 

Emily looked puzzled, not sure what her mother was talking about. ‘If we have to 

trust each other why are you going to follow Larry down the road?’ 

‘It was a joke,’ Sarah said. ‘I won’t.’ She smiled at them all - a tense, rather 

frightening smile - and stepped out into the night, alone. 



Chapter Twenty-One 

IT WAS dark by the time she got to Bramham Street. The sound of the motorbike echoed 

loudly from the terraced houses on either side. Sarah hadn’t noticed it before; perhaps 

guilt focused her attention on it now. When she cut the engine it was quiet - the sound of 

television through windows, curtains drawn, no one on the street. She glanced around but 

there was no one watching from a window that she could see. 

Anyway I have a right to be here, she told herself. It’s my house, I have a key. I’ll 

come whenever I choose. But for all her brave words she felt like a burglar.  

She wheeled the bike through the alleyway into Simon’s back yard. It was dark, but 

the streetlights lit different angles of the passage, so that Sarah walked through a 

kaleidoscope of shadows. She settled the bike on its stand, stripped off her gauntlets and 

helmet, and fumbled in the pannier for the plastic bag. Then she pushed open the door of 

the shed and stepped inside.  

As she did so something seized her arm and she stumbled forwards on her face. To 

her amazement she was on her hands and knees on the shed floor. She tried to get up but 

something hit her on the rump and she fell forwards again, face down. Her right hand 

slipped inside the bag and got tangled up in the balaclava hood. She gasped, struggled to 

her knees, looked behind her, and saw - 

a man blocking the doorway. 

She could only see him dimly in the orange glow of the streetlight but he was a 

large, well built man with thick arms and massive shoulders. She almost fell over a 

broken chair, recovered, and staggered to her feet. The intruder grabbed her arm, and 

slammed her against the wall. She pushed the balaclava hood into his face, blinding him 

for a second, her nails clawing at his cheeks. But a huge hand closed over hers, dragging 

the hood away from the side of his head and flinging it to the floor. 

‘Right then, what’s this?’ 

The big, cruel face grinned into hers from a few inches away. As her eyes adapted to 

the faint orange light from the street the features became clearer and the confidence in the 

man’s face leaked away. They stared at each other, bewildered.  

‘Fancy knickers Newby!’ 

‘Gary Harker! Get off me!’ She tried to free herself but as she wriggled his grip 

tightened slightly. He must be twice her weight, with the strength of a gorilla. ‘What are 

you doing here?’ 

‘What am I doing?’ He still held her but less cruelly, more as though he had 

forgotten what his huge hands were gripping than anything else. ‘Minding me own 

business, until you turned up. What you poking your nose in here for?’ 



He looked more annoyed than vicious, so far as she could tell in the gloom. But it 

was not a situation she intended to prolong. Was this how things had begun with Sharon? 

She had to get out of here, quickly.  

‘Let me go, you great oaf!’ 

‘Let you go?’ The hands still held her, a jeering smile twitching his lips. ‘Why 

should I? Looking for me were you, miss fancy knickers? Dressed up in all this kinky 

gear, too!’ His right hand squeezed her breast, then slid down her waist to her hips. 

‘Fancied me all along, I’ll bet. Well, now.’ 

A snake of fear slithered up her spine. She felt sure that if she struggled again she 

would provoke him more. She listened intently, hoping for some voice from the yard 

outside, but there was only the TV laughter far away, fainter than the soft hiss of his 

breath.  

Very quietly she said: ‘Gary, I know exactly who you are. You’re not wearing a 

hood now. So if you touch me you’ll have to kill me. Otherwise I’ll see that you get sent 

down for rape with the longest sentence that’s ever been passed. You’ll be an old man 

before you come out again, your prick will dry up and shrivel off. Is that what you want? 

Twenty years inside?’ 

His hand moved thoughtfully across her buttock. ‘Twenty years inside you, you 

mean?’  

Dear God in heaven, she thought, what have I done coming in here all alone? She 

panicked, wriggling like an eel to slip from his grasp, but that was a mistake; his grip 

tightened and he slammed her against the wall, knocking the breath out of her. His breath 

was on her face, his huge hands pinning her arms to her sides, immobile like a vice. 

‘For God’s sake, Gary, you’re mad, I’m too old for you!’ 

She watched his face in the dim orange light as his mind lumbered to a decision. Her 

pulse was racing, she wanted to sprint away like a gazelle but she couldn’t move. This is 

how I die, she thought, in a squalid scuffle in a shed. Then, to her surprise, his grip 

slackened.  

‘Old cow. Go on then, get out of it. I’m not that desperate, ta very much.’ 

Warily, she slipped past him, and stepped outside. An enormous urge to run surged 

through her but she took just three steps before turning round to face him. Three yards of 

pitch black shadows and orange glow between them. ‘Right. Now do you mind telling me 

what you’re doing here, in the first place?’ 

‘What’s it to you? You don’t belong here.’ 

‘I do, you know. This is my son’s house. I own it, in a way.’ It was amazing, she 

thought, how hard and insistent her voice could still sound, when her whole body was 

trembling like a jelly inside. Perhaps that’s part of being old. 

‘Who - Simon? Your son? You’re crackers.’ 

‘No, I’m not. So you see that gives me every right to be here, unlike you. What 

exactly are you doing in my son’s shed, Gary? Thieving? You won’t find much there.’ 

‘That’s what you think, fancy knickers. Shows how much you know.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Your son - he’s been nicked, hasn’t he? For murder, I heard.’  

Sarah’s brain began racing along a new track. What did this mean? 

‘It’s a mistake. The police do make mistakes, Gary, you ought to know that.’ 

‘Oh right.’ She could hear the mocking grin in his voice. ‘So what did happen then?’ 



‘I don’t know, yet. My son isn’t a murderer, Gary. If you’ve met him you’d know 

that.’ 

‘Not a thief either, I suppose?’ 

‘No, of course not. Look, you haven’t answered my question. What are you doing 

here?’ 

As the silence lengthened she thought perhaps he knows about the ring, the 

balaclava. Could he have been looking for them - or something else? 

His answer came as a joke, of all things. ‘Cruising, o’ course. Waiting for tarts. They 

drop in from time to time, tha knows. All done up in kinky leather!’  

He smirked, delighted with himself. Then he stepped towards her out of the shed. 

She backed away nervously. ‘That your bike, is it?’ 

‘It is.’ 

‘Fuck me.’ He swung his leg astride the saddle, and turned the handlebars this way 

and that. ‘Not bad. Fancy a ride?’ He patted the pillion seat. 

Sarah took a deep breath, and felt in her pocket for the key to the house. ‘I’m going 

indoors now, Gary. If you don’t get off that bike straight away and piss off out of here, 

I’ll call the police and then we’ll have you for TWOC as well as breaking and entering 

and stealing whatever you’ve taken from that shed. Otherwise I’ll forget the whole thing. 

You choose.’ 

‘Right then, I will an’ all. Bitch.’ Her last challenge had been a mistake. Before she 

could move he swung his leg off the bike and with one long stride across the yard 

grabbed her arm and yanked her towards him. The other hand smacked her hard across 

the face. It was like being hit by a wall. The blow filled her mind, there was nothing else, 

only the massive jolt, the pain, the sense that her jaw had been realigned by a concrete 

block. When there was room for other thoughts she realized she was sprawled face down 

across the saddle of the bike, one huge hand tugging her leather trousers down to her 

knees. 

She screamed, a brief bubbling sound which was choked off by his other hand which 

clamped over her mouth and nose. 

‘Shut it, slag! I’ve always wanted to do this.’ He was spreading her legs behind her, 

she realized, trying to get one either side of the back wheel but hampered by the trousers 

around her ankles. She tried to bite his hand but it was too big and all-enveloping, 

squeezing her nose so that tears ran from her eyes and she thought I’ll die, he’ll suffocate 

me! 

Then she fell sideways and there was a clatter and bang and a vast, immoveable 

weight on her right thigh. There were men shouting, doors slamming. White light blazed 

in her eyes. 

‘Are you all right, love? Christ, she’s under the bike!’ 

If the words had a meaning it didn’t register with Sarah. There was swearing, a shout 

of ‘Get in there and shut it!’ Then what sounded like a radio crackling ‘Ambulance 

needed, 23 Bramham Street, urgent please.’  

The weight lifted from her thigh and a man’s voice spoke from the darkness. Calm, 

reassuring, not Gary’s. ‘It’s all right, love, it’s off now. Harry, get a blanket. You just lie 

still. Sarah? It’s Terry Bateson.’ 

‘Look, I wasn’t raped, all right? Ooooh, my tongue!’ 



‘I know you say that, but the officers say you were unconscious when they found 

you. So it’s best to take samples to be sure. You might not know what happened.’ 

‘I know.’ Sarah’s mouth felt as though it was about to fall apart like a rotten, bloated 

potato. ‘It’s my mouth that hurts, not ...’ She gestured to the other end of the couch, 

where the female doctor was preparing her swab. And my pride, she thought. What a fool 

I look now, with my legs in the air and my neck in a brace while that police woman notes 

down what I say. 

‘You’re lucky with your jaw. The X-rays show nothing broken, no teeth lost. The 

analgesics should kick in soon and you won’t feel it any more. Just shift this way, please. 

There, that’s it. Mmmm. No tears, no bleeding. Just these scrapes on your leg where you 

fell. You say he didn’t penetrate you?’ 

‘No!’ 

‘Vaginally or anally?’ 

‘No! Can I sit up now?’ 

‘Yes, of course. I’m sorry, I do have to ask these things.’ 

Sarah swung her legs over the side of the couch. ‘My mouth hurts and my leg aches 

but he didn’t rape me, all right? I was lucky, the cabblly came in time.’ 

‘Yes. The what, love?’ The doctor looked up from her notes and smiled, cool and 

distant and professional. Checking my mind isn’t deranged now, Sarah thought in 

despair. 

‘Cav - al - ry,’ she said, as clearly and distinctly as she could through her throbbing, 

bloated mouth. ‘The cavalry came in time. Joke.’ 

‘Oh. Yes, I see.’ The doctor smiled again, and squatted in front of her, looking 

directly into her eyes as though she were a child. ‘Well, do you feel up to talking to the 

police now? Or would you rather they came back in the morning?’ 

‘Talk now,’ Sarah said. ‘Get it over with.’ 

‘All right, if you’re sure. But if you feel bad just tell them to stop.’ The doctor stood 

up and spoke directly to the detective, Tracy Litherland. ‘No more than half an hour, 

maximum, all right? She’s had a nasty shock and she needs to sleep. I suggest you just 

get the basic facts now and leave the rest until tomorrow.’ 

The basic facts, Sarah thought as she got carefully to her feet. Where do we start? 

‘Right, Harker, what’s your story this time?’ Terry noticed, with grim satisfaction, how 

stiffly Gary had manouevred himself into the chair, as though his ribs were hurting. The 

arrest had not been conducted with excessive gentleness. But his manner was surly, 

defiant. 

‘I dunno what you mean.’ 

‘Oh, really?’ said Terry derisively. ‘We caught you in the act, old son. Four police 

officers saw you trying to rape this woman, Mrs Sarah Newby. You had her trousers 

down and your hand around her throat, for Christ’s sake!’ 

‘Not round her throat. It were her mouth.’ 

‘Is that supposed to make a difference?’ 

‘Yeah. Big difference.’ Gary leered. ‘She were kissing it.’ 

‘You liar!’ Terry rose from his chair without thinking, but Harry caught his arm, 

glancing pointedly at the two tapes running smoothly in the machine. Terry recovered 

himself, sat down.  

‘You were attempting to rape her. I saw you.’ 



A cunning leer came over Gary’s face as he took in Terry’s reaction. ‘Got the hots 

for her yourself, have you, copper? Well you’re too bloody late, that’s what. What you 

saw was just sex, no more and no less. She wanted it like that.’ 

The sheer effrontery of the idea stunned both detectives. Harry Easby recovered first. 

His tone, to Terry’s irritation, contained a hint of amusement, as though he half admired 

the man for coming up with such a preposterous suggestion. 

‘You’re saying, are you, that a respectable woman like that, a barrister, actually 

asked you to half strangle her and rip her trousers down across the back of a motorbike?’ 

‘Summat like that, yeah.’ 

‘For Christ’s sake!’ Terry was finding it hard to control himself. Perhaps the old 

days of policing were better after all, he thought. A man like this deserved to be kicked to 

a pulp on the floor of the cell. Then the only shit that came out of him would be the real 

thing. 

‘What were you doing there anyway?’ Harry asked. 

‘Looking for young Simon.’ 

‘Who? Simon Newby? Do you know him?’ 

‘Yeah, a bit. He lives there, doesn’t he?’ 

‘Not in his back yard,’ Harry smiled contemptuously. ‘He lives in the house, Gary, 

not the back yard where we found you.’ 

‘Yeah, well, I tried the door but he didn’t answer, so I thought he might be in his 

shed.’ 

‘Notice anything unusual about the front door, Gary, did you?’ Harry asked, 

mockingly. 

Gary thought for a bit. Then light dawned. ‘Yeah, I did actually. There was a 

padlock on it. After you lot smashed the door, no doubt.’ 

‘That’s right, Gary. And can you think why we might do that? Any ideas?’  

‘Cause you’re a lot of friggin hooligans, that’s why. Smashing up property for no 

reason.’ 

‘So you hadn’t heard that Simon Newby had been arrested, is that what you’re 

saying?’ 

‘Arrested? For what?’ 

‘For rape and murder, that’s what! Oh come on Gary, it was all over the Evening 

Press last week, and on the telly! Don’t tell me you didn’t know!’ 

‘All right. So what if I did?’ 

Gary was sweating, Terry saw. Harry was doing well, so far. 

‘So what you’re saying is, you knocked on Simon Newby’s front door when you 

knew full well he was in Hull gaol. Is that it, Gary? Doesn’t make an awful lot of sense 

now, does it?’ 

Gary stared at them, bemused. Like a rabbit caught in headlights, Terry thought. 

Harry laughed: ‘Or are you saying you went there to meet his mother, for a bit of rough 

sex?’  

God no! Don’t put words in his mouth, Terry thought. Gary seized on the excuse 

eagerly.  

‘Yeah, right. That’s it. She’d asked to meet me there. When she didn’t answer the 

door I thought I’d wait in the back yard. I knew she’d put her bike there, didn’t I?’ 



‘I see. So you thought you’d wait in the shed, in the dark, so you could spring out 

and rape this woman when she arrived?’ 

‘I told you, I didn’t rape her. When she came in the yard she was hot for it.’ 

‘Hot for sex with you, you mean?’ said Harry incredulously. 

‘Yeah. Some women are like that, you know.’ 

‘Oh yes.’ Harry paused. ‘Talk to her at all first, did you? Or just go straight at it?’ 

‘We talked for a few minutes, yeah,’ Gary said cautiously. 

‘And then she asked you for sex?’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

Harry laughed. ‘So we just spoiled a nice private party?’ Beneath the derision in 

Harry’s tone there was still that faint hint of admiration, as though for a good spicy story 

shared between boys. Gary responded to it.  

‘You could’ve joined in, if you’d asked. She’d like that. Four big coppers and me.’ 

Terry was consumed with loathing. This was the man he was sure had raped Sharon 

Gilbert, and probably murdered Maria Clayton too. Now he was denying what they’d 

seen with their own eyes. It wasn’t funny, it wasn’t funny at all. 

There was a knock at the door. A uniformed constable passed in a note. It read 

Interesting finds in the shed at Bramham Street. May be relevant to your interview. Mike 

Candor. 

‘All right,’ Terry said. ‘Interview suspended at 11.35 p.m. We’ll resume in the 

morning.’ 

‘In that case,’ Gary said. ‘I want a lawyer.’ 

Sarah had hoped to be interviewed by Terry but Tracy Litherland ushered her into a room 

with Will Churchill. ‘Where’s... DI Bateson?’ she asked. 

‘He’s interviewing your assailant,’ Churchill answered. ‘He knows a lot about him, 

as I’m sure you’ll understand. Whereas I have a particular interest in 23 Bramham 

Street.’ 

My son’s enemy, Sarah thought. And now this. 

Tracy Litherland began. ‘Can you tell us exactly what happened tonight, from the 

moment you arrived at the house?’ 

Sarah told them, speaking slowly and carefully so that her bruised tongue and jaw 

did not slur the words. The doctor was right, the painkillers were beginning to do their 

stuff. But it was quite useful, having this temporary problem with speech. It meant that 

she could use a minimum of words without seeming evasive. But her mind was working 

slowly too and she knew there was something about being in that shed that she mustn’t 

tell them. 

Churchill was persistent. ‘He didn’t try to rape you in the shed, then?’ 

‘No. He was surprised when he saw it was me, I think.’ 

‘I imagine the surprise was mutual.’ Churchill assessed her thoughtfully. As though I 

were more of a suspect than a victim, Sarah thought. But then in a way I am. 

‘You didn’t expect to meet him there?’ 

‘No. Certainly not.’ 

‘Has he ever been there before, so far as you know?’ 

Sarah shook her head, to avoid using her jaw. 

‘All right. So when you saw who it was, were you afraid, or did you feel reassured?’ 



It was a cruel question - almost a copy of one of her own questions to Sharon Gilbert 

during the trial, Sarah realized. Were you more or less afraid when you began to think the 

man in the hood was Gary? Perhaps this man was in court when I asked it and wants me 

to know how it feels. Well, it feels awful. She glanced at Tracy for female support. 

‘I was frightened, of course. Any man who grabs me in a dark shed ...’ 

‘But he let you go?’ 

‘Mm. But he grabbed me again outside. Then you lot came.’ However unwelcome 

these questions she was enormously grateful for the rescue. ‘Thanks.’ 

Churchill smiled. ‘Just doing our job, Mrs Newby. Protecting the public, you know.’ 

Sarah frowned, puzzled. ‘But why did you come just then?’ 

‘Ah well.’ He looked very smug now. ‘The old man across the road - the one who 

saw your son hit Jasmine Hurst? Well, he keeps an eye out - phones us several times a 

day. Told us how you stayed there last night, when you arrived, when you switched the 

light out, what time you came out in the morning ...’ 

What time I went to the shed, Sarah thought - oh my God, did he see that bag? 

‘... so when he told us Gary was there, and then you, I mobilised the troops and 

hared round pronto, to see what was going on. We hardly expected to find friend Gary 

demonstrating some of the finer details of the Gilbert case to his learned counsel, though, 

did we?’ 

Dear God, get me out of here, Sarah thought.  

‘Sir!’ Tracy Litherland protested, shocked. But Churchill laughed, gripped by a 

manic desire to punish Sarah with mockery. 

‘Still, it’s an ill wind that blows no one any good. It looks as though we’re going to 

have the pleasure of charging Mr Harker with sexually assaulting the barrister who got 

him off his rape charge, doesn’t it?’ 

Fuck you. Sarah glared at him without straining her jaw to answer. First you arrest 

Simon and now you bully me. She tried to think of a protest but for once no words came. 

Then suddenly she decided she was too tired to care. The doctor had been right, she 

realized, half an hour is quite enough. In a minute I’ll fall asleep in this chair. 

She glanced despairingly at Tracy, who responded quickly.  

‘Sir, the MO said just half an hour. I really think Mrs Newby’s had enough.’ 

Disappointed, Churchill pushed his chair back. ‘Yes, of course. Very well. We’ll 

take a full statement tomorrow when you’re feeling better.’ He got up and opened the 

door. ‘Your husband’s waiting outside.’ 

With a little sympathy and tender loving care, I hope, Sarah thought. Or has that 

gone out of fashion, too, these days? 

‘So he didn’t actually ...’ 

‘He didn’t actually rape me, no.’ Slumped in the passenger seat of the Volvo, Sarah 

studied Bob wearily. ‘Christ, is that all that matters to you?’ 

‘No, of course not.’ His left hand hovered in the air for a moment between them, as 

though to touch her, then landed instead on the gear stick as he changed down. ‘I’m just 

trying to understand, that’s all.’ 

‘Are you?’ 

‘Yes. I mean, why was he there?’ 

‘I don’t know, Bob. He di ... didn’t say.’ Her bruised jaw throbbed, and the precise 

articulation of some words hurt more than others. 



Bob glanced at her thoughtfully. ‘God, I should have come with you, at least.’ 

‘Mmn.’ 

‘Though if you hadn’t gone into the wretched shed in the first place. If Simon hadn’t 

..’ 

‘It’s nothing to do with Simon, this ...’ 

‘Isn’t it? Then why were you there? He’s at the root of this somehow. I know he is.’ 

‘It wasn’t Simon, Bob!’ Sarah screamed, then stopped, checked by the pain. More 

quietly, but with equal intensity, she continued. ‘It was Gary Harker. I defended the 

bastard, remember? Laugh at that if you like.’ 

‘For God’s sake, I’m not laughing, Sarah. Come on, let’s get you home. Tuck this 

round you.’ He stretched out his left arm to adjust the blanket which a policewoman had 

wrapped around Sarah’s shoulders. She shrugged it off irritably. 

‘I’m not an invalid.’ 

‘You’re a victim, though. Let’s get you home to a warm bath and a whisky.’ 

‘That sounds more like it.’ Sarah gazed idly out of the window as the car swung over 

the river Ouse, with the lights of the Archbishop’s Palace on their left. So peaceful it 

looked, so far removed from the cramped violence of Simon’s back yard. Or was it? 

Down to her left, in the bushes by the footpath fifty yards south of the road, Jasmine’s 

body had lain all night, with a fox gnawing at her throat. Sarah groaned.  

‘Not far now,’ Bob murmured encouragingly. ‘Did they give you any painkillers?’ 

‘An injection, I think. Bob?’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Don’t tell Emily.’ 

‘What? She’ll have to know sometime.’ 

‘Yes, but not tonight. She’s got exams tomorrow, hasn’t she?’ 

‘Exams! True, but ...’ Bob shook his head in silent wonder. ‘You never change, 

Sarah, do you? Super Student to the last.’ 

‘Bob, please. Why should she be hurt?’ 

‘She won’t be. I’ll keep it quiet.’ 

‘Thanks.’ 

He drove on for a while in silence, round the ring road to their country home. On the 

edge of the village he spoke again, as though the conversation hadn’t stopped. 

‘The only one who should be hurt is that swine Harker. I hope they clamp his balls in 

a vice and tighten it every half hour.’ 

He pulled into their drive, and - a first for him - got out and opened the passenger 

door for her while she was still fumbling with the blanket. She thanked him with a faint, 

ironic smile. ‘I should be raped more often.’ 

‘Never again.’ He put his arm round her and she leaned against him gratefully. 

‘Now, inside with you. Come on. What do you want first - a bath?’ 

‘Oh God, yes please.’ Only now as she walked through her own front door, did the 

trembling begin. Her knees started shaking and her legs felt like jelly. She collapsed into 

an armchair. ‘Go upstairs and run it for me, would you, Bob? A deep hot one with bath 

salts if you can find any. Then bring a whisky and some candles, too.’ 

‘Candles?’ At the foot of the stairs, Bob hesitated. ‘Why?’ 

‘For the bathroom. I want it to be warm and comfortable and womb-like. Bring up a 

CD with some Mozart as well.’ 



‘Anything you say.’ 

I don’t want to see anything clearly tonight, she thought as he went upstairs. 

Tomorrow will be a day for decisions, rows of them waiting for me in the sun. Tonight I 

want to close my eyes, lie there and get clean. 

Clean. The word formed like a pearl on her lips, perfect and pure. She leaned her 

head back and whispered it again. That’s what I want to be. 

Clean. 



Chapter Twenty-Two 

WHEN SHE returned the following morning Sarah was met, to her great relief, by Terry 

and Tracy Litherland. ‘Where’s your famous male chauvinist, then,’ she asked. ‘DCI 

Churchill?’ 

‘Senior management meeting,’ Tracy shrugged. ‘I thought if DI Bateson ...?’ 

‘Yes, that’s fine. Thank you,’ Sarah twitched her sore mouth, hoping it looked like a 

grateful smile. All the muscles of her jaw were stiff. 

Terry sat down opposite her. ‘I hope you got some sleep.’ 

‘Yes, thanks.’ She experimented with a second smile, which hurt less. She had no 

idea what it looked like. She had tried to cover her bruised jaw with make-up, but she 

could do nothing about her half-closed eye. 

‘Well, I’m glad you’re well enough to come in.’ Terry slid a pad of paper across the 

desk. This shouldn’t take long. We just need your statement, to confirm what you said 

last night.’ 

‘Yes. I’ve been thinking about that.’ Sarah bit her lip. ‘I don’t want to press charges.’ 

‘What?’ Terry stared at her. ‘But Sarah, this was a serious assault.’ 

‘I know. But I’m still alive.’ Sarah was so glad it was this man, not the bumptious 

fool who had insulted her last night. She tried to speak as clearly and persuasively as she 

could. ‘Look, Terry, I’m grateful to you all for rescuing me, of course - very. But 

because you came, nothing really bad happened. I mean, I wasn’t raped and in fact I’m 

hardly hurt at all apart from this eye and my jaw, and that’s just bruised, not broken. It’s 

my pride that’s hurt most, and a trial won’t help that. Quite the opposite, in fact.’ 

‘But ...’ Terry was bewildered. ‘We caught him in the act! I was there; four police 

officers saw what happened. It’s an open and shut case!’ 

‘So he’s admitted it, has he?’ 

‘Well, no, not yet. But he’ll have to, he’s got no choice.’ 

‘He can still plead not guilty, Terry. And that’s what he’ll do, just to humiliate me. 

Believe me, I know this man. I defended him. Remember?’ 

There was a stunned silence. Neither detective had expected this. Unpleasant 

questions stirred in Terry’s mind. He liked this woman, but what was all this about? Had 

she known Gary was guilty in that trial, and been able to live with it? Why had she gone 

to her son’s house last night? 

Sarah broke the silence. ‘So what did he say? You might as well tell me.’ 

‘He ... claimed it was consensual. He said you’d arranged to meet him there and you 

liked ... rough sex.’ Terry was embarrassed, but the words did not seem to shock her. Was 

there anything in Gary’s story, after all? 

‘And you said?’ 

‘That I didn’t believe him, of course. I saw what was happening, Sarah! We all did.’ 



‘Yes. And I’m very - deeply - grateful that you came when you did.’ Sarah studied 

him thoughtfully. ‘But there’s that tiny doubt in your mind, isn’t there, Terry?’ She 

turned to Tracy. ‘Maybe in yours too. You don’t want to admit it, because you’re decent 

people, but when a man says that sort of thing you wonder, don’t you?’ 

‘Not me, Mrs Newby,’ Tracy Litherland insisted. ‘I can see the bruises on your face. 

He hasn’t got a hope. No one’s going to believe a daft story like that!’ 

‘Aren’t they?’ Sarah sighed. ‘Look, if he pleads not guilty I have to go in the box 

and give evidence, which is hard enough for any woman in a case of sexual assault. But 

this isn’t just any case, it’s a sensation! I was his barrister, remember! Normally a rape 

victim’s name can’t be published but in this case no one could hide it from the 

newspapers: after all, I previously defended this man on a rape charge in open court. And 

his counsel is going to ask me if it’s true that I had secret meetings with him for - what 

did you call it? - rough sex! Jesus, Terry! It’ll be like dropping meat in a shark pool; the 

press will have a feeding frenzy. And then they’ll find out that my son is charged with 

rape and murder as well. It’ll be the crime story of the millennium! I’ll be all over the 

tabloids, they’ll be camped outside my front door twenty deep asking me to pose in a wig 

and gown and my underwear! Do you really think that’s what I want?’ 

‘Do you want Harker to go free? Again?’ 

‘Right now, Terry, I’d like to chop his balls off. But the fact is I have to think of 

myself in this situation. I’m the victim, remember? In cases of sexual assault the police 

are supposed to consider the victim’s feelings. So I’m telling you now I don’t want to 

press charges. OK? Just forget it.’ 

Terry tried again. ‘Look, Sarah, it may not come to that. His story’s absurd, we’ll 

break him in questioning and get him to plead guilty. Then you won’t have to give 

evidence.’ 

‘It’s still a sensation, though, isn’t it? Even with a guilty plea. Reporters aren’t 

stupid.’ 

‘Maybe not, but at least he’ll be locked up. Otherwise he’ll do it again to some other 

innocent woman. Just as he did to Sharon Gilbert before you. And the others.’ 

‘We don’t know he raped Sharon, Terry.’ Sarah met his disbelieving eyes and 

sighed. ‘All right, I admit it’s likely and what happened last night makes it even more 

likely, but the fact is the evidence didn’t convince a jury. That’s why he got off. It wasn’t 

some sort of wicked trick that I pulled, you know. You didn’t have the proof.’ 

‘Maybe. But I’ve got it now, Sarah. I can show you.’ 

‘Proof that he raped Sharon?’  

‘Yes.’ 

It was Sarah’s turn to look astonished. ‘How come you’ve got it now and not 

before?’ 

‘We found some things last night. In that shed.’ 

‘Oh.’ Although Sarah had been afraid of what they would find in the shed, in all the 

trauma it hadn’t occurred to her that they had anything to do with Gary. ‘What things? 

Tell me.’ 

‘Come back this afternoon and I’ll show you.’ 

‘Why not now?’ 

‘Harry’s getting them identified. As soon as he comes back we’ll confront Gary with 

them. Then I can show them to you and tell you his response.’ 



‘Is your Mum at home, sonny?’ 

‘Yes.’ The small boy stared up at Harry Easby. ‘She’s upstairs, working.’ 

‘Could you tell her a policeman’s here, to talk to her?’ 

The question seemed to pose more difficulties than Harry had expected. The child’s 

face - a surprisingly strong, determined face for a seven-year-old - puckered with a 

frown. ‘She’s upstairs, working,’ he repeated, surprised he hadn’t been understood. 

‘Come back later.’ 

‘No, wait.’ Harry put his foot in the door just in time. ‘I’m a policeman, son, all 

right? You just go upstairs and tell your mum I’m here. I’ll wait inside, OK?’ 

‘You can’t ...’ But Harry already had come in. There was an awkward confrontation 

in the hall, when he actually thought the small boy was going to try to push him out, but 

Harry sidestepped him and went into the front room, where a four-year-old girl was 

playing with dolls.  

‘Hello. What’s your name then?’ 

‘Katie.’ The child favoured him with a brief glance and returned to wrapping 

sellotape round a doll’s forearm. 

‘And your brother?’ 

‘Wayne.’ 

‘I see.’ Wayne glowered at him from the doorway. He showed no inclination to go 

upstairs. Harry was about to try again when he noticed a sound. It was rhythmic, 

repetitive, and came from the ceiling overhead. The nature of their mother’s work 

suddenly became clear. 

‘I’ll just wait here then, till your mum’s finished,’ he said, sitting on the sofa. ‘OK?’ 

The rhythm of the bedsprings began to be accompanied by cries and groans. ‘Does 

your mum do a lot of work?’ Harry asked. 

The little girl ignored him. Wayne frowned, still apparently wanting to throw this 

stranger out. ‘You should ring up before you come,’ he said accusingly. 

‘I will next time. What’s the number?’ 

‘479386.’ Harry wrote it down.  

This having exhausted the conversation, they sat in uneasy silence. After a while a 

man came downstairs and went out of the front door. A moment later a woman in a 

purple satin nightdress walked into the room. She stopped when she saw Harry Easby. 

‘Did you make an appointment?’ 

‘No.’ Harry grinned. ‘I will next time. How much?’ 

‘Not in front of the kids.’ She ruffled Wayne’s hair and smiled at little Katie. ‘You 

OK, you two?’ Seeing they were in no urgent need of anything she looked at Harry again, 

weighing him up. ‘Well, I’m not busy. You can come upstairs if you like. I can tell you 

the prices there.’ 

In her bedroom Harry listened with interest to her prices and the range of services 

she offered. She was a tall, slender woman with elaborately curled peroxide-blonde hair. 

When she had recited her menu she smiled at him provocatively, one hand on her hip, the 

other brushing a lock of hair along her cheek. ‘Anything you fancy, cowboy?’ 

‘Another time, perhaps,’ said Harry. He showed her his warrant card. 

‘Bloody hellfire!’ She turned away angrily. ‘I’ve done nowt wrong!’ 

‘Oh no? Social services might see it differently.’ 



‘My kids are happy, aren’t they?’ A shadow of fear flickered across her face. ‘Do 

they look neglected to you?’ 

‘They might, if I wanted something,’ said Harry nastily. ‘But as it happens I don’t - 

not for the moment anyway. You are Sharon Gilbert, I presume?’ 

‘No, I’m Dr Livingstone. ‘Course I am, you knew that before you came in.’ 

‘All right.’ He began to take things out of his plastic bag, and lay them on the double 

bed. ‘There, Ms Gilbert. I need to know if you recognize any of these.’ 

‘Interview resumed at 2.37 p.m. Present in the room, Gary Harker, his solicitor Mrs Lucy 

Parsons, DC Harry Easby and myself, DI Terry Bateson.’ Terry checked the tapes were 

spinning smoothly in the recorder, then leaned both elbows on the table and stared at his 

suspect. 

‘Now then, Gary, I want to check a few details of your story. You said you were in 

this shed for about five minutes before Mrs Newby arrived. Is that right?’ 

‘Yeah. More or less. I wasn’t exactly counting the time.’ 

‘I understand. You didn’t, er, look at your watch before you went in?’ 

‘No. Why should I?’ 

This question, Terry was pleased to see, brought out signs of anxiety on Gary’s face. 

Skin a trifle paler than before, tiny beads of sweat around the temples. ‘Oh, I don’t know. 

Perhaps you wondered if Mrs Newby was late?’ 

‘I didn’t say I had an appointment.’ 

‘Didn’t you? I thought you went there to meet her. Or was it her son?’ 

Gary said nothing. He glanced briefly at Lucy, his solicitor, who refused to meet his 

eyes. Lucy hated being there. If she had not already been Gary’s solicitor she would have 

refused to come. She was prepared to see that the police behaved within the law, and no 

more. Apart from that, Gary could drown in his own lies.  

Terry noted the exchange of looks with satisfaction. 

‘You didn’t really go there to meet Mrs Newby at all, did you, Gary?’ 

‘I did. I told yer.’ 

‘What for?’ 

‘To thank her. She was my barrister, remember? Chewed you up in court, didn’t 

she?’ 

‘She did.’ Last night Terry might have lost his temper. Today he felt in control. ‘So 

why did you need a torch, Gary?’ 

‘What torch?’ 

‘This one.’ Terry put it on the table. It was a pencil torch which would throw a 

strong, narrow beam. ‘It was in your pocket when you were arrested last night.’ 

‘So? I often carry a torch.’ 

‘Sure. Useful tool for a burglar.’ 

‘I told you ...’ 

‘Yeah, yeah, we know. You were waiting for your mistress. Find anything 

interesting in the shed while you were waiting, Gary, did you? A quick flash around with 

the torch maybe?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Well, that’s a pity, because we did. We searched that shed quite thoroughly, in fact. 

D’you want to know what we found?’ 



Gary shook his head, but Terry was delighted to note that the sweat was still there. 

The bastard knows what’s coming all right, Terry thought. He put a small plastic 

evidence bag on the table. ‘For starters, there was this ring.’ He held it up a few inches 

from Gary’s nose. ‘For the tape, I’m showing Mr Harker a woman’s ring, decorated with 

precious stones in the shape of the letter S. Ever seen that before, Gary?’ 

Gary shook his head. Terry smiled, and put another bag on the table. This one 

contained a black balaclava hood, with slits cut for eyes. Gary shook his head again. 

‘Or these?’ He showed Gary a pair of dark trousers and a black pullover. 

‘I never seen ‘em before.’ 

‘Sure.’ Terry sat back, and Harry Easby took over. 

‘Well that’s strange, Gary, isn’t it? Because I showed all these things to Sharon 

Gilbert this morning. What do you think she said?’ 

Gary said nothing. But the person who was really staring at the things on the table, 

Terry noted, was Lucy Parsons. She looked as though she were about to be sick. 

‘She said that this ring ...’ Harry dangled it in front of Gary’s face. ‘... was her ring, 

stolen from her house by the man who raped her. The letter S stands for Sharon, she says. 

And the hood, the trousers and jumper look exactly like the ones the rapist was wearing, 

too.’ 

‘Don’t prove nowt,’ said Gary truculently. ‘I never seen them before.’ 

‘Did you touch them?’ asked Terry swiftly. 

‘No. ‘Course not.’ 

‘Are you sure about that, Gary? Think carefully, now. Because if we get these things 

examined by forensic, and they find your hairs or your fingerprints, that’s going to prove 

you’re lying, isn’t it? Are you sure you didn’t touch them?’ As he had expected, Gary 

hesitated. He glanced at his solicitor, who ignored him. 

‘Well, not unless it were an accident, like. It were dark in that shed.’ 

‘I see. But you didn’t put the balaclava on your head, for example, or step into these 

trousers and jumper because it was cold, did you?’ Terry asked mockingly. ‘Just for five 

minutes, maybe, while you were waiting for Mrs Newby?’ 

‘No, ‘course not.’ 

‘And they’re definitely not your clothes?’ 

‘No.’  

‘So if the forensic scientists happen to find your hairs, or your skin or whatever - 

your stink, Gary - inside this balaclava hood or these trousers or this jumper, then it will 

be a fair assumption that you wore them, won’t it?’ 

‘You won’t find that.’ 

‘No, Gary? Well for your sake, I hope not, because these forensic scientists, they’re 

devilish clever these days, you know. They might find hairs from Sharon’s body or fibres 

from her clothes. And then where would you be, Gary old son? Eh? Tell me that?’ 

‘You’ll find nowt,’ said Gary defiantly. ‘Anyhow, how did they get there, in that 

shed?’ 

‘True, that’s the problem,’ Terry said. ‘Good question, Gary, I’ll grant you that. But 

you know, I’ve got an answer now. Do you know what I think happened - are you 

listening to this, too, Mrs Parsons? You who defended this man and told me he was 

innocent? Listen now. I think you raped Sharon just like she said, Gary, I’ve always 

thought that. But afterwards you didn’t go straight home, you went back to this shed. It’s 



only a couple of streets away, and you know it because your mate Simon lives there. 

Why did you go there? Because Sharon had recognized you, and you knew that if she 

reported this rape to us we’d come looking for you. Then we’d take your clothes and get 

them examined by forensics.  

‘So what did you do? You changed into some of Simon’s clothes - either you got 

them from his house or his shed. You dumped your own clothes in his shed, with this 

hood and ring, too. That’s what happened, isn’t it, Gary? That’s why we found no 

forensics on the clothes from your flat. Because they weren’t the ones you did the rape in. 

You left your clothes in the shed, until yesterday when you went back to get them. Clever 

scheme, Gary. Not bad at all. And it would have worked, too, if you hadn’t been unlucky 

enough to be found there by Simon’s mum.  

‘You weren’t expecting her at all, Gary, were you? All that about her coming to see 

you is just a load of shite, son, a story to wipe your bum with! You went there to get back 

your clothes and this ring you took from Sharon Gilbert! That’s why you were there.’  

There was silence in the room when he had finished. The droplets of sweat on 

Gary’s forehead had increased, Terry noted with satisfaction. Lucy was staring with 

intense disgust at her hands, as though she had touched something foul. 

‘You can’t prove none of this!’ Gary said defiantly. ‘Anyhow I never took owt!’ 

‘No, Gary?’ Terry smiled as he produced his final piece of evidence. A plastic bag 

with a man’s watch inside. An expensive looking watch like a Rolex. ‘Recognize this, 

Gary?’ 

Gary’s face went a shade paler than before. Terry guessed that he’d been hoping the 

watch had been overlooked. He made a pretence of examining it closely. 

‘Beautiful watch, this. Waterproof to fifty metres, date, international time zones - do 

a lot of world travel, do you, Gary? And the initials G.H. engraved on the back, too. Nice 

piece of kit. It was in your pocket last night, Gary, when you were arrested. I thought that 

was funny, too. I mean, a watch like this, I’d expect a man to be proud - flaunt it on his 

wrist for the world to see. Not stuff it in his pocket as though he’d just, well ... picked it 

up in a shed somewhere.’ 

He turned to Harry. ‘Did you show this to Sharon, too?’ 

Harry nodded. ‘I did, yes. She recognized it at once. She said it was the watch she 

quarrelled about with Gary Harker in the pub on the night before the rape. The man who 

raped her took that watch, she said. She was positive about that, too.’ 

‘It was found in your pocket, Gary,’ Terry continued. ‘After you’d been in that shed. 

So would you like to tell us how it got there?’ 

The sweat on Gary’s face was quite impressive now. Again he looked to Lucy 

Parsons for support, again she ignored him. Desperately he said: ‘I found it.’ 

‘Where?’ 

‘In the shed. It was just there, in this bag in the corner, so I picked it up and put it in 

my pocket. I didn’t have time to check it were mine for sure, I just thought it looked the 

same. I don’t know how it got there, ask Simon about it. Maybe he raped Sharon as well.’ 

‘Oh, sure. And you still say you didn’t? After all this?’ Terry gestured at the pile of 

evidence bags on the table. 

‘I were found not guilty, copper. In court. Think on that.’  

Reluctantly, Lucy Parsons bestirred herself. Looking deeply uncomfortable with the 

whole business, she said: ‘I’m afraid that is unfortunately the point, Detective Inspector, 



as you must surely know. Whatever evidence you may have found now, it’s simply too 

late. My client has already been tried and acquitted of this crime. He cannot in law be 

tried for it again. Even if he were to admit to you now that he did it, that principle still 

applies. Unfortunately.’ She looked at Gary for the first time. ‘You don’t have to lie any 

more, Gary, it doesn’t matter. You can tell them the truth if you like.’ 

‘And they can’t do owt?’ 

‘No. Not on this charge.’ 

Terry sighed. It was a bitter triumph. ‘Unfortunately she’s right, Gary. You’ve been 

found not guilty and that’s it. But just for the record, tell us. You did rape Sharon, didn’t 

you?’ 

A devious, cunning smile twisted Gary’s face. He looked at the three of them, 

relishing his moment of victory. He waited. 

‘No,’ he said at last. ‘I didn’t.’ 



Chapter Twenty-Three 

‘YOU’RE GOING to do what?’ Churchill asked. 

‘Release him, sir. We have to. We’ve got no choice.’ 

‘But we caught him in the act! I saw it - so did Tracy, didn’t you? Tracy?’ 

‘I saw it, yes sir.’ 

‘Then what ... Terry, can’t I leave you here for a single afternoon without some 

monumental cock-up? What the bloody hell have you done this time?’ 

‘It’s not me, sir, it’s Mrs Newby ...’ Grimly, Terry described their interview with 

Sarah. It had not ended when Sarah had wanted it to: for a good half hour afterwards 

Terry had pressed her to change her mind. But she had not changed. It had been like 

arguing with a computer hologram that looked and moved like a human but was 

programmed beyond the reach of persuasion. And she was, after all, the victim; whether 

Terry liked it or not her feelings were neither illogical nor unclear. If that meant letting 

Gary go free, then tough. Let him go. 

‘So that’s it?’ Churchill asked incredulously. ‘After what we all saw, and the fact 

that you’re now certain he raped Sharon Gilbert?’ 

‘Ninety five per cent certain, yes sir. We’ll be completely sure if anything comes 

back on the hood and clothes from forensics. Not that it matters anyway. We found it all 

too late.’ 

Churchill slumped onto a desk in the corner of the incident room. On the wall behind 

him were photographs of the unsolved murder of Maria Clayton, eight months ago. A 

few feet to his right, a similar collage of the assault on Karen Whitaker. Churchill 

thumped the wall in frustration. ‘You thought he did both of these, too, Terry, didn’t 

you?’ 

‘He’s still a possible for Clayton, yes, sir. But not Whitaker - the DNA didn’t match 

up.’ 

‘Nevertheless, you believe this man Harker may have killed Clayton as well as 

raping Gilbert. You told this Newby woman that, did you? That if he’s killed and raped 

already, he’s likely to do it again? You did mention that?’ 

‘I told her, yes, but it didn’t make any impression.’ 

‘What kind of a bitch is she?’ Churchill muttered. ‘I’ve never heard anything like it.’ 

Tracy Litherland intervened. ‘I think she’s a very determined, focused lady, sir, 

who’s under a lot of stress but won’t let anyone slap her down.’ Terry had always 

suspected that she shared his dislike for their new chief, but never before had she made it 

so plain. 

Churchill rolled his eyes. ‘Thanks for the feminist perspective, Trace. But that’s 

precisely what we did see last night - Harker slapping her down. And now she won’t 

stand up to him.’ 



Stubbornly, Tracy repeated Sarah’s reasons; the very reasons that she and Terry had 

spent so much time arguing against, only a few hours ago. 

Churchill sighed impatiently: ‘Yes, Trace, but there is such a thing as the public 

interest, or had you forgotten? You know, keeping murderers and rapists off the streets, 

that sort of thing. Aren’t lawyers supposed to be interested in that, too?’ 

‘Lawyers, sir?’ Tracy shook her head. 

‘No.’ Churchill answered his own question with a grim laugh. ‘For them it’s all just 

a game, ain’t it? Just a sodding game.’ 

It hardly seemed like a game to Sarah and Lucy, just then. They had spent the afternoon 

in Lucy’s office, discussing Sarah’s decision not to give a statement. Sarah was relieved 

that Lucy seemed to understand; Lucy was wondering just how much more her friend 

could take. 

Sarah, she thought, had already suffered too much in the past few days. She was 

pale, with a bruise along her jaw and her eye half closed. She looked exhausted too, 

which was hardly surprising. Not only had her son been arrested for murder, and she 

herself nearly raped, but Emily had run away from home and been feared murdered less 

than a month ago. All this in addition to the almost routine discovery that she was 

responsible for the acquittal of a guilty man.  

Any one of these things would reduce most people to a gibbering wreck, crawling to 

a psychiatrist for post-traumatic stress counseling. All Lucy could offer was tea, talk and 

sympathy. To her surprise it seemed to work quite well. Sarah still seemed able to talk 

and think and lift a teacup without screaming and hurling it against the wall. Which 

helped, because they had serious questions to discuss.  

Such as how to defend Simon. And his apparent connection with Gary Harker. 

Sarah closed her eyes, and a childhood memory came to her, of a trip to the beach at 

Blackpool when she was small. She had been exploring a rock pool with her father and 

they had seen a small crab scurry for shelter under a stone. Sarah had been afraid to pick 

up the stone and so her father had lifted it for her. But under the stone, instead of the tiny 

crab which she expected, was a much, much bigger one. A huge crab, its shelly body as 

wide as her face, its vast serrated pincers raised in fury, its eyes on stalks swivelling 

intently towards her pink little toes, six scaly legs clattering sideways towards her while 

she screamed and screamed ... 

She shuddered at the memory, then glanced at Lucy doodling on a pad of paper. 

Outside, the evening rush hour was beginning. 

‘I’m sorry, I’ve kept you. You’ll be wanting to go home,’ she said. 

Lucy smiled. ‘Why now? I’ll just sit in a jam. They won’t expect me till seven.’ 

Sarah took a step nearer the stone in her mind. ‘The only thing I’d regret about Gary, 

would be if he’d really committed all these attacks, as Terry Bateson thinks he did.’ 

Lucy considered this. ‘There’s evidence to disprove that.’ 

‘In one of the cases, yes. They found some DNA on a hair from Karen Whitaker’s 

attacker that wasn’t a match for Gary.’ 

‘There you are then. It wasn’t him.’ 

‘He could still have murdered the first one. The prostitute, Maria Clayton.’ 

‘Could have. But there’s no evidence. Come on, Sarah, you know this. They wanted 

to charge him with that before, but the CPS turned them down. They couldn’t prove it 

then and they can’t now. A hundred men could have done it.’ 



‘Including my son? Simon?’ 

This was the sort of remark that Lucy feared. She studied Sarah cautiously before 

answering. An answer that was intended to rebuild confidence. 

‘Including your husband and my husband and any man without an alibi, if it comes 

to that. Come on, Sarah - suspicion and innuendo isn’t any sort of proof.’ 

But Sarah had her hands around the stone now. She was going to lift it. ‘The thing is, 

Lucy, Terry Bateson has always thought that these attacks are the work of one man; the 

Hooded Killer the Evening Press writes about. But he can’t prove it, because for a start, 

one of the attacks - the one on Whitaker - was definitely committed by someone else. So 

he’s wrong.’ 

‘So he’s wrong, yup,’ Lucy nodded. ‘Not the first time a policeman’s been wrong.’ 

‘He’s wrong about the idea that it was one man, Lucy, yes.’ Sarah’s next words 

came out in a whisper. ‘But what if it was two?’ 

‘Two?’ Lucy wasn’t sure she’d heard correctly. ‘Two men raping together?’ 

‘Not necessarily raping together, no, but ... co-operating. You know, maybe one does 

it one time, the other the next. One acting as lookout for the other, that sort of thing?’ 

Not just one huge crab under the stone, but two. Both with claws raised, both with 

faces that she recognized! 

‘Oh come on, Sarah! Now you’re really in the realms of fantasy.’ 

‘Am I? Probably, I hope so. But look at what we know. We know - so long as the 

forensic examination supports it - that Gary raped Sharon Gilbert. We know he claims he 

was with someone else that night, this fellow called Sean whom no one could find ...’ 

‘We proved he existed, remember? That was one of our better moments.’ 

‘True. But even if we accept that this Sean exists, it doesn’t mean it was him who 

was with Gary that night, does it? What if it was Simon?’  

‘We don’t know that anyone was with him, Sarah.’ This was just the sort of reaction 

Lucy wanted to suppress. But Sarah’s imagination was in full flight. 

‘Well he said someone was, didn’t he? And it seems Gary went into a shed - 

Simon’s shed - to change his clothes and dump his hood before he went home. How did 

he know there’d be clothes in that shed if Simon hadn’t told him? How did he know the 

shed even existed?’ 

Will Churchill strode back and forth, like a maths teacher Terry had once known. ‘Look, 

there’s still one question that hasn’t been answered by any of you lot.’ He tapped his 

teeth with a pencil. ‘And that is, what exactly is the connection between this woman’s 

son and Gary Harker? I mean, I know what you think he was doing in that shed, Terry, 

changing his clothes after the rape - but why there? Did the boy know what Gary’d done, 

or didn’t he? Was he an innocent in all this, or an accomplice?’ 

‘What about the other way around, sir,’ Tracy suggested. ‘Was Harker completely 

unconnected with the murder of Jasmine Hurst? Or was he an accomplice there too?’ 

A tremor of excitement passed around the room. The three men - Churchill, Terry, 

and Harry - shivered as though someone had walked over their graves. Churchill waved 

his pencil at Tracy in a chauvinist compliment. ‘Not just a pair of pretty legs, eh, 

sergeant? There’s a brain behind that beauty, gents!’ Then before Tracy had time to take 

offence, he continued: ‘And that, of course, could be another reason why Mrs barrister 

Newby won’t sign a statement against Harker! Because he knows something about her 

son which he might blurt out in court!’ 



‘Oh, wait a minute, sir,’ Terry protested. ‘She must hate him more than we do - it’s 

not Harker she’s trying to protect, it’s her own reputation!’ 

‘She still has one, does she? I’m not so sure, Terence. She got him off the rape 

charge, she met him in that shed in the middle of the night - how do we know there isn’t 

something in Gary’s story after all? I mean what was she doing there? Not looking for 

sex maybe but what about the balaclava and those clothes and the rest of it? Maybe she 

was doing a deal with Harker to get rid of them. In which case she’d be an accessory 

after the fact.’ 

‘Accessory to what, sir?’ Tracy asked. ‘The rape of Sharon or ...’ Her sentence hung 

unfinished in the air. They tested the extraordinary possibilities in their minds. More than 

one crime might be linked by the events in this shed. A keen, hungry grin began to play 

around Will Churchill’s lips - like a wolf sighting his prey. 

‘Her reputation she’s trying to protect, you said, Terence? She’ll need to, won’t she, 

if it turns out she not only knew Harker was guilty of rape, but that her own son helped 

him, and that son’s guilty of murder! The Bar Council won’t look too kindly on that, will 

they?’ 

‘It’s not possible,’ Terry said. The whole idea shocked him. ‘There’s no proof, 

nothing to connect her with either the rape or Jasmine Hurst’s murder ...’ 

‘Only the fact that Gary did the one and her son did the other; Gary and Simon seem 

to know each other; and she met Gary in her son’s shed!’ 

‘Yes, but she didn’t choose to meet him there,’ Terry insisted. ‘It was an accident. 

She went to park her bike, and there was Gary getting his watch back.’ 

‘Just a coincidence, eh, Terence? That’s not what Gary said.’ 

‘The man’s a nutter! A fantasist! Anyway we saw what he was doing.’ 

‘Then why won’t she press charges?’ 

‘To avoid publicity, sir,’ Terry repeated. ‘You understand her, don’t you, Trace?’ 

Tracy frowned. ‘I understand, sure, but there are other explanations. What we need 

to know, surely, is what the connection between Gary and Simon actually is. Until then 

...’ 

‘Right.’ Churchill stood up. ‘We’d better be quick. You haven’t released him, have 

you?’ 

‘No, sir. We’ve got him till ten thirty tonight, unless we charge him.’ 

‘Right then. Come on, Terence; let’s you and me go and see this thug, shall we?’ 

As they were leaving Sarah sighed and said: ‘If only it could be Gary that killed Jasmine. 

But the pig was on remand, wasn’t he?’ 

‘Yes,’ Lucy said putting on her coat. ‘No! No, he was free then, surely?’ 

‘I thought it was the day the trial ended?’ 

‘No. Your memory’s playing tricks.’  

They stared at each other in shock. A wild hope lit in Sarah’s eyes. ‘What are the 

dates?’ 

Feverishly, they scrabbled in Lucy’s desk diary. ‘There, I was right! Last day of trial, 

Thursday 13th. Gary was released at what? Three, four o’clock. And Jasmine’s body was 

found next morning, the 14th. She was killed around midnight on the 13th.’ 

‘So he could have done it!’ Sarah breathed. 

‘Yes, but what motive would he have? What reason?’ 



‘That man doesn’t need a motive, Lucy. He’s a monster. He raped Sharon and he 

attacked me. He ought to have been grateful to me if anything - I’d got him off, for 

Christ’s sake. But when I met him in that shed I was just there, I was a woman, I asked 

him what he was doing and he snapped. Did what he’s good at. He might have killed me 

if the police hadn’t turned up.’ 

‘Yes, but how would he have met Jasmine?’ 

‘I wish we knew,’ Sarah breathed quietly. ‘I wish we knew.’ 



Chapter Twenty-Four 

‘NOW THEN, Gary,’ Terry began. ‘How well do you know Simon Newby?’ 

Gary shrugged. ‘I’ve met him, around. On building sites and such.’ 

‘Mate of yours, is he?’ 

‘I know him, yeah.’ 

‘All right, tell me about him. What do you know?’ 

‘His mum’s got a juicy arse.’ 

‘Apart from that, Gary. We’ve been through all that.’ 

‘Been through it, copper? You wish!’ Terry tried to keep his face neutral, but Gary 

could see the effect his words were having. Churchill intervened, in his sneering southern 

accent. 

‘What about her son, then, Gary? D’you fancy him too?’  

‘You shut your filthy mouth! Anyhow he’s got his own bird. The dead one.’ 

‘Oh yes. Justine.’ 

‘Jasmine.’ 

‘Jasmine, sorry.’ Churchill corrected himself slyly. ‘You met her then?’ 

‘Yeah. So?’ 

‘Fancy her, did you?’ Terry resumed, intrigued by this discovery.. 

‘She was all right. Better’n he deserved.’ 

‘What did she look like, Gary?’ Churchill asked. ‘Describe her for us, will you?’ 

Gary thought for a moment. ‘Well. Quite tall for a girl. Stunner to look at. Long 

brown hair, pretty face. Big tits.’ He laughed, making a squeezing motion with his hands. 

‘Like melons.’ 

A little worm of excitement woke at the base of Terry’s spine, and began to crawl up 

towards his brain. ‘Did you touch them, then, Gary?’ 

‘No chance. The lad would have killed me.’ 

‘But you’d have liked to touch them?’ Terry persisted. ‘If you could?’ 

Gary eyed him pityingly. ‘Not getting enough, are you, copper? I could take you 

places ...’ 

Smoothly, Churchill took over. ‘You say young Simon would have killed you. Is that 

how he behaved then, when she was around? A bit violent, protective, perhaps?’ 

‘Him, violent?’ Gary laughed scornfully. ‘Say boo to him and he shits his pants. I’ve 

seen it. Girls might be scared of him but no one else.’ 

The two detectives were silent for a moment, each, from their different perspectives, 

taking this in. It said as much about Gary as Simon, Terry thought. The casual menace in 

the villain opposite them came from his sheer muscular bulk. How would a woman feel, 

confronted with such brutal, overwhelming force? A woman like Sarah, Sharon, even 

Jasmine Hurst perhaps ... 



‘So how often did you meet Jasmine, altogether?’ Terry asked. 

Gary shrugged. ‘Three, four times, perhaps. Can’t remember.’ 

‘Always at Simon’s house?’ 

‘Think so. Yeah.’ 

‘Think hard, Gary. You never met her anywhere else? Didn’t follow her home, 

maybe, try to get your hands on those breasts like - what was it - melons?’ 

‘You’re obsessed, you are,’ Gary jeered. ‘You need help. And no ...’ He spoke 

directly into the microphone. ‘I did not follow Jasmine home. Nor did I shag her. Or 

murder her. How could I - I was in court!’ 

‘Nobody’s accused you of murdering her, Gary,’ Terry said smoothly. ‘But in fact 

you weren’t in court when this girl was murdered. You were released that afternoon, and 

she was killed between nine and midnight that night. So where were you were for the rest 

of that day?’ 

Gary’s jaw fell open. ‘You’re not accusing me ...’ 

‘You brought the subject up, Gary. Not me. Answer the question.’ 

‘I ... well, I went home, to get changed and have a wash. Then I went out for a few 

jars.’ 

‘To which pub?’ 

‘The Lighthorseman, if you want to know. They had the football on the big screen. 

Arsenal vs Real Madrid.’ 

‘Who won?’  

‘Real, 3-2. There were half a dozen lads there who saw me.’ He gave Terry the 

names, sneering triumphantly. ‘I stayed till closing time, then went home to bed.’ 

‘Did you see Jasmine that night? Or Simon?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘All right, Gary, that’s very helpful.’ Churchill intervened impatiently. ‘Now let’s 

get back to why you’re here, shall we? This business of sexually assaulting Simon’s 

mother - your own barrister, for Christ’s sake, the woman who got you off! Come on, 

son, help me out a bit. I’ve not come across this sort of thing before.’ 

‘I told your mate there,’ said Gary stubbornly, nodding at Terry. ‘She asked for it.’ 

‘Yeah, yeah, and I’m the king of China’s grandmother. Listen, Gary, what I want to 

know is, why you were in that shed in the first place. Simon Newby’s shed.’ 

Gary stared back, bemused. No sensible answer seemed to occur to him. 

‘You found a watch, Gary, I believe,’ Terry prompted helpfully. ‘And a ring, and 

some clothes which we’ve sent for forensic analysis.’ 

‘Did Mrs Newby see these things?’ Churchill asked. ‘Or talk to you about them?’ 

Gary looked confused. ‘What would she do that for?’ 

Churchill leaned forward, staring intently into Gary’s face. ‘Well, think about it, 

Gary. This woman, your barrister, meets you in this shed at night. It’s a surprise to both 

of you. You have an argument, and you resolve this argument by trying to rape her, like 

the dickhead you are. So what was this argument about? She saw you trying to get rid of 

the evidence, was that it? She realized for certain that you were guilty, and ...’ 

‘No!’ A cunning grin crossed Gary’s face. ‘I wasn’t trying to get rid of that stuff. She 

was.’ 

‘What?’ This time, even Churchill was taken aback. There was a stunned silence, 

from which Terry recovered first. 



‘You’re talking out of your arse again, Gary.’ 

‘Am I? You prove it then.’ 

‘I don’t have to. It’s as big a load of crap as you told us yesterday.’ 

‘Are you going to charge me with raping her then?’ 

If there was such a thing as low criminal cunning, this bastard had it, Terry thought. 

He wasn’t bright, he was a common violent thug who’d spent a large part of his adult life 

in prison and yet, when he was confronted with seemingly irrefutable proof of his guilt, 

his mind instantly homed in on the one route of escape. No one had told him that the 

charge of attempted rape was likely to be dropped, but he had guessed nonetheless. 

Churchill tried to cover it up. ‘Just answer the questions, son, then we’ll see. Look, 

with you in that shed was all the evidence we needed to convict you of raping Sharon 

Gilbert, right? Are you seriously trying to tell us that your barrister was trying to hide it, 

not you? Why on earth would she do that?’ 

‘I were found not guilty, remember?’ 

Churchill gazed at him wearily. ‘Yeah, sure. The courts get it wrong sometimes. But 

come on, Gary - all that stuff in the shed proves your guilt, for Christ’s sake! The watch, 

the ring, the hood - Sharon Gilbert’s identified the lot, you know.’ 

‘So? It doesn’t mean I put them there, does it? I just found them - my watch, 

anyhow.’ Gary hesitated, looking from Churchill to Terry, who smiled mockingly, not 

believing a word. ‘And then she comes in and says ...’ 

‘Yes, Gary, what did she say? Come on now. Make it up quick or we won’t believe 

you.’ 

‘She says get rid of it quick, my son did it.’ 

Terry burst out laughing. ‘Oh, very good, Gary, well done! Brilliant. You’re saying 

your barrister came into the shed, saw you pawing all this evidence that proves your 

guilt, and said get rid of that quick because my son raped Sharon Gilbert. Is that it?’ 

‘It was in his shed.’ 

‘Yeah, sure. But instead of helping her get rid of it, you tried to rape her, remember. 

Is this an example of your social skills, or what?’ 

‘It’s not bloody funny, copper ...’ 

‘... not good manners though, is it? Your idea of etiquette?’ 

‘ ... I could go down for eight years ...’ 

‘And so you should.’ Terry was still smiling at the sheer effrontery of it all, but 

Churchill, to his surprise, put a hand on his arm.  

‘Just a minute, Terence. Gary, are you seriously asking us to believe that your 

barrister, the woman who defended you, told you that her son, Simon Newby, raped 

Sharon Gilbert?’ 

Gary nodded defiantly. ‘That’s what I said, yeah.’ 

‘And you’re prepared to make a statement to that effect?’ 

‘I might.’ 

The room fell silent. Terry was appalled. What was Churchill playing at? A pulse 

began to throb violently in his ears. ‘Come on, Gary, this is total crap and you know it. 

Sharon identified you, not Simon - and so did her little kid, remember? The little boy who 

tried to protect his mum when you were raping her in front of him, you great hulking 

thug ...’ 

‘I were found not guilty!’ 



‘Yes, but you were guilty, weren’t you? Everyone knows that - even your barrister, 

who actually got you off. And how do you reward her? By trying to rape her and then 

accusing her son of your own filthy crime! You make me sick, you do!’ 

‘I don’t give a fucking toss ...’ 

‘Shut up and listen! Let me tell you what happened when she came into that shed, 

shall I? She saw you fumbling with that watch and hood and ring and all the rest of it, 

and she realised for certain that you were guilty, where before perhaps she’d given you 

the benefit of the doubt. And so maybe she did say get rid of it, I don’t know, but if so it 

was to save you, not her son! Or more likely she just said what she really thought of you, 

you filthy slob, and that’s what triggered your anger. What would you have done if we 

hadn’t turned up when we did, eh, Gary? When you’d finished your rape? Would you 

have strangled her and left her for dead like you did with Maria Clayton, is that it?’ 

Gary glowered at him, menacing, furious. ‘You weren’t there.’ 

‘I bloody well was, and so was DCI Churchill here. We saw exactly what you were 

doing to that woman ...’  

‘Why don’t you charge me then?’ 

The question stopped Terry dead, like a glass door he’d walked into. It was the one 

answer they couldn’t give. Gary was going to get away again, and he knew it. Bitterly, 

Terry stared at Gary, so safe behind the glass door, and said: ‘You murdered Maria 

Clayton, didn’t you, Gary? You followed her onto Strensall Common and then you raped 

her and throttled her to death, just like you were doing with Sarah Newby. Isn’t that 

right?’ 

Gary shook his head, sneering and contemptuous. ‘Who?’ 

‘You know who. And for all I know you did the same to Jasmine Hurst as well!’ 

‘You’re a madman.’ Gary turned to Churchill for help. ‘Is that who you employ now, 

madmen like him? I don’t know who he’s talking about.’ 

Churchill spoke to the microphone on the wall. ‘Interview suspended at nine twenty 

seven. DCI Churchill and DI Bateson leave the room. Come on, Terence. I want a word. 

Now.’ 

‘My office!’ Churchill snapped, compelling Terry to follow his short, stocky, visibly 

furious superior upstairs to the room which he had once hoped would be his own. 

‘Do you mind telling me what the bloody hell you think you’re playing at?’ 

‘I might ask the same of you, sir.’ Terry was six inches taller than Churchill and 

almost equally angry, though for a different reason. 

‘Well you might but you bloody well won’t. Do you have a single shred of evidence 

that that man could have killed Jasmine Hurst?’ 

‘Not at the moment, sir, no, but ...’ 

‘No, of course you don’t! And the reason, as even a blind man in a box could see, is 

that Simon Newby did it. We have blood, semen, motive, opportunity, even the goddamn 

knife, for Christ’s sake! Where have you been all these days? Lost in a dream?’ 

‘Yes, OK, but you’ve seen what the guy’s like, haven’t you ...?’ 

‘Oh great, so we’re judging by appearances now, are we? Gary looks like a thug so 

he must be guilty, is that it? We’re back in Victorian times now?’ 

‘Well it’s more sense than saying Simon raped Sharon, anyway,’ Terry said 

furiously. ‘That’s just utter crap - surely even you could see that? Sir.’ 



The antagonism between them was open now. Churchill met Terry’s eyes coolly, 

making it clear that he, by virtue of his rank and the way he controlled his temper, was in 

the ascendant. 

‘Maybe it is, maybe it isn’t. Where’s your interrogation technique, Terence? You’ll 

learn nothing by blurting out wild accusations like you did just now.’ 

Terry took a deep breath, trying to control himself. ‘In my view, sir, the only wild 

accusation is to suggest that Sarah Newby, who we saw being assaulted yesterday in 

front of our own eyes, would conspire with a thug like Harker to conceal evidence about 

her son. She’s got enough to deal with as it is, for God’s sake!’ 

‘Oh, I get it now.’ Churchill smiled knowingly. ‘So that’s why Harker was needling 

you - you’re soft on the woman, aren’t you? Even though she chewed you up in court 

you’re carrying a torch for her!’  

Terry’s silence only confirmed Churchill’s suspicions, and as he rejoiced in his 

discovery his anger subsided. He had a new weapon to use now.  

‘Well, well,’ he mocked. ‘Terence in love! Better watch out, old son, she looks a 

dangerous bird to me - married too. But try not to let your emotions cloud your 

judgement, eh? At least when you’re at work.’ 

‘I didn’t think I was, sir. I thought I was seeing things exceptionally clearly.’ 

‘That’s one of the delusions of love, old son. Come on - is it seeing things clearly to 

accuse Gary of killing Jasmine when we know Simon did it? And then accuse him of 

killing Maria Clayton, too - what’s the evidence for that?’ 

‘Only the evidence we’ve always had - he worked on her house, he’d boasted about 

having sex with her, he wore trainers similar to a footprint we found near the body, he 

has no alibi and a record of violence to women. It seemed like a good enough case to me 

...’ 

‘But the CPS said it was too thin, right?’ A pitying look crossed Churchill’s face. 

‘And they were right, Terence, it is. I’m sorry, if you’ve nothing stronger than that we’ll 

have to let him go.’ 

‘Again.’ 

‘Yes, again. However much you hate him, we follow the rules. If you think he did 

this Clayton murder, dig up the evidence and charge him. But until then ...’ He shrugged. 

‘I’m sorry.’ 

‘We let this violent rapist back onto the streets?’ 

‘If you choose to put it like that, yes.’ 

‘So he’s free, then?’ Bob asked. 

‘Probably, by now.’ Sarah lay back in the armchair, an icepack over her face. Bob 

had bought it this afternoon; it relieved the throbbing slightly. ‘Things don’t always go to 

plan.’ 

‘But if you think he killed Jasmine, Sarah ...’ 

‘There’s no proof of it, none at all. It’s just that he was free and he’s like that. For all 

I know it could have been a wandering maniac from Outer Mongolia. I just don’t believe 

it was Simon, that’s all.’ 

Bob said nothing. The question lay between them, like a huge unbridgeable canyon. 

Since the assault he had been kindness itself, ringing her at work, having a meal and this 

icepack ready in the evening, her favourite CD on the hi-fi. He hadn’t questioned her 

decision not to give evidence against Gary. But he hadn’t expressed faith in Simon. 



They could hear Emily and Larry talking quietly in the kitchen. A nightjar shrieked 

outside the window. The silence between them lengthened. 

‘It makes me so angry, Bob,’ Sarah said at last. ‘Angry with Gary and the police but 

most of all angry with Simon for getting himself into such a stupid, stupid mess. When I 

asked him in prison he said the hood might have been used for a joke, for Christ’s sake! 

Either that or he was lying. And yet he expects me to wave some magic wand and get 

him out.’ 

‘You’re too involved, Sarah. For your own health you should back off, leave it to 

Lucy. She’s a professional ...’ 

‘And I’m not? Is that what you saying?’ She pulled off the icepack and sat up, 

irritably. 

‘Not in this case, Sarah, you can’t be. You’re too emotionally involved.’ 

She got up and walked slowly across the room, resting her forehead against the cool 

glass of the window. ‘It’s for my own health that I am emotionally involved, Bob. If I 

don’t feel I’ve done the best for Simon, then I will crack up, really. And you wouldn’t 

want to know me then, Bob. No one would.’ 



Chapter Twenty-Five 

NEXT MORNING Terry found himself back in front of Churchill’s desk. The animosity 

was still there, smouldering under the ashes of a night’s sleep. 

‘No hard feelings, I hope, Terence? A few harsh words are natural in a job like this. 

I’ve always encouraged blokes on my team to speak their minds, you know.’ 

‘Sir.’ 

‘Listen, Terence, I didn’t get much sleep last night, I was thinking. It was one of 

your mistakes which set me off, matter of fact. But then nobody’s perfect. It sometimes 

takes fresh eyes to come in and see what was there all the time.’ 

It was years since Terry had hated a senior officer so much. ‘I don’t understand, sir,’ 

he said woodenly. Except that you’re younger than me, and took my job. 

‘No, I know.’ Churchill studied him with deep satisfaction. ‘But look at the 

evidence, old son. We’ve got six assaults on women - Clayton, Whitaker, Gilbert, 

Steersby, Hurst and now Sarah Newby. Your original idea was that they were all 

committed by the same lad - Gary Harker. But that won’t work. The DNA proves he 

didn’t attack Karen Whitaker. He couldn’t have attacked Helen Steersby because he was 

in custody at the time, and Jasmine Hurst was murdered by Simon Newby. So the only 

assault we know he committed was the one on Sarah Newby, because we saw it with our 

own eyes.’ 

‘And Sharon Gilbert, sir.’ 

Churchill nodded sagely. ‘I agree Sharon claims he raped her and there’s evidence to 

support her claim, but not all of it does, even now.’ He smiled enigmatically at Terry. 

‘Unlike you I examined that hood, when I took it down to forensics. What do you think I 

found?’ 

Terry refused to answer. Churchill delighted in his hostility. 

‘Fair hairs, Terence. With a tinge of red. Quite short ones ...’ He held his finger and 

thumb a millimetre apart. ‘... inside the hood, so they must have been left by the wearer. 

See what I mean now, about looking carefully at the evidence? Your friend Harker has 

brown hair. Whereas Simon Newby’s hair is - go on, tell me?’ 

‘Fair, sir,’ said Terry bitterly. ‘But ...’ 

‘And very short, too, as I recall. What my father used to call a crewcut, right?’ 

‘But he couldn’t have done it! All the evidence points to Harker ....’ 

‘Not this evidence, Terence ...’ 

‘Sharon identified him, for God’s sake! Her son did too!’ 

‘He was masked, Terence! Wearing a hood!’ 

‘But ...’ Terry stuttered, trying to put up reasons for something he thought was 

obvious. ‘... but Simon didn’t even know her!’ 

‘Didn’t he? All the rapist’s stuff was found in his shed.’ 



‘Yes, but the watch! The rapist took Gary’s watch.’ 

Churchill nodded. ‘I agree, that’s a key point. But even so, where was this watch 

found? In Simon’s shed, where Gary had gone to look for it. What does that tell you? 

Maybe he’d asked Simon to get it back for him, and Simon interpreted his instructions a 

little enthusiastically ...’ 

‘That’s absurd, sir, it has to be ...’ 

‘Is it? It’s only a possibility, true, but look what happens next. Gary has an argument 

with Simon’s mother, and assaults her - a serious assault that she won’t bring up in court. 

Why? Fear of what Gary might say about her son? About herself, perhaps? About what 

they both knew?’ 

Terry’s baffled silence seemed to gratify him.  

‘You’ve always believed these attacks were the work of one man, haven’t you, 

Terence? The Hooded Killer, as the Evening Press called him. Well, maybe your idea 

was right, but you got the wrong villain, that’s all? What if our serial rapist isn’t Gary at 

all, but Simon Newby?’ 

Terry shook his head. ‘I just don’t see it, sir.’ 

‘Well, look more closely. I’ve sent Simon’s hair for DNA analysis, and asked 

forensics to compare it with the fair hairs in the hood, right? I’ve also asked them to 

compare the Whitaker hair with both of those. If all three match, then presto! We’ve got 

him for three of your five assaults - Sharon Gilbert, Karen Whitaker, and Jasmine Hurst!’ 

‘And if they don’t?’ 

Churchill shrugged. ‘If they don’t, we still prosecute Simon for Jasmine’s murder, 

and look again at the rest. But I think they will match, Terence old son. For two reasons. 

One, Whitaker’s attacker had fair hair too. Fair hair with a faint tinge of red, no less - 

under my pretty forensic scientist’s microscope they look exactly the same. And two, the 

photofit that Helen Steersby gave us. Remember that?’ 

Terry nodded glumly. He could see what was coming. 

‘It didn’t look like Gary, did it? Of course not, he was locked up at the time. But it 

did look like Simon, remember? Especially about the nose. If Steersby picks him out at 

an ID parade, there’s another one crossed off our list. Which only leaves Maria Clayton.’  

Churchill considered Terry thoughtfully. ‘Did Simon have any connection with her?’ 

‘None that I know of, no.’ 

‘But you’ve had no reason to look, have you? Well now you have. I want you to go 

through that file again. Check it carefully, piece by piece, for anything, anything at all, 

that links to Simon Newby. If there is something, then your original idea about a single 

attacker will begin to make sense again, won’t it?’ 

He smiled expansively. ‘You were just focussing on the wrong man, old son. Gary 

instead of Simon. So this last one, the murder of Jasmine Hurst, may not be the crime of 

passion it first appeared, but the work of a guy who’s been practising for some time.’ 

The door opened and a small boy peered out. Harry Easby smiled.  

‘Hello, Wayne. Is your mother working now?’ 

‘No. She’s on’t loo.’ 

‘Oh, right.’ Harry hesitated, digesting this unusually frank admission. ‘Well, er ...’ 

‘Who is it, Wayne?’A woman’s voice called down the stairs, followed by the sound 

of a toilet flushing and feet descending. 

‘A feller, mum. He’s ...’ 



Sharon Gilbert’s smile of welcome faded as she recognized Harry. ‘Oh, it’s you.’ 

‘Don’t be like that, now. I’ve brought your ring back. Can I have a word?’ 

‘If you must.’ In the living room, she sat down and Wayne climbed onto her lap, 

from where he glared at Harry suspiciously. 

‘Where’s the little lass?’ 

‘Asleep, upstairs.’ She frowned at him. ‘How did it go then? Did you get him?’ 

‘Gary? We made him sweat.’ Harry passed her the gold ring with the letter S 

engraved on it. She looked insulted. ‘Won’t you be needing it for evidence?’ 

‘We had it dusted for prints but there weren’t any, I’m afraid.’ 

‘So what have you charged him with?’ 

‘Nothing, I’m afraid, love. He ...’ 

‘Nothing! But he raped me - I told you!’ 

‘We know that, Sharon ...’ 

‘And this ring and that watch prove it. The trial was all wrong.’ 

‘I know that, but the law says we can’t charge him with the same crime twice ...’ 

‘So he’s got away with it again, the bastard.’ 

‘Yes, I’m sorry.’ 

For a moment he thought she was going to cry. Wayne thought so too; he put his 

arms up and hugged her. She hugged him back, fiercely. Then they heard Katie grizzling 

upstairs. She put Wayne down. ‘There’s a bottle of orange in the kitchen. Take it up to 

her, will you, Wayne.’ 

As he left the room Harry smiled. ‘He’s a little prince, that lad. How old is he, now?’ 

‘Seven. He always looks out for his sister. And me.’ 

Harry nodded, remembering her trial. ‘He does that, right enough.’ 

Sharon opened her handbag for a cigarette. Her hair hid her face as she lit it. When 

she looked up Harry noticed again how attractive she was. She was also, he realised, very 

angry. 

‘So Gary’s walking round, free as a bird. What am I supposed to do if he comes 

here? He might, you know!’ 

‘Phone the station. Ask for me if you like.’ 

‘Oh aye.’ She gave him a brief, pitying glance. ‘Gary eats lads like you for 

breakfast.’ 

‘He didn’t look so tough earlier. Like I said, he was sweating.’ 

She took a long drag on her cigarette. ‘What are you, my personal bodyguard?’ 

That hadn’t been his idea, but Harry suddenly saw possibilities in it. After all, 

officers were encouraged to use their initiative. ‘Well, if you feel you need protection ...’ 

‘You’d offer it?’ She laughed, a mixture of anger and contempt. ‘And that’s it, is it? 

That’s all I get for being raped, screwed by the police and the bloody lawyers - you! 

What are you going to do, then, sunshine? Come round here on your night off?’ 

‘I could do,’ said Harry softly.  

There was a silence. She sat down on the arm of a chair, crossing her legs slowly and 

flicking ash into the fireplace. A cool, knowing look came into her eyes. ‘Oh yes. 

Fancied what I told you last time, did you?’ 

‘I could be useful to you,’ Harry said. 

She laughed again. ‘I can get plenty of fellers who are useful like that.’ 



‘I’m sure you can. I meant, other sorts of protection.’ He nodded towards the sound 

of the children’s voices upstairs. ‘From the social services, for instance. Someone gives a 

bad word to them, they’ll be round here like a shot. Place of safety orders, child 

protection, foster homes - you don’t want that.’ 

‘You rotten bastard! Get out of here - now!’ 

Harry stood. ‘I don’t want that either, Sharon. I think they’re fantastic kids. You’re 

not so bad yourself.’ He put his hand on her arm. She shook it roughly away. 

‘Piss off!’ 

‘You don’t mean that, Sharon. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that about the kids. It 

was just an example, that’s all. I could be useful to you, you could be useful to me ...’ 

He touched her hair, very gently; ran a finger along the line of her jaw. There was 

still anger in her face, but also - resignation.  

‘Just how could I be useful to you, you young bastard?’ 

He tilted her chin up towards him, savouring the thrill of power. ‘I think you know 

that well enough, darling. Don’t you?’ 

The work of a guy who’s been practising for some time. Churchill’s words echoed in 

Terry’s brain. He was shaking, not just with anger at his humiliation, but also at the awful 

possibility that Churchill might be right. Terry didn’t think he could bear that. If this 

wretched man could waltz in from outside, take a brief look at these cases and instantly 

see a truth which had eluded Terry for months - well, what did that say? 

And his argument was quite persuasive. The evidence of the hairs and the DNA 

might implicate Simon in the Whitaker case and even, astonishingly, in Sharon Gilbert’s 

rape. Helen Steersby might pick him out in an identity parade too. Which would leave 

only the murder of Maria Clayton for Churchill to collect a full house. A glorious 

triumph for a newly appointed Detective Chief Inspector. 

And yet, and yet. The boy was the wrong type, Terry thought. Every serial killer he 

knew of had begun with minor crimes - burglary, petty theft, minor violence - building 

up gradually to something more evil. Gary Harker had a long profile like this on the 

police computer. Simon Newby had none. He was a criminal innocent. 

Unless we’ve missed something. Go through it carefully, piece by piece ... 

He felt an unexpected reluctance to touch the file on Maria Clayton. At first he 

couldn’t understand why; then it came to him. It brought the image of his wife, Mary, 

into his mind.  

Mary, raising her face to kiss him as he left for work. That was the last time he’d 

seen her alive. Later that day two hooligan joyriders had mangled his wife and her 

hatchback into a screeching heap between their stolen Jaguar and a garden wall. 

This was the first major crime he had worked on after Mary’s death. He’d forgotten 

how hard it had been to face. Several colleagues had suggested that he didn’t need to take 

on a murder enquiry so soon, but he’d been determined. He wanted to get revenge on 

Maria’s killer just as he hoped the courts would take revenge on the boys who had killed 

his wife. 

But of course neither had happened. The boys got two years’ youth custody, and 

were out in less than a year. And Terry had failed to find Maria’s killer. 

A few months later, he had been passed over for promotion, in favour of the 

outsider, Churchill. A man eight years younger than himself. A man with all the energy 



and ambition which he had lost. A man determined to humiliate him on the path to 

success. 

He sighed, and opened the Clayton file. It doesn’t matter who catches the villains, he 

told himself, what matters is that they are caught. But he didn’t believe it. 

He’s wrong, and you can prove it, a different voice inside him said. It was the voice 

of another, younger Terry; the man he had been before Mary died. The man who 

sometimes worked all night and weekends too, the man who, with only a couple of 

months’ practice, had run inside the first fifty in the Great North Run.  

Begin at the beginning, the voice told him. Check everything. The answer’s in there 

somewhere. And if it isn’t, you’ve got to go out and find it. 

As he read, it came back to him.  

Maria Clayton had been found dead on Strensall Common in September last year. 

She had been bound, strangled, and raped. Her small dog, a Yorkshire terrier, was found 

with its throat cut a few yards away. She had been an up-market prostitute who lived in a 

pleasant detached house in Strensall. She was in her mid thirties, with a daughter at 

boarding school, which in itself proved how successful she was. Her business had been 

discreet and well organized. Her maid, Ann Slingsby, a widow in her fifties, had rung the 

police to report her missing. 

One obvious group of suspects were Maria’s clients, who were recorded, with notes 

of their preferences, in Mrs Slingsby’s appointments book. Terry smiled wryly at the 

embarrassment he had caused to businessmen, social workers, airline pilots, even a 

headmaster and a sprightly old age pensioner, the customers of the service Maria 

advertised as ‘sexual therapy’. Many had appeared to be happily married; some, he 

feared, no longer were. 

None, though, were as young as Simon Newby; all, unlike him, had good jobs which 

enabled them to afford her fees. Many had been with friends or family at the time of her 

death; none appeared to have any reason to wish to kill her.  

So there we are, thought Terry. A woman leading a quiet life with no apparent 

enemies. There was no motive, nothing to explain why Maria had been murdered, rather 

than any other woman who had been walking alone at that time in that place. Which, of 

course, made the crime more frightening to the public and the press. And harder for the 

police to solve.  

His team had interviewed everyone they could find who had been on Strensall 

Common that evening. Several people had seen Maria walking her dog, but she had been 

alone and seemed perfectly happy. No one had heard any screams or barks. One man had 

seen what might have been a masked figure running near where the body was found. But 

the figure had been 100 yards away, it might have been a black man rather than someone 

wearing a mask, it might even have been a woman. 

With a sigh, Terry spread the photographs on his desk. They were horrific, as bad as 

those of Jasmine Hurst, as bad as those of any murder he had seen. 

Maria had been bound, half-strangled, and raped before she was killed. The only 

puzzling thing was that there was no semen. Given her profession, Terry had expected to 

find some, but Ann Slingsby had told him that all her clients used condoms and indeed 

there were traces of lubricant in her vagina.  

In addition to the bruising caused by strangulation, there was a small cut in her 

throat, to the left of the windpipe, possibly caused by someone seizing her from behind 



and threatening her with a knife. Jasmine’s throat had been cut, much deeper, in almost 

exactly the same place. But this woman had been strangled, and only her dog’s throat had 

been cut. Some black cotton fibres had been found in its mouth. Probably it had barked, 

and fought to protect its mistress. A brave animal, this tiny Yorkshire terrier, to attack a 

man twenty times its own size. But unfortunately, it had not drawn blood. 

The other evidence was a footprint from a size 9 Nike trainer a yard from the body. 

Similar prints were found on a path fifty yards away, the pressure from toe and heel 

indicating that the wearer had been running. 

And that was it. A man with a knife, wearing Nike running shoes and black cotton 

trousers. Probably a black top as well, and maybe a black hood. Did any of this point to 

Simon Newby? The shoes? Well, Simon had size 9 Nike trainers. So did Gary, and 

millions of other men. The hood? Well, it’s not certain there was a hood, so unless 

forensics find some trace of Maria on that balaclava from Simon’s shed, that’s out too. 

The tracksuit trousers from the shed, were they torn, bitten by a dog? That would make a 

difference. He made a note to ask forensics. Otherwise, there was nothing. 

Reading all this, Terry remembered what Ann Slingsby had told him about the 

builders who extended the kitchen two months before Maria died. The five workmen had 

been amused to discover that Maria was a prostitute but most had been fine about it, 

accepting that she was a decent lady who was out of their class. One, however, had been 

awkward and boastful. Maria had told Ann she’d had sex with him, and regretted it. He 

was a yob, who didn’t know how to behave. His name was Gary Harker. 

Terry had traced the other builders; all four remembered Gary’s boasts of having sex 

with Maria, and had seen her shut the door on him smartly when he asked for another 

session. Gary had been humiliated and angry, and they had avoided teasing him about it 

because that sort of joke could turn dangerous, with him. 

Gary told Terry that she’d been too expensive. He agreed that he had asked for sex 

free next time but said it was a joke, claiming that she wasn’t worth the fifty pounds she 

charged. He admitted that he occasionally went running on Strensall Common, and had 

no convincing alibi for the night of Maria’s death. But when Terry searched his flat he 

found a blue Lycra tracksuit, not a black cotton one. His size nine Nike trainers were 

new, and there was no balaclava hood. So he had been released. 

And then, three weeks later, Karen Whitaker had been attacked.  

By a man with a knife, wearing a black tracksuit, black balaclava hood, and wearing 

size 9 Nike trainers, who had stolen her camera. Not only had Gary Harker had been one 

of a group of workmen employed to repair the student accommodation where Karen 

Whitaker lived, but he had also found nude photographs of her in her room and shown 

them to his workmates. Two of the photographs in her room had his fingerprints on them. 

It was enough for Terry. Letters were appearing in the Evening Press accusing the 

police of failing to protect women. He arrested Gary and charged him with both crimes. 

Then, four weeks later, the DNA report on the hair from the tape used to bind 

Whitaker came back. Terry groaned as he remembered that day. The charges in the 

Whitaker case were dropped. Three weeks later, the CPS refused to proceed against Gary 

in the Clayton case either.  

Gary was released and, Terry thought, immediately proceeded to rape Sharon 

Gilbert. As soon as he was acquitted of that, he assaulted his own barrister. And despite 

the compelling evidence against Simon Newby, Terry still suspected that Gary might 



have murdered Jasmine Hurst too. True, there were differences in method: Maria had 

been strangled, Jasmine’s throat had been cut. But everything about Gary’s character 

fitted this murder, just like Maria’s. 

Gary had known both women were sexually promiscuous, after all. He could easily 

have thought, in his primitive way, that this meant they should be available to him. And 

then there was the footprint they’d found beside Jasmine’s body - size 9 Nike trainer. 

Terry shook his head sadly. It isn’t enough, given the weight of evidence against 

Simon. Maybe Churchill’s right, I am obsessed. But then he hasn’t been on Gary’s trail 

as long as I have, he didn’t react like I did to the attack on Sarah Newby ... 

He shuddered. Gary was going to get away with that, too. The thug seemed to lead a 

charmed life. Well, perhaps it’ll take a detective who’s obsessed to put him away. 

Terry looked at his watch, and saw it was nearly six o’clock. Trude would have 

cooked for the children, and they would be asking her if he had rung, pestering to know if 

this was one of the nights they would see their dad. Well, they would. Today at least 

nothing need interfere with that precious time in the evening, when he could play with his 

girls, hear about their day, and read them a bedtime story. Perhaps that made him a less 

diligent detective than Churchill, who had nothing else to think about. But at least it gave 

him a life. 

Afterwards, he thought, when they’re in bed, perhaps I’ll take another look at that 

shed, find something Churchill’s missed. Or read about these cases some more. 

He stood up, stretched, and slipped a file into his briefcase to take home That’s my 

bedtime story, he thought. Perhaps I am getting obsessive again. Perhaps I have to. 

Whether it’s good for me, or not. 



Chapter Twenty-Six 

SARAH WAS in Simon’s kitchen, kneeling on the floor. The idea had struck her quite 

suddenly: if Simon’s story about Jasmine cutting herself was true, then there might still 

be some of her blood on the kitchen floor. Even a single drop would do. 

But the floor seemed surprisingly clean. But Simon was so dirty, how could that be? 

Then the memory came, flowing from her arms and body into her mind, of the energy 

with which she herself had scrubbed this floor after the police raid. She’d been consumed 

by anger - at the policemen who had invaded her son’s house, and at Simon too, for 

letting his life get into such a chaotic mess. And so she’d compulsively scrubbed the 

floor, cleaning up after him. 

Embarrassment flooded through her, closely followed by despair. Even if Jasmine’s 

blood had once been here to save him, she’d washed it away. 

She got up and was dusting down her clothes when she froze. There was a sound 

outside - not from the street but nearer, in the back yard. What was it - a footstep, a door 

opening? Oh no. Not Gary, not again! She should never have come back here alone. She 

switched off the kitchen light and waited in the dark, as her eyes adjusted to the gloom. 

Cautiously, she peered out into the yard. Was that a torch inside the shed?  

She leaned forward, clumsily, and a cup smashed onto the floor beside her. 

Jesus Christ, what a fool I am! A car drove past, its engine echoing off the walls of 

the terraced houses; and underneath that sound, she thought she heard footsteps, moving 

out of the yard towards the street. Go away then, Gary, if it’s you, good riddance, leave 

me alone ... 

The front door banged.  

A scream rose in her throat; she swallowed it. Listened, waiting.  

The door banged again. No, it didn’t bang, she told herself sternly, that’s not 

someone trying to smash it down, it’s a knock. People do that at doors. Yes, but Gary 

knows that too. I’m not opening it to him. 

‘Hallo? Anyone there? I saw a light.’ 

Not Gary’s voice, unless he’s a mimic. Sarah went into the front room. ‘Who is it?’ 

‘Police. Come on, open up.’ 

This time she recognized the voice. Relieved, she opened the door. ‘Terry! Why on 

earth are you here?’ 

‘Let me in and I’ll tell you. Unless you want the whole world to hear.’ He nodded at 

the old man, who was watching from his window across the road. Sarah pulled a face 

before shutting it out with the door. Miserable ghoul, get lost. 

‘So. My question remains. Was that you I heard outside in the yard?’ 

‘Yes. I’m sorry. I must have made you nervous. Especially after the other night.’ 



‘Don’t worry. I’m a tough cookie, you know,’ she said, feeling anything but. ‘Take a 

seat.’ 

He chose the sofa, she sat beside the gas fire. An awkward silence followed. ‘Well?’ 

‘Why am I here? Looking for evidence, I suppose. Anything we forgot.’ 

Terry hadn’t expected to find her here, hadn’t planned what to say. In front of him 

now was the same attractive woman he had admired, and thought was his friend; the 

woman he had hoped might become something more. But then she had humiliated him in 

open court, and he had hated her, wanted her punished in every possible way. To his 

astonishment, his wish had come true. Troubles had fallen upon her in biblical 

proportions, as if there was a vengeful God, after all.  

Yet she did not seem broken, repentant, or crushed. Nervous, perhaps, a little weary, 

her face bruised and yellow. But still that straight spine, that spark in the eyes, that 

defiant self-confidence that he had once so admired. 

‘There are some unanswered questions about that shed,’ he began cautiously. 

‘Such as?’ She raised an eyebrow, disguising a tremor of guilt. Did he know she had 

touched the hood, the ring? 

‘Whether your son knew what was in there. What do you think?’ 

‘He says he didn’t. So I believe him.’ Sarah shrugged. But it was a key question, she 

knew. 

‘When did you ask him?’ 

‘This morning. He ... rang me from prison.’ Damn! Already she was being forced to 

lie; the wretched man was sharper than she’d remembered. She had cleaned the ring too 

thoroughly for fingerprints, but they could check prison phone calls if they wanted to. 

‘He knew nothing about the balaclava?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Does he know Gary?’ 

‘I wish he didn’t, but yes, he does.’ She shook her head wearily, ventured a wry 

smile. ‘You wait until your kids are older, Terry, see if you like all the friends they bring 

home.’ 

‘He brought Gary to your house?’ 

‘Good God, no! Come on, Terry, what do you think I am? Mad?’ 

Terry shook his head. The suggestion came from Churchill’s suspicions, rather than 

his own. But how much of the truth was she really telling him? She seemed unusually 

defensive tonight, but perhaps that was natural, in the circumstances. 

Once again silence fell between them, as each searched for a possible way forward. 

‘This can’t be easy for you,’ Terry volunteered at last. 

‘Tell me about it,’ she snapped; then relented slightly. ‘No, Terry, you’re right, it’s 

not easy. Every day someone like you accuses my son of murder, or rape, or some other 

barbarity, and I have to listen. None of it’s easy, and as far as I can see, it’s probably 

going to get worse.’ 

A lot of people think you deserve it, too, he thought. ‘I can understand that. And I’m 

afraid you may be right. Forensics have found hairs inside the balaclava.’  

He paused, watching her reaction carefully. There was no obvious sign of worry.  

‘Gary’s hairs, I suppose?’ 

‘Apparently not. They were a different colour.’ 



‘What colour?’ Her voice still sounded normal, but he thought an involuntary tremor 

passed through her, as indeed it did. Sarah was wondering they couldn’t be my hairs, 

could they? I didn’t try the hood on but I handled it, one of my hairs could have fallen 

onto it. Oh God. 

‘Fair hairs. Like your son’s.’  

Not mine then. Absurdly, she felt a second’s relief, followed by an even stronger 

burst of swiftly suppressed panic, as she realized what he’d said. Like your son’s. Sarah 

was dark; she remembered how delighted she had been by the colour of her baby son’s 

hair, red-gold like his shiftless father’s. When he was a baby she had loved to brush it; as 

a boy he had worn it long and wavy; as a teenager he had trimmed it brutally short; and 

now that he was an adult a detective had found traces of it inside a rapist’s balaclava. Or 

hair very like it, at least. 

‘You can’t prove it’s Simon’s just from the colour.’ The old combative Sarah. 

‘No, of course not. It’s been sent for DNA analysis.’ 

‘Oh.’ For a moment she was struck dumb. This whole conversation was going the 

wrong way. She tried to recover some sense of initiative. ‘Even if Simon did wear this 

hood, what could he have used it for? You’re not suggesting he raped Sharon, are you?’ 

‘Not me, no,’ said Terry awkwardly. ‘But ...’ 

‘But someone is? Is that what you’re saying?’ 

‘There have been ... discussions. They’re not particularly pleasant, I have to warn 

you.’ 

‘Go on.’ She glared at him grimly. ‘I’ve heard so much already, I may as well hear 

the rest.’  

‘Well, if you insist. I didn’t come here to say this, that wasn’t my idea ...’ 

‘Just say it, Terry. Get it over.’ 

‘All right.’ He stood up, and walked across the room, thinking. If Churchill found 

out he’d been here, having this conversation, there’d be one hell of a row. But right now 

he didn’t care about Churchill. His theories were wrong, they had to be. He sat on the 

arm of a chair.  

‘Look, I’m running a risk telling you this, you know. I wouldn’t do it if ... well, 

never mind. You asked if I thought your son raped Sharon and I said no. But that’s just 

my view, not everyone’s. You see, because of those hairs, there is now another, quite 

different theory about that rape. And it doesn’t just relate to Sharon, it relates to several 

other assaults as well.’ 

Briefly, Terry explained Churchill’s belief that Simon, not Gary, might have raped 

Sharon and assaulted Karen Whitaker and Helen Steersby. ‘... It’s not certain, of course, 

but that’s the way his enquiry is going. And the final possibility, for which we have no 

evidence so far, is that Simon may have murdered Maria Clayton as well.’ 

For the first few sentences Sarah tried to interrupt and argue, but as he went on she 

fell silent. She felt his words like repeated blows from a hammer, nailing her living body 

to a cross. She sat very still, on the edge of her seat, trembling slightly as each new detail 

was explained. When he had finished, silence fell. She sat like a woman of stone, her face 

lit by the single lamp to her right. He expected tears, but none came. 

‘He thinks my son is a serial killer?’ Her voice was high, slightly strained. 

‘It’s a theory. But he believes the evidence will support it. These hairs in particular.’ 



‘Hairs? My God.’ She lifted a hand to her face, then ran it slowly through her hair. 

She snapped one off, and held it before her eyes. ‘A hair, like this? Dear God in heaven, 

he thinks my son attacked all these women, because of this?’ 

She began to laugh, and he thought I should never have told her, what’ll I do if she 

breaks down in hysterics now? But she didn’t. The laughter choked in her throat as 

swiftly as it had come. ‘You said not much more. What other evidence has he got?’ 

‘Not a lot, so far. That’s why the DNA will be so crucial. If Simon’s sample matches 

the hair in the Whitaker case, then Churchill’s theory holds water. Especially if they both 

match the hairs he found in the hood. But if not, not.’ 

‘And how long do we have to wait to find this out?’ 

‘Three, four weeks at least. It depends on the backlog at the lab.’ 

‘A month?’ she said despairingly. 

‘Yes, I’m sorry. But you know as well as I do, these results could prove him 

innocent as well as guilty. We just have to wait, that’s all.’ 

‘It’s like an exam result. For your life.’ 

‘I suppose so. I told you it wasn’t pleasant, but you had to know some time.’  

He watched her in silence, as she sat sightlessly fiddling with her wedding ring. 

Then she looked up. ‘So this is Churchill’s theory, you say. What about you, Terry. Do 

you believe it, too?’ 

‘It’s not really a question of belief. The DNA evidence will prove it, one way or the 

other. And my opinion isn’t worth very much at the moment, in the service ...’ 

‘Come on, Terry! You can at least have the guts to tell me what you think!’ 

‘In this job, it isn’t very wise to give an opinion ...’ 

‘I thought you were more than just a job, Terry. You’re a man, too, aren’t you? A 

father, with kids?’ 

In her anguished, desperate face Terry recognized something of himself. I was like 

this, he thought, in those terrible days after Mary’s death. Everyone was fobbing me off 

with caution, procedures, platitudes, when all I wanted was to know. To make contact 

with what those people really felt, not what it was safe for them to say. 

But all his training went against it, for good reasons. You could commit yourself and 

be so terribly wrong. He looked at her and thought the hell with it, maybe I want to 

commit myself. 

‘All right, then. Well, for what my opinion is worth .... No, Sarah, I don’t think your 

son did commit all these crimes.’ 

‘You don’t?’ 

‘No. I still think most of them were committed by one person. I just don’t agree that 

it was your son.’ 

‘Despite these hairs?’ 

‘They may prove me wrong. I’ve been wrong before. I thought Gary attacked Karen 

Whitaker but he can’t have done. Nor Helen Steersby. But for the rest - Maria Clayton, 

Sharon Gilbert ... I still think he may be responsible for those. And they’re more serious. 

More like the death of Jasmine Hurst.’ Now I’ve said it, he thought. Trouble will come of 

this. But it’s what I believe and if it’s true then this woman is a victim as surely as 

anyone else.  

Hope can be as painful as despair. The cold distrustful anger evaporated from 

Sarah’s voice. ‘You’re saying you think Gary may have killed Jasmine?’ 



‘I’ve no evidence for it, you understand. None. But his record of petty crimes, theft, 

violence against women - it fits the profile of someone building up to serious crimes like 

this. I’m sure he raped Sharon, despite the hairs in the hood - and we know he attacked 

you.’ 

‘That doesn’t prove he murdered Jasmine, though, does it? What proof is there of 

that?’ 

Terry swallowed, aware of how unprofessional this conversation had become.  

‘None, I told you. Just a suspicion; the knowledge of what he’s like. The fact that he 

knew Jasmine through Simon, that he fancied her - he admitted that - and that when he 

fancied a woman he thought he could do what he liked. And he was free that night: he’d 

been released for several hours. He was watching football in a pub until ten - that part 

checks out. After that, he says he stayed on, drinking in a private room. It’s not clear 

when he left. His route home from the pub doesn’t exactly take him near the river, but 

it’s not far out of his way, either. He could have walked up there, for whatever reason, 

met Jasmine going home, talked to her - because he knew her, after all - and then ...’ 

Terry shrugged. ‘It could have gone on from there.’ 

‘He asked her for sex, she refused, so he pulled out a knife, raped her, and then cut 

her throat,’ said Sarah softly. 

‘Exactly. It could have happened like that ...’ 

‘But there’s no evidence to support it.’ 

‘None.’ Terry shook his head. ‘And a lot to suggest it was your son.’ 

Silence fell between them again. Terry thought how little surprised she had seemed 

at what he was saying. Almost as though he were voicing her own thoughts.  

A cocktail of emotions - relief, joy, terror, foreboding and guilt - effervesced inside 

Sarah. She smiled. ‘If you think like that no wonder you’re in the doghouse with your 

colleagues.’ 

‘They don’t listen; they’ve got their case.’ He shrugged. ‘Maybe they’re right; I’ve 

lost the plot. I shouldn’t be talking to you like this; it’s not professional.’ 

‘It’s a comfort, though.’ Sarah tried to smile again, and failed. ‘I appreciate that. You 

must be the first ...’ She felt her voice falter, paused, took control of it. ‘You are the first 

person except for Lucy - you know, his solicitor - who has actually, in all these weeks, 

said anything to suggest Simon might not have done it. And you don’t even know him!’ 

‘I’ve met him once, but it’s not because of that,’ Terry admitted. ‘But I do know 

Gary, and I’ve got this obsession about these other cases. The only judgement I have 

about your son is that he wouldn’t have done all these things. He has no record and he 

didn’t strike me like that.’ 

‘Thank you, Terry.’ 

Terry met her eyes, wondering. Her tone was passionately sincere and ironic at the 

same time; sincere because he had expressed belief in Simon, ironic because he had felt it 

necessary to reassure her that her own son was not a serial murderer. He felt 

embarrassed, conscious that he had gone too far. But he was tired - tired of professional 

discretion, tired of the rules, tired of Churchill and being treated like a rookie cop. It 

would bring a little comfort after all, and do no harm that he could see. 

She shuddered, looked up at him again. ‘There is another possibility, Terry.’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

For a while she didn’t answer. She looked down at her hands, fiddling with her ring. 



‘Sarah?’ 

‘I’m sorry, Terry, I can’t say. There’s probably nothing in it anyway.’ She looked up. 

‘You’ve been very honest with me and I appreciate it. Really. You’re the first person ...’ 

‘What is this other possibility, Sarah?’ 

She shook her head. ‘No, I’m sorry.’ 

‘You do understand why I’ve told you all these things? To help you and Simon, if I 

can. I’m taking a risk for you, but if you’re going to hold out on me ...’ 

‘It’s my son’s life we’re talking about here, Terry.’ She got up from her chair, 

walked distractedly up and down the room a couple of times. She stopped in the corner 

furthest away from the single lamp, looking across at him from the shadows.  

‘All right, let me put it like this. Simon says he had nothing to do with Jasmine’s 

death and I ...’ She hesitated, then continued firmly. ‘I believe him. That will be his 

defence in court, if necessary. As for these other offences, no one’s even asked him about 

them yet, but I can’t believe he’s a serial rapist. That has to be absurd. But there’s a 

problem about these hairs, which may or not be his, and the fact that the hood and the 

other things were found in his shed. That’s what your boss Churchill is focussing on. 

Now all I can say is that if - if - those hairs are his, and there’s more to his relationship 

with this thug Harker than either of us know about, then, well ...’ 

She paused again, a catch in her voice, and for while he thought she wasn’t going to 

go on. But the voice from the semi-darkness resumed, cool, very controlled really for a 

woman under such monumental stress. But then that’s what she’s like, Terry thought. If 

someone ever presses the nuclear button this is the lady to have in the dugout with you. 

‘... then what you have to realize is that he’s only a kid really, just nineteen, while 

Gary Harker is ten years older and as you say, steeped in violent crime up to his eyeballs. 

So if Simon did try on this hood - for a laugh maybe or to try and impress his new friend 

- it was only that and no more. He’ll have been following where the older man led.’ 

‘Not if he attacked Karen Whitaker,’ said Terry softly. ‘That was just one man on his 

own.’ 

‘I’m sure he didn’t, Terry. But if - just for the sake of the argument, if those hairs in 

the hood are not only his, but match those found in the Whitaker case, which they won’t 

do, then ... then it could only be that he was put up to it by someone like Gary. Simon 

may be stupid but he’s not cruel or misogynistic - he couldn’t even think of doing a thing 

like that on his own.’ 

When she finished Terry didn’t speak for a while. He let her words fall gently into 

his mind, wondering how they would settle on the suspicions already there. Hers was 

hardly an objective assessment - the words of a mother, spoken with the persuasive 

fluency of a barrister used to pleading in mitigation. But then how else could she speak, 

about her own son? 

‘Have you asked him?’ he said at last. ‘About his relationship with Gary?’ 

‘Not yet. But I will.’ 

‘If you could tell me what he says, it might help.’ 

She considered this. ‘If it helps to convict Gary, then of course I will.’ 

I could hardly expect more, he thought. He stood up. ‘I think we’ve said all we can, 

for now. I should go.’ 

At the door she put her hand on his arm. ‘Terry, wait! Can I ask you one more 

thing?’ 



‘What’s that?’ 

‘Let me know the DNA results, as soon as they come in. I don’t want to wait, or hear 

it from that swine Churchill. Just give me a ring when you know. Please.’ 

‘I’ll do that, certainly. It probably isn’t him, Sarah.’ 

‘No,’ she agreed numbly. ‘It probably isn’t. But tell me anyway, will you, Terry?’ 

‘Yes.’ As he left, he looked back, and saw her standing, a slight woman in the 

doorway of a terraced house, and thought, that’s how she’ll be if this all goes wrong. 

She’ll grow old like that, no career, no family, all alone.  



Chapter Twenty-Seven 

‘I’VE TOLD you all this,’ Simon growled sulkily. ‘I’ve told mum anyhow.’ 

‘Yes, but the answers weren’t good enough,’ said Sarah quietly. Lucy nudged her 

under the table to stop her saying more. 

‘Tell me, Simon will you?’ Lucy asked, in a reassuring, businesslike voice. ‘We need 

to get all the facts straight before the police try to trip you up. Now, when did you first 

meet Gary?’ 

Simon stared at a spot on the wall that had just become hugely, cosmically 

fascinating. Lucy waited patiently. She was used to this sort of awkward behaviour from 

clients; the only difference today was the presence of the boy’s mother, who also 

happened to be her friend.  

On the way to Hull they had discussed whether it was a good idea for Sarah to be 

present at this interview. Her presence might either embarrass Simon or reassure him, 

loosen him up. Finally they had decided that Sarah should be present, if Simon agreed, 

but say as little as possible. That way Lucy could preserve something of her normal 

client-lawyer relationship, while at the same time assuaging Sarah’s enormous emotional 

need to be involved.  

But now, as Simon sat silent, Lucy wondered if this scheme was going to work. 

‘Would you rather talk to me on your own, Simon?’ she asked at last. ‘Your mother 

doesn’t have to be here, if you find that difficult.’ 

Simon snorted scornfully. ‘It’s not her that’s difficult. It’s you and your daft 

questions. What’s it matter, whether I knew Gary or not?’ 

‘It matters because you may be asked about it in your trial,’ Lucy explained 

patiently. ‘And because his watch, and the ring and the hood, were found in your shed 

when he was there apparently looking for them. If I’m going to defend you, I need to 

know why those things were there. So let’s start at the beginning, shall we? When did 

you first meet him?’ 

‘I dunno. A year ago, maybe. Year and a half?’  

Reluctantly, with gentle prodding from Lucy, a picture began to emerge. 

Two years ago, he had been at college gaining NVQs in building skills and 

bricklaying. When he left he joined a pool of semi-employed labourers, working as 

demand rose, unemployed when it fell. Gary had been an older man in a similar position. 

Simon had been impressed and intimidated by him. He used his undoubted strength to 

work hard at times, and his cunning to deceive or scare his employers at others.  

‘You knew he was a criminal then?’ Lucy asked softly.  

Simon shrugged. ‘He boasted about it. Said he’d been a right hard case in prison. 

Not many dared cross him. I tried to keep away.’ 

‘So how did he come to visit your house?’ 



Simon stared at her, surprised that she knew about this; but he didn’t deny it. ‘He 

just came, that’s all. Lots of lads did. I’d go to their place, they’d come to mine.’ 

‘They didn’t all use your shed though, did they?’ 

‘No.’ Simon looked down.  

Lucy probed gently: ‘What did he use it for, Simon?’ 

‘To keep stuff he’d nicked.’ Simon’s voice was sharp and defiant, but he avoided 

Sarah’s eyes. Lucy pressed her friend’s hand under the table, to ensure she remained 

quiet. 

‘How did that come about, Simon?’ 

Reluctantly, Simon explained. As she watched, Sarah felt he seemed more ashamed 

of this than about the much more serious matter of Jasmine’s death. Maybe that’s a good 

sign, she thought. He feels guilty about this because he did it; he doesn’t feel guilty about 

Jasmine because he didn’t kill her. Or is it all bluster, an act put on for my benefit? 

At many building sites, Simon said, there was a problem of petty theft. Tools 

disappeared, building materials were siphoned off to the labourers’ own uses. It was 

more rife at the bigger companies because low paid workers, like himself, felt they were 

being ripped off. So it became a challenge to redress the balance by nicking something 

for yourself. Or so Simon had seen it.  

He had taken a few things - a still saw, some carpenter’s tools. But he’d not known 

how to find a buyer, and asked Gary, showing him the tools in his shed, which had been a 

mistake. Gary had offered to find Simon a buyer if Simon helped him hide more stuff. At 

first Simon went along with it; then, when he tried to back out, Gary turned nasty.  

Simon was caught in a classic piece of petty blackmail: if he refused to let Gary use 

the shed, Gary and his friends might beat him up, inform on him, or both. If he allowed 

Gary to carry on, he was paid a share of the proceeds. Simon took the money, and said 

nothing. 

‘They stored stuff until they could sell it,’ he said. ‘I never looked in there.’ He 

glanced at his mother, embarrassed. ‘OK, it was wrong but it doesn’t mean I killed 

anyone, does it?’ 

Sarah shook her head, wordlessly. It just means you were stupid, Simon. Again. He 

read the message in her eyes. 

‘So Gary used your shed to hide stolen property,’ Lucy confirmed. ‘So what about 

this balaclava your mother found there? And the watch and the ring?’ 

‘I told you, I was sick of it! I don’t know nowt about them!’ 

Sarah spoke for the first time. ‘You told me you might have made a hood, Simon. 

Don’t you remember? For a laugh, you said.’ 

‘I was just winding you up, mum. Forget it.’ 

‘Winding me up! For Christ’s sake, the police think that hood was used in a rape! 

And they say it’s got your hairs in it!’ 

‘What?’ 

Lucy squeezed Sarah’s arm hard under the table, but it was too late. The diplomatic 

approach had ended. Sarah explained what Terry had told her about the hairs. ‘They’re 

the same colour as yours - red-gold - short like yours is, and they were found in your 

shed. Can you blame them for thinking it you who wore that hood?’ 

Simon shook his head wordlessly, looking wildly around the room as if for 

exoneration from some invisible audience. Sarah continued, remorselessly. ‘So if you did 



make it and wear it as a joke, Simon, you’d better tell Lucy how it happened, because 

otherwise ...’ 

‘It was a stupid joke, Mum. I didn’t mean it.’ 

‘What was the joke? Wearing the hood or telling me you wore it?’ 

‘Telling you I did. It’s not true, OK? I didn’t even know the bloody thing was there!’ 

‘Oh, Simon, Simon.’ Sarah shook her head sadly. ‘How am I to believe you?’ 

‘If you don’t believe me, Mum, I don’t want you here. You just make it worse.’ He 

looked at Lucy. ‘Maybe she should go.’ 

Lucy compromised. ‘Your mum’s almost the only person who does believe you, 

Simon. Without her you’ll have no friends left. But you did promise to be quiet, Sarah. 

Remember?’ 

‘OK, OK.’ Sarah held up her hands. ‘Fine. You talk, I’ll listen. But remember, 

Simon, Lucy can only defend you if you tell her a story that makes sense, and is 

preferably true. So no more stupid jokes, for God’s sake, now.’ 

‘Do you see me laughing?’ 

‘Simon, just let me get this right,’ Lucy continued. ‘You’re telling us that you never 

wore the balaclava, so the hairs inside it can’t possibly be yours. Is that it?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘OK. Well, the hairs have been sent for DNA tests, so we’ll know in a few weeks 

whether they’re yours or not. They can tell to within one probability in several hundred 

thousand, which makes it virtually certain. Do you still say they’re not yours?’ 

However gently put, it was a killer question, as both Sarah and Lucy knew. They 

watched keenly for his response. To their surprise it came swiftly. ‘Yes, sure. They can’t 

be mine, I never wore it.’ When they didn’t react immediately he looked at them in 

astonishment. ‘OK?’ 

Lucy recovered first. ‘Good. If you’re right then the test will prove you’re innocent 

of any crimes connected with the hood. That’s the great thing about DNA testing; it 

works both ways.’ 

A brief, nervous smile crossed Simon’s face. ‘Good news at last, then. So what are 

you two getting your knickers in such a twist for?’ 

‘Because we’re worried for you, Simon. The police are trying to use the evidence of 

this hood, and the things in your shed, to pin more crimes on you. It’s only because your 

mum found out what they’re thinking that we’re able to ask you these questions now, 

before they do.’ 

Simon looked dazed. ‘More crimes? Like what?’ 

‘Do you know Sharon Gilbert?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘The woman who was raped. Your mum defended him. Remember?’ 

‘Oh, yes, her.’ Simon’s look of confusion turned to incredulity. ‘No, of course I 

don’t. I saw her in court, that’s all. Right slapper, I thought.’ 

‘So you’ve never met her or talked to her in any way?’ 

‘No!’ He stared from one to the other in astonishment. ‘And I didn’t rape her either, 

for heaven’s sake! I thought Gary did it.’ 

‘He was acquitted.’ Lucy shifted in her chair, uncomfortably. ‘This all stems from 

the hairs in that hood, Simon, you see. If they’re yours, they may try to prove that you 

raped that woman. Whoever did it was masked, after all, with a hood like the one found 



in your shed. From their point of view it’ll clear another crime off their books. So if they 

are your hairs ...’ 

‘Well they’re not and I didn’t. For Christ’s sake! Isn’t it enough that I’m charged 

with murdering Jasmine?’ 

‘That’s not the end of the story, I’m afraid. About a year ago, did you do some 

building repairs at the university?’ 

Sarah studied the expression on shock and confusion on Simon’s face closely. It 

seemed genuine, but she no longer trusted her own judgement. Nothing seemed real any 

more. Was he really perplexed, or had he become, as so many people did, a consummate 

actor under the pressure of the fight to preserve his freedom?  

If I no longer believe him, what will I do then? 

‘A bit, yeah. Some pointing, refixing window frames, and a wall to rebuild. Why?’ 

‘You remember the police coming round? About a student called Karen Whitaker?’ 

‘I remember the girl,’ said Simon slowly. 

‘What do you remember, Simon?’ 

‘She was attacked in the woods - oh God!’ He stood up abruptly. ‘They’re not saying 

I did that too? This is bloody ridiculous!’ 

‘What the police say, Simon, is that Gary saw some nude pictures in her room, and 

showed them to his mates. Like you. You all had a laugh about them. Do you remember 

that?’ 

Simon’s face was flushed, there were beads of sweat on his forehead. ‘Yeah, OK, 

yeah, I remember some nudey pictures. They were all over her room. So what? It’s not a 

crime, is it?’ 

‘Not to look, no, Simon. But a few days later someone - maybe a man who saw those 

photos - attacked the girl and her boyfriend when they were taking some more pictures in 

the woods. And her attacker was wearing a black balaclava hood.’ 

‘Oh, I get it. So they think I attacked this girl as well, because this hood was found in 

my shed with these hairs inside. Is that it?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Lucy patiently. ‘And the main piece of evidence that they have is another 

hair. The attacker was trying to bind the girl with tape, and a hair from his arm got stuck 

on it. So they’re trying to match the DNA from that hair to the DNA from the ones in the 

hood. And then compare the results from both of these to the sample they took from you.’ 

‘My God.’ Simon dropped his head into his hands for a moment, then looked up, 

shaking his head slowly. ‘What’s it like, mum, to have a serial rapist for a son? Will they 

lock me in a cave with a glass wall, like in Silence of the Lambs? It couldn’t be much 

worse than this shit hole, could it? Jesus! The world’s gone mad! They don’t just think I 

murdered Jasmine, but ...’  

He paused, tears in his eyes, unable to go on. ‘ ... God, Jasmine. As if that wasn’t 

enough. And now this! Rape this Sharon woman, attack this student what’s her name - 

Whitaker? All because of the hairs in a hood that Gary must have left in my shed, the 

bastard!’ An idea came to him suddenly. ‘They must be his hairs, mustn’t they? It’s his 

hood, he did it!’ 

‘No. His hair’s brown,’ said Lucy quietly. ‘Anyway his DNA doesn’t match 

Whitaker’s attacker. They’re not his.’ 

‘Well, they’re not bloody mine either!’ Simon stared at them both furiously, trying to 

pierce through the masks of concern and sympathy to what they really thought. ‘You’ve 



got to believe me, all right? Mum? Come on now, this is a load of crap, I didn’t do any of 

these things! They’re not my hairs in the hood, OK?’ 

‘OK, Simon,’ Sarah said quietly. ‘If that’s what you say, I believe you.’ 

‘Thank Christ for that.’ He held her gaze, trying to reassure himself that what she 

said was really true. She gazed back, trying to do the same in return. Both wanted to 

believe the other, but neither found that they could quite, completely, manage it. 

Simon turned away first, to Lucy. ‘So, is that it, then? All my multiple crimes?’ 

Lucy sighed. ‘Not quite, Simon, I’m afraid. There are two more they’ll probably 

want to ask you about. Helen Steersby and Maria Clayton.’ 

Not for the first time, Churchill was castigating Terry. His ammunition had come to light 

during further investigations into Simon’s background. Tracy had discovered it, but 

Churchill latched onto it with delight. Terry sensed the atmosphere as soon as he entered 

the room. 

‘At last! The man himself!’ Churchill was perched on a table, with one foot on a 

chair and the other swinging free, beaming. Harry Easby and Mike Candor seemed to 

share his mood, but Tracy looked flushed, embarrassed maybe. She flashed Terry a look 

which he was unable to interpret - a warning, or a hint of pity, perhaps?  

‘You remember how convinced you were, Terence, that our Simon had no 

connection with any crime except the murder of his girlfriend? He couldn’t possibly be 

our phantom rapist, you said, he doesn’t have the right profile. No criminal record, and 

no connection with the first murder, Maria Clayton. Remember that, Terence old son?’ 

‘Yes. It’s true, isn’t it?’ 

‘Not any more it isn’t, no siree! Wrong on both counts. Tell me, when you made 

your list of possible contacts with Maria Clayton, you checked all her clients, right? And 

then the building workers, of whom friend Harker was one?’ 

‘Yes,’ Terry agreed cautiously. 

‘But what you didn’t check, old son, was who delivered things to those building 

workers. They needed bricks, sand, cement, all that kind of stuff. And they didn’t collect 

it themselves, they had it delivered from a builders’ merchant called Robsons. Who just 

happened to employ, for a period of three weeks, guess who?’ 

A sick, empty feeling flooded Terry’s stomach. ‘Not Simon Newby?’ 

‘The very same, old son. The very same.’  

‘But ... for three weeks, you say?’ Terry floundered feebly. ‘Was that the same 

period ...’ The triumph on Churchill’s face told him the answer before he had finished the 

question. 

‘More or less, yes. We’ll come to that. But first, Tracy here has charmed their 

manager into showing her all his delivery notes, and - you guessed it - the driver who 

delivered two separate loads to Maria’s house was none other than Simon Newby. We’ve 

got the sheets, look, with his signature on both.’ 

Terry took the two pink sheets, stunned. The signature S Newby was quite plain at 

the bottom of each. He looked up, catching Tracy’s eye. He saw what the anguished 

expression her face meant now. It was an apology, and underneath that an expression of 

pity. I didn’t mean to show you up, her face was saying, but what could I do? These are 

the facts, and we should have discovered them before. 

Worse was to come. 



‘You haven’t asked why he only worked for three weeks,’ Churchill prompted 

gloatingly. 

But you’re going to tell me, Terry thought. ‘All right, why?’ 

Churchill nodded to Tracy. ‘Your discovery. You tell him.’ 

In a cool, neutral voice Tracy said: ‘He was dismissed after a complaint from a 

female employee. She says he felt her legs, and sexually harassed her.’ 

‘But why isn’t this on the computer?’ Terry asked. ‘He hasn’t got a record - I 

checked.’ 

‘The manager didn’t want a fuss. He gave young Simon his cards the same day, and 

said if he ever came back he’d call the police. So that was that.’ 

‘My God.’ Terry sank down on a chair. ‘What day was that?’ 

‘March 7th. Two days before they started work on the extension. But it still gives 

him a link to Maria Clayton, doesn’t it?’  

Terry nodded numbly. ‘Have you got this woman’s statement?’ 

Tracy passed him a sheet of paper. ‘Here.’ As Terry read, his nausea increased. The 

image of Sarah Newby came back to him, standing slim, upright and alone outside her 

son’s house, protesting his innocence. What had he thought, as he left? She’ll grow old 

like that, no career, no family, all alone. 

And then a second thought, worse than the first. Had she known about this, when 

they met? Had she already known her son had lost a job for - what did this statement say? 

He touched my legs from behind when I was bent over picking something up, and when I 

protested he grabbed my wrists and asked if I’d let him fuck me.  

Wonderful! And he’d told Sarah that in his - Terry’s - judgement her son couldn’t 

have committed these crimes, because he just wasn’t like that. How could his judgement 

be so wrong? Because - face it, Terry - you were infatuated by the boy’s mother, so you 

wanted it to be true. You were trying to please her. But if she knew about this, she must 

have been laughing up her sleeve as I spoke, taking me for a sucker all along. 

Dear God, Terry thought. I can’t do this job any more. I’ve lost my touch. 

With deep satisfaction, Churchill was watching Terry’s reaction. ‘Don’t take it 

personally, old son,’ he said, in his oiliest manner. ‘The world is full of surprises.’ 

‘I read about it in the paper, that’s all,’ said Simon firmly. ‘No more than that.’ 

‘You never met this woman, Maria Clayton, then?’ Lucy asked, patiently. 

Simon shook his head. ‘Not that I remember, no.’ 

‘Never went to her house, worked on any buildings there?’ 

‘What’s the address again?’ 

‘47, Flaxton Gardens. It’s in Strensall.’ 

‘I’ve had that many jobs ... but no. No, I never worked there.’ 

‘And Gary didn’t talk to you about her?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘All right.’ Lucy made a brief note on her pad. ‘Well, as far as we know, that’s the 

only possible connection between you and Maria Clayton - the fact that you know Gary 

who did some building work there. It’s not much, so let’s forget it. But then there’s Helen 

Steersby.’ 

‘Another one?’ Simon shook his head wearily. ‘It’s daft, all this.’ 

‘DCI Churchill doesn’t think so. It seems that a schoolgirl, Helen Steersby, was 

accosted by a man when she was riding her pony in the woods, not far from the shopping 



development. He tried to pull her off her pony, but she hit him with her riding crop and 

rode away.’ 

‘What’s this got to do with me?’ Simon asked wearily. 

‘Nothing, I hope. But the girl made a photofit of what she thought the man looked 

like. And since they claim it looks a bit like you, they want you to go in for an identity 

parade.’ 

‘They’re screwy,’ said Simon, putting a finger to his forehead and turning it like a 

screwdriver. ‘Totally screwless. If they lose any more their heads’ll drop off.’ He laughed 

manically, gratified to draw a faint smile from Lucy. 

‘So you didn’t attack a young girl on a pony? On...’ She checked her notes. ‘9th 

March?’ 

‘As it happens, no, I didn’t. It was only little lasses on elephants that day. And 

giraffes.’ He laughed mirthlessly. ‘Look, can’t you just stop it, all of it? I didn’t even 

know any of these bloody women, let alone rape them or murder them or drag them off 

their stupid ponies. I didn’t hurt anyone except Jasmine. Christ!’ 

He got abruptly from his chair again and drummed his fists on the wall, hard, so that 

flakes of plaster floated down. Then he noticed that both women had fallen silent, staring 

at him. 

‘What?’ 

Sarah drew a deep breath. ‘You said you hurt Jasmine, Simon.’ 

‘Oh. Yeah, well I mean I hit her, mum. In the street, you know that.’ 

‘And that’s all?’ 

‘Of course that’s all! Jesus!’ He kicked the chair aside with a crash, and leaned 

forward, both hands on the table, glaring into his mother’s face. ‘You said you believed 

me, didn’t you?’ 

‘I’m trying to, Simon. You’re not making it easy.’ 

‘Well try harder, can’t you? I’ve got no one else.’ 

Once again their eyes locked. All Sarah could see was the face of an angry, hurt 

young man, thrust deliberately forward a few inches from her own. The smack of the 

chair hitting the wall still rang in her ears, and the sense of rage and injustice radiated 

from him so palpably that if she had not been his mother he would have terrified her. 

She wondered how Jasmine would have coped with this level of fury from her lover. 

Was this why she left? Or had she - arrogant, beautiful, self-centred young woman that 

she was - actually enjoyed the reaction she could arouse? Maybe she even got a thrill out 

of his rage and the occasional slap or blow that she received, because it proved that she, 

not he, had emotional control. Was that why she had behaved as she did with David 

Brodie and Simon, playing games with the jealousy of both? Perhaps she enjoyed the 

game and wanted to see how much rage and jealousy she could provoke. That was very 

like the Jasmine Sarah remembered. Had she simply pushed the situation too far, tested 

Simon quite literally to destruction - the destruction of her own life? 

Sarah had never articulated this fear to herself so clearly before. Now it came all at 

once. It was the best explanation so far. And his own words had led to it. She gazed back 

at him coldly. 

Lucy tried again. ‘Sit down, Simon, please. We can’t discuss these things in a rage.’ 



‘I’m not in a bloody rage. I just want to be believed, that’s all.’ Slowly Simon 

withdrew from his aggressive crouch over the table, picked up the chair, and straddled it, 

still glowering at his mother. 

‘Thank you. Now look, if we’re going to defend you, we have to do a number of 

things. Firstly, we have to be sure that you’re going to plead not guilty. Because if you 

did kill Jasmine, we can mount a completely different defence, claiming that she 

provoked you and you didn’t know what you were doing. You understand all that?’ 

‘What?’ Simon’s rage switched to Lucy. ‘I didn’t bloody kill her. How many times 

...’ 

‘OK, OK ...’ Lucy raised her hands, but Simon was not propitiated. 

‘No it’s not OK, Mrs Parsons! Either you accept that I didn’t kill her, understand? I 

didn’t bloody do it! Or you can piss off out that door and I’ll get someone else! Get it?’ 

‘OK, Simon ...’ 

‘I’ll defend myself! I could do it a sight better than you, any road ...’ 

‘Simon!’ Sarah didn’t move but there was something in her voice so sharp and hard 

that it stopped him short like a small boy. ‘If you want Lucy to help you you’ll keep a 

clean tongue in your head and listen to her, all right? Because you’ve got no one else, no 

one better. If you even try to defend yourself like that, they’ll give you life with a 

minimum tariff of twenty years, straight off. And make no mistake, that’s what you’re 

looking at, if this goes wrong. This is the most serious thing in your whole life. Believe 

me.’ 

‘You think I don’t know that?’ 

‘Well, treat it seriously then. Listen to Lucy, think, and get a grip. Flying into a rage 

will get you nowhere at all.’ 

Except here, she told herself grimly. Maybe his rage was the cause of it all. 



Chapter Twenty-Eight 

SARAH WAS in court. Lucy had suggested that she take a holiday, but Sarah found 

work therapeutic; after all, whatever happened to Simon, she told herself grimly, she 

would have a life afterwards, a daughter to support, and a career that she had struggled to 

achieve; she wasn’t going to abandon that now. Not even for Simon. 

She could accept sympathy, from her colleagues. But not pity, not from anyone. 

This morning’s case, however, had hardly boosted her confidence. The accused, a 

well-known thug, had been seen eating a chicken sandwich in a supermarket without 

paying for it. When the police arrested him they found, to their delight, a replica gun in 

his pocket. He was charged with going to the supermarket armed, intending to commit an 

offence. With his previous convictions for armed robbery, this was a serious matter. 

Sarah, in defence, had argued that her client had been simply carrying the weapon, 

with no intention to use it. Her client had neither intended to commit armed robbery nor 

done so; he had simply eaten a chicken sandwich, and left the store peacefully. It was 

petty theft, no more. 

The judge listened, smiled, and gave her client seven years for armed robbery. 

She walked disconsolately back to her chambers, still in her gown, her wig in her 

hand. A group of foreign tourists photographed her as she waited to cross the road. 

God help Simon if he gets a judge like that, she thought. Or a barrister like me. 

Seven years for stealing a sandwich! As she crossed the road she saw Terry coming 

towards her on the opposite pavement. She smiled as he approached. 

‘Hello, Sarah. Can we talk?’ 

Something in his manner made her heart lurch unpleasantly. ‘What, here?’ 

He looked around. ‘Wherever. It won’t take long.’ 

‘There’s a bench free by the river. Let’s go there.’ 

They sat on the bench and watched a pleasure cruiser move upstream. Terry watched 

it briefly, then met her eyes. She saw no warmth, no sympathy. 

‘Terry, what is it? What do you know?’ 

‘It’s more what I don’t know and what you do,’ he said harshly. ‘For instance about 

your son’s previous jobs and how he lost one of them.’ 

‘Terry, I don’t understand. What jobs?’ 

‘You really didn’t know, when you spoke to me the other night? That he worked as a 

delivery driver for Robsons, the builders’ merchants?’ 

‘So? He’s had dozens of jobs.’ 

‘He was sacked from this one.’ Terry studied her keenly. ‘You know why, don’t 

you?’ 

‘No! Terry, what is this?’ 

‘He stuck his hand up the secretary’s skirt.’ 



‘Oh my God.’ A mother with a toddler frowned disapprovingly. ‘How do you know 

this?’ 

‘Tracy found out. And what’s worse, he delivered two loads of building materials to 

Maria Clayton, the prostitute who was murdered. So he did have a connection with her, 

after all.’ 

‘It doesn’t mean he killed her.’ Sarah’s voice was faint, little above a whisper. 

‘Of course not, yet. But Churchill thinks it will. His theory is that Simon had sex 

with her, it went wrong somehow, and snap, something broke in his head and the first of 

these killings started. With the balaclava and the knife.’ 

He flew into a rage, Sarah thought. Like yesterday in the prison. 

‘All this because he delivered things to her house? Terry, really!’ 

‘I’m just telling you how he’s thinking.’ Terry heard the strain in her voice and saw 

her fingers shaking. ‘Sarah, are you really saying you didn’t know?’ 

‘I knew he had the job, yes, but not every delivery he made. Why should I?’ And 

why should I believe what he told me yesterday? She gazed unseeing at some tourists 

feeding a swan. ‘And certainly not how he was sacked. Jesus, Terry!’ 

In profile, he thought he saw tears in her eye. He got up. 

‘Well, that’s it. I really shouldn’t tell you any of this. I have to go.’ 

She stood to detain him. ‘Terry. I thought we were friends.’ 

‘I saw Maria’s body, Sarah.’ 

‘And I saw Jasmine’s. You know that, you were there.’ 

‘Yes.’ He hesitated. ‘Look, there are still the DNA tests. I’ll let you know.’ 

Then he left, with that long, loping stride that would make it impossible for her to 

catch him without running and making herself look ridiculous.  

She stood and stared after him while a tourist, an enormously fat man in blue shorts 

and orange teeshirt, took a photo of her with an expensive Japanese camera. 

‘All right, let’s go through this again. You stuck your hand up this woman’s skirt.’ 

‘It was a joke, mum. She was a fat cow, she’d been giving everyone grief, and when 

she bent over she farted. The other drivers were pissing themselves.’ 

‘And so you got the sack for molesting her.’ 

‘She only had the job because she was the boss’s moron sister. She deserved it.’ 

‘Oh, Simon, Simon.’ Sarah shook her head in despair. ‘You realize what they’ll 

make of this, don’t you?’ 

‘Mum, the woman’s still alive ...’ 

‘But Maria Clayton isn’t, is she? And you delivered building materials to her house.’ 

‘I never met the woman, mum. Honest. She wasn’t there.’ 

‘Two days ago you told us you’d never been there.’ Sarah jabbed her finger at 

Lucy’s notes. ‘Never worked there, you said. Never saw her.’ 

‘Yeah, well. There were that many deliveries ...’ 

‘You lied to me, Simon. Again.’ 

‘I forgot, mum. That’s all.’ 

Sarah sighed, speechless. They had been in this dreary prison room for half an hour 

now. Simon gazed sulkily at the clouds outside the window. Sarah fiddled with the 

wedding ring on her finger. After a pause, Lucy resumed.  

‘All right. Let’s leave that and concentrate on the murder of Jasmine, which is the 

only thing you’ve been charged with so far. We’ve agreed that you’re pleading not guilty. 



So we have to establish several things. First, what exactly did happen on that day, the last 

day you saw her, and whether you have any witnesses to prove it. Second, we have to 

examine all the evidence that the police produce, and in particular why your trainers and 

breadknife have Jasmine’s blood on.’ 

‘I told you. She cut her thumb in the kitchen.’ 

‘Yes. The pathologist’s report confirms there was a small cut on her thumb ...’ 

‘I put a plaster on it,’ Simon said. 

‘But he doesn’t mention a plaster. I’ll check that, though.’ Lucy frowned, and made 

a note. ‘Third - this is the least important but it would be wonderful if we could do it - we 

have to think about who did kill her if you didn’t.’ 

‘What do you mean, least important? It seems like the most important to me.’ 

‘Of course it’s important, Simon,’ Lucy explained patiently. ‘But it’s not strictly our 

job. It’s a matter for the police. All we have to demonstrate is that you didn’t kill her. Or 

in fact less than that - simply that there’s no evidence that you did. But believe me, even 

that’s going to be hard enough. Finding out who did do it is another matter altogether.’ 

‘Well, I can give you one name for a start. David Brodie. He should be locked up 

instead of me, the bastard! See how he likes it!’ 

‘Why do you say that, Simon?’ 

‘Well, isn’t it obvious?’ Simon snorted contemptuously. ‘She was living with him 

but he was no good at sex - she told me. That’s why she came back - treated me like a 

fucking stud! Well, he must have known that, mustn’t he? She needed it too much, she’d 

have told him. So that would have driven him mad, even a wimp like him. And where 

was her body found? Quarter of a mile from his house. So why aren’t they searching his 

place, eh? Looking for bloody knives in his cupboard?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ Lucy answered cautiously. ‘I can ask the police, though.’ 

‘Well, ask then, will you? Please?’ Simon glanced aside at his mother. 

Sarah smiled faintly, encouraging his attempt at politeness. ‘We’ll ask, certainly. But 

while we’re on this, Simon, what about another possibility? Gary Harker?’ 

‘Gary?’ he said. His face paled slightly. ‘Why him?’ 

‘Well, he’s a violent man, as you know. He almost certainly raped Sharon Gilbert, 

and ...’ Sarah hesitated. She hadn’t told Simon how Gary had attacked her, and she didn’t 

want to tell him now. Partly because she was ashamed of the whole incident and wanted 

to block it out, but more because she feared Simon’s response. He would be outraged by 

an attack on his mother, and she’d had enough of his rage already. No doubt the prison 

warders had too. 

So she continued, rather feebly: ‘... and he has a record of petty crime and violence 

going back to his teens. In addition to which he had met Jasmine, hadn’t he? At your 

house?’ 

‘Yeah, I suppose he had, once or twice. But he had nowt to do with her, surely?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ Sarah said. ‘I wasn’t there.’ 

‘No, well, he didn’t. She was always with me when he was there, and ... Christ, I’ll 

kill the bastard if he’s touched her!’ 

‘We don’t know that he did, Simon,’ Sarah said. ‘It’s just that, you see, he’s the sort 

of man who could have killed her, isn’t he? If he asked her for sex, perhaps, and she 

refused.’ 



‘Jesus.’ Simon banged his forehead with his fist, repeatedly. The thought of Gary 

with Jasmine clearly hurt him badly. 

‘So if you can think of any occasions, any incidents that might suggest his 

involvement, tell us about them and we’ll pass them on to the police and if possible use 

them in court,’ Lucy continued. ‘Any suggestion that someone else may have killed her is 

good. But Gary’s rather a long shot. He was only released from court on the afternoon of 

the day she died. You didn’t see him at any time that day, did you?’ 

Simon looked at her blankly. ‘No, how could I? I was with Jasmine all afternoon, in 

bed mostly. I didn’t see him there.’ 

‘He didn’t come round to your house, ring you, anything like that?’ 

‘No.’ He swallowed nervously. ‘Look, if he killed her - and you’re right, mum, he 

could have, he’s the sort of bastard who could, no doubt about that - then I don’t know 

why or how he met her. But - oh God ...’ He sank his head in his hands, and Sarah 

realised he was crying. ‘ ... it’s bad enough that she’s dead, but to think it might be him 

...’ 

They waited until he recovered his composure. Sarah remembered the suspicion she 

had voiced so unwillingly to Terry Bateson the other night; what if this series of crimes 

had actually been perpetrated by two men, working together, one perhaps under the 

influence of the other? Had Gary controlled her son, in some way? 

When he looked up, wiping his eyes with his sleeve, she asked gently: ‘Why do you 

hate him so much, Simon?’ 

‘Because ...’ He shook his head. ‘No, I can’t.’ 

‘Because what? Tell me.’ 

Still no response. He looked away from her, at the wall, but found no comfort there. 

Lucy added her voice. ‘Come on, Simon. We can’t help you if we don’t know.’ 

‘Oh God!’ He put his hands flat on the table, looked at the two women desperately. 

‘Because I’m afraid of him, that’s why, if you really have to know. So if he can scare me, 

what he might have done to Jasmine ...’ 

‘What did he do to you, Simon?’ 

‘It wasn’t just him.’ He took a deep breath. ‘Him and that bastard Sean. They beat 

me up in the loo and ... I shit myself.’ He shook his head violently from side to side, as 

though to escape the memory. ‘They stuck my face down the loo ... That’s why I let them 

use the bloody shed! I don’t want to talk about it, mum, I’m sorry.’ 

He got up and turned away from them again, banging the wall repeatedly with the 

flat of his hand, and then his head, thump, thump ... 

Sarah stood up and held him, put her hand on his forehead so that he would have to 

bang that if he wanted to bang his head. She could feel him sobbing, her big strong son ... 

She put her slim arms around him but how could they protect, if his own strength had 

been destroyed?  

He tried to push her off but she wouldn’t let go. As she held him she met Lucy’s 

eyes and they both thought, we’re Gary Harker’s defence team, we got him off ... 

At last Simon sat down. Ashamed and embarrassed, he tried to regain his dignity. 

‘I’m sorry, it weren’t that bad really, just their idea of a filthy joke. But no one’s ever 

done owt like that to me before and if they tried I could always stop them. But not these 

two. And the thought of him, either of ‘em, having to do with Jasmine, it’s ... I don’t 

want to think of it.’ 



Two of them, Sarah thought. But not Simon and Gary, after all ... 

Terry was at home, in his living room, reading. His daughters were, he hoped, asleep. His 

Norwegian nanny, Trude, was on the phone in the corridor, talking to her boyfriend. 

Terry could hear the conversation but he wasn’t intruding; he couldn’t, he didn’t know 

any Norwegian. 

He was reading Maria Clayton’s diary. Re-reading it, rather; he had read it several 

times before. It was an odd mixture of personal appointments, notes, lists, philosophical 

reflections and comments on her clients.  

It was the latter, naturally, which interested Terry most. They had a wide number of 

preferences, some of which, clearly, Maria had found amusing. Terry sympathized with 

her. Why, for example, would a salesman, married with two children, want to dress up as 

a French maid and have his bottom spanked if he spilt Maria’s drinks? Or a bank 

manager pay her to cover his erect penis with ice cream and lick it slowly off while he 

gave her £5 notes? 

No wonder some of these men had been reluctant to help the police enquiry. Still, 

Terry thought, such activities were harmless, if absurd. Whatever the men who indulged 

in them were, they were not dangerous psychopaths. 

So it was the other details Terry was checking on now. The appointments, the notes. 

He checked them all, one by one, against a timetable of the last two months of Maria’s 

life. It was a slow, painstaking search for the one vital clue which would throw 

everything else into place. 

But not tonight, it seemed. He yawned, his mind wandering. Best to stop now, he 

told himself, before I miss something. He heard Trude put the phone down in the corridor 

and as she came in he dropped the diary gratefully on the sofa beside him. 

‘How’s Odd?’ 

She smiled. ‘Oh, happy, I think. His team won yesterday so - that makes up for me.’ 

‘He prefers football to you?’ 

‘Sometimes, yes, I think he does.’ 

He gazed at her, astonished - this slender young woman with the cropped teeshirt 

and provocative, lithe bellybutton. ‘How could he, Trude? That’s really odd, you know.’ 

‘It is, isn’t it? Let’s hope he’s not bent as well.’ 

It was an old joke between them. Terry had been bemused to learn that her 

Norwegian boyfriend was called Odd, and astounded to hear of other boys in Norway 

called Bent. Later he had learned that she herself had nearly been christened not Trude, 

but Randi. 

He could imagine what the lads at work would have said about that. It was hard 

enough anyway, sharing a house with a lovely young girl in whose eyes he was, 

presumably, geriatric. He had wondered sometimes what might happen if she ever cast an 

erotic glance his way; but sadly, it seemed the thought never entered her head. 

‘I’m off to bed soon,’ she said innocently. ‘Would you like a drink, Terry?’ 

‘A hot chocolate if you’re making one. Thanks.’ 

While Trude made the drinks Terry thought about his conversation with Sarah earlier 

that day. Had he been too harsh? No, probably he’d been too soft before. All that guff the 

other night about Simon being not the type to commit such crimes was just self-deception 

on his part.  



 Churchill was right. The lad had assaulted a secretary and hit his girlfriend; why 

couldn’t he murder as well? He had a problem relating to girls; probably caused by his 

bitchy, over-achieving mother. I should keep clear; the pair of them are nothing but 

trouble. 

When Trude had gone to bed he picked up the diary and leafed backwards to an 

entry that had puzzled him earlier. It seemed to refer to one of Maria Clayton’s clients. 

He read it again. 

S big promise, no result. Gets it up but can’t get it out. V frust for him, poor lamb, 

blames me. Outside? No way, Jose, I say. 

What did it mean? Terry wondered. Like many entries it seemed to refer to a client 

with sexual difficulties. But Maria’s attempts at therapy had caused more frustration, 

which he apparently blamed on her. Outside? was a little more puzzling. Was the man 

waiting for her outside the house, and she had told him to leave - No way, Jose, I say? Or 

had he, perhaps, wanted to have sex outdoors? 

Either way, it was interesting. Maria had refused, leaving the man frustrated; so he 

might have returned to force himself upon her. And his name, apparently, began with S. 

Well, there were millions of Samuels and Sidneys and Stephens in the world, and no 

doubt several had come to Maria. Simon began with S, too. Could he be the client Maria 

was referring to here? 

On reflection, Terry doubted it. Firstly, the diary entry was dated 18th April, a 

fortnight after Gary and the others had finished the extension, and six weeks since March 

5th, Simon’s only recorded visit. 

And what about big promise, no result? It seemed to suggest some sort of impotence 

in the man. Yet everything Terry had learned about Simon suggested a vigorous, healthy, 

red-blooded young male, violent and aggressive perhaps but hardly someone who, in bed 

with Maria, would have the slightest difficulty in getting it up. And yet, and yet ... what 

other sexual problems were there? It wasn’t a subject Terry was expert in. 

Most of Maria’s clients, he reflected, had been middle-aged men like, well, himself. 

The ones he felt least sympathy for were those with a wife and children at home, but 

others had reached their early forties to find themselves single, or divorced, or widowed 

as he was. Their need for discreet sexual gratification was easy enough to understand. 

Easier, at least, than a desire to rape and murder. 

He yawned and finished his chocolate. Then he climbed the stairs quietly to the 

landing, crept into his daughters’ bedroom, and listened for the reassurance of their quiet 

steady breathing. Trude’s light, he noticed as he came out, was still on under her door. 

Writing to Odd, perhaps. 

He went into his own room, undressed, put on his pyjamas, and climbed wearily into 

bed. 



Chapter Twenty-Nine 

THE INSPECTOR smiled. ‘You must be Helen Steersby?’ 

The girl nodded, and Lucy thought how young she was. Like many fourteen year 

olds she was long-limbed and gawky but still obviously a child, even if she was tall 

enough to look adults in the eye. Lucy imagined her being assaulted by a burly young 

thug in a mask, and shuddered. 

Inspector Harvey, in charge of the identification parade, introduced Lucy to the girl 

and her mother, then explained the procedure. ‘Through that door you’ll find a long 

window in one wall. Behind that window you’ll see ten young men. They can’t see you, 

because the window is made of one-way glass. Do you understand that?’ 

‘Yes,’ Helen said quietly. Her expression, Lucy noted, was anxious, determined, and 

deeply serious. If she does pick Simon out, she’ll make an impressive witness. 

‘I want you to look at each man very carefully, at least twice. There’s no hurry, take 

as long as you want. It’s quite possible that the man who attacked you isn’t there at all. If 

he isn’t, just say so.’ 

‘OK.’ 

‘But if you do recognize him, tell me the number. Nothing else, just his number. 

OK?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Right then. Mrs Parsons, are you satisfied?’  

‘Yes.’ Lucy was here on Simon’s behalf to ensure that everything was done 

correctly. They went through the door, and saw a row of young men behind the glass, 

quite unaware of their presence. Each young man wore a black woolly hat. Several wore 

ear rings but not Simon; Lucy had persuaded him to remove his. Helen peered at them 

nervously. 

Inspector Harvey spoke into a microphone. ‘Would you all stand up, please. Look 

straight ahead, until I tell you to move again.’ 

As Helen moved along the line Lucy recalled the photofit that she and Simon had 

been shown that morning. Only when he had put the woolly hat on, had the likeness 

become really close. She looked at him now and thought it’s the nose. That flat, 

prominent nose will give him away. She drove her fingernails into her palm and watched 

silently. 

Helen paused at number two, Simon’s position. She studied him for a long, long time 

before moving on. It’s all over, Lucy thought, she’s recognized him. But the girl was 

very conscientious. She spent almost as much time on each one. When she reached the 

end she looked questioningly at Inspector Harvey. 

‘Look again carefully, Helen. We’ve got all the time in the world.’ 



Helen walked slowly back along the line. She looked long and hard at Simon, but 

equally long and hard at number 7 who also had a large nose, and at two others whose 

noses were not prominent at all. Then she looked a third time, and turned to Inspector 

Harvey.  

‘He’s not here.’ 

Lucy breathed a silent sigh of relief. 

‘You can’t identify any of these men as the one who attacked you?’ 

‘No. I’m sorry, but you did say ...’ The girl looked crestfallen, on the verge of tears. 

‘Yes, of course, Helen, that’s fine. It’s very sensible and honest of you.’ Despite 

himself, he sighed. ‘That’s it, then. If you’d like to come this way ...’ 

‘She didn’t pick any of them?’ Churchill asked incredulously. 

‘Sorry, no.’ Inspector Harvey dropped his report on the desk. Churchill ignored it.  

‘Oh well. You did your best, I suppose.’ He glowered out of the window. 

‘I carried out the identification parade in the correct manner, if that’s what you 

mean.’ 

‘Of course that’s what I mean.’ 

 There had been an edge to Harvey’s voice which Churchill didn’t care for. By rights 

Harvey, a uniformed Inspector, should have called the new DCI Sir, but he hadn’t. 

Churchill wondered whether to make a point of it. Harvey was a well respected officer 

old enough to be his father. He decided against insisting on his rank. Instead he snatched 

up the report from the desk and skimmed swiftly through it. A copy of the photofit was 

attached. 

‘Was he wearing this?’ Churchill jabbed his finger at the earring in the photofit. 

‘I didn’t notice one, no.’ 

‘So did you say anything about it? Offer him one?’ 

‘We’d have had to fit earrings to all ten in the line up. We can’t do that. They all 

wore black woolly hats, though.’ 

‘Yes, well. Did she even look at Simon Newby?’ 

‘Very carefully, three times. But she was quite definite. Her attacker wasn’t there.’ 

‘Oh well. She’s only a kid, I suppose.’ Churchill said dismissively. ‘Thanks, Bill.’ 

As Harvey left Terry Bateson came in. Churchill thrust the report into his hands. 

‘Here. Look at that for a load of useless gibberish.’ 

Terry read it carefully. ‘I see.’ 

‘Total waste of time,’ Churchill muttered irritably. ‘I’ll bet Mrs solicitor Parsons told 

him to take his earring off, and Dixon of Dock Green there never noticed. It seems this 

city’s full of smartass lawyers and half-witted policemen. Tourist attraction, is it, 

Terence?’ 

The young woman had a thin face, no hair at all, and a line of studs like a scar in her right 

eyebrow. She wore baggy jeans and a purple teeshirt, and her hands, like her clothes, 

were strong, practical, and stained with dirt. A strong whiff of dope hung around her like 

a miasma. She draped herself luxuriously across Sarah’s armchair, her left leg dangling 

over the arm, her right hand waving in the air as though in search of a joint or cigar, and 

talked. 

She explained how global capitalism was destroying the environment, not just the 

physical environment like trees and fields and rivers, but the social environment too and 



the way people related to each other, and how much of this was supported by the 

traditional family which was really just a nursery producing children to feed the 

educational factories and workplaces of the exploiting classes, and how if anything was 

going to change this would have to change too, which was why it was vital that people on 

the tree protest came together to form new and ever-changing kaleidoscopic forms of 

social evolution which the pigs of fascist repression could never get their heads around or 

quite focus on, when ... 

Sarah finally interrupted her. ‘You came to tell me about Jasmine.’ 

Larry and Emily, who had brought this motormouth into her living room, watched 

from the sofa, nodding wisely as the diatribe continued. Had there been a twitch of 

amusement on Emily’s lips, Sarah wondered, or was she swallowing this tripe whole like 

medicine? 

‘Yes, well I was coming to that, Sacha ...’ 

‘Sarah.’ Or Mrs Newby to you, child, Sarah thought irritably, without saying it. 

‘Sarah, sorry. Well, I mean, like that’s what Jasmine was after, attempting to liberate 

herself, I mean free her whole psyche from the socio-economic forces of repression. She 

was working on herself through direct action against the chains of how she’d been 

brought up, and the way men - I’m sorry to say this but probably your son too, Sach - I 

mean Sarah, sorry - had dumped it all on her.’ 

‘What I’m really interested in,’ Sarah insisted tediously. ‘Is who might have killed 

her.’ 

It had been a long day, and what she really wanted was a glass of whisky and the 

chance to put her feet up on the chair as this girl was doing. The difference being that it 

was her whisky and her furniture; and her legs weren’t stained with mud. 

‘You said someone was following her,’ Larry prompted. It was kind of him and 

Emily to find this potential witness, Sarah thought; but surely they could have found 

someone a touch more focussed, less of a jargonaut. 

‘Yeah, she said. ‘It seemed like a joke at first, but in her case ...’ 

‘Did she say who she thought was following her?’ Sarah asked. 

‘Well again Sarah I’m sorry to say this but you’ve got to face that it might have been 

your own son. I mean like there were two of them but ...’ 

‘I’ve only got one son,’ Sarah pointed out. 

‘Two men in her life that were serving her, but I only met one, that Dave Brodie. He 

came to the protest but more to follow her, the way I saw it, and also because he thought 

the trees were pretty rather than understand them. I mean he was a typically repressed, 

anally retentive little shit, God knows what she saw in him but what she didn’t see was 

the real anger in him too, I mean he could easily have been on the other side of the 

barricade with a helmet and a chainsaw, I dunno what he was doing with us really, 

probably just trying to get into Jasmine’s knickers. Which he did, matter of fact.’ She 

laughed, and swung both feet over the arm of the chair. 

‘You said he was angry?’ 

‘Yeah, sure, jealous of the other guy, your son. Basic male hang-up, ownership 

thing.’ 

‘Did he ever threaten her, anything like that?’ 

‘They had rows, sure. Screaming matches in the camp. We watched. Liberation 

theatre, let it all hang out.’ 



‘When?’  

‘Couple of times. Once ...’ she glanced at Emily. ‘The night before you came, it 

was.’ 

‘That would be what - the 11th?’ Sarah made a note. ‘What happened exactly?’ 

‘Just bitching and screaming. He asked her to come home and she wouldn’t. She said 

she was tired of him and the protest mattered more than his kitchen floor, and if she did 

go anywhere it’d be to her mum. He said he knew where she went because he followed 

her and it wasn’t to her mum, and if she ever went there again he’d do something.’ 

‘What did he say he’d do?’ 

‘That’s just it.’ The girl laughed. ‘She asked him straight out and he couldn’t say, 

could he? I mean he’s just a little nerd, really, a nice guy if you fancy that sort of thing 

but he couldn’t hurt anyone could he? He’s not big enough.’ 

‘So what happened?’ 

‘He went home and she stayed. Then next day you came, I think.’ The girl nodded at 

Emily. ‘You swapped coats with her, and ... I think she took pity on him and went back. 

Probably thought he’d be all over her with gratitude, poor little prick.’ 

‘On the 12th?’ Sarah said. ‘The day before she died. Did you see her again on the 

13th?’ 

‘No, sorry. Saw him though.’ 

‘You saw David Brodie that day?’ 

The young woman frowned, the studs along her eyebrow writhing grotesquely. ‘I 

think it was then - yeah, right. I was having a wash that morning when he came in - 

cheeky devil, must go with working as a nurse - and asked where she was, was she back 

in camp. Seems they’d had another row at breakfast. So I said no, she’d probably gone to 

look for a real man in town. He’s such a little jerk, I couldn’t resist. Well, he marched off 

with steam coming out of his ears. But I dunno if he ever found her ...’ 

‘Did he say anything before he left?’ 

‘Just bullshit really - like he knew where she was, and if she wasn’t back that 

evening he’d sort her for good. It was a joke, really, macho crap like in the mouth of a 

wimp like him ...’ 

Her voice trailed away as the implication of what she had said became clear. Sarah 

made a hurried note. ‘In that case we may need you, Ms - what was your name again?’ 

‘Mandy. Mandy Kite.’ 

When at last Mandy had gone Sarah sat with Larry and Emily. Bob, who had refused to 

have anything to do with the woman, was making a curry in the kitchen. 

‘Well,’ Emily said. ‘What do you think?’ 

Sarah looked up from her notes. ‘I think,’ she said slowly. ‘That it’s promising, but it 

may mean nothing at all.’ 

‘Mum? Emily frowned, puzzled. ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ 

Sarah chewed her lip thoughtfully. ‘What you want it to mean, is that this David 

Brodie killed Jasmine, not Simon.’  

Emily nodded energetically. ‘Yes, exactly. You heard her, Mum - he had a row with 

her, he was furious, he marched off to look for her and sort things out ...’ 

‘But we don’t know if he found her, do we?’ 

‘Well, he was looking.’ 



‘According to Mandy. Not according to his statement to the police, though. I’ve seen 

it.’ 

‘So he’s lying!’ Emily burst out. ‘Of course he would if he killed her, wouldn’t he?’ 

Sarah studied her quietly. ‘It’s exactly what they say about Simon, isn’t it? That he 

killed her because he’s jealous, and then lied?’ 

Emily looked crestfallen. ‘Yes, but ...’ 

‘But like me, you don’t want to believe it. You want to blame someone else. But to 

do that we need proof. Look, Emily, I’ve made notes and we’ll get a proper statement 

from her in Lucy’s office tomorrow. Then Simon’s barrister can decide what to do with 

it. It may be useful but an allegation like that can also be very cruel.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Well, just think, Emily. What if this David didn’t do it and a lawyer says he did, 

how would that feel?’ 

‘It’s what your mother calls the game of proof,’ said Bob tactlessly from the kitchen 

door. ‘Other people call it lying to save your skin.’ 

‘Dad!’ Emily flared angrily. ‘We’re trying to save Simon!’ 

‘Which is all very well,’ said Bob gently. ‘If you don’t ruin other people’s lives in 

the process. We all want to save Simon if he’s innocent, but ...’ He paused. A silence, 

electric with bitter unspoken arguments, crackled between them.  

Carefully, to avoid an explosion, Sarah said: ‘There’s a lot of evidence which seems 

to suggest Simon’s guilt, but when it’s examined in court it may look rather different. 

And apart from this David Brodie, there’s at least one other possible suspect. A man 

called Gary Harker.’ 

‘The man you defended?’ Emily asked. 

Sarah nodded. Her eyes met Bob’s in an unspoken compact. Emily didn’t know that 

Gary had assaulted her. She’d explained her bruises as an accident with her bike - there 

were scratches on the petrol tank to prove it. She didn’t want Emily to know. Bob, for 

once, supported her. 

‘That’s just a coincidence,’ he said. ‘Obviously when your mother defended him she 

had no idea he might do this, if he did. Now come on, sit up. I don’t often cook but when 

I do I expect it to be treated with some respect.’ 

‘Mum,’ Emily’s eyes were bright with anxious curiosity. ‘Why do you think Gary 

Harker might have done it?’ 

As they sat at the table Sarah met her daughter’s eyes, and sighed. This wasn’t going 

to be an easy evening, after all. 

But then none of them ever were, any more. 



Chapter Thirty 

‘OH, HELLO. Mr ... Bates, isn’t it?’ 

‘Bateson. Detective Inspector.’ 

‘Ah yes. Well, come in.’ The slight frown that crossed the woman’s face, Terry 

thought, was nothing personal. It was to do with the painful memories he brought back. 

Ann Slingsby, a well-dressed, motherly woman in her fifties, had been Maria 

Clayton’s maid until her death last year. Her duties had been to answer the phone, make 

appointments, clean the house, and when necessary make tea for Maria’s clients when 

they arrived early, like a receptionist at a private clinic. She showed him into a living 

room furnished with comfortable flowery armchairs, lovingly polished china ornaments, 

an array of family photographs and a widescreen television. She poured tea into bone 

china cups, chattering cheerfully about her recent trip to the United States. 

‘But enough of my holiday stories. Have you caught that evil man yet?’ 

‘Not yet, no. So I’m checking every detail, to see if there’s anything we missed.’ 

‘Well, you’re lucky to find me, Inspector. Next week I start with an acupuncturist. 

He rang when I got back. One of Maria’s old clients, you know. Milk?’ 

‘Please.’ Terry sipped his tea appreciatively. Then he pulled a pink form out of his 

pocket, with the signature, S. Newby, at the bottom.  

‘Now, I believe Maria had a delivery of building materials on 5th March last year ...’ 

An hour later, two things had become clear. In the first place, Ann Slingsby did 

remember the young man who had delivered building materials on 5th March. A fair-

haired young man, she said, quite handsome but a bit uncouth in his manners. She 

remembered because there had been a problem about where to dump the materials. Maria 

had been away and left no instructions. 

‘Away where?’ Terry asked. 

‘Austria, skiing with her daughter. They came back on the 10th. Surely I told you 

before?’ 

‘No,’ said Terry, astonished. How could he have missed such a vital point? 

Presumably because no one had asked about these dates earlier; they hadn’t been 

important. But if Maria had been in Austria on the 5th, she couldn’t have met Simon. 

And he was sacked from his job on the 7th, three days before she returned. His 

connection with Maria’s death, so vital to Churchill’s suspicions, collapsed. So Sarah 

was hiding nothing after all, Terry thought. Simon never met her. 

The second discovery came when he showed Mrs Slingsby the entry in Maria’s 

diary.  

S big promise, no result. Gets it up but can’t get it out. V frust for him, poor lamb, 

blames me. Outside? No way, Jose, I say. 



‘The first part seems pretty clear ,’ Terry said. ‘A man with some kind of sexual 

problem, impotence of some kind. But she must have come across that more than once. It 

would be a speciality of hers, I suppose?’ 

‘Oh yes, she had her ways, dear.’ A friendly, knowing twinkle came into Ann 

Slingsby’s eyes. ‘And the last part probably means he asked her to do it outside and she 

wouldn’t. She had the neighbours to consider, after all.’ 

‘Yes, well, who do you think he could be, this S? It’s dated 18th May, after the 

builders left but about a month before she died. I’ve checked through the appointments 

book for that day but there’s no client whose name begins with S, or admits to a 

nickname that does, either.’ 

‘You asked them all, did you? Poor lambs.’ She took the diary and appointments 

book, poring over them carefully. ‘No, you’re right. Anyway ...’ she looked up, thinking 

hard. ‘It was around then that I was ill. Didn’t I tell you? Maria had to do all the 

reception for herself. Only a few days, but it could have been then.’ 

‘So you can’t guarantee who came on that day?’ 

‘No. I had tonsilitis, I was feverish. But I remember ... oh my goodness, I don’t think 

I told you this. That delivery driver.’ 

‘Who? Simon Newby?’ 

‘No. Not him, I mean the one who came later.’ 

‘There was another delivery driver? From the same firm?’ 

‘Yes. Robsons, wasn’t it? He brought the tiles for the roof.’ 

‘You don’t remember his name?’ 

‘Sorry, love, no.’ She clicked her lips. ‘Heavens, I should have mentioned him 

before, shouldn’t I? I never met him, you see, Maria dealt with him. But there was 

something she said.’ 

‘What was it?’ Terry asked patiently. 

‘Let me think. She made some sort of joke about him. That’s all, really. I’m afraid 

we did that sometimes about the men, you understand. In a friendly way only.’ 

I’ll bet you did, Terry thought, wryly. ‘But what was the joke about?’ 

‘Well, he came back, didn’t he? After all the building work was done. And he had 

some sort of problem, maybe like it says there in her diary. I wasn’t here, it was in the 

evening, but she told me about it. She said a workman had brought her another extension 

but this time she couldn’t make use of it. Something like that.’ She smiled apologetically. 

‘It was just a silly joke.’ 

So that’s it, Terry thought. He’d missed the delivery driver in his first investigation, 

but Tracy had missed the fact that there’d been a second one, a replacement when Simon 

Newby lost his job. This man, it seemed, had sex with Maria - and had a problem. Terry 

sat silent, thinking. 

‘I’m sorry, dear, I’ve shocked you. But we were very discreet, most of the time. That 

was the key to the business.’ 

‘I’m sure it was, Ann.’ He folded his notebook and smiled, ready to go. ‘I’m glad I 

wasn’t one of your customers, though.’ 

‘Are you? Oh no, don’t say that, Mr Bateson, please.’ She escorted him to the door. 

‘You’d have been welcome, any time at all.’ And to his complete, unmitigated 

astonishment, as he stepped over the threshold she patted his bottom gently. 

‘So it can’t be him, sir,’ Terry said. ‘When he delivered the stuff, she was in Austria.’ 



‘You trust the old bird, do you?’ Churchill asked. ‘She knows what day it is, and so 

on?’ 

‘She’s as sharp as you or me, sir. Sharper, probably.’  

He couldn’t prevent a silly grin from playing around the corners of his mouth. The 

day was starting out well. The pat on the bottom had been good; Churchill’s scowl of 

frustration was even better. It was a while since he’d felt so pleased about something at 

work.  

The look on Tracy’s face was gratifying too. She had shown him up before; now the 

tables were reversed. She hadn’t checked the dates; he had. 

A uniformed constable, PC Burrows, came in. ‘Fax for you, sir,’ he said to 

Churchill. ‘From the forensic lab. Sergeant Chisholm said you’d want to see it straight 

away.’ 

‘Yes, thank you.’ Churchill scanned the papers greedily. As he did so the expression 

on his face changed. The eager wolf-like grin faded. He frowned, flushed, and peered at 

the words more closely. Then he turned abruptly to the second page as though he wanted 

to rip the information out of it with his fingers. Offensive information which ought not be 

there at all. 

The others watched him silently. Mike Candor spoke first.  

‘Bad news, sir?’ 

Churchill looked up at the ceiling, ignoring them all.  

‘Wonderful,’ he said at last. ‘Don’t these blasted scientists always let you down just 

when you need them most!’ He thrust the paper at Mike. ‘Here. Read it for yourself.’ 

Mike read the sheets carefully, and then passed them to Harry. ‘It’s the DNA 

analysis of those three hair samples - you know, the ones from inside the balaclava; the 

one left by Karen Whitaker’s attacker; and the ones we took from Simon Newby.’ 

‘Yes,’ Tracy prompted. ‘And?’ 

‘Well, the good news is that the hairs in the balaclava match the one left by 

Whitaker’s attacker with a certainty of several million to one. Which proves that whoever 

attacked Whitaker wore that hood. The bad news is that neither the Whitaker hair nor the 

ones in the hood match the sample we took from Simon.’ 

‘Simon didn’t attack Whitaker?’ Tracy’s voice reflected her surprise. ‘So who did?’ 

‘Well, there’s the mystery,’ said Harry. ‘We said it wasn’t Gary Harker because we 

checked that already, but get to this! There were two sets of hairs in the balaclava, not 

just one!’  

‘Two?’ 

‘Yes. A lot of fair hairs and some brown ones. And the brown ones match the sample 

we sent them from Gary last year. They’re his! Only it was a fair hair we found on 

Whitaker’s tape, wasn’t it?’ 

Tracy nodded. ‘Which meant Gary couldn’t have done it. So we dropped the 

charges.’ 

Terry turned to Churchill, who was pacing up and down morosely, his hands in his 

pockets. ‘You never told me there were any brown hairs in that hood, sir.’ 

‘No, well I didn’t know, did I? All I saw were fair hairs.’ 

‘So what this does prove,’ Terry continued belligerently. ‘Is that all this about 

Harker not raping Sharon is a load of cock. He did rape her, after all. Wearing that hood.’ 

‘Yes, well, it’s a pity you didn’t get a conviction then, isn’t it?’ Churchill scowled. 



‘Let me see that,’ said Terry, taking the report from Harry. ‘It seems to me this, 

together with Mrs Slingsby’s evidence, puts Simon in the clear, doesn’t it? At least as far 

as Maria Clayton and Karen Whitaker are concerned. He had no connection with either 

of them.’ 

‘No,’ Churchill agreed gloomily. ‘There’s more than one villain after all, it seems.’ 

He thumped the wall, sending several sheets of paper fluttering from the noticeboard. 

‘Shit!’ 

The day was starting well, Terry thought, enjoying his boss’s discomfiture. The 

mystery was no clearer than before, but his interest in it was beginning to revive. 

In his office, Terry put his feet up and thought. Both he and Churchill, it seemed, had 

been wrong. They had both believed that all these crimes were committed by one person. 

He had believed that person was Gary, Churchill that it was Simon. But the evidence 

supported neither of them. 

Gary must have raped Sharon - his hairs in the hood, added to all the other evidence, 

made that more certain than ever. But the reddish fair hairs in the hood suggested that 

someone else had attacked Karen Whitaker; someone who was neither Simon nor Gary. 

And the evidence for Gary murdering Maria Clayton was no better than it had ever been. 

And the idea that Gary had killed Jasmine seemed even more remote; he had no motive, 

there was no evidence that he’d been anywhere near her that night. 

And it seemed neither Gary nor Simon had attacked Helen Steersby. 

On the other hand there was compelling evidence that Gary had raped Sharon and 

that Simon had murdered Jasmine. Both were, in a sense, crimes of passion - the 

assailants well known to their victims, the motive a form of violent vengeance.  

Three facts still worried Terry. The fact that Gary and Simon knew each other. The 

fact that at least one, and possibly two assaults had been committed by neither of them. 

And the fact that the evidence which proved this had been found in a shed owned by one 

of them, inside a balaclava hood used by the other. 

He puzzled over this for an hour without getting anywhere. Then he remembered his 

promise to tell Sarah when the DNA results came in. For her, clearly, it would be a 

kindness, but it was risky, all the same. It was Churchill’s case; for Terry to anticipate 

him might well be construed as a disciplinary offence.  

But there was such a thing as compassion, too. He decided to ring her from home 

tonight. 

‘So he’s out of the frame for all these other cases. You should be pleased.’ 

‘Because my son’s no longer suspected of being a serial killer? Oh, I am, Terry, I 

am.’ 

The ironic edge to Sarah’s voice couldn’t disguise her relief about the DNA results, 

and the result of his interview with Ann Slingsby. But as usual, her mind was on to the 

next thing. 

‘So if you admit you were wrong about this, maybe you’re wrong about Jasmine, 

too?’ 

‘That’s not my case, Sarah.’ 

‘Well, your DCI Churchill, then. Is he having second thoughts?’ 

‘Not about that, no. Like me, he thinks we may have been mistaken to see these 

crimes as part of a series. But he still thinks he has enough evidence to convict Simon for 



the murder of Jasmine. I imagine he’s treating it as a crime of passion again, just as he 

did at the beginning.’ 

‘So the prosecution’s still going ahead?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Even though it could have been Gary? You said so yourself, remember?’ 

‘Yes, well that’s the other piece of bad news, I’m afraid. I’ve checked his alibi for 

the night of Jasmine’s death and for once it seems to add up. Five witnesses saw him in 

the private room of the Lighthorseman until after midnight, celebrating his acquittal. I’m 

sorry, Sarah.’ 

‘Oh.’ There was a pause. In the lounge, Terry could hear Trude reading to his 

daughters. ‘But you say Gary’s hair was in the balaclava too,’ Sarah resumed 

thoughtfully, remembering the night he had attacked her in the shed. 

‘Yes. Which is more proof that he raped Sharon, if we needed it.’ 

There was a silence on the other end of the phone. 

‘The jury decided on the evidence presented to them at the time, Terry. Which is less 

than we know now.’ 

‘And that’s my fault, is that what you’re saying?’ 

‘I’m not saying anything. Look, we’re neither of us perfect, but what concerns me is 

Simon’s defence. You said yourself you didn’t believe he could have killed Jasmine.’ 

This time, the silence came from Terry’s end. With every second, Sarah’s pain 

increased. 

‘Terry?’ 

‘What I think I said was, I didn’t believe he was the type to attack a range of women. 

I’ve been proved right on that. But for a single attack on his girlfriend, perhaps in jealous 

rage ...’ 

Moments like this, Terry thought, are crueller over the telephone. Her voice came 

back at him tinny, bitter, distant. ‘I thought you were on my side, Terry.’ 

‘I’m on the side of the truth. I have to be. That’s my job.’ 

‘And I’m just Simon’s mother, which makes me blind, I suppose. Look, just because 

Gary didn’t do it, it doesn’t mean that Simon did. What about David Brodie, Terry? He 

had a motive - jealousy, because Jasmine was two-timing him with Simon. Dozens of 

times, it seems.’ 

‘Have you met him, Sarah? He’s a nurse - clean, house-trained, inoffensive ...’ 

‘So was Dr Crippen, probably.’ 

‘Yes, but he used poison, not a knife. Jasmine was a big girl, athletic, probably 

stronger than your son ...’ 

‘Jealousy can fire people up,’ said Sarah desperately. ‘What if I told you I had a 

witness who saw this David Brodie full of anger, stalking off to find Jasmine a few hours 

before her death?’ 

‘Then I’d suggest you investigate further,’ said Terry slowly. ‘Tell Churchill, if 

you’re sure it adds up to something. In the meantime he’s still got the blood on the shoes 

and the knife, and the semen, and the fact that Simon was the last person to be seen with 

her before he ran off to Scarborough. He’s dead set on it, Sarah. It’s a strong case to 

upset with a little bit of incidental jealousy.’ 

‘But if it’s all I’ve got, Terry?’ 

‘Then I wish you luck. If it leads to the truth, at least.’ 



And that, Sarah thought, was the difference between them. He, as a moderately 

decent policeman, had the moral luxury of an objective search for the truth, whatever it 

might turn out to be; she, on the other hand, was committed to Simon’s innocence.  

There had been many moments over the past few weeks when she had doubted him; 

but as a lawyer she was used to that. You don’t ask clients if they’re innocent; you ask 

how they wish to plead. Then you present their case to the best of your ability. The 

search for truth is conducted by the court and the jury, the lawyer is supposed to be 

biased. 

But when the lawyer is a mother too - well, that’s just more of the same. Simon may 

be a liar, she thought, violent, unstable, and downright stupid at times - but he’s not a 

murderer, he can’t be.  

I couldn’t live with that. 

The more Terry thought about his meeting with Ann Slingsby, the happier he felt. It 

wasn’t the exquisite tea or the pat on the bottom which cheered him, though both were 

welcome; it was the priceless jewel of information which had not only confounded 

Churchill but might also, with luck, solve the Clayton murder, all in one go.  

There had been a second delivery driver - something that Tracy had missed! And not 

only had this man delivered tiles to Maria’s house when she was at home - unlike Simon 

Newby - but he had also, apparently, had sex with her and had a sexual problem! If that 

wasn’t a suspect, what was? 

On the way to the builder’s merchant, Robsons, a second thought struck him. What if 

this same driver had delivered building materials to the university lodgings where Karen 

Whitaker lived? Might as well check those dates too. 

The receptionist at Robsons was uncooperative. A burly girl with fat legs and a hint 

of a moustache, she kept him waiting for nearly five minutes while fiddling with some 

paperwork which she didn’t seem to understand. The employment clerk in the back office 

seemed brighter, but worried somehow. He checked the two addresses and sets of dates 

Terry gave him, and fished some delivery notes out of the files. He laid them before 

Terry reluctantly. 

‘There you are, that’s them.’ 

The handwriting on each was identical. So it was the same driver, Terry noted with a 

pulse of excitement. ‘What’s this signature at the bottom? The driver’s name?’ 

The man inspected it in surprise, as though wondering why it was there. ‘Hard to 

read, isn’t it? Just a scrawl. Some of these lads are barely literate, you know.’ 

Terry had met this sort of response before. ‘Look, I’m not from the DSS or the 

Revenue, OK? This is a murder enquiry. So if you’re going to be obstructive ...’ 

The scales seemed to lift from the man’s eyes. ‘Irish fellow - name of Sean ... 

something.’ 

‘Sean what?’ 

‘Ah well, there’s the problem, see. He’ll have wanted to avoid tax, you see ... we 

wouldn’t keep a record.’ 

‘I thought they had a special Irish card, for that?’ 

‘That was in the old days, before 1999. Most of them were forgeries but no one ever 

checked. But now the Revenue’s tightened up; it’s not just a card but a proper booklet 

with photo, name, address, everything. They need a passport and a driver’s licence to get 

it - and a utility bill, to prove their address over here, see?’ 



‘So? Didn’t this Sean fellow have one of these?’ 

‘Ah, well, no, that’s just it.’ The clerk gave him a wry, embarrassed grin. ‘The 

Revenue think they’ve solved this problem of the lump by making the paperwork hard to 

get, but it’s just driven them underground. Most of these lads can’t produce a utility bill 

even if they want to - either they share lodgings or they’re not over here long enough. 

Anyway why should they go to all this trouble just to pay tax? They just don’t bother 

with cards any more. But they’re still there, looking for work, and we’re short-handed So 

...’ He shrugged apologetically. 

‘You pay them under the counter, no questions asked?’ 

‘Your words, not mine. No address, no phone number, nothing.’ 

‘But you let this man drive. You must have seen his licence!’ 

‘Oh, yes, of course, but ...’ The man shrugged again. ‘I didn’t keep it, did I?’ 

Terry sighed. ‘Well, at least you can give me a description. Or I will tell the 

Revenue.’ 

The man held up his hands. ‘Look, in a murder case, no question. I’ll get some lads 

too. There’s several knew him. When he left us he worked for MacFarlane’s, I think.’ 

At MacFarlane’s he was embarrassed to meet the foreman, Graham Dewar, who had 

given evidence at Gary’s trial. It had been one of Terry’s lowest moments. Dewar had 

told the court that the man Gary had claimed to be with did exist after all. A man called 

Sean. 

‘If you’d asked me at the time,’ Graham Dewar said reprovingly. ‘I’d have told you 

then.’ 

Terry sighed. ‘Yes, well ... But he wasn’t on site even then, was he?’ 

Dewar shook his head. ‘Lads like him, they don’t stay long. We were well rid, at 

that.’ 

The reason for Dewar’s dislike of the man became clearer as he talked. Two other 

labourers also remembered him. Their information confirmed what Terry had learned at 

Robsons. Sean was a big man, everyone agreed, strong and exceptionally fit. He could 

carry a hod of bricks up ladders for eight hours a day, before going out in the evenings 

for a run. He had done some boxing, apparently, and had the face to show it.  

But none of this accounted for the informants’ clear dislike of him, or the anxiety 

some showed when Terry’s questions began. One problem seemed to have been his 

unpredictable temper. He could be working equably one minute, in a violent rage the 

next. They’d seen this happen several times. Anything could set it off - someone who 

jostled him, perhaps, or an apparently harmless joke - but the result was frightening. Two 

men had left, rather than work alongside him. Sometimes he was backed up by Gary 

Harker, who had also worked there - the two appeared to have known each other before, 

possibly in prison. 

The day Sean left MacFarlane’s, a number of tools went missing. This had been 

reported to the police and Sean’s name mentioned as a possible suspect, but the 

investigating officers, like Terry, found no address or surname. MacFarlane’s, like 

Robsons’, had no record. 

So, what did this add up to, Terry wondered, as he drove home. On one level the 

man seemed just a petty thief. One of many casual Irish building workers avoiding tax, a 

situation which helped to avoid investigation for theft as well. A fitness fanatic with an 

unpleasant, somewhat obsessional character. 



But this was also a man with a sexual problem which Maria Clayton had joked with 

her maid about. Something about an extension or erection that was no good - that would 

drive any man wild. What if she had laughed about it, told him to get lost - this ex-boxer, 

this fitness fanatic who perhaps trained to compensate for his sexual inadequacy, 

whatever it was? There was his motive all right - a hatred of women, a sudden violent 

loss of control. 

And this same man had delivered building materials to Karen Whitaker’s lodgings. 

And, like her attacker, had fair hair. So, how to find him? The Irish passport office 

couldn’t help without a surname, passport number, or address in the Republic. Not even a 

record of a driving licence, for God’s sake - what if he’d had an accident driving 

Robsons’ lorry? 

But he knew Gary Harker, an ex-convict. A friendship possibly made in prison. So 

this Sean, too, must have previous convictions. He could check the court and prison 

records - particularly where Harker had served - but without a definite surname, that 

would be difficult too. 

Terry arranged for the building workers to come in to the station and create a 

photofit. 



Chapter Thirty-One 

TIME PASSED. Summer faded into autumn. Simon played endless games of pool, and 

paced the prison landings. At night he dreamed of Jasmine’s face, cheek bruised, throat 

cut, her blackened lips opening silently. She wanted to tell him something; but what, he 

never heard. 

Sarah worked, defending shoplifters and petty thieves during the day. In the 

evenings she sat up late, poring over the details of Simon’s case. She talked to Bob when 

she could, and Lucy several times a week.  

Emily’s GCSE results came through, and she began her A levels at the sixth form 

college. She and Larry spied on David Brodie, passing on snippets of information to 

Sarah. 

Terry Bateson continued his slow, painstaking attempt to solve the Clayton and 

Whitaker cases. Forensics confirmed that the black trousers found in Simon’s shed were 

torn, and their fibres were consistent with those found in the mouth of Maria Clayton’s 

Yorkshire terrier; but there was nothing to show who had worn them. Terry’s attempts to 

trace the Irishman, Sean, were equally frustrating. No one had seen him for months; it 

seemed unlikely he was still in York. 

A judge was chosen for Simon’s trial, a date set. Lucy received copies of the 

prosecution evidence and, in agreement with Sarah, chose a barrister. He was the best 

they could get, a highly respected criminal silk, Sir Richard Haverstock, QC. 

She met him and his junior in Hull prison, two weeks before the trial. Sarah had 

wanted to come, but she was defending a car thief in Newcastle. It didn’t matter, Lucy 

had told her; things might go better without her. Sir Richard was a perfectionist, 

renowned for his analytical skills, but known to detest lawyers who became emotionally 

involved with a case. He was a great catch, but his status made it hard to arrange a 

meeting. He could manage today only because of an adjournment in the multi million 

pound drug smuggling trial he was defending. 

The two barristers wore expensively tailored mohair suits with a casual assurance 

which suggested that they never wore anything else. Lucy was dressed in her semi-formal 

clothes - clean blouse, black jacket, long black skirt to conceal her generous lower body, 

and Doc Marten boots for comfort. They shook her hand patronizingly. 

Simon had got thinner, Lucy thought as he walked in. The blue prison overalls hung 

off him loosely; she wondered if he was eating at all. He slumped into a chair and stared 

at the blue sky out of the window. 

‘So, Mr Newby,’ Sir Richard began. ‘I’ve come to defend you. I need to hear your 

side of the story.’ 

‘Hasn’t Lucy told you that, already?’ 



‘Yes, of course. I have it all here in this file. But I need to hear it from your own lips, 

too.’ 

‘Why? To see if I’m lying?’ 

‘Not at all. Please understand, I’m not a policeman, Simon. I’m on your side. But I 

need to know what happened, exactly as you experienced it. It makes it easier for me to 

defend you.’ 

‘For the hundredth time.’ Simon sighed, and began to tell his story. But he wasn’t 

really concentrating. He kept gazing out of the window, away from the two elegant men 

who listened, making notes on their pads. What’s the matter with him, Lucy wondered. 

It’s as if he doesn’t care. Several times he missed out important details, and she had to 

prompt him.  

Sir Richard asked questions, teasing out aspects that Simon had skimmed or 

forgotten. But still Simon ignored him, as though he were unimportant, an irrelevance 

compared to the sunlight streaming through the window. It was a particularly bright day, 

and a sunbeam reached the foot of Simon’s chair. It fascinated him. He dabbled his foot 

in the pool of brilliant light. 

Sir Richard’s questions ended. He tapped his pencil thoughtfully against his notes, 

and looked up. ‘It has to be said, Mrs Parsons, that the prosecution do have a strong case. 

In the circumstances I’d be failing in my duty if I didn’t warn our young client that at 

first blush, his hopes of outright acquittal are not particularly promising. Whereas for a 

plea of manslaughter, with diminished responsibility due to sexual jealousy, I could hold 

out far better hopes. But for that you would have to change your story, young man. Do 

you follow what I’m saying?’ 

‘No, sorry.’ Simon dragged his attention away from the sunbeam. ‘What do you 

mean, manslaughter?’  

‘I mean, given the circumstances of your relationship with Jasmine Hurst, it would 

be easy to make a jury understand how upset and angry you were about her and this ...’ 

he checked his notes ‘... David Brodie. Especially given the way Jasmine kept coming 

back and, as it were, teasing you before going away again. I could play on the jury’s 

sympathy quite a lot with that. Then if you were to say, for instance, that you had an 

argument - that you asked her to come back but she refused, and as a result of that refusal 

you experienced an uncontrollable rush of emotion, a sudden violent loss of control in 

which you killed her without intending to do it or even knowing what you were doing, 

well ...’  

He threw open his hands, as though the conclusion was obvious. ‘... I could plead 

manslaughter, which carries a much lesser sentence than murder. In fact, the trial could 

be over in a day, with no jury at all. But that’s not possible with this story you’re telling 

at the moment, you see.’ 

‘What?’ Simon shook his head, bemused. 

‘With the story you are telling now, I must warn you that our chances are not 

particularly good. And if you are convicted of murder you will go to prison for life. 

Whereas if, on reflection, you were to tell a different story, that you suffered a sudden 

loss of control and killed Jasmine in a moment of jealous passion, without meaning to, 

then everything changes. We can plead diminished responsibility. Do you see?’ 

‘But I didn’t kill her.’ 



‘I know you say that, Simon, I understand that fully, I assure you. But let me put this 

to you - I want you to think about this very carefully before we meet again, because it’s 

very important. There is such a thing as suppressed memory. There have been several 

cases recently where a psychological examination has established that a person who 

committed a terrible crime - a murder like, for example, this murder of Jasmine - 

remembered nothing about it at all. It was like a car accident, the shock erased the 

memory. Do you follow what I’m saying?’ 

Simon nodded slowly, his face sullen, hostile, confused.  

‘So they could quite truthfully tell a story - as you have done - saying that they didn’t 

do it, when in fact they had done it but couldn’t remember. Often these people went 

wandering off after the crime just like you disappeared to Scarborough. But later when it 

was proved they had suffered such mental trauma it was easy to claim diminished 

responsibility. Their barrister explained that their earlier stories were not lies at all, but 

simply the truth as they saw it because part of their memory was missing. Now I know a 

number of eminent psychiatrists and what I would like ...’ 

‘Fuck off.’ 

‘I’m sorry?’ 

‘Fuck off, you slimy cunt.’ Simon leaned forward over the table, his face a few 

inches from Sir Richard’s. ‘Get the fuck out of here now, before I push your nose down 

your throat. Do you hear me? Go!’ 

‘Wait, just a minute, let’s calm things down ...’ Sir Richard sat back, waving his pen 

in Simon’s face. ‘OK, I see you don’t agree ...’ 

Simon knocked the pen, spinning, out of his hand. Then he pulled Sir Richard’s 

nose, so that the barrister fell sideways, onto the floor. Simon spat and the phlegm landed 

in his ear.  

Then Lucy caught hold of Simon, wrapping both her arms around his so he couldn’t 

attack further, enfolding his slim hard trembling body in a massive soft motherly 

embrace. The junior barrister hit the alarm button and two warders came in. Simon was 

led away in handcuffs.  

On the way to the car park Sir Richard, dusting down his expensive mohair suit, said 

little. He touched his keys and the lights of his Jaguar lit up like a faithful dog. He 

favoured Lucy with what he hoped was a wry smile.  

‘I seem to have hit the wrong note, rather. But put it to him again, Mrs Parsons, will 

you? When he’s in a calmer mood. It was a serious point and may prove to be his only 

real defence. If he chooses to adopt it, that is.’ 

He opened his car door, then another thought struck him. 

‘Oh, and don’t worry. I’ve never yet stooped to suing one of my own clients for 

assault. Wouldn’t be very good PR now, would it?’ 

‘He did what?’ 

‘Pulled the man’s nose, dragged him to the floor, and spat in his ear. Then...’  

Lucy struggled to keep her voice neutral, but her emotions bubbled beneath the 

words. Officially she was, of course, appalled; but underneath she could not disguise her 

guilty delight. Lucy had always loathed being patronized by plummy QCs like Sir 

Richard; never before had she seen one so swiftly, comprehensively humiliated. 



‘Sweet mother of God, Simon, what have you done now?’ Sarah hid her face in her 

hands, and peered at Lucy between her fingers. ‘He really did that? Pulled his nose and 

spat in his ear?’ 

Lucy nodded. ‘Smack in the middle. He used his monogrammed hankie to clean it 

out.’ 

‘Oh. Oh dear me.’ Sarah began to shake. At first Lucy couldn’t identify the reaction, 

then she realized it was laughter. A wild, hysterical kind of laughter, but laughter all the 

same. And once Sarah had begun to laugh Lucy started too, as she’d been longing to do 

all morning. The two of them rocked back and forwards in their chairs, hooting 

helplessly. Lucy wiped her streaming eyes, and passed the tissues to Sarah. 

‘So what now?’ Sarah asked, sobering suddenly. ‘Will he still take the case, d’you 

think?’ 

‘He was still speaking of Simon as his client, when he got into his Jaguar.’ 

‘Well, that’s something, I suppose. But it’s hardly likely to increase his level of 

commitment, Lucy, is it?’ 

Lucy frowned. ‘His feelings ought not to come into it. Sir Richard Haverstock is a 

professional, Sarah.’  

‘Yes, he is, isn’t he?’ Sarah met her friend’s eyes with a deadpan grimace. ‘A 

Queen’s Counsel, no less. Not a spittoon.’ 

‘Look, I’ve spoken to him and he doesn’t hold it against you. He understands that you’re 

under a lot of stress and he’ll forget all about it and give you the best defence he can.’ 

‘How can he?’ Simon asked angrily. ‘He wants me to plead guilty. He thinks I did 

it.’ 

‘He wasn’t saying that exactly, Simon. He was saying the prosecution have a strong 

case.’ 

‘So he’s given up already. That’s it, isn’t it?’ 

Simon, Lucy and Sarah were back in the interview room in Hull. It was less than a 

week before the trial was due to start. Sir Richard had not been back to see Simon again, 

but Lucy had had several long phone conversations with him. The man had been smooth, 

urbane, reassuring. 

‘It’s his duty to give you the best advice he can. He said if he could present you in a 

sympathetic light, you might get eight years and be out in four. Which is a lot less than 

life.’ 

‘Eight years? Christ.’ Simon stared out of the window, while a warder watched 

through the door. Since his assault on Sir Richard, Simon was handcuffed during visiting. 

‘Is that what you do, then, mum? Tell people to plead guilty when they didn’t do it?’ 

‘Sometimes, Simon, yes. If the prosecution case is very strong, I might advise a 

client to do that in his own best interests. But it’s always the client who decides, not the 

lawyer.’ 

‘Yeah, well I’m the client and I’m pleading not guilty, OK?’ 

‘I think you made that clear to Sir Richard when he was here,’ said Lucy. ‘And I’ve 

told him that over the phone. Naturally he’ll defend you on that basis if you insist, he 

said.’ 

Simon looked down at his manacled hands. He was thinner and more subdued than 

she remembered, Sarah thought. She wondered if they were giving him some sort of 

calming drug. Or more likely, the impending urgency of the trial was getting to him. 



‘Yeah, but what does he actually know about my case? He’s only met me once.’ 

‘I’ve sent him the papers,’ Lucy answered. ‘Four box files. He’s had them a week 

now.’ 

‘A week?’ Simon stared at her, anxiously. ‘Is that long enough?’ 

Lucy hesitated. The truth, she knew, was that Sir Richard had probably not given the 

papers more than a cursory glance so far. His massive, complex, and highly lucrative 

drug smuggling case was due to finish tomorrow, and had certainly occupied all his 

mental energies for the past month or more. By comparison, Simon’s case was small 

beer. But if the drug trial did finish on time Sir Richard and his junior would still have a 

long weekend to familiarise themselves with the evidence. 

This was not unusual. Barristers prided themselves on assimilating large amounts of 

complex information swiftly. They were used to it. It was how the system worked. It was 

clients, rather than lawyers, who were unhappy with it. 

She explained all this to Simon, who began to sway his head from side to side, in a 

panic. 

‘You mean, they still don’t know shit about my case? They’re going to read all this 

stuff that you and mum have spent months on in just three days?’ 

‘They’ve already read some of it, Simon, obviously. Otherwise they wouldn’t have 

been able to talk to you about it last week.’ 

‘He didn’t talk to me, the ponce - he told me to plead guilty!’ Simon got up, walked 

to the window, and rested his manacled hands on the bars. The guard peered in anxiously. 

‘Christ! The miserable sod advised me to plead guilty and he hadn’t even read the case! I 

thought at least he’d done that!’ 

‘Simon, he knew the main facts ...’ 

‘Sod the main facts! He’s supposed to know everything about it, isn’t he? Specially 

if he tells me to plead guilty!’ 

Panic was clear on his face. ‘This is the guy you chose to defend me? Mum? Lucy? 

Why?’ 

‘Because he’s a top criminal QC, Simon,’ Lucy insisted. ‘We were very lucky to get 

him.’ 

‘And that’s your idea of luck, is it? A guy who tells me to plead guilty before he’s 

read the papers? A guy who wants me to rot in here for four long years?’ He gazed for a 

while at the windblown clouds racing freely over the rooftops. Then he took a deep, 

sobbing breath and turned back into the room. ‘Well, I don’t want him.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘You heard, I don’t want a turd like that defending me. I’d rather defend myself.’ 

‘You can’t do that, Simon,’ said Sarah coolly. ‘Be sensible. You don’t know the first 

thing about the law.’ 

‘Maybe not.’ He focussed on her for the first time. ‘But you do, don’t you, Mum. 

Why don’t you defend me?’ 

‘Me? I can’t, Simon.’ 

‘Why not? You’re a barrister, aren’t you? And at least you know about my bloody 

case. You know everything about it, you do. You even saw Jasmine’s body.’ 

‘Which is exactly why I can’t defend you. I’m too closely involved. I’m your 

mother, after all ...’ 

‘True. And you believe I’m not guilty, as well.’ 



‘Yes.’ If there was a hesitation in her voice it was the tiniest possible one, so tiny 

that Sarah hoped only she herself heard it. ‘Yes, I believe you’re not guilty.’ 

‘Well then. That’s a thousand times better than Sir Richard Pissface. You should do 

it.’ 

‘I understand why you think that, Simon, but I can’t. I told you, I’m too closely 

involved. The whole point of hiring a barrister is to hire a professional, an expert in the 

law who can put forward your arguments in the best way possible without the liability of 

....’  

She hesitated, words unexpectedly failing her for a moment. 

‘Without what, mum? Without the liability of actually caring one way or the other, 

is that what you were going to say?’ 

‘Something like that, Simon, yes. It’s how the system works.’ 

‘Then the system stinks. It’s a load of shit.’ 

For a while no one said anything. The three of them thought hard. Simon’s eyes were 

locked on Sarah’s. Lucy watched, afraid to speak. This wasn’t just a matter of legal 

advice now, she thought. It was between Simon and his mother. 

‘Is that true, mum? You’re not allowed to defend me, really? There’s a law against 

it?’ 

Sarah’s mind was racing - through everything she’d learned since she began to 

practise law. Simon had raised a question which, in all those years, had never actually 

come up. 

‘I don’t think there’s a law against it exactly, Simon,’ she said falteringly. ‘It’s just 

the way it works.’ 

‘And you’re happy with that, are you?’ 

‘I didn’t say I was happy with it ...’ 

‘Mum, listen to me. All the time I was a kid, you were studying. You couldn’t go 

swimming with us, you couldn’t play football, because you had an essay to write or a 

book to read. Always. Then when you passed your exams and we thought it would get 

better, you got more exams, more essays. Remember? You were away for weeks, months 

on end. Study, study, study, that’s all you ever did. I never saw you. Your studying was 

more important than games and housework and cooking, you said, I’d understand that 

some day. You’d be a lawyer and I’d understand. 

‘Well now you are a lawyer and I’m stuck in this stinking cesspit of a gaol, accused 

of a murder which I didn’t do - and I don’t understand. Not at all, not a bit of it. Why 

can’t you defend me? You’re a barrister, aren’t you - just as good as Sir Richard Filthy 

Ponceface - and you actually know all about my case, which he doesn’t and no other 

barrister does. I’m just asking you to use what you know. And you say you can’t because 

you’re my mother. Christ!’ 

He turned away, gazing blindly at the clouds outside the window. Sarah was 

shocked. It was the longest speech she had ever heard him make.  

‘That’s just cruel, Simon,’ she said faintly. ‘I didn’t abandon you when I studied. ...’ 

‘You may not have meant to, Mum ...’ 

‘I didn’t mean to and I didn’t do it! You know I didn’t! You were fed, you were 

clothed, you had friends and a father - Bob, he spent hours with you ...’ 

‘So why did you always have your nose in a book, then? Why?’ 



‘Because I wanted to get out of the filthy slum where we lived. That’s why. Because 

I wanted to make a life for myself and for you and all of us. A life in which we could be 

proud to hold our heads up and not scrounge around like victims blaming society for 

everything. That’s why, Simon. And I did it, too, didn’t I? Only you ...’ 

‘Only I what?’ 

She shook her head, despairingly. ‘Only you didn’t understand, Simon. You still 

don’t understand, do you? I wasn’t doing it just for me, I was doing it for all of us, for 

you most of all! And now look...’ She waved at their drab, dirty surroundings. ‘What are 

we doing here, Simon?’ 

‘Do you think I want to be here, Mum?’ 

‘No, but you got us here. No one else ...’ 

‘Well, now I want you to get me out! That’s what I’m asking, Mum. Please. You 

know how to do it, no one else does.’ 

‘You shouldn’t have such faith in me, Simon ...’ 

‘Why not? I’ve seen how hard you work. What else was it for, all that study?’ 

‘God!’ She slammed her hand hard on the table. ‘You still have no idea, do you? If 

only you knew, if only you understood what it was like having you there all the time. 

Holding me back, and yet being the reason, the only reason I did it all ...’ 

‘So are you saying you can’t do it because the law won’t let you? Or are you saying 

you won’t do it because you don’t care? Which is it, Mum? Tell me.’ 

Sarah’s anger left her as suddenly as it had come. She couldn’t answer; she didn’t 

know what to say. She looked at her tall, desperate son, his hands manacled in front of 

him, and was struck dumb. 

‘Or did you do all that work, all that study, just so you could defend druggies and 

burglars who you don’t know and don’t give a shit about? Is that it, Mum? Is that your 

great profession which you studied so hard for all these years, to get us out of the slums?’ 

‘Simon, you don’t understand!’ She reached one hand tentatively towards his. ‘You 

need a cool head to defend you, not someone who loves you and ...’ 

‘Love, my arse!’ He snatched his hands away. ‘If you loved me you’d defend me, 

that’s the truth of it. Not this ...’ 

‘You need a top criminal QC - someone detached and brilliant who ...’ 

‘Who doesn’t give a shit about me. No, I don’t, thank you.’ 

‘You’re just trying to make me feel guilty, Simon. What you really need is someone 

much, much better than me.’ 

‘What I want is someone who cares, Mum. Don’t you care about me?’ 

‘Of course I care, Simon. That’s the whole point. That’s why I shouldn’t do this. If I 

messed it up I’d never forgive myself.’ 

‘That’s exactly the point, Mum - don’t you see? No other lawyer in the world - not 

even Lucy - cares about this case as much as you. That’s exactly why I want you to 

defend me.’ 

Their eyes locked, each desperate to convince the other. For once in her life, Sarah 

felt herself losing the argument. Losing, and despite herself, wanting to lose. She drew a 

deep breath. ‘You really want this, Simon? Even though I tell you it’s unwise?’ 

‘If I say I want it I do, Mum. Trust me.’ 

‘It’s you who’ll be trusting me, more like.’ 

‘Yeah, OK.’ A nervous smile flickered on his lips. ‘You mean you’ll do it then?’ 



She hesitated, struggling to maintain some detachment. ‘If you really want me to.’ 

‘Mum!’ He laughed aloud with relief. ‘I want you to. OK?’ 

‘All right, Simon.’ She felt like a priest giving a blessing. ‘I will.’ 

Only she wasn’t a priest, she didn’t believe in miracles. Especially not miracles 

performed by her. 

‘Sarah ...’ Lucy’s voice warned. ‘I’m not sure you can ...’ 

‘I will if I can, Lucy, that’s what I’m saying. Simon, look, there are laws and 

precedents and the judge will have to decide about those. If he won’t let me I can’t do it. 

But if you really want me to defend you and the judge allows it then I will. That’s what 

I’m saying. I still don’t think it’s wise, it’s probably not wise at all.’ 

‘Yes it is,’ Simon insisted desperately. ‘It has to be. It’s the only thing that will 

work.’ 



Chapter Thirty-Two 

THE JUDGE, His Lordship P. J. Mookerjee, frowned at the two barristers in front of 

him. On his desk was a letter from Sarah, briefly outlining her position. She was the 

mother of the defendant, who wished her to represent him in court. She was aware of no 

statute or regulation which specifically prohibited such a choice. Nonetheless, it was an 

unusual situation, which she would like to discuss in chambers before the trial began. 

Judge Mookerjee was young for a judge. Sarah guessed he was in his late forties, ten 

years older than herself. He was a short, chubby man of Indian descent, with a luxuriant 

black moustache, and gold-rimmed glasses through which he peered at Sarah keenly. 

‘Well, Mrs Newby.’ He smiled briefly, a gleam of perfect white teeth in his dark 

face, an attempt perhaps to put her at ease. ‘Do you mind if I ask whose idea this was in 

the first place? Yours, or your son’s?’ 

‘My son’s. I advised against it, but ... he was very insistent.’ 

The judge nodded. ‘As children sometimes are. Don’t you find, Mr Turner?’ 

‘Indeed,’ Phil Turner answered non-committally. ‘Though mine are still too young to 

face me with dilemmas like this, thank God.’ 

‘Let’s hope they never do,’ the judge replied smoothly.  

Sarah had a sense, not unfamiliar to her from judge’s conferences, that the agenda 

was already slipping away from her and being redefined according to some male world-

view from which she was forever excluded. Or was she too sensitive, over-reacting to 

what was simply good manners, the public school veneer never acquired in Seacroft? 

She studied the men keenly. The more she could learn about their ideas and 

prejudices now, the better. Whatever happened, these men would affect the future of her 

son. If her request was granted, she would face them in court. If not, she would watch 

from the public gallery, able to see everything but influence nothing. I would hate that, 

she thought. She hadn’t wanted to represent Simon at first, but the idea had grown until 

now she wanted it passionately. She wanted to be in there, fighting in every way she 

could. Even if she failed, at least she would have tried. 

The prosecuting barrister, Philip Turner, was a big, bluff Yorkshireman, well known 

and respected around the northern circuit. Still a junior like herself, he had years of 

experience and a success rate second to none. Part of this, Sarah believed, was due to his 

straightforward, honest manner. There were no airs and graces about him, despite his 

education at St Peter’s School and Merton College, Oxford. He was a farmer’s son who 

had retained a Yorkshire accent, and it was easy to imagine him, with his powerful build, 

battered nose and cheerful grin, at the wheel of a tractor, the bottom of a rugby scrum, or 

supping a foaming jar of Sam Smith’s ale.  

Juries, in short, liked Phil Turner and trusted him. So from Simon’s point of view, he 

was the most lethal prosecutor possible. 



Judge Mookerjee, on the other hand, was an unknown quantity. Sarah had never 

appeared before him. She had consulted Savendra, who’d said only, ‘Decent enough 

chap, very sharp, Cambridge cricket blue, I believe. Rumoured to be a bit challenged in 

the sense of humour department, though.’ 

Sarah had grinned ruefully. ‘You think I’ll be cracking jokes, Savvy? With my son 

on trial for rape and murder?’ 

Thoughtfully, in his self-appointed role as Sarah’s therapist, Savendra had 

considered this. ‘Possibly not, no. But if a wisecracking routine suggests itself, remember 

- for punch lines, this Mookerjee fellow needs a fortnight’s notice.’ 

‘Well, that’s very useful, Savvy, thanks. Wish me luck?’ 

‘Oh, I do, Sarah. Most sincerely and without any cynicism whatsoever, I do.’ And 

for the first time in their cheerful, jokey, combative relationship, he’d enfolded her in a 

warm, comforting hug.  

‘Your Belinda’s a lucky girl, Savvy.’ 

‘Isn’t she just? I told her that last night and she slapped my face. Now tell me, as a 

sophisticated woman of the world, is that the English form of caress?’ 

She smiled inwardly as she observed judge Mookerjee in his chambers. No flip 

jokes, remember. Not that any sprang to mind. This was far, far too important for that. 

‘There are several issues, it seems to me,’ the judge began. ‘Firstly, the 

straightforward point of law. I, like you, Mrs Newby, have found no statute which 

prohibits a member of the Bar from representing a member of her own family. The 

choice of legal representative rests with the accused. Would you concur with that, Mr 

Turner?’ 

‘I agree, yes,’ said Phil Turner. ‘There’s nothing against it in law.’ 

‘Very well, then.’ The judge leaned forward on his desk, lacing his fingers under his 

chin. ‘First point, and perhaps the vital point, to you, Mrs Newby. However ...’ 

Sarah’s heart sank. He’s thought of something I haven’t, she told herself. 

‘ ... there are other points to be considered. Most importantly, is this a wise choice, in 

the interests of justice and your client? It’s not difficult to find reasons why it might be 

against those interests. Several spring instantly to mind. Lack of objectivity, emotion 

getting in the way of reason, and so on. Have you considered it in that light, Mrs 

Newby?’ 

‘I have, My Lord, yes. As I said, I advised my son - my client - against this in the 

first instance. But he was insistent - very - about his right to choose.’ 

‘Which is enshrined in law, I agree. But just because he asks you to represent him 

does not mean you have to agree. You can decline a case, you know.’ 

‘I know, My Lord. But I now wish ... I mean, I am happy to accept the brief.’  

She remembered Simon’s earnest, desperate face in the prison room in Hull, and her 

own rush of strong, protective emotion when she had agreed.  

The judge nodded. ‘Very well. But I have two conflicting responsibilities here, it 

seems to me. On the one hand, I will of course uphold your son’s rights in law. On the 

other hand, I must put it to you - I will say it no stronger than that - that your own 

emotional involvement in this case may - and I only say may, I have no experience of this 

- may mean that you quite inadvertently give a less good service to your client than 

would be given by a disinterested advocate. And therefore that your son would not 



receive as fair a trial, as in the interests of justice he is entitled to receive. Have you 

considered that too?’ 

‘I have, My Lord,’ said Sarah solemnly, ignoring the implied insult that she, as a 

mother, was not up to the job. ‘I put this point to my client and he strongly felt - he 

believes - that it will work the other way. Because I care so much about the case, he 

thinks I will do a better job.’ 

‘I see.’ Judge Mookerjee gazed at her silently for a moment. Sarah wondered about 

the expression on his face. Was it sympathy, or mere curiosity - the sort of detached 

curiosity that all lawyers feel from time to time at the parade of human oddities which 

pass before them? Was this how everyone would look at her, when the trial finally 

began? She felt an unwanted prickling of tears at the corner of her eyes. 

‘Let us hope your son is right in his judgement,’ the judge said eventually. ‘I wish 

my children may trust me as much. But there is one other point; the reaction of the jury. 

On the one hand, they may feel sympathy for you, and therefore for your son. It’s a 

natural enough human reaction. On the other hand, and I feel bound to point this out, 

things might go the other way.’ 

‘How do you mean, exactly?’ 

‘Well, look at it this way. Were you merely a paid advocate, as you would be in any 

other case, then the jury may think that you retain, paradoxically, a certain independent 

reputation. In other words, if a defence barrister says something, we expect the jury to 

consider it seriously. But if you, as the accused’s mother, say something, the jury may 

not give it the same weight. Do you see my point? They may think, well, she’s the boy’s 

mother, she would say that, wouldn’t she? It’s not an independent barrister who’s saying 

that, it’s only the boy’s mother.’ 

Sarah hesitated, uncertain how to respond. This idea had not occurred to her. Then 

Phil Turner laughed. 

‘I think, My Lord, that you attribute too sophisticated an understanding to the 

ordinary juror. They don’t have a very high opinion of us, you know. Specially not of 

defence lawyers. The public just see us as whores, paid to tell lies for a fee. So the fact 

that in this case someone may think Mrs Newby’s telling lies because she’s the lad’s 

mum ...’ He shook his head slowly. ‘It makes no difference, in my view.’ 

He smiled at Sarah apologetically. ‘That’s how folk see me, anyhow.’ 

‘So I’m a liar whether I’m his mother or not?’ Sarah snapped. ‘Thanks for nothing, 

Phil.’ 

Turner looked hurt, but Sarah didn’t care. It was not his words that had irritated her. 

It was his bluff male self-confidence, the way he’d made his point appear such 

straightforward common sense. It terrified her. This man’s job was to send her son to 

prison for life. And if he spoke that way in court, everyone would be bound to trust him. 

They would know he had no reason to lie. 

And then they would look at her. 

Sarah shuddered. The judge was right. The jury would despise her because she was 

Simon’s mother. They’d wonder how any woman could bring such a monster into the 

world. They would feel pity, and scorn, and not listen to a single word she said. 

Judge Mookerjee watched her. ‘Have you considered this, Mrs Newby?’ 

‘I have, My Lord, yes,’ she lied. I can’t back out now. I won’t. 



‘Very well. Then this court has no objection to your representing your son, Mrs 

Newby. It is a matter entirely between you and him.’ 

Too right it is, Sarah thought grimly. ‘Thank you, My Lord.’ 

Phil Turner smiled politely. ‘I hope we can maintain a professional relationship, 

Sarah. Whatever I say in court, there’ll be nothing personal in it, believe me.’ 

Sarah glared at him. His bluff, honest looks must have been given him by the devil, 

she decided. She was going to have to learn to hate this man. 

‘Oh yes, there is, Phil,’ she said firmly. ‘Every last bit of it’s personal, for me. 

Whatever you say in there, hurts my son. So don’t you ever forget that.’  

She walked smartly out of the room, alone. 



Chapter Thirty-Three 

LUCY HAD warned Sarah about the Press, but the message had not really sunk in. She 

had been too busy preparing her case. It was not until she left her chambers, and walked 

the short distance across Castle Street to the court, that she saw what Lucy had meant. 

Outside the Crown Court was a wide circle of grass, the Eye of York, with a circular 

road running round it. The eighteenth century court building, with its stone pillars and the 

blind statue of justice with her spear and scales, faced in towards this grassy circle. On 

two mores sides was the old prison, now the Castle Museum. On the northern side, on a 

high mound, was the keep of the Norman castle, Clifford’s Tower. 

On a normal morning this area was largely empty. Schoolchildren might queue for 

the museum; the black windowed prison bus would park outside the court; the judges’ 

limousine would pull up smoothly at the court steps. Witnesses and jurors would mill 

uncertainly in the entrance. And that was all. 

But today, Sarah saw in horror, the Eye of York was packed. There were four TV 

vans, each with camera crew, news reporters and fluffy microphones on sticks. The court 

steps and terrace swarmed with reporters, with microphone or cameras in their hands. 

Cars were parked indiscriminately all around the grass; the outnumbered security men 

had retreated, trying only to control entrance to the court itself. Sarah paused, stunned at 

the sight. 

‘Mother of God, Luce, why didn’t you warn me about this?’ 

‘I did, lovey, I did,’ Lucy muttered, awestruck. ‘But I never thought it would be this 

bad. Come on, heads down, let’s get through it quick.’ 

‘But why are they here?’ 

Sarah found out soon enough. They were twenty yards from the entrance when the 

first reporters rushed towards them. Cameras flashed and questions battered their ears. 

‘Mrs Newby, what’s it like to defend your son?’ 

‘How do you feel about this murder? Did you know the victim?’ 

‘Had she ever visited your house?’ 

‘Do you feel guilty, Mrs Newby? Isn’t it a bit like defending yourself?’ 

Lucy gripped her friend’s arm firmly, dragging her forwards through the scrum. 

‘Don’t say a word, just keep walking. Come on, we’re nearly there.’ 

As they reached the foot of the steps two security men reached them, elbowing 

media people out of the way. But to Sarah it seemed an age before the assault from 

cameras and questions ceased, and they were safe inside. 

‘My God! I never expected that. Those questions were so personal.’ 

‘Yes, they were, weren’t they?’ Lucy looked at her anxiously. ‘But it doesn’t matter, 

Sarah, you don’t have to answer them.’ 



‘No.’ Sarah breathed deeply, then smiled. A shaky, nervous smile, but a smile for all 

that. ‘Anyway, this trial isn’t about me, it’s about Simon. Come on, we’ve got work to 

do.’ 

Simon was in a cell below the court, dressed in the ironed shirt, suit and tie that 

Sarah had bought for him. The sleeves were tight over his biceps, and a little too short. 

Sarah tried to tug them down, but he drew back irritably. 

‘Mum, I’m fine. It’s OK.’ 

‘Yes. You look great, Simon. Anyway, all you’ve got to do is say you’re not guilty, 

and then sit there, looking sensible.’ 

‘Yeah, okay, I’ll try. But it’s shit scarey, Mum. What if the jury’s crap?’ 

‘This isn’t America, I can’t choose the jurors for you. But don’t worry.’ She looked 

at him firmly. ‘You’re not guilty and that’s it. Say it loud and clear and look the judge 

straight in the eye. We’re going to win, Simon.’ 

‘Yeah. I bloody well hope we are, anyhow.’ 

‘We are. But don’t swear - not if the jury can hear you. These things matter now, 

Simon.’ 

‘Yeah, okay. I’m sorry.’ 

‘I’m going upstairs to put on my battle gear now. Lucy will stay with you. See you in 

court.’ She smiled, and banged for the guard to open the door. Lucy was patting a spot 

under Simon’s chin where he’d cut himself shaving. Oh no, not blood on his throat, 

please, Sarah thought. Then the door opened and she walked briskly upstairs to the 

robing room. 

Where her opponent, the bluff, charming Phil Turner, was waiting for her. 

The court was, as she had always known, a theatre. Usually, however, they played to a 

few relatives, idlers, and an aged court reporter sleeping off his liquid lunch. Today the 

public gallery was packed. Not a single seat was left free. A buzz of conversation echoed 

from the stucco pillars and the decorated ceiling of the dome. Sarah had to bend her head 

to catch what Lucy was saying. 

‘ ... like a football match ...’ 

‘Yes,’ she nodded. ‘Why are they here?’ 

Lucy jerked her thumb towards the crowded Press bench. ‘Because of them. And 

you. A dreadful murder, a mother defending her son ...’ 

Sarah shuddered, then stiffened herself instantly. It was not the eyes of the press and 

public that mattered, but those of the prospective jurors, seated immediately behind the 

dock. She must try to look confident for them. 

And for Simon. 

There was a hush, then a further swell in conversation as Simon entered the dock, 

with two security men beside him. He looked around, amazed, and everywhere 

conversations died, then rose again as his look passed on. Sarah walked back, stood on a 

bench and leaned in over the side of the dock. 

‘You never said it would be like this, mum.’ His face, already pale from months on 

remand, had gone, if anything, even whiter. 

‘It isn’t, usually. Probably they’ll lose interest after an hour or two. Court 

proceedings are very slow, you know, and often boring. Just try to look calm and serious. 

And remember, the jury are the important people. If they like you, that’s half our case 

won.’ 



As she regained her seat the clerk called out, in her loudest voice: ‘All stand!’ Judge 

Mookerjee entered from the door beneath the royal coat of arms, bowed to Sarah and Phil 

Turner, and sat down. The audience did the same. 

‘Her Majesty’s Court of York is now in Session, his lordship P. J. Mookerjee 

presiding. All those who have business with this court are hereby required to draw nigh 

and give attendance!’ the clerk proclaimed. ‘Is Simon Newby in court?’ 

Sarah rose to her feet. ‘He is, my lord.’ 

The clerk directed her gaze to the dock, behind Sarah. ‘Stand up, please.’ 

Simon stood, nervously clasping his hands. 

‘Are you Simon Newby, of 23 Bramham Street, York?’ 

‘Er, yeah.’ 

Sarah groaned. Make a better effort than that, Simon, please. 

‘Simon Newby, you are hereby indicted before this court on one count, namely: on 

count 1, on the night of 13/14th May this year, you did murder Jasmine Antonia Hurst, of 

8a Stillingfleet Road, York, contrary to Section 1 of the Homicide Act 1957. How do you 

plead? Guilty, or not guilty?’ 

There was a pause. Not a long pause, perhaps, but to Sarah it seemed to last for ever. 

Oh my God, Simon, come on, you can understand plain English, can’t you? Lucy was 

supposed to have coached him in this but probably like many first-time defendants he 

was overwhelmed by the high-flown language, the sheer terror of a public trial for 

murder. 

‘Not guilty.’ There was a sigh from the public gallery, who had collectively been 

holding their breath. Sarah turned round to smile encouragement. 

‘Very well,’ said the clerk smoothly. ‘Sit down, Simon. We will move to empanel a 

jury.’ 

Seven men were chosen as jurors, and five women. A minuscule advantage to Simon, 

Sarah thought speculatively, watching them take the oath. Two were young men with 

short hair like her son. One wore an earring. But three others wore suits and ties, an 

unusual proportion nowadays. The women, she noticed - two over thirty, three under - all 

studied Simon intently. None of the looks were friendly. 

In America, she thought, Lucy and I would have spent hours interviewing these 

people to ascertain their views and suitability to serve. As it is I have to take pot luck. I 

can object to no one without cause, and since I know nothing about any of them the only 

possible cause is if one of them can’t read the oath or admits to being Jasmine’s best 

friend.  

Oh well, justice is blind, like the statue outside. 

Phil Turner rose to his feet. In his old wig and gown, he looked just as Sarah had 

feared. The ancient wig was shoved back a little and to the side, like the flat cap of a 

farmer. His gown and suit were comfortable rather than smooth or ostentatious. He 

turned his rugged, dependable face towards the jury, and began. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen, the case you are to try is a murder. All murders are serious, 

but this was a particularly horrible and brutal one, and it will be my duty to present you 

with some very unpleasant and upsetting evidence. I am sorry for that, but it cannot be 

helped. It is my duty to prove that the man who committed this awful crime, the 

murderer, is the young man whom you see sitting in the dock - Simon Newby. It is the 



job of my learned colleague Mrs Newby here - who, most unusually, you may think, 

happens to be Simon’s mother - to defend him against this charge.’ 

He paused, while the jury examined Sarah with interest. A hushed murmur came 

from the public gallery. 

‘And it is your job - the most important job of all - to listen carefully to all the 

evidence put before you, and then to decide on one simple question: does this evidence 

prove, beyond all reasonable doubt, that Simon Newby committed this murder, or not?’ 

Wonderful, Sarah thought, as several jurors nodded solemnly. They’re eating out of 

his hand already. The moment that man opened his mouth they had him placed; as a 

decent, dependable Yorkshireman, one of their own. And he’s telling them my son’s a 

murderer. 

‘It’s as simple as that,’ Phil Turner continued calmly. ‘And my answer is equally 

simple: does the evidence prove that Simon Newby is guilty? Yes, it does.’ 

He lifted one foot comfortably onto the bench beside him, like a countryman leaning 

on a fence, telling a story to a group of friends.  

‘Let me outline it for you. Firstly, the murder itself. You will hear police officers and 

forensic scientists describe it all in great detail. But the basic facts are these. Early on the 

morning of Friday 14th May a man was walking his dog on a footpath near the river 

Ouse south of York, when the dog found something in the bushes. When the man looked 

he saw the body of a young woman. He called the police and later that day they identified 

the body as that of Jasmine Hurst, a young woman of 23 who lived with her current 

boyfriend David Brodie about half a mile from where her body was found. 

‘The forensic scientists will tell you, members of the jury, exactly how poor Jasmine 

was killed. But in simple layman’s terms, she died because her throat was cut. Her throat 

was cut with a large, serrated knife by someone who was standing behind her, probably 

pulling her head back by her hair to expose her neck. Naturally, once her throat was cut, 

she died very swiftly. 

‘But her ordeal was not swift, ladies and gentlemen. The cuts on her arms, the 

bruising to her face and genital area show that before she was killed she was beaten and 

raped. This young woman suffered a prolonged, brutal attack in which her death was only 

the final stage.’ 

The jury watched him, riveted. He looked at each of them briefly, then resumed his 

story. 

‘So, how do we know who did it? Well, firstly, there were a number of footprints 

near the body. Footprints, in particular, of a man’s training shoe, size 9. You will know 

that all training shoes have different patterns on the sole, and you will hear that there are 

forensic experts who make a study of these. You will hear, too, that in Simon Newby’s 

house the police found a pair of training shoes whose size and make exactly matched 

these footprints by the body. And you will hear that one of those training shoes, the shoes 

found in Simon Newby’s house, was stained with the blood of Jasmine Hurst. 

‘Secondly, you will hear evidence that Jasmine Hurst was raped, and that semen was 

found in her vagina. You will hear forensic evidence that the DNA in that semen matches 

exactly the DNA found in a sample taken from the accused, Simon Newby. Proof 

conclusive, you may think. Her blood on his training shoe, his semen in her body. That is 

what the prosecution believe.’ 



He paused, and looked down thoughtfully at Sarah. Long enough for the jury to 

examine her too. Sarah willed her face to show no emotion whatsoever. 

‘But Mr Newby pleads not guilty, as is his legal right, and so it is my duty to call all 

this detailed evidence before you so that his defence can question it.’ 

Which makes it my fault, Sarah thought. Well done, Phil. None of us would have to 

go through any of this excruciating torture if only I’d told my son to own up and plead 

guilty. That’s what he wants them to think. That’s what they are thinking, now.  

Phil Turner’s calm, reassuring voice continued, inviting the jury to trust him to lead 

them through this maze of guilt and evil.  

‘But why, you may ask, would anyone do such a dreadful thing? Was this a random 

attack or was there a motive? This is something the police always ask. Well, yes, there 

certainly was a motive - a very basic motive, jealousy. It’s a simple, age old story. You 

will hear that Simon Newby was a former boyfriend of Jasmine Hurst. They had lived 

together for several months. Then Jasmine met another young man, David Brodie, and 

went to live with him. No crime in that; it happens all the time. But it made young Simon 

jealous. A quite natural, understandable emotion. Except that, unfortunately, his jealousy 

got out of hand. He couldn’t take no for an answer. You will hear evidence that he 

followed Jasmine around, pestering her to come back to him; and that he threatened her 

new boyfriend with violence. 

‘Then, the very day before she died, Simon met her again, and persuaded her to 

come to his home. But they didn’t make up, as he probably hoped: they quarreled, 

violently. You will hear a witness who saw them arguing bitterly in the street outside his 

home; a quarrel in which Simon punched his former girlfriend in the face. 

‘And finally you will hear what Simon did the day after this quarrel, after he had 

punched her in the face. Was he at home when the police came to question him about the 

body they had found? No, members of the jury, he wasn’t. He had run away in the middle 

of the night - the same night that Jasmine was killed. No one knew where he’d gone or if 

he ever intended to come back. It was only by good detective work that the police found 

him, a fortnight later, in Scarborough. And you will hear that when he was arrested and 

interviewed about Jasmine’s death, the first thing he told the police was that he hadn’t 

seen Jasmine for weeks. When in fact, a witness saw him hit her on the day of her death. 

‘So that, in brief, is the evidence I shall lay before you, members of the jury. 

Evidence of a terrible crime motivated by sexual jealousy. Evidence that Simon Newby 

was the last person known to see Jasmine Hurst alive, and that he was using violence 

towards her then. Evidence that he disappeared on the night she was murdered, and lied 

when the police interviewed him about her death. And most conclusive of all, forensic 

evidence that his training shoe, with her blood on it, matched the footprints found at the 

scene of the crime, her blood was found on his knife, and his semen was found in her 

bruised vagina. 

‘It’s a terrible, damning story. However, you must not simply take my word for it. 

It’s my task to prove that all this is true, and it is for you to judge, after listening to all the 

evidence, if I have succeeded. If I have not - if there is still any doubt in your minds 

about Simon Newby’s guilt - then he gets the benefit of that doubt. Simon Newby does 

not have to prove anything. He says he is not guilty and that is all he is required to say. It 

is for me, representing the prosecution, to prove to you that he is.’ 

He paused, surveying each of the jurors in turn, drawing them into his confidence. 



‘And so now I would like to call my first witness.’ 

Why bother? Sarah thought gloomily, watching the jury. As far as they’re concerned 

you could take him out and hang him now. You may say he’s innocent until proven 

guilty but none of them listened to that. It’s all over in the first half hour. The rest is just 

going to be a charade. 



Chapter Thirty-Four 

TERRY TOOK the photofits of the Irishman, Sean, to Helen Steersby. To his delight, 

the girl said, yes, her attacker had looked something like that. Then he played her a set of 

tapes of men all speaking in different accents. She picked one from southern Ireland as 

nearest to the voice of her attacker. Hardly a positive identification, but a satisfying 

morning’s work nonetheless. 

If Sean had been in York during Gary’s trial, then he was a suspect for all three 

remaining assaults on women - Clayton, Whitaker, and Steersby. And, intriguingly, when 

his mate Gary had raped Sharon Gilbert, he’d claimed he’d spent the evening with Sean. 

What was all that about, Terry wondered. A competition to see which of them could treat 

women worst? 

On his way to lunch, he heard a commotion around the custody sergeant’s desk.. 

‘He fucking raped me, he did! You all know that but you don’t do nowt, do yer?’ 

‘Ah, shut your trap, you daft cow! I want her prosecuted, I do, for assault.’ 

‘All right, stow it, the pair of you. You’ll get your turn ...’ 

‘Him bloody sue me? Come over here, shitface, I’ll rip your fucking eyes out!’ 

It was not the beauty of the language that attracted his attention, but the voices. He 

recognized them both. Turning swiftly along the corridor, he saw two uniformed 

constables struggling to hold Gary Harker, while a WPC kept a firm grip on Sharon 

Gilbert. Sergeant Chisholm was booking her in. 

‘What’s up, Nick?’ he asked a constable holding Gary.  

‘Brawl in a pub, sir. She claims he hit her ...’ 

‘Oh yeah, right,’ said Gary belligerently. ‘And I did this to myself too, did I?’ 

Terry noted several trails of blood below Gary’s left eye. The sight filled him with 

sadistic glee. ‘Cut yourself shaving, Gary, did you?’ he enquired. 

The question enraged Gary, who elbowed one constable in the face, broke loose 

from the other, and was halfway to Terry before the two constables tripped him, smashed 

him face down on the floor and cuffed his hands behind his back. 

‘See what he’s like?’ Sharon screamed. ‘You know what he did, Mr Bateson, don’t 

you?’ 

‘I know, Sharon, yes.’ He turned to the constables. ‘Book him for assault while 

resisting arrest. Then fill me in on this case, OK? In my office upstairs.’  

An hour later he interviewed Gary with Nick Burrows, one of the arresting 

constables, while Harry Easby interviewed Sharon with the other. 

‘So how did this happen, Gary?’ 

‘She just sunk her nails in, didn’t she? Bitch!’ 

‘And you were doing nothing to her, of course?’ 

‘Have you seen them nails? You ought to do her for wearing offensive weapons.’ 



‘Let’s just take it from the beginning, Gary, shall we? Where did this argument 

start?’ 

The story in itself was simple. Gary claimed to have been in the Lighthorseman 

when Sharon came in with a girlfriend. Dressed, as Gary put it, ‘for a day’s work on her 

back.’ He had approached her, he said, in a friendly spirit to buy her a drink and make up 

for the past, whereupon she had tried to tear his eyes out with her dagger-like nails. 

‘No excuse, she just went for me. I bet a dozen witnesses saw it. So do your job, Mr 

Bateson. I want that bitch charged with assault.’ 

Reluctantly, Terry ordered the constables to get witness statements. When they returned, 

Terry contemplated them gloomily. Two witnesses had seen Sharon scratch Gary’s face. 

Neither had seen him hit her.  

‘It’s quite monstrous, sir, I agree,’ Nick Burrows said. ‘But if he persists with this 

complaint we’ll have to charge her with assault, won’t we? We’ve no choice.’ 

‘He assaulted you too, constable. I saw it. We all did.’ 

‘Yes, but in a police station, sir. The lawyers will say we provoked him.’ 

Harry Easby had interviewed Sharon. He looked shattered by the whole experience; 

why, Terry could not at first understand. 

‘She says he was making offensive remarks and tried to put his hand up her skirt,’ 

Harry said. ‘That’s as far as the physical stuff goes. She claims her girlfriend Cheryl will 

support her so I’ve sent a car to fetch her in now. But the real problem isn’t that, boss.’ 

‘What is it, then?’ 

‘She’s gone hysterical, she really has. What turned him up so much, was that she’s 

getting a reporter from some TV program - Rough Justice, I think - to interview her about 

her case. Apparently this reporter’s up here to cover the Newby trial and Sharon went to 

meet her in that pub for lunch. She claims because you’ve got new evidence the CPS 

ought to go for a second trial. You know there’s been talk about that in the papers 

recently - saying the prosecution ought to have a second go after an acquittal in serious 

cases where major evidence comes to light ...’ 

‘We should be so lucky.’ Terry laughed bitterly. ‘Hot air. It’ll never happen.’ 

‘Well, maybe not, but that’s what journalists love, talk, isn’t it? Anyway Sharon 

thinks hers could be a sort of test case on TV. You know - ‘the law needs changing to 

prevent injustice’ - that kind of thing. Bad publicity for us.’ 

‘Wonderful,’ said Terry gloomily. ‘And guess who’s in the firing line. Did she 

scratch him on purpose, then, as a publicity stunt?’ 

‘Could be,’ Harry shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’ 

Terry could see the embarrassment, the hours of paperwork and media interviews, 

stretching ahead of him. If the case ever did appear on TV he’d be the joke of the nation. 

An awful thought struck him. 

‘This reporter wasn’t there in the pub? Filming the fight while Sharon set it up?’ 

‘No, thank God. But she turned up soon after. She’s got the story by now, for sure. 

The whole pub was buzzing with it.’ 

‘Bloody hell fire.’ Terry gazed at Harry in despair. ‘And Harker wants us to charge 

her with assault, which makes me look dafter than ever. I’ll be on telly as the dumbo 

detective who not only failed to get a rape conviction, but prosecuted the victim for 

assault. Brilliant. Your caring sharing police force.’ 

 ‘And if you don’t, Harker puts in a complaint.’ 



 ‘Exactly. Well, let him. He assaulted you too, didn’t he? Keep him in overnight.’ 

‘And what about her, sir? She’s, er, got kids you know.’ 

‘Yes.’ Terry contemplated Harry curiously. It was unlike him to be so concerned. 

‘Well, I can look stupid doing the right thing, at least. Get a statement from this Cheryl 

and send Sharon home. Will that persuade her to give up her chance of becoming a media 

superstar, Harry?’ 

‘Not likely, sir.’ 

Terry sighed. ‘Oh well. It was a good life while it lasted.’ 

Phil Turner began with the undisputed statement of the man who had found Jasmine’s 

body. The grim facts, read out in Turner’s calm, dependable voice, held the jury’s 

attention.  

‘I was taking my dog for a walk at seven in the morning ... the dog started barking in 

the bushes ... a few yards off the track I saw the body of a young woman, the throat all 

covered with blood, and my dog barking hysterically at it ...’ 

Sarah saw a middle-aged juror fumble for a tissue in her handbag, and a younger 

man dart nervous, vengeful looks at Simon in the dock. 

PC Wilson, who had responded to the 999 call, had felt for pulse and breathing but 

found none. In his opinion the young woman had been dead for some time. Nothing that 

PC Wilson said was controversial and Sarah had no questions. 

Dr Jones, the forensic pathologist, was a different matter. Sarah shivered as he took 

the Bible in his right hand. She vividly recalled the last time she had seen that smooth, 

sharp face. The memory became worse as the usher distributed a book of photos of 

Jasmine’s injuries. Several jurors turned pale as they looked at them. 

Sarah had seen these photos before but they still upset her. She remembered how she 

had been called to identify this very body - Emily’s body, as she had expected. The smell 

of formaldehyde came back to her, and that cold, clinical room. This pathologist had 

been watching her, waiting until she could screw her courage that last turn higher and say 

yes, I’m ready now, let me look. And see that it wasn’t Emily after all. 

A hand touched her shoulder. Sarah turned to see Lucy watching her anxiously. 

‘Are you OK?’ 

‘Yes ... yes, sure.’ 

‘Only you seemed upset.’ 

‘I’m fine. It’s OK. Thanks.’ 

The judge had noticed her distress too. God, how long did I lose it? A few seconds, a 

minute perhaps? To her relief she realised that Phil Turner was proceeding normally; her 

lapse had not upset him, at least. She sat up straight and focussed her mind on the matter 

in hand. 

‘Dr Jones,’ Turner was saying. ‘What was the cause of Miss Hurst’s death?’ 

‘She died from a severe arterial haemorrhage caused when the carotid artery was 

severed by a sharp instrument. Death in such instances is fairly swift and always 

irreversible.’ 

‘And what can you tell us about how this fatal wound was inflicted?’ 

‘Well, I’m afraid the victim’s throat had suffered some subsequent damage - after 

death - due to possible gnawing by a fox or a dog ...’ 

Sweet Jesus, Sarah thought, I hope someone warned Jasmine’s mother to avoid this. 



‘ ... but there was enough of the original wound remaining to indicate that it was 

inflicted by a sharp instrument such as a knife, entering the throat just below the left ear 

and travelling across to the right, severing the artery and windpipe on the way. It’s the 

sort of wound that could easily be inflicted by a right-handed assailant standing behind 

the victim, holding her head back by her hair to expose her neck, while he cut her throat 

with the knife.’ 

‘I see.’ Phil Turner paused thoughtfully. ‘And from your examination of the wound, 

were you able to tell anything about the nature of this sharp instrument?’ 

‘Certainly.’ This pathologist was a supremely confident young man, Sarah thought; 

not the sort who would react kindly to any questioning of his conclusions. ‘It was a single 

cut, severing nearly half of the neck in one go. So it would have to be a relatively large 

and sharp instrument to do that. With a serrated edge.’ 

‘How can you tell that? About the serrated edge?’ 

‘Well, because of the marks made on her vertebrae. You can see that in photograph 

15.’ 

Sarah studied the photograph carefully. It showed a number of small irregular marks 

which the pathologist identified as typical of a serrated blade. 

‘Dr Jones, did you find any other knife wounds on Miss Hurst’s body?’ 

‘Yes. Four cuts on the inside of her left forearm. You’ll see them in photograph 17.’ 

‘And how, in your opinion, were those cuts inflicted?’ 

‘They are the typical wound that we see in a person trying to defend themselves from 

a knife attack. You naturally raise your arms up like this ...’ Dr Jones went into a 

defensive crouch in the witness stand. ‘ ... and as you see, the inside of your forearm is 

exposed. If the victim was attacked from behind, the cuts would go across the arm and 

slightly upwards, as these do.’ 

‘And were these cuts also inflicted by a weapon with a serrated edge?’ 

‘One appears to be. The knife marked the ulna - the smaller bone in the forearm. 

You can see that in photograph 18.’ 

Phil Turner picked up a knife in a plastic bag. ‘My Lord, could I ask the witness to 

examine this breadknife. Exhibit One for the prosecution.’ The usher passed it forward. 

‘Do you recognize this knife, Dr Jones?’ 

‘Yes. It’s a breadknife given to me by the police to examine in connection with the 

wounds inflicted on the deceased.’ 

‘And what was the result of your examination?’ 

‘I tried to establish whether or not this knife could have caused these wounds. I did 

that in two ways. Firstly, I made quite careful measurements of the blade and serrations, 

and compared these measurements to the marks on the victim’s vertebrae and ulna.’ 

‘And what was the result of that experiment?’ 

‘The distances were compatible, to within a quarter of a millimetre or less.’ 

‘So according to those measurements, it was quite possible that this knife could have 

caused these wounds?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘And for your second experiment?’ 

‘I used the knife on the bones of a pig. A dead pig, of course.’ 

‘And what results did that show?’ 



‘You can see it in photographs 26 and 27, I believe. The marks are almost identical 

to those on the dead girl.’ 

The jury, Sarah noticed, were fascinated, examining the photographs and Dr Jones 

intently, with expressions which varied from open revulsion to excitement and even awe. 

Certainly he had captured their interest; perhaps if he allowed his scientific enthusiasm to 

go too far he might also repulse them, which would be a small advantage. But more 

likely, that repulsion would fall upon Simon. 

And the gruesome, intimate details were far from over. 

‘Now, Dr Jones, let me take you to another subject. In your report, you claim that the 

victim was raped ...’ 

‘So we’re not preferring charges, Sharon,’ said Terry, as emolliently as he could. 

‘I should bloody well think not. It’s him should be locked up, not me.’ 

‘I know,’ Terry sighed. ‘But the law ...’ 

‘You can stick the bloody law up your backside. What good’s it done me, eh? Sod 

all. But for brutes like him it’s different. Not enough evidence to convict, my arse! Can I 

go?’ 

‘Yes. Just try to stay out of trouble, if you can.’ 

‘Me? Oh thanks very much. You’ve not heard the last of this, Mr smarmy Bateson. 

There’s telly as well as courts, you know.’ She fished a cigarette out of her bag and lit up, 

trying to recover her dignity. ‘I don’t know how you lads can face yourselves in the 

morning, doing a shit job like yours. No one’s so much as mentioned my kids, the whole 

time I’ve been in here.’ 

‘How are they, Sharon?’ Terry ventured feebly, remembering the brave little boy 

who had given evidence in court. A fine story for the cameras, that would be. 

‘With Mary, I sincerely hope. I should’ve fetched them hours ago. Don’t I even get a 

lift home? Me a single mum, and a rape victim!’ 

‘I’m going that way, sir,’ Harry broke in. ‘I’ll see you find your kids all right.’ 

She took a long drag on her cigarette, and blew the smoke out, straight at him. 

‘Yeah, and that’s all you’re going to see, too, sunshine. All right, then. See you on telly, 

Inspector. They’ll grind you into sewage, they will. You and Gary both.’ 

Terry accompanied her and Harry to the front door. It was nearly four o’clock, the 

end of his shift. He wondered what his children would be up to, and how the first day of 

Simon’s trial had gone. There’d be reporters and TV journalists there too. But Churchill 

wouldn’t mess his case up - he had too much luck. Unlike Terry. Or was he simply a 

better detective? 

Terry watched Harry cross the car park with Sharon, and blinked. Had Harry 

squeezed her buttock as he opened the passenger door? Surely he must have imagined it. 

The mood she was in she would have raked his face with her nails and run screaming 

back for a complaint form. Anyway the lad would never be so daft. My eyes are playing 

me tricks. 

The evidence which Dr Jones presented to prove that Jasmine had been raped seemed as 

clear and convincing as his evidence about the way she had died. He had found bruising 

to the walls of her vagina, and traces of semen within it. There were cuts and scratches on 

the backs and sides of her legs which were also consistent with a violent sexual attack.  



As Sarah rose to cross-examine, she noted looks of pity and irritation from the jury. 

We’ve made up our minds already, the expressions said; Dr Jones has told us the truth. 

Going through it all again will be a pointless waste of everyone’s time. 

A few looked less hostile, though. She focused her hopes on a man at the back, and 

began. 

‘Dr Jones, I’d like to return to these cuts on Miss Hurst’s arms. They were quite 

severe, noticeable cuts, I think you said?’ 

‘It would have been very hard to miss them,’ Dr Jones agreed smoothly. Sarah 

noticed once again how unusually well dressed he was, in an expensive charcoal suit, 

pale lemon shirt, light blue tie - quite a fop, really; proud of himself. Maybe she could 

provoke him into showing off, and lose some of the jury’s sympathy that way. 

‘Yes. Just so that we’re clear about these cuts, Dr Jones, how big were they? How 

deep and wide, and so on?’ 

‘They varied. The shortest was about an inch, the longest about three inches long, on 

the inside of her left arm. As for depth, one went in to the bone.’ 

‘And from these marks on the victim’s bones, you deduce that all the cuts were 

inflicted by a weapon with a serrated edge, like the breadknife Mr Turner showed you?’ 

‘Exactly, yes.’ 

‘Yes. But that doesn’t prove that these wounds were inflicted by that particular 

breadknife, does it? I mean, there must be hundreds, probably thousands, of breadknives 

of the same model manufactured by the same company as the knife Mr Turner showed 

you, and every one of those knives could have inflicted exactly the same injuries, 

couldn’t it?’ 

‘Obviously.’ Dr Jones shrugged. ‘But none of those other knives were found in the 

defendant’s home, were they?’ 

‘Weren’t they?’ Sarah stared at him witheringly. ‘You visited my son’s home then, 

did you, Dr Jones?’ 

Dr Jones blushed, seeing his mistake at once. ‘No, no, of course not. I was simply 

given the knife by the police. I have no first hand knowledge of where it was found.’ 

‘Exactly. So let’s stick to what you do know, shall we? I’d like to draw your 

attention to another cut on the body. Would you tell the jury what you can see in 

photograph 36, please?’ 

‘It’s a photograph of the victim’s left hand.’ 

‘And is there a cut on that hand?’ 

‘Yes, there is. A very small cut on the thumb.’ 

‘Did you examine that cut?’ 

‘I ... examined it briefly, yes.’ 

‘Only briefly, you say. Why was that?’ 

‘It seemed a very minor wound in the overall context of her injuries. It certainly 

didn’t contribute to her death.’ 

‘Quite so. But your job is to examine all injuries to the victim’s body, isn’t it? 

However minor. Could you tell the court, please, did this cut exhibit similar 

characteristics to the other cuts we’ve been discussing? In terms of depth, age and so on?’ 

‘I’m not sure. May I consult my notes? ... I’m afraid I couldn’t be certain about that. 

I’ve simply noted it here as a minor cut to the left thumb.’ 

‘Was it healed?’ 



‘I’m sorry?’ 

‘This minor cut on the thumb. Had the blood in it clotted and begun to knit together? 

In the natural way that cuts heal?’ 

‘I , er ...’ Dr Jones looked carefully at his notes. ‘I’m unable to say. As I say it was a 

very minor injury.’ 

And you didn’t examine it, Sarah thought with vindictive glee. Got you, you smug 

bastard! 

‘Do you notice a black mark around the cut? Signs of a sticking plaster that’s fallen 

off?’ 

He frowned, and looked closer. ‘It might be that, yes.’ 

‘So it is possible, then, that unlike all the other wounds on the body, this cut had 

begun to heal? In other words, that this cut had been inflicted some hours, even days, 

beforehand?’ 

Dr Jones shrugged, as though the matter was unimportant, a trifle. ‘It’s possible, 

yes.’ 

The shrug irritated Sarah. She had offered him a way out and he had spurned it. Her 

concluding question, spoken with perfect politeness, crackled with concealed contempt.  

‘So there’s nothing in your notes, or your thorough, detailed and professional 

examination of the body, to exclude that possibility?’ 

‘No.’ Dr Jones glared back at her coldly. But he’d got the point, Sarah thought. So 

had the judge. It wasn’t a minor detail that he had missed. Nothing ever was, in a murder 

case. 

It was after four o’clock. Sarah was not tired, but she sensed the jury’s attention 

flagging. 

‘My lord, I have quite a number of further questions for this witness, but time is 

getting on, so might this be a convenient point to pause?’ 

The judge agreed instantly. ‘Very well, Mrs Newby. Until ten tomorrow morning, 

then.’ 

The clerk called ‘all stand!’ The judge got to his feet, bowed, and left the court. A 

buzz of conversation broke out. Sarah rushed back to the dock, where a security guard 

was handcuffing himself to her son’s wrist. ‘All right, Simon? That’s it for today.’ 

‘Yeah. Back to my cell, then?’ 

‘I’m afraid so. But so far, so good.’ 

‘You think so? Really?’ The anguish in his eyes burned into her own. Whatever she 

said now would stay with him through the night. 

‘Yes, really. Nothing went wrong today. We gave as good as we got. And I’ve plenty 

more questions for that pathologist tomorrow.’ 

‘You’ve got to do this, Mum. You’ve got to get me out of there, you really have.’ 

‘I know. And if I possibly can, I will.’ Tiptoe on a bench, she reached into the dock 

and grasped his left hand, the one that was free. ‘Have a good meal and a sleep, and don’t 

worry. You’ve got me and Lucy to do that for you.’ 

And we will, she thought, as she watched him led away. Late, late into the night. 

Harry swung the car out into the Fulford Road. Beside him, Sharon was examining her 

face in the courtesy mirror. 

‘So where’d you get this idea of the reporter, anyway?’ he asked irritably. 

‘That’s for me to know and you to find out.’ 



‘Well I’m trying to find out. That’s why I’m asking.’ 

‘And I’m not telling.’ She sucked in her cheeks, brushed back an eyelash, and 

flashed him an impudent smile. ‘That OK with you? We all have our little secrets, after 

all.’ 

Harry drove silently, controlling his temper. He had thought he was set up nicely 

with this woman. He kept the social services and vice squad off her back, while she gave 

him free, regular sex and occasional nuggets of useful information. So far these had led 

to two arrests - of a minor drug dealer and a burglar posing as a window cleaner. It was 

exactly the way an informant should operate, in his opinion. But it all depended on his 

remaining in control, while she gave information to him, and no one else. Certainly not to 

national TV. 

‘What exactly do you think you’ll achieve?’ he asked after a while. ‘However much 

publicity you get there can’t be a second trial, you know. The law forbids it.’ 

‘Then they should change the sodding law, shouldn’t they? Like it said in the paper.’ 

‘Not soon enough for you, Sharon. That’ll take years - if it ever happens.’ 

‘That’s what you think. I got my sources.’ 

He drove on, thinking hard. Harry wasn’t overly concerned about anyone apart from 

himself, but he could see that if this scheme of Sharon’s caused trouble for the police, 

then it wasn’t just Terry Bateson who was likely to be involved. Whatever scandal she 

managed to stir up, the camera’s unblinking eye might focus on him. How would that 

help his future career? The idea made him squirm.  

‘Look, Sharon, you’re making a mistake. I mean, guys like this reporter, they’re not 

interested in you for yourself. He’ll just exploit you for what he can get ...’ 

She laughed. ‘Tell me about it, lover boy. Anyhow, it’s not a guy, it’s a woman.’ 

‘This woman then. She’ll come up from London, milk your story for what she can 

get, splash it all over the papers, and leave. You’ll be a star for a day and then left on 

your own. It won’t change a thing.’ 

‘It will for me. I want everyone to know the truth.’ 

‘About what? How Gary raped you? That’s been in the papers already, only the jury 

didn’t believe you. How will this be different?’ 

‘Because it won’t be just about Gary. It’ll be about you lot too, and how you screwed 

it up. You don’t like that, do you? Well you can stick it up your arse for all I care. That’s 

what I want and that’s what I’m doing.’ 

She stubbed out her cigarette and lit another, closing the lighter with a snap. 

‘And what about Gary? What if he comes looking for you again?’ 

‘Then I’ll scratch his other cheek, the bastard!’ She took a deep drag on her cigarette, 

then turned her head and deliberately blew smoke all over his face. ‘Why didn’t you 

charge him this time, eh? I told you, he stuck his hand up my skirt.’ 

‘That’s not what the other witnesses said. There were two of them.’ 

‘And you listened to them, of course, like you always do. Not to me. Well, I’ll find 

someone who will listen. Drop me here, will you.’ 

Harry pulled the car to the kerb, and watched her go into the house where she had 

left her kids. He knew she didn’t like him much, but he didn’t care. To an extent it only 

added to the excitement, the sense of being able to control and exploit her that he’d had. 

Until now. 

He scowled, and drove slowly away. 



Chapter Thirty-Five 

NEXT MORNING, the reporters were still there. But this time, Sarah walked straight 

towards them. The questions came from all sides. 

‘Mrs Newby, is the trial going well?’ 

‘Why are you defending your son yourself?’ 

‘Could you give us a few words, please?’ 

At the top of the steps she paused and turned. She had never heard this done by a 

British barrister but she knew of nothing against it in law. Every newspaper, TV and 

radio station had reported Phil Turner’s opening speech. If I’m going to suffer this 

publicity, she thought, I may as well make use of it too. 

A TV cameraman focussed his lens on her face. Lucy tugged discreetly at her elbow, 

but Sarah ignored her. ‘I just want to say that I took this case at my son’s request. He 

assures me he is innocent and I believe him. That may be unusual for a barrister but it’s 

perfectly legal. I intend to fight this case to the best of my ability and prove his 

innocence.’ 

Pens scribbled in notebooks, microphones were thrust in her face.  

‘The victim was your son’s girlfriend, wasn’t she, Mrs Newby? Did you know her?’ 

‘I knew her, yes.’ Sarah hesitated, feeling Lucy’s tug more insistent than before. She 

hadn’t planned to answer any more questions, didn’t know quite what to say. 

‘Did you like her, Mrs Newby?’ 

‘Do you feel sorry for her parents?’ 

The TV camera zoomed closer to her face. This is why we don’t do this, she realised, 

it needs planning and preparation. She took a deep breath. ‘Jasmine Hurst was a very 

beautiful girl and my son was in love with her. Her parents have all my sympathy at this 

terrible time. But my son did not kill her.’ 

Her voice faltered and she thought God no, the whole world is going to see this. 

‘So who did kill her, Mrs Newby? Do you have any idea about that?’ 

‘No, I’m sorry. That’s all. Thank you very much.’ 

She went inside, feeling her whole body trembling. ‘For heaven’s sake, Sarah, what 

are you doing?’ Lucy said. ‘We’re not in California now. What if the judge says you’ve 

unfairly prejudiced the case?’ 

‘Then he does.’ Sarah smiled shakily. ‘How did it look? Did my voice break?’ 

‘Keep the day job, love, leave Hollywood to the experts.’ Relenting, Lucy gave her a 

brief, motherly hug. ‘The real jury’s in here, not outside.’ 

To Sarah’s relief, judge Mookerjee ignored her remarks outside court. Dr Jones took the 

stand in a dark suit with yellow tie and matching silk handkerchief. Sarah stood. 



‘Now, Dr Jones, let us turn to the semen from Miss Hurst’s vagina. You have 

described how the DNA in this semen was an exact match for the DNA which you took 

from my son.’ 

‘I have, yes.’ 

‘Very well. You may know, Dr Jones, that the defence does not dispute that the 

semen is indeed that of my son, Simon Newby. He will give evidence that he and Miss 

Hurst made love earlier that day at his house in a consensual, loving fashion. That’s why 

the semen is there, he says. So may I ask, Dr Jones, is there anything about the sample 

that would contradict this story?’ 

‘Simply the fact that it was there. In the body of a girl who had been raped and 

murdered.’ 

Sarah frowned. ‘Dr Jones, I’m not sure you understand my question. Let me make it 

clearer. I want you to put aside the vaginal bruising, and the victim’s death, and 

concentrate solely on the semen which you examined. Was there anything about the age 

or condition of the sample which would tell you when, precisely, it entered her body?’ 

The pathologist shrugged, as if the question was of minor academic interest. ‘Well, if 

you concentrate on that alone, then I suppose the answer is no, not precisely. By the time 

I analysed the sample, it was already some sixteen hours old. There is no test that could 

precisely determine whether it was deposited at the time of death or a few hours earlier.’ 

‘So it is possible that Miss Hurst had sexual intercourse several hours before her 

death?’ 

Dr Jones frowned, as though correcting an errant pupil. ‘If she did, then the vaginal 

bruising would suggest it was more like a rape than the loving consensual activity you 

describe.’ 

‘Very well, let us come to that.’ Sarah was determined not to be patronized by this 

man, but every time she looked at him she saw him in his white coat, about to show her 

Emily’s body. He had seemed the ultimate figure of medical authority then, the 

gatekeeper to life or death. 

Resolutely, she thrust the memory aside. Now he was a threat to her son. 

‘In your report you describe some bruising. When do you believe this bruising 

occurred?’ 

‘Immediately prior to the victim’s death.’ He shrugged, as if the answer were 

obvious. 

Sarah contemplated the witness coldly. ‘Can you be more precise about that, Dr 

Jones? Do you mean ten seconds before death? Five minutes? Half an hour? Two hours? 

More?’ 

‘Probably a few minutes before. Depending on the severity of the actual trauma, it 

could theoretically have been longer, I suppose. But you’d have to consider this along 

with the evidence of the crime scene to decide when the rape actually happened.’ 

‘Very well. But I’m interested in your phrase ‘depending on the severity of the 

trauma.’ Can you explain that a little further?’ 

‘Well, these bruises appeared relatively minor. The most likely explanation of that is 

that the victim was raped only a few minutes before her throat was cut, and therefore 

although the vaginal trauma she suffered was quite severe, the bruising did not have time 

to develop fully before the blood flow was cut off.’  

‘And the other explanation?’ 



‘I suppose ... a theoretical alternative explanation could be that she suffered a milder 

vaginal trauma some time before, and that the bruising had in fact fully developed.’ 

It was a key admission, reluctantly given. ‘So how long before could this much 

milder vaginal trauma have occurred, doctor?’ 

‘Well, it’s hard to be precise. If it was very mild, two or three hours, I suppose. But 

...’ 

‘Thank you. So it is possible that this bruising was caused up to two or three hours 

before death. And in that case, the trauma that caused it was much milder than the brutal 

rape which my learned friend has attempted to describe?’ 

And so my son didn’t rape her. Or at least, not very roughly. Oh Simon, Simon! 

‘It’s a theoretical possibility, yes. But only if you treat these injuries in isolation 

from all the others, which indicate a violent, sexual attack. There were scratches to the 

backs and insides of her thighs, which would indicate a violent sexual assault.’ 

‘You put the prosecution case very well, doctor. But it remains true, does it not, that 

there is a completely different and credible possibility - that the semen and bruising in the 

vagina were the result of a very much milder and less violent form of intercourse which 

may have taken place up to three hours before the violent attack which led to her death? 

That’s what you said, isn’t it?’ 

It was a vital point. Sarah fixed the witness with a basilisk stare. 

‘It’s a theoretical possibility, yes. But only if you disregard the rest of the evidence.’ 

‘Or if the rest of the evidence can be explained in a different way,’ Sarah persisted. 

‘In which case, although she was murdered, she may not have been raped at all?’ 

Dr Jones hesitated, then shrugged. ‘That is a possible interpretation, yes. Although 

even if I accept your premise, I wouldn’t call this sexual activity mild, exactly. Loving, 

consensual sex doesn’t usually cause trauma or bruising of any kind.’ 

It was a damaging reply, Sarah knew. Even if Simon’s story were true, how had he 

treated this poor girl? She remembered how tantalizing and aloof Jasmine could be; and 

Simon’s intense, frightening rage. What had really happened between them that day? 

‘But mild or not, these bruises do not necessarily indicate rape?’ 

Dr Jones hesitated, making a conscious effort to be fair. ‘If intercourse took place 

some hours before death, then ... the physical evidence does not necessarily indicate rape, 

no. But at the very least it does indicate vigorous penetration. If Ms Hurst had been alive 

and complained of rape, these bruises would certainly have supported her claim.’ 

‘But it is also possible that this bruising was caused by sexual intercourse which was 

vigorous, as you say, but still consensual. Not a rape?’ 

‘Possible, yes.’ 

‘Thank you.’ Sarah glanced at the jury. She had established this vital point; now was 

the time to develop it further. ‘So, Dr Jones, if we accept that sexual intercourse took 

place some hours before death, then there is no physical proof that the man with whom 

Jasmine Hurst had sex was the same man who cut her throat and killed her, is there?’ 

The silence in court was electric. Reluctantly, he sighed. ‘If we accept your premise, 

no.’ 

Was it enough? Did the jury understand how vital this was? Sarah was not sure. 

When in doubt, she had learned, you must drive your point home, by repetition if 

necessary. 



‘So from your evidence, Dr Jones, is it possible that Jasmine Hurst had sexual 

intercourse with my son in his house that afternoon, as he says, and that her throat was 

cut by a quite different man several hours later?’ 

Dr Jones sighed. ‘It’s possible, yes.’ 

‘Thank you. That’s all I have to ask.’ 

She smiled, and sat down. 

After a night in the cells Gary slouched into the interview room, surly and unshaven. He 

slumped into a chair, his heavy forearms on the table. ‘Have you charged her then?’ 

‘Not yet, no.’ Terry studied him contemplatively, pleased to see that his scratches 

were inflamed and angry. ‘You assaulted a police officer.’ 

‘Did I fuck! He attacked me. You all did!’ 

‘It’s a serious charge, Gary. The magistrates hate that kind of thing.’ 

‘You’re joking. I’d get a jury, anyhow. It were police brutality - four of you beat me 

up!’ 

Terry was not surprised. Gary knew the system well enough to work it to his 

advantage. With legal aid, he would be much better off avoiding magistrates and opting 

for trial by jury. His defence lawyer would claim that Gary had been assaulted in police 

custody. There were stories like this in the press all the time. 

Even if a jury did convict, he’d get six months maximum, out in three. Terry decided 

to cut his losses and go for a deal. He studied the big man coolly. 

‘Funny thing, Gary, that’s exactly what Sharon says. She was sitting peacefully in 

the pub, when all of a sudden she was assaulted, by a man twice her size.’ 

‘That’s crap, that is. She went for me. Everyone saw it.’ 

‘Not everyone, Gary. Some did, some didn’t. But what happens when we charge her 

with assault, Gary? Think about it. The magistrates look at you, fifteen stone of solid 

brawn, and then her. Who are they going to believe, do you think?’ 

‘It won’t be magistrates. It’ll be a jury.’ 

‘Ah no. This time she gets to choose, not you. You’d have to pretend to be the 

victim. The trouble is, not many victims look like you.’ Terry smiled, savouring the 

moment. ‘What I’m saying, Gary, is this. I can charge you with assaulting a police 

officer, and oppose bail on the grounds that you’re a danger to the public. That way 

you’ll serve a couple of months on remand, whatever happens at the end of it. Maybe you 

like being locked away, I don’t know?’ 

The threat, he guessed from Gary’s silence, was going home. He continued in the 

same calm, reasonable voice. ‘On the other hand, if you drop your charge against Sharon, 

a lot of police time and money would be saved. We’d look at it in that light.’ 

‘You wouldn’t charge me with assault?’ 

Terry smiled thinly. ‘You choose, Gary. You go home now, or you don’t. Up to 

you.’ 

Gary was silent for a moment. It was a mistake to regard this man as stupid, Terry 

thought. He might not be great at nuclear physics but he had an instant, unerring regard 

for his own self-preservation. 

‘All right,’ he said at last. ‘It’s just scratches anyhow. Women’s stuff.’ 

‘You’re dropping the charges?’ Terry asked formally. 

Gary nodded sullenly. He hadn’t got what he wanted but had only lost a night in the 

cells. 



‘OK. There’s this form to complete.’ Terry watched Gary sign in solid, careful 

writing. ‘Oh, just one other thing, before you go.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘These pictures.’ Terry spread the photofits of Sean on the table. ‘Anyone you 

know?’ 

Gary scowled. ‘No, don’t think so. Who are they?’ 

Terry watched him closely, not believing the denial for a second. 

‘No? Oh come on, Gary, try harder. He worked for Robsons’, delivering tiles to 

Maria Clayton’s house. And to the university lodgings where that girl Karen Whitaker 

lived. You worked with him at MacFarlane’s too, remember?’ 

‘Sean.’ Gary shrugged. ‘These aren’t supposed to be him, are they?’ 

‘Yes, they are. Don’t they look right?’ 

Gary smiled contemptuously. ‘Not really.’  

Oddly, now he’d acknowledged who the photofits were meant to represent, he 

seemed unable to take his eyes off them. Terry watched while Gary examined each 

picture in turn. 

‘Maybe you could help us make some better ones?’ 

Gary didn’t dignify this with an answer. Instead, to Terry’s surprise, he asked: ‘Who 

helped you with these? That bitch Sharon?’ 

‘Sharon? No. Why? Should she?’ 

‘She’d do owt to cause trouble, that one.’ 

‘She knows him, then, does she?’ 

Gary got abruptly to his feet. ‘I’m free to go, you said?’ 

‘In a minute. When did you last see this Sean, Gary?’ 

‘God knows. Years ago.’ 

‘Really? Then why did you cite him for an alibi, at your trial?’ 

Again, Gary didn’t bother to answer. Something was eating him up, Terry was sure 

of it. 

‘Can I go now, or what?’ 

‘For the moment. If you do see your friend Sean, tell him I’d like a word, will you?’ 

At the door, Gary turned. ‘You going to be showing them pictures around?’ 

‘It’s our job, Gary, it’s what we do.’ 

‘Stupid tossers. Wasting your bloody time.’ 

The forensic scientist, Laila Ferguson, was tall, with clear black skin and a strikingly 

beautiful face. She gave her evidence in a pleasant, husky voice. The seven men in the 

jury paid her rapt attention.  

Yes, she had examined a breadknife, exhibit one, and found minute traces of blood 

under the handle. And a pair of size 9 Nike training shoes, exhibit two, on one of which 

she had also found blood - two stains in the crevices of the sole, and five on the upper 

surface, near the toe. DNA analysis had proved that all these stains were identical to the 

blood of the victim, Jasmine Hurst. On the trainer she had also found grass stains and 

sandy soil consistent with samples taken from the crime scene. 

Phil Turner sat down with an air of quiet contentment. Sarah rose slowly.  

‘Ms Ferguson, let’s take the minor details first. These bits of grass and soil which 

you found on the trainer, they were consistent with samples from the crime scene, 

weren’t they?’ 



‘Yes, they were.’ Ms Ferguson nodded calmly. 

‘But - to make this quite clear for the jury - ‘consistent with’ doesn’t mean that the 

samples on the shoe actually came from the crime scene, does it?’ 

‘No ...’ 

‘It just means that they could have come from that area. But they could have come 

from other places on the river path, couldn’t they? Half a mile away, perhaps?’ 

‘If there was the same sort of soil there, yes. And grasses.’ 

‘So if someone had been jogging regularly along that river path, would you expect to 

find the same sandy soil and grass seeds on their shoes? Even if they hadn’t been within 

half a mile of the crime scene?’  

‘Possibly, yes ...’ The young woman could probably explain the matter further, but 

Sarah had no intention of letting her do so. Her calm beauty and assured scientific 

competence had impressed the jury too much already this morning; she needed to be 

rattled, have some of her flaws exposed. 

‘So this phrase ‘consistent with’ doesn’t take us very far, does it? What about 

blood?’ 

‘I’m sorry?’ 

‘The only thing that really connects either of these shoes with the crime are a few 

tiny stains of blood that you found on one shoe - the left one, I think. Two stains on the 

sole, and five on the upper surface near the toe. Let’s examine the stains on the sole first, 

shall we? How large were they?’ 

‘Not large. One was about half a centimetre across and the other a bit less.’ 

‘And they were both hidden in the patterns of the tread?’ 

‘That’s right, yes.’ 

‘Where you found traces of sandy soil and grasses.’ 

‘I did, yes.’ 

‘All right. Tell me, Miss Ferguson, did you find traces of anything else in the tread 

of these shoes? Things not obviously connected to this crime?’ 

Laila Ferguson frowned, trying to remember. The frown did things to her face which 

entranced the younger men in the jury. ‘Yes, I think so. There was grit - from pavements 

and roads, probably household dust. And traces of mashed potato chip, on the heel of the 

right shoe.’ 

Someone laughed, and Sarah smiled, glad to ease the tension. ‘So these trainers had 

quite an eventful life, it seems. They hadn’t been cleaned recently, then?’ 

‘No,’ Laila nodded emphatically. ‘They were fairly dirty.’ 

‘All right. Now tell me, Miss Ferguson, the blood on the sole of this shoe - was it 

mixed up with any grass, at all?’ 

‘Some of it, yes. Several fragments of grass had blood on them.’ 

‘And does that mean that the grass and the blood got onto the shoe at the same 

time?’ 

‘It ... could mean that, yes.’ 

‘But it doesn’t necessarily mean that, does it? I mean, if the grass was already lodged 

on the shoe when the blood fell on it, the blood would still stain the grass, wouldn’t it?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose so.’ Ms Ferguson agreed hesitantly. 

‘So, from your evidence, it’s not possible to say whether this grass got onto the shoe 

at the same time as the blood, or at a completely different time, is it?’ 



‘No ...’ 

‘Nor is it possible to say when this blood got onto the sole of this shoe?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Or where, either, surely. I mean, the blood could have got onto the sole of the shoe 

in the house, when the household dust got there; or out in the roads, when the road grit 

got there; or perhaps on a path where there was sandy soil. Is that right?’ 

‘I suppose that’s right, yes,’ Ms Ferguson agreed, frowning thoughtfully. ‘I mean, all 

I can say is that the blood was there. I can’t tell you when or how it got there.’ 

‘Exactly.’ Sarah let the words hang in the air, and looked at the young woman with 

some warmth. ‘Now let’s think about these drops of blood you found on top of the shoe, 

if we may. How big were they?’ 

‘The largest was two millimetres across.’ 

‘Big enough to see with the naked eye?’ 

‘Oh yes. The size of a small drop of ink.’ 

‘I see. And the others? 

‘One was about the same size. The rest were smaller. The size of a large grain of 

dust.’ 

‘Five drops of blood, three of them the size of a grain of dust. But you examined the 

shoe very carefully, I suppose? The top and the sides, the laces and the tongue, you 

looked inside too? With special scientific equipment, I take it?’ 

‘Yes, of course. I spent hours examining this shoe. There were plenty of other marks, 

mud and grass stains chiefly, and some paint and coffee; but there were just these two 

stains on the sole and five on the upper surface near the toe.’ 

‘And the other shoe? Any blood on that?’ 

‘None at all, no.’ 

‘No blood anywhere on the left shoe. Very well. Would you turn to photo number 

three, Ms Ferguson, and tell the jury what you see there, please.’ 

‘It’s ... a photograph of a dead body.’ 

‘Yes. It’s a photograph of the murder victim, Jasmine Hurst. It was taken at the 

crime scene, where she was discovered. I want to draw your attention to the blood in the 

photograph, Ms Ferguson. Is there a lot of blood?’ 

‘A lot, yes.’ 

‘I’m sorry if this is distressing, but could you describe to the court, in your own 

words, just how much blood you see in the photograph, and where it is?’ 

‘Well ... there’s a lot on her throat, where it’s been cut, and ... all over her chest and 

upper body. It’s on her arms too ... her left arm seems to be cut and there’s blood on her 

legs too.’ 

‘Is there blood on the grass beside the body?’ 

‘Yes. Some of the grass looks a reddish colour.’ 

‘There was blood on the grass; the scene of crime report confirmed that. Now, Ms 

Ferguson, when someone’s throat is cut, the blood doesn’t just leak out, does it - it sprays 

out everywhere, pumped out by the heart because an artery has been severed. Is that 

right?’ 

‘Well, I’ve never seen it ...’ 

‘You’re a scientist, aren’t you? A forensic scientist - you know how an artery 

works?’ 



‘Yes, of course. You’re right - the blood would spray everywhere.’ 

‘Yes. And we can see that in the photo, can’t we? Blood on the victim’s chest, blood 

on her arms and legs and all over the grass. A lot of blood, you said. Blood everywhere. 

Am I right?’ 

‘Yes, that’s right. There’s a lot of blood in this photo.’ 

‘Very well. Now you’re a forensic scientist; so what would you expect to find on the 

shoes of the person who committed this horrible crime? Someone who struggled with the 

victim, stood close enough to cut her throat?’ 

‘Blood ...’ 

‘Yes, of course. You’d expect to find blood on those shoes, wouldn’t you? Not just 

blood on the top of the shoes, from the spray you’ve described, but blood on the soles 

too, from that bloodstained grass. You’d expect to find blood in all the little cracks of the 

soles, wouldn’t you? The soles of both shoes?’ 

Laila Ferguson hesitated. The girl was far too intelligent not to see where this was 

going. Sarah had noticed her talking quite intimately to Will Churchill outside the court; 

she must know how vital her evidence was to his case. What would she do? Prevaricate 

and attempt to spin the evidence to support the police? Or value her own reputation as an 

independent scientist? She was very young - it could be the first time she had been in a 

situation like this. 

She fiddled with the plaits of her afro haircut, then looked directly at Sarah. 

‘If the shoes had walked in that grass, yes, I would.’ 

Good girl, Sarah thought. ‘The only way to get the blood out of the soles would have 

been to wash them, wouldn’t it? I suppose you’d have to wash them quite thoroughly?’ 

‘Yes, you would. Blood is notoriously hard to get rid of.’ 

‘Did these shoes look as though they’d been washed?’ 

Laila Ferguson smiled - a flash of white teeth in her striking black face. ‘Not 

recently, no. They were filthy.’ 

Sarah smiled back. She was getting to like this girl. ‘All right. What about the upper 

surface of these shoes? Given the amount of blood we saw in those photographs, most of 

which came from the victim’s throat, wouldn’t you have expected to find some of that 

spray on top of the murderer’s shoes, too? Not just five tiny drops, but quite a lot of it?’ 

‘If the victim was standing up when her throat was cut, certainly. I suppose it’s 

possible she might have been lying down. Or the murderer stood behind her.’  

There’s such a thing as being too clever, Sarah thought grimly. Or in my case, not 

clever enough. I should have thought of that first. 

‘Even then, he would have to step carefully to avoid it, wouldn’t he? Given how 

much blood we can see.’ 

‘There’s a lot of blood in the photo, yes. It would probably get on the killer’s shoes.’ 

‘And yet there was no blood at all on one shoe you examined, isn’t that right?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘And on the other one, just two tiny stains on the sole and five drops, three of them 

the size of - what did you say? - a grain of dust on the upper surface. That’s all you 

found, isn’t it?’ 

‘That’s all the blood I found, yes.’ 



‘Very well.’ Again Sarah paused, looking at her notes, to let the impact of the last 

few questions sink in. She had a clear sense that the jury was interested, and intrigued. 

This had been her best morning so far. She looked at Laila Ferguson again. 

‘Now, what about the blood on the breadknife. Were these stains any bigger?’ 

‘No. There were just a few small specks, trapped in between the blade and the 

handle. There isn’t much room in there.’ 

‘What about the rest of the knife? Were there any stains on the blade, or the handle?’ 

‘No. The knife was quite clean; it looked as though it had been washed recently.’ 

‘Very well. But that’s a normal thing to do with a breadknife, isn’t it?’ 

Laila Ferguson shrugged. ‘Yes, I suppose so.’ 

‘What was the handle made of?’ 

‘Plastic.’ 

‘Did you find any blood on the handle? Anything to suggest that a person with a 

bloodstained hand had gripped it, for instance?’ 

‘No. But then blood wouldn’t stain plastic, if it was washed soon enough.’ 

‘I see. Now, what can you tell us about the age of this blood?’ 

‘I’m sorry?’ The question clearly came as a surprise to Miss Ferguson. 

‘How old was it?’ 

‘I ... it’s impossible to tell. It was dried blood, so obviously it was more than a few 

hours old, but beyond that there’s no way of saying.’ 

‘You can’t say if the samples were a week old, two weeks old, a month old even?’ 

‘I’m afraid not, no.’ 

‘If you can’t say how old it is, you can’t say when the blood got onto the knife, can 

you?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Or onto the shoes?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Very well. So you have no way of saying that this blood got onto the shoe or the 

knife at the time of Jasmine’s death, have you?’ 

‘Well, I can’t say that, no.’ Laila Ferguson looked surprised at where the questions 

had led her. ‘I can only tell you definitely that the blood came from Jasmine Hurst. That’s 

all.’ 

‘Yes, I understand that,’ said Sarah patiently. ‘But as far as you’re concerned it’s 

possible that all of these blood stains could have got there as the result of an incident that 

occurred several hours before Jasmine’s death? Days earlier, even?’ 

‘Well, yes, I suppose so.’ Whether Laila Ferguson had anticipated the direction these 

questions were leading or not, she seemed unable to resist it.  

‘A quite different incident, nothing to do with murder at all.’ 

‘Perhaps.’ 

‘Very well.’ Sarah paused, to gather her thoughts and ensure that the jury were 

waiting for her next question, when it came. She had got as far as she could with this 

witness. If she were to build the basis for Simon’s defence later, the next few moments 

were crucial. 

‘So if Simon Newby says, as he does, that this blood got onto the shoe and the knife 

when Miss Hurst cut her thumb in the kitchen, that is scientifically quite possible, isn’t 

it?’ 



‘I can’t say what happened,’ Laila Ferguson answered. ‘I wasn’t there.’ 

‘No, of course not. But what I mean is, there’s nothing in your scientific examination 

of the shoe and the knife and the blood to say that it isn’t a reasonable explanation, is 

there?’ 

‘No, I suppose not.’ 

‘Even if this accident happened some hours or even days beforehand?’ 

‘True. There’s nothing to say it couldn’t have been like that.’ 

‘Very well. And given the very small, almost insignificant amounts of blood we’re 

talking about here, compared to the massive carnage at the murder scene, don’t you think 

that’s a more likely explanation, Ms Ferguson? A minor accident in the kitchen, 

producing a few drops of blood on a shoe, and a tiny stain on a knife?’ 

Phil Turner coughed, looking meaningfully at the judge. Sarah knew she was 

perilously close to asking the witness to speculate about things beyond her competence. 

But the important thing was to plant the idea in the jury’s minds. 

Before the judge could react, Laila Ferguson answered. ‘I suppose it’s a theoretical 

possibility, yes.’ 

‘Thank you,’ said Sarah, and sat down. Wondering, with a small part of her mind, 

whether Will Churchill would be quite so entranced with the lovely young scientist now. 



Chapter Thirty-Six 

EVERY TIME she saw Will Churchill in court, Sarah experienced a fierce rush of 

hatred. It was not normally like this. In the past there had been a few police officers - like 

Terry Bateson - whom she liked, a majority whom she tolerated, and a few whom she 

despised. She had never hated one before. But then, no policeman had ever charged her 

son with murder before. 

Churchill appeared to be enjoying the trial, patting his officers on the back, cracking 

jokes with Phil Turner, and trying to chat up the forensic scientist, Laila Ferguson.  

When he saw Sarah watching, his laugh grew louder. 

On the witness stand he explained why he had searched Simon’s house and what he 

had found there, and how he had arrested Simon in Scarborough two weeks later. 

Phil Turner nodded. ‘When you arrested Mr Newby, did you caution him?’ 

‘Yes, we did.’ 

‘So he was told, was he, that there was no need for him to say anything, but that 

anything he did say might be used in evidence?’  

‘He was told that, yes.’ 

‘Did he appear to understand it?’ 

‘Yes. He was fully awake and I spoke the words of the caution slowly and clearly.’ 

‘Very well. And after he had been arrested and cautioned, did he in fact say 

anything?’ 

‘Yes. He said that he hadn’t killed Jasmine Hurst and that he hadn’t seen her for 

several weeks. He repeated those statements several times.’ 

Sarah glared at the judge. She had argued in chambers for this damaging evidence to 

be excluded. But Turner had played the tape of Simon’s interview, arguing that although 

Simon had retracted the statements he had made in the car, he had admitted making 

them. (‘But you did say it, didn’t you ...’ ‘Yes, but ...’) To Sarah’s disgust, judge 

Mookerjee had agreed with him. 

‘Where was Simon Newby when he made these statements?’ 

‘In the police car on the way from Scarborough to York. With DC Easby and 

myself.’ 

‘How did you respond?’ 

‘I said he would be interviewed at the police station. That’s correct police 

procedure.’ 

Turner nodded approvingly. ‘Nonetheless, it is also correct procedure, is it not, to 

make a note of any comments an arrested person may make after caution. Did you make 

such a note?’ 

‘I did, yes.’ 

‘Would you read it to the court, please?’ 



In his flat estuary English Churchill read: ‘At 3.45 a.m. on Monday 31st May, DCI 

Churchill of York police, accompanied by DC Easby of York police and DS Conroy and 

DC Lane of Scarborough police, entered room 7 of Seaview Villas in Whitton Street, 

Scarborough ... After being cautioned, Mr Newby stated that he had not killed Jasmine 

Hurst, and that he had not seen her for weeks. He repeated this statement several times.’ 

‘When you arrived at the police station, was Mr Newby given access to a lawyer?’ 

‘He was, yes. Mrs Lucy Parsons.’ Churchill eyed Lucy contemptuously. 

‘Was Mr Newby cautioned again?’ 

‘He was, yes.’ 

Sarah shifted restlessly in her seat. In his slow, painstaking way Turner was walling 

Simon in. The more solidly he built his case, the harder it would be for her to tear it apart. 

‘Did you show Mr Newby this note?’ 

‘I did. I asked him to sign it as a correct record of what he had said.’ 

‘And what was his response?’ 

‘He refused. At first he claimed he hadn’t said those things at all. Then when I 

challenged him, he agreed he had said them but wanted to change his story. He admitted 

that he had met Jasmine Hurst on the day she was murdered, after all.’ 

‘I see.’ Turner paused, letting the words resonate in the jurors’ minds. He was 

making Simon look like a panic-stricken liar, who made up his story as he went along. 

And it was about to get worse. 

‘He changed his story after meeting Mrs Parsons, his solicitor, you say?’ 

‘That’s right, sir. Yes.’ 

‘I see.’ Turner gazed at Lucy, sitting stony faced behind Sarah. His look was 

thoughtful, one eyebrow slightly raised. A brief glance, followed by a long pause, while 

the jury stared at Lucy too. Thinking, no doubt, she told him to change his story. 

You devious old bastard, Sarah thought. Once she might have admired his court 

craft; now icy fury flooded through her. 

‘So what happened next?’ 

‘Mrs Parsons handed me a statement which Simon had written himself.’ Churchill 

read the statement aloud.‘I met Jasmine Hurst a year ago and became very fond of her. In 

October she came to live with me at 23 Bramham Street and she stayed until March, 

when she left me. She said she was tired of me and had a new boyfriend. His name is 

David Brodie and he lives with her at 8a Stillingfleet Road. I went there once to ask 

Jasmine to come back and live with me but she wouldn’t. I’ve met her a few times since 

then but only briefly. On Thursday 13th May I met her by the river and she came back to 

my house for a meal. I asked her to come back and live with me but she wouldn’t. We 

argued about this and then she left. When she left I was upset so I decided to go to 

Scarborough for a holiday, to try to get over her. I drove to Scarborough that night and 

didn’t see Jasmine again. I had no idea Jasmine was dead until the police arrested me 

this morning. I did not kill her and I don’t know how she died. Simon Newby.’ 

‘So this was quite different to what he had told you an hour before, in the police 

car?’ 

‘Yes, it was.’ 

Turner rubbed his nose thoughtfully. ‘Chief Inspector Churchill, you have many 

years experience of interviewing criminal suspects, have you not? In your experience, is 



it usual for a defence solicitor to come into the police station, confer with her client, and 

then begin the interview by producing a written statement of this kind?’  

‘No, it’s very unusual.’ Churchill smiled. ‘In fact, it’s the first time I’ve seen it 

myself.’ 

This was too much. Sarah stood up. ‘My Lord, I really must protest. It seems that my 

learned friend is attempting to imply some form of professional misconduct on the part of 

Mrs Parsons, but there is no basis for this whatsoever.’ 

Judge Mookerjee raised his eyebrows. ‘Mr Turner?’ 

Turner glanced at Sarah in mock surprise. ‘My Lord, I’m merely trying to establish 

how the defendant arrived at his version of events.’ 

‘Which implies that he was influenced by his solicitor,’ Sarah insisted. ‘My Lord, 

there was no impropriety whatsoever in my colleague’s behaviour and on her behalf I 

most strongly resent the implication.’ 

‘If there is such an implication of course I withdraw it.’ Turner bowed to the judge. 

‘I am happy to agree that Mrs Parsons has behaved entirely within the law.’ 

Judge Mookerjee studied the two barristers. ‘Does that satisfy you, Mrs Newby?’ 

Within the law, Sarah saw, was a stroke of genius. It was impossible to challenge and 

yet it suggested that Lucy had done something wrong, even if technically legal. Probably 

half the jury had missed Turner’s subtle innuendoes; now she had emphasized them. Not 

for the first time in her career, she had been outsmarted. There was nothing for it but to 

back out as gracefully as she could.  

‘Indeed, my Lord. For the present.’  

‘So, Chief Inspector Churchill,’ Turner resumed. ‘What was your response to this 

unusual written statement?’ 

‘Well, Mrs Parsons said that if I had no evidence against Mr Newby, he should be 

released immediately. I said that we did have evidence. I showed him the trainers which 

we had found in his house, with the mud and grass stains and blood on them. I explained 

that they matched the footprints near the body.’ 

‘And what was his response?’ 

‘He said they weren’t his trainers.’ 

‘Did he suggest who else they might belong to?’ 

‘No sir. I asked if anyone else kept their trainers in his house, and he said they 

didn’t.’ 

‘Did you show him any other evidence?’ 

‘Yes. I showed him the breadknife, and told him it had blood with Jasmine’s blood 

group on it. AB negative. The same blood group as on the trainers.’ 

‘What was his response to that?’ 

‘He was very angry. He got to his feet and threatened me. At first he said it wasn’t 

his knife at all. Then he said that it couldn’t be her blood because he didn’t kill her.’ 

‘I see.’ Again Turner paused, and the eyes of the jury strayed to Simon in the dock, 

imagining him threatening two policemen, and lying about the ownership of the knife. 

Sarah guessed what was coming next. 

‘At this point, did Mr Newby mention anything about Jasmine cutting her finger 

with the breadknife?’ 

‘Nothing at all, sir, no.’ 

‘Did he ever suggest that to you?’ 



‘No, never.’ 

‘So it’s fair to say, is it, that this explanation for the blood on his knife and trainer is 

something that he now relies on for his defence, but which he failed to mention when 

interviewed?’ 

‘It is, sir, yes.’ 

‘Very well. Let us move on to another aspect of the defence case, if we may. Can I 

ask you to look back at that statement which Mr Newby wrote, after meeting Mrs 

Parsons. Does it say anywhere that Simon made love to Miss Hurst on Thursday 13th 

May?’ 

Churchill pretended to consult the document, then looked up. ‘No, it doesn’t.’ 

‘What does it say happened that afternoon?’ 

‘It says ‘I met her by the river and she came back to my house for a meal. I asked her 

to come back to live with me but she wouldn’t. We argued about this and then she left.’ 

That’s all. Nothing about making love.’ 

‘So at what point did Mr Newby mention this to you?’ 

‘When I told him that Miss Hurst had been raped before she died. I said we’d found 

traces of semen, and so DNA analysis would identify the man who raped and murdered 

her.’ 

‘And what was his response?’ 

‘At that point he said that the semen would be his. He claimed that he had made love 

to Jasmine earlier that afternoon.’ 

‘Did he admit that he had raped her?’ 

‘No sir. I asked him about that and he said he had not.’ 

‘I see. But again it’s fair to say, is it, that in his original handwritten statement he 

made no mention of this act of sexual intercourse which he is now trying to use in his 

defence? He only came up with it when confronted with the evidence.’ 

‘That’s correct, yes.’ 

Phil Turner waited for a moment, rubbing his ear as though wondering if there were 

anything he had missed. Several jurors were scowling at Simon with unconcealed 

disgust. 

‘Thank you, Chief Inspector. Wait there, please.’ 

When Sarah stood up, Churchill faced her with a polite, contemptuous smile. The trick in 

situations like this, as they both knew, was to put the police in as bad a light as possible. 

‘Mr Churchill,’ she asked, refusing to dignify him with his rank. ‘What time of day 

was it that you arrested my son?’ 

‘At 3.47 a.m., madam.’ Madam was an exquisite touch. As he spoke he looked away 

from her towards the jury, to suggest that she was troubling him with trivialities. 

‘Why?’ 

‘Why what?’ Reluctantly he looked back at her. 

‘Why did you arrest him so early in the morning?’ 

A look of amazement crossed Churchill’s face. ‘He was the suspect in a serious 

murder case. I arrested him as soon as I could. The Scarborough police spotted his car 

late that night and I drove immediately to Scarborough to arrest him.’ What’s wrong with 

that, his look said. 

‘So he was asleep when you arrived, was he?’ 

‘He was in bed asleep, yes.’ 



‘And did you make the arrest alone, or with other officers?’ 

‘With two Scarborough officers and DC Easby.’ 

‘I see. So at quarter to four in the morning, Simon Newby was asleep in his bed. 

Two minutes later, four policemen burst into his bedroom and arrested him. You told him 

why he was being arrested and informed him of his rights. In a loud, slow voice, I think 

you said.’ 

‘I spoke slowly. I didn’t say my voice was loud.’ 

‘While he was still in bed?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘And then you handcuffed him?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘And took him outside to your police car?’ 

‘We did, yes.’ 

‘What was he wearing at this time?’ 

‘His pyjamas.’ 

‘I see.’ Sarah looked at the jury to see what effect, if any, her questions were having. 

Most looked reasonably alert, at least. ‘So let me get this picture right. Here we have a 

young man, fast asleep in his bed at 3.45 in the morning, when suddenly he wakes up to 

find four police officers in his bedroom shouting at him. Before he can get out of bed 

they tell him his girlfriend is dead and that he is being arrested for her murder. Then they 

handcuff him, drag him downstairs and put him in a police car. Is that what happened?’  

‘Madam, he was being arrested on a very - serious - charge.’ Churchill spoke slowly 

and clearly, as though explaining to a slow-witted child. Someone in the public gallery 

laughed. 

‘And then you interrogated him,’ said Sarah coldly. 

‘I beg your pardon? When, exactly?’ 

‘In the police car. You asked him questions in the police car, didn’t you? On the way 

back from Scarborough.’ 

‘No, madam, we did not. I’ve already explained that.’ 

‘I think you did. My client remembers very clearly that you asked him questions in 

the police car.’ 

‘No, madam, we didn’t ask him any questions until we got back to York.’ 

‘Well, you say that, but I put it to you that you did ask him questions in the police 

car.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘My client clearly remembers that you did. He will give evidence that you did.’ 

‘We did not.’ 

‘You see, this is a vital point, isn’t it, Mr Churchill? I suppose even you can 

appreciate the feelings of a young man who has been dragged out of his bed by four 

strangers in the middle of the night, forced into a car, and told that his girlfriend is dead. 

How would you expect that young man to feel? Confused, perhaps? Terrified? Overcome 

by grief? All of those things?’ 

‘He might be overcome by guilt.’ 

‘Not if he was innocent.’ She paused and glanced at the jury. ‘Mr Churchill, there 

are rules to protect suspects in these situations, are there not? Do you remember what 

they are?’ 



Churchill sighed, and spoke in a monotone as though deliberately reciting something 

he had learned off by heart. ‘A suspect who has been arrested should not be questioned 

further until he is in an interview room in a police station where the interview can be 

recorded on tape.’ 

‘Exactly. And one of the purposes of those rules is to protect the accused, isn’t it? 

From being unfairly harassed when he is handcuffed in the back of a police car, for 

instance.’ 

‘That may be one purpose, yes. Another is to protect the police from false 

accusations by unscrupulous lawyers.’ 

Touché, she thought. But Sarah was playing the game for real today. ‘I put it to you, 

Mr Churchill, that you knowingly and deliberately broke these rules in the most cynical 

manner. Not only did you arrest this young man quite unnecessarily in the middle of the 

night, in a way calculated to terrify him out of his wits; you then handcuffed him, told 

him his girlfriend was dead, and then interrogated him in your car while he was 

overcome with grief and shock.’ 

‘No ...’ Churchill shook his head. 

‘You did all this deliberately to confuse him and get him to say something to 

incriminate himself. And you were successful, weren’t you?’ 

‘He made these statements voluntarily. There was no interrogation in the car.’ 

‘Voluntarily, you say? When he was dragged from his bed in his nightclothes, and 

handcuffed in the car with two strange men? How was he handcuffed, Mr Churchill? 

With his hands in front of him or behind?’ 

‘His hands were behind him.’ 

‘Was he restrained in any other way?’ 

‘He was strapped into his seat, yes, for his own safety.’ 

‘And you call this situation voluntary?’ 

‘His situation wasn’t voluntary, madam, no. He was under arrest. But he made his 

statements voluntarily, without any interrogation. As I have already said.’ 

‘So you handcuff a young man, in his pyjamas, in the middle of the night, with his 

hands behind his back, drive him fifty miles through the countryside with two strange 

men who accuse him of murdering his girlfriend, and then you call his statements 

voluntary?’ 

‘He made his statements voluntarily, and I recorded them in the normal way.’ 

‘Most people would call that intimidation, Mr Churchill. So now of course we 

understand why he made this foolish mistake of saying he hadn’t seen Jasmine for weeks. 

He lied because he was terrified out of his wits, because you had been bullying him ever 

since you woke him up at quarter to four in the morning ...’ 

To her surprise, Phil Turner was on his feet. ‘My Lord, is there a question in all 

this?’ 

Judge Mookerjee peered at her. ‘Mrs Newby?’  

‘I was coming to that, My Lord. How long is the drive from Scarborough to York?’ 

‘About an hour, at that time in the morning. But ...’ 

‘So for all that time, while Simon was adjusting to the shock of hearing his girlfriend 

was dead, you were interrogating him, accusing him of murder. No wonder he was 

terrified, no wonder he felt he had to lie to save himself!’ 



‘We did not ask him any questions in the car. This arrest was conducted according to 

the rules, and his statements were recorded according to the rules as well. That’s why I 

showed him a written record of his comments at the start of the interview in the police 

station.’ 

‘When he immediately denied them, is that right?’ 

‘After he he’d had legal advice, yes.’  

Churchill nodded at Lucy, to remind the jury of the implication that she had done 

something unethical. Swiftly, Sarah challenged him again. 

‘That’s not true, though, is it, Mr Churchill? My son didn’t have time to discuss your 

notes with his solicitor - he denied them immediately you showed them to him.’ 

‘At first he did, yes. Then he agreed that he had made those statements, but changed 

his story to say that he had seen Jasmine Hurst on Thursday 13th after all.’ 

‘Yes. So as soon as he was in a proper environment, where he had a solicitor with 

him as was his legal right, and he was no longer handcuffed in a car being shouted at by 

two men who told him his girlfriend was dead, he began to tell the truth. Is that what 

you’re saying?’ 

Churchill smiled dismissively. ‘He changed his story, yes. After he’d seen his 

lawyer.’ 

‘All right. Let’s look at what he did after he had spoken to his lawyer. Not only did 

he begin to co-operate with you, Mr Churchill, but he actually did something quite 

unprecedented in your experience. He volunteered a written statement of the truth, isn’t 

that right?’ 

‘He gave me a statement that was partially true, yes.’ 

‘Partially true, Mr Churchill? Would you read the statement again, please, and tell 

me which parts of it you think are not true?’ 

To her delight Churchill fell into her trap. He picked up Simon’s statement and 

began to read through it. The court fell silent, waiting. After nearly a minute, he looked 

up. 

‘I mean that the statement was incomplete. It missed a number of crucial details.’ 

‘So there is nothing in his statement that is untrue. Is that what you are saying?’ 

‘It’s incomplete. For example ...’ 

‘But it’s all true, isn’t it? Every word of that statement is true?’ 

‘True as far it goes, yes ...’ 

‘Thank you.’ For a second, Sarah thought that she had him. But she was wrong. 

‘It doesn’t say that he had sex with her, which he is now relying on for his defence. 

It doesn’t say that he hit her in the street, leaving a bruise on her face. Those are pretty 

important omissions, in my view. It doesn’t say that he spied on her when she was with 

David Brodie, and had a fight with him outside his house. That’s true as well, Mrs 

Newby, you know.’ 

Shit! She’d had him on the ropes, but he’d winded her with three heavy blows to the 

body. Her mind froze and she reeled, eyes glazed, waiting for the knockout. Then she hit 

back. 

‘That doesn’t alter the fact that everything in that statement was true. If I asked 

where you were last night, Mr Churchill, you might say you were with a young woman, 

but you wouldn’t necessarily tell me what you did in bed with her. You’d be 

embarrassed, wouldn’t you?’ 



As Churchill hesitated, surprised by the question, a smothered male laugh came from 

behind her in the courtroom. A look of fury crossed his face, followed, to her delight, by 

a faint but unmistakable blush. I’ve touched a nerve I didn’t know existed, she thought, 

delighted. 

‘Perhaps I would, yes. But then no one’s accused me of murder.’ 

‘Nevertheless, that’s why my son didn’t write down that he had sex with Jasmine 

that afternoon. He had no idea it was important at the time, had he? He simply told you 

he’d been with her, which was true.’ 

‘Possibly.’ Churchill was looking daggers past her, at whoever had laughed. She 

longed to look round herself. 

‘There you are then. As soon as my son was at the police station, he gave you 

information that was entirely true. And in the course of that interview, when everything 

else he said was true, did he at any time admit to killing Jasmine Hurst?’ 

‘No, he denied it.’ 

‘Exactly. He’s always denied that, hasn’t he?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

She had almost finished with Churchill. She glanced at her notes to remind herself 

how she had planned this last night. Surprise him now, keep him off guard. 

‘When did you first tell him that Jasmine was dead?’ 

‘I ... when we arrested him. We told him then.’ 

‘Pretty shocking news, wouldn’t you say? Especially when it’s brought to you by 

four policemen in the middle of the night. How did he react to it?’ 

‘He claimed he didn’t know she was dead.’ 

‘He claimed he didn’t know.’ Sarah let the words hang a little in the air. ‘I suppose it 

never crossed your mind, Inspector Churchill, that this claim might actually be true? In 

which case your manner of breaking this terrible news was - what shall we say? Brutal?’ 

‘I believed that he had murdered her.’ 

‘You believed that, yes, but what if you were wrong? What if you were quite wrong 

and he really thought Jasmine was alive? What sort of reaction would you expect?’ 

Churchill shrugged. ‘If he really believed Jasmine was still alive, I suppose he would 

have been shocked.’ 

‘And how did he behave?’ 

‘Well, he appeared to be upset, of course. He said he didn’t know she was dead and 

started screaming at us. But in my view it was all fraud. He was shocked to be caught, 

that’s all.’ 

‘He appeared to be upset, you say. Did he ask you how she had died?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Was this in his room, or in the car?’ 

‘In the car.’ 

‘When he was handcuffed and strapped to his seat. Did you tell him how she had 

died?’ 

‘In general terms, yes. I told him she’d been raped, and had her throat cut.’ 

‘And what was his reaction to this news?’ 

‘He appeared to be upset.’ 



Again Sarah let the words hang in the air. The longer she waited, the more callous 

she hoped they might sound. But it was only a hope. The jury might equally well 

sympathize with Churchill’s cynicism.  

‘Describe this appearance of being upset for us, Inspector, if you will. Did he seem 

shocked? Did he weep? What did he do?’ 

Churchill looked up at the ornate domed ceiling for a moment and sighed, as though 

to indicate his impatience. ‘As I recall he fell silent for a while. Then he started shouting 

at us and saying he hadn’t seen her for weeks.’ 

Damn! She had walked into that. I need an exit strategy, quick. 

‘So, to sum up your evidence, Mr Churchill. Four policeman woke my son in the 

middle of the night, handcuffed him and told him his girlfriend was dead. He appeared to 

be upset by this. You told him she had been raped and had her throat cut and he appeared 

to be even more upset by that. Correct so far?’ 

The mocking smile again. ‘If you put it like that, yes.’ 

‘Then, when he is handcuffed in your car and still appears to be upset by this truly 

shocking news, you accuse him of murder and start to question him ...’ 

‘No!’ Churchill shook his head vigorously. ‘We did not question him in the car.’ 

‘All right. When you are not questioning him in the car but you are describing to him 

how she was killed and simultaneously accusing him of her murder while driving him 

through the darkened countryside in his pyjamas with his hands cuffed, and according to 

you he appears to be upset, at that point he starts to lie and say he hasn’t seen her for 

weeks. Is that right?’ 

‘It’s your way of putting it, I suppose.’ 

‘Is any of it untrue?’ 

He thought back over what she had said. ‘Not in detail, I suppose, but ...’ 

‘Very well, then. You then take him to a police station where he is allowed to see a 

lawyer and has a few moments to take in this appalling news without feeling that he is 

being kidnapped by two strangers who don’t believe a word he says, and at that point he 

immediately begins to co-operate and tell the truth. Is that right?’ 

‘Not all the truth, no. He told us he didn’t kill Jasmine.’ 

‘Apart from that, what else did he tell you in that interview that you don’t accept as 

true?’ 

Churchill paused before answering, searching swiftly through his mind for a detail 

she had forgotten. Then he grinned. 

‘He said he’d made love to her in the afternoon. I don’t believe that.’ 

‘You may not believe it but you’ve no way of knowing whether it’s true or not, have 

you? The pathologist has already confirmed that it’s possible.’ 

Churchill shrugged dismissively, without answering. 

‘You don’t believe he was genuinely upset to hear of her death, but it’s perfectly 

possible that he was, isn’t it? If he didn’t kill her?’ 

‘If he didn’t kill her, yes.’ 

‘So, if we accept that he didn’t kill her, Mr Churchill, everything that he did and said 

becomes perfectly comprehensible, doesn’t it? He was shocked, upset and terrified in 

your police car, when he panicked and told you a lie; but after that he recovered and 

everything he told you was completely one hundred per cent true. If we accept that he 

didn’t kill her, that is.’ 



Churchill spread his hands in exasperation. ‘Well, if you accept that, Mrs Newby, 

yes. But I don’t accept it, you see, not for a moment. I think he killed her.’ 

It was the best she could do. Quickly, to show she was not at a loss but was where 

she had wanted to be, Sarah smiled. ‘Thank you, Mr Churchill. That’s all I want to ask.’  

She folded her gown about her, and sat down. 

‘You stitched him up, the sod.’ 

‘Did I? I hope so, Simon. He’s a difficult witness to shake.’ 

‘You made him look like a thug. He is too.’ 

‘Let’s hope the jury agree with you.’ 

‘They will. Anyone could see what a pig he is.’ 

‘That was the plan, certainly.’ Sarah paced the brief length of the cell and back 

again. The adrenaline was still flowing in her, making it hard to stay still. Churchill had 

shaken her as much as she had shaken him. ‘It must be hard, watching all this.’ 

‘Not when you’re doing so well. You’re brilliant, Mum - honest!’ 

The enthusiasm, even the choice of words, reminded her of the small boy he had 

once been. Before all the teenage rebellion and hatred and ... this. The brief light in his 

face brought her a keen joy and regret for all that was gone. She squeezed his arm briefly. 

‘I wish all my clients were so grateful. But we’ve a long way to go yet.’ 

The cell door opened and a guard put a tray with pre-wrapped sandwiches, an apple, 

and coffee on the bench beside Simon. 

‘Such luxury,’ Sarah said. ‘Lucy’ll be down to eat with you. I’ve got some notes to 

check in my chambers. See you this afternoon, OK?’ 

Outside, there was the usual shock of sunshine, tourists, traffic and a warm autumn 

wind that caressed her face and played with her gown as she walked. It was always so 

strange to step out of the all-absorbing world of the trial into this sound, bustle and 

colour. Like stepping out of the program into the adverts. She walked past children 

climbing the grassy slopes of Clifford’s Tower, a French tour guide giving a lecture. She 

waited at the traffic lights, one hand clutching her wig to stop it blowing off in the wind. 

A man pressed the button beside her. 

‘How’s it going, then?’ 

‘Who - oh, Terry. Hi.’ They crossed the road, squeezing through a line of German 

school children. ‘It’s, er ... OK so far.’ 

‘You had my boss on the stand this morning. He’s not your greatest fan.’ 

Sarah grimaced. ‘Nor I his. But I made a little progress, I think.’ 

‘How’s your son bearing up? Simon.’ 

‘He thinks we’re doing well.’ She looked at Terry thoughtfully, wondering how far 

she could go. ‘But that’s probably because he knows he’s innocent. No one else does. 

What I really need, is to know who did kill her. David Brodie, for instance?’ 

Terry met her gaze seriously, knowing he didn’t have the answer. ‘I’m sorry, Sarah. 

But I’m afraid at the moment ...’ 

A hand touched her shoulder. ‘Excuse me, ma’am, but would you mind posing for a 

photo next to my wife here? We’re from Kansas, and we so admire your quaint British 

law dresses ...’ 

Stifling a groan, Sarah posed next to the woman for a second. Then she hurried 

upstairs to her chambers where coffee and sandwiches were waiting. To prepare for the 

afternoon, and the next witness. 



The first witness after lunch was Simon’s neighbour, Archibald Mullen, who had dressed 

for the occasion. Instead of his old carpet slippers and cardigan he wore a jacket, shirt 

and tie. His sparse hair had been plastered to his scalp with Brylcreem. His pipe, which 

Sarah had seen him smoking in the foyer, had been extinguished and stuffed into his 

pocket.  

Phil Turner took him slowly through his evidence - how he had seen Simon and 

Jasmine often, and recognized them; how he’d seen them arguing in the street on the 

night she died; how Simon had hit her and she had run off, crying; how Simon had gone 

back into his house and then come out later to drive away in his car. It was a crucial, 

damning part of the case against Simon. 

Watching, Sarah thought, the old buzzard’s giving the performance of his life. He 

must have been standing in front of the mirror practising this for weeks.  

If Bob hadn’t met him, Simon might never have been arrested. 

When Turner sat down Sarah hesitated. She was debating with herself whether to ask 

the old crow anything at all. Foolishly, she stood up, and instantly his old dark eyes 

swivelled to find her, like a thrush focussing on a worm.  

‘Mr Mullen, you must have been watching this incident with great care.’ 

‘I saw what happened, right enough.’ The Adam’s apple in his leathery old throat 

bobbed sharply as he spoke. 

‘I just want to get a picture of this,’ Sarah probed cautiously. ‘You were cleaning 

your teeth, when you heard a noise outside. A door slamming and people arguing, you 

said.’ 

‘Aye. Shouting at each other, like.’ 

‘So when you looked out of the window, the argument had already begun?’ 

‘Aye. Going at it hammer and tongs, they were.’ 

‘But you didn’t see the start of the argument, did you?’ This, really, was the only 

useful point Sarah had to make. 

‘I saw best part of it. I saw him hit her, any road.’ 

‘Yes, I’m not disputing that. But you hadn’t been watching the street all evening, had 

you? You’d been watching television.’ 

‘True.’ The old man squinted at her suspiciously. 

‘So when these two people slammed the door and started arguing, a minute or two 

passed before you started watching them. Isn’t that right?’ 

‘I saw him hit her,’ he insisted stubbornly. ‘You’ll not change me tale on that.’ 

‘Yes, but ... Mr Mullen, which of these two slammed the door? Simon, or Jasmine?’ 

‘Him, likely.’ 

‘How do you know? Did you see him do it?’ 

‘No, but it’s his house, in’t it? Stands to reason.’ 

‘Women slam doors too, Mr Mullen.’ 

‘Aye, but she came out first. She were leaving, not him.’  

‘But you didn’t see either of them slam the door, did you, Mr Mullen?’ 

‘I didn’t have to. It don’t really matter, anyhow, does it, lass?’ 

The jury probably agreed, Sarah realized. She was failing dismally to establish a 

rather unimportant point. She tried again. ‘What matters is how much of the argument 

you saw, and how much happened before you started watching. Which of them started 

shouting first?’ 



‘Nay, it were six of one and half a dozen of t’other. Both yelling at once, like.’ 

‘So the fact is, you were cleaning your teeth when you heard a door slam and people 

shouting at each other. You put down your toothbrush, walked to the window, and looked 

out to see what was happening. That’s right, isn’t it?’ 

‘Nay. I kept a good grip of me brush. Tha can watch a scrap and clean thi teeth at 

same time, lass.’ He made the point with such delight that several people in the public 

gallery exploded with suppressed laughter.  

Sarah sighed. This was going nowhere. ‘I’m sure you can, Mr Mullen. The point I’m 

trying to establish, though, is this. You didn’t see all of the argument, although you did 

see the young man hit the girl. But it’s perfectly possible that she hit him first, before you 

started watching, isn’t it? Which would explain why he was angry, and hit her back.’ 

‘Nay lass, I saw what I saw, and it were none of that. Tha’ll not put words in me 

mouth.’ 

The old buzzard can go on like this all night, Sarah thought. With the jury happy to 

watch him, and no benefit at all to Simon. She sat down abruptly.  

‘No more questions, my lord.’ 



Chapter Thirty-Seven 

THE MAN had been in the car for nearly two hours now. He sat and smoked and 

watched the windows. From time to time he ran the engine to keep warm. It was a cool 

night, and the streets were swept by showers of rain. The tarmac glistened under the 

street lamps, and he switched on the wipers, to maintain a clear view. 

The woman would be out soon, he told himself. He had watched her go in, and 

identified her by the expensive camera round her neck, the jeans, the anorak. She was not 

the sort of visitor the house normally had. A young woman, he thought, about twenty-

five, brisk, self-confident. Not the sort to worry about walking these streets late at night 

in the rain. 

Someone who was used to big cities, who would not see York as dangerous. 

Someone who was here to get the story, make the most of it, and move on. Who would 

use people like himself as steps in the ladder of her career. 

The door opened at last, a crack of reddish light in the darkness of the street. The 

woman came out, making her farewells, her short blonde hair framed for a second in the 

light from the doorway. Then she was coming down the street towards him.  

She moved with a swift, jaunty, athletic step, her unzipped anorak folded across her 

chest by her arms against the sudden damp cold of the night air. She was within ten yards 

of him, five. 

He thought, I could open the door now, shove it rudely across the narrow pavement 

to make her stop. And then in the same swift violent movement I could jump out and ... 

what? 

Nothing. 

She had gone past his car, around the corner towards the light and safety of the main 

streets and the warmth of her hotel. And the man sat silent, his fingers tensing and 

loosening on his steering wheel. Thinking. 

That’s what it must be like. That’s how it’s done. 

He got out of the car and walked towards the door from which the woman had left. 

‘You could come and watch,’ Sarah said from the bed. ‘Then I wouldn’t have to repeat it 

all for you.’ 

‘I’ve got a school to run, Sarah. Anyway, Emily and Larry tell me most of it.’ Bob 

took off his jacket and hung it up. 

‘So why ask me now?’ Sarah stretched her legs under the duvet, feeling the muscles 

relax. ‘I’ve had enough, Bob. I’m tired.’ 

‘I’m not surprised. You woke me four times last night, muttering away to yourself.’ 

‘Go in the spare room then.’ 

‘The bed’s too small. It’s not comfortable.’ 



‘God!’ Sarah groaned, thumped her pillow, and sat up. ‘Look, Bob, I’m sorry, I can’t 

cope with this. I’ve got a murder trial to defend and tomorrow, I’m going to ruin some 

poor boy’s life in order to save Simon. So right now I’m going to sleep and if you can’t 

manage the spare bed, I can. Just don’t wake me before seven.’ 

She snatched up two pillows and stomped out of the room. Bob watched her go, 

listening to the lights snap on and off and the door slam along the corridor. Then he 

climbed into the warm, empty bed, alone. 

‘Who the hell is it? Oh no, not you!’ 

‘Yes. I’ve got to come in, Sharon.’ 

‘Not now. For God’s sake, I’ve just put the kids to bed.’ 

‘Great. Perfect timing. Come on, shut the door, it’s cold out there.’ 

‘But I don’t want ...’ 

‘I do, though.’ He was inside, pushing her back along the hall. ‘What you going to 

do, call the police?’ 

‘You miserable bastard ...’ 

‘Compliments, compliments. Come on, Sharon, do you want to do it here or 

upstairs?’ 

She had her face averted but he was kissing her neck, her cheek, her throat. He could 

feel himself hard and her slender body trying to push him away, which only made him 

more eager. He pinned her against the wall, kissing and fondling her while he 

overpowered her with his weight. The scent of her neck and hair combined with the rank 

smell of fear to excite him. He felt her resistance weaken.  

‘Here, then?’ 

‘No, come up, for Christ’s sake. The kids.’ 

She wriggled out from between him and the wall and led him upstairs, his hand 

firmly clasped around her wrist. A bedroom door was open and a child’s voice called 

from within. 

‘Mum? Has that lady gone?’ 

Sharon poked her head around the door. ‘Yeah, it’s OK, Wayne. Everything’s fine.’ 

Then, without looking at him, she led the way into her own bedroom. Her workplace. As 

he shut the door softly behind him, she kicked off her shoes and began unbuttoning her 

blouse. Her face was hidden by her hair. He stood and watched. 

When her blouse and bra were off he hadn’t moved. She looked up, questioning. 

‘What?’ 

‘Go on. All of it. Then you can do me.’ 

‘Pig!’ She unzipped her skirt, stepped out of it and began to peel off her tights. There 

was nothing provocative about the way she did it. Her manner was sullen, angry, 

brusque. ‘What the fuck you doing here at this time of night anyhow?’ 

He laughed. ‘What the fuck is exactly it. I was working late so I thought you could 

too.’  

When she was naked she began, sulkily, to unbutton his shirt. He ran his fingers 

down her back and sides as she did so. His caresses evoked no response. She undressed 

him as though she were changing a nappy. ‘You’re a right bastard you are, Harry Easby.’ 

‘Am I?’ When he, too, was naked he shoved her backwards onto the bed, and 

climbed on top of her. ‘Then let’s see just how much of a bastard I can be, shall we?’ 



Afterwards he lay on the bed beside her, watching the smoke from his cigarette drift 

upwards towards the ceiling. She was curled away from him on her side. He patted her 

rump. 

‘At least you give value for money.’ 

‘What money? You pig, you don’t pay.’ 

‘No, but if I did.’ He fished a fag from his packet and tossed it over to her. ‘Here.’ 

Sullenly, she put on a dressing gown, and lit the cigarette. ‘You staying long?’ 

‘For a bit. I’ve got some questions to ask you.’ 

‘Oh yeah. Funny way you’ve got of going about it.’ 

‘It’s my job.’ He gestured towards his groin. ‘Don’t get cheeky, you’ll stir him up 

again.’ 

‘Fat chance.’ The first hint of a smile crossed her face. ‘What questions, then?’ 

‘How’d it go with the reporter?’ 

‘Her?’ Sharon took a long drag on her cigarette and looked away, warily. ‘All right. 

She asked her questions, I answered them.’ 

‘So? What happens next?’ 

‘She writes her story, I suppose. That’s what journalists do, isn’t it?’ 

‘I wouldn’t know, I’ve never had one.’ Harry laughed at his own coarse wit. ‘What 

about the telly though - did she talk about that?’ 

‘She said she’d have to talk to some people. Editors and such, I don’t know.’ 

‘And then what? They make a film of you and the kids? And your clients too?’ 

‘Don’t be stupid. They’re not interested in them.’ 

‘Aren’t they? I bet they are.’ He smoked thoughtfully, watching her. ‘I could be in it. 

As a star performer, I mean.’ 

‘Men!’ She flipped his limp penis derisively with the hand that held the burning 

cigarette. ‘Star bag of shit more like. Come on, what are these questions? Or is it just 

about the journalist and that’s it?’ 

‘No.’ He got out of bed, put on his underpants and trousers, and took an envelope 

from his jacket pocket. Inside the envelope were two photofits. He spread them out on 

the bed. ‘I wanted to ask you about these.’ 

She peered at them incuriously. ‘Yeah, what about them?’ 

‘Do you recognize the man in the picture?’ 

‘They’re the same feller then? Meant to be?’ 

‘The same lad, yeah.’ 

Sharon looked more closely, comparing the two, and her initial lack of interest began 

to fade. Harry watched her long blonde curls slide across her shoulder as she moved her 

head. 

‘It is a bit like a feller I know, yeah.’  

‘Oh yeah. Who’s that then?’ 

She considered him, cautiously. ‘I don’t know that I should say.’ 

He snatched her wrist swiftly, squeezing so that it hurt. ‘Ah, but you should, you see, 

Sharon. That’s why I’m asking.’ 

‘Let go me hand, then.’ She pulled, but his grip tightened. 

‘Who is it? Tell me.’ 

‘A mate of Gary’s.’ 

The grip loosened. ‘Name?’ 



‘An Irish lad, calls himself Sean. Nasty piece of work.’ 

Harry let go her wrist, and sat watching her intently. ‘Good girl, got it in one. So tell 

me, Sharon. How do you know him?’ 

She laughed. ‘Same way I know you, as it happens. All’t bloody same, you men.’ 

‘He’s one of your clients?’ 

‘Was, yeah. Not any more.’ 

‘Why not? What happened?’ 

She got up, flicked her ash into a glass, and began to pace slowly by the window. ‘If 

I were a doctor, I couldn’t say, could I? They have clients, and they’re supposed to keep 

it all secret, aren’t they? Confidential.’ 

‘Yes, but you ...’ 

‘I have clients too, even if some don’t pay as they should.’ She glanced at him 

scornfully. ‘But anyhow, that feller in them pictures, I reckon he needed a doctor as much 

as he needed me.’ 

‘Why? He wasn’t diseased, was he?’ Harry squirmed, feeling his groin for any 

unaccustomed aches or itches.  

‘No, not like that. But he couldn’t do it proper. Unlike you, it has to be said.’ 

‘How do you mean?’ 

‘Well, there was something wrong with him. He could get it up, see, but he couldn’t 

do it. No sperm, nothing like that.’  

‘He couldn’t produce sperm?’ 

‘No.’ She tossed her head, drawing deeply on her cigarette. ‘Believe me, I checked. 

He wore a condom, but it were empty. I gave him a hand job, and - nowt.’ 

Harry stared, then began to laugh. ‘But ... poor bugger!’ 

Sharon shuddered, and stubbed her out cigarette. ‘Yeah, well, it wasn’t so funny at 

the time, believe you me. That feller there ...’ she nodded at the photofits ‘... is built like 

Arnold bloody Schwarzennegger and he’s got the mind of a fucking terminator as well. 

He could put you through that wall with one hand. Only there’s one part of his body that 

don’t work so well, see - his dick! It’s just dry and hard and drives him mad. And guess 

who he blames for that?’ 

Harry was still laughing. ‘His mother? Tony Blair?’ 

‘It’s not funny, Harry. He blamed me. I tell you, I thought I wasn’t going to get out 

of this room alive. He’s a fucking psychopath, he is.’ 

‘He threatened you, you mean?’ 

‘Threatened me? He had his hands round my throat.’ She shook her head, upset by 

the memory. ‘Anyway, what you after him for?’ 

‘He’s ... a suspect in a murder case.’ Harry sobered. ‘So when did you last see this 

Sean?’ 

‘About a year ago now. Thank God. If I never see him again it’ll be too soon.’ 

Harry put on his shirt. ‘There you are, Sharon, you see. I knew you had something 

for me that couldn’t wait. That’s why I came.’  

She watched him fumble for his socks and shoes. ‘Oh yeah. Why you came. Sure.’ 

He stuffed the photofits back into the envelope and put on his jacket, favouring her 

with what he imagined was a triumphant, sexy grin. ‘Thanks kid. You made my night.’ 

Sharon watched from the landing as he went downstairs and out of the front door. 

Then she switched out the light, leaned back against the wall, and slid slowly down it to 



the floor. She fumbled for a cigarette and lighter and sat there smoking, hunched, her 

arms around her knees, outside her children’s bedroom door. 

David Brodie placed his hands on the edge of the witness box nervously, terrified to find 

himself the focus of so many pairs of eyes. Phil Turner began gently. 

‘Mr Brodie, how well did you know Jasmine Hurst?’ 

‘Very well.’ Brodie smiled at some inner memory. ‘I was her boyfriend. I loved her.’ 

‘How long had you known each other?’ 

‘About ... three months, I suppose.’ 

‘And how did you meet?’ 

‘At a party. She looked lonely and we got talking. She’d had a quarrel with her 

boyfriend, and had nowhere to spend the night. I said she could use my spare room if she 

liked. So she did.’ 

Sarah watched intently. He was speaking to the gallery, she thought, like Hamlet on 

stage. He hardly looked at Phil Turner at all.  

‘Who was the boyfriend she had quarreled with?’ 

‘Simon Newby.’ 

‘Did you see any evidence of this quarrel?’ 

‘She showed me a bruise on her arm where he’d hit her.’ 

‘How did you feel about this?’ 

‘Well, shocked. I couldn’t imagine anyone wanting to hit her.’ 

‘So she stayed in your spare room?’ 

‘Yes.’ He blushed, aware of a possible misunderstanding. ‘I didn’t try anything on; I 

mean I wouldn’t. She just wanted someone to talk to, I think. I was a bit overawed, to tell 

the truth. She was a very beautiful girl.’ 

‘So how did your relationship develop?’  

‘Well, next morning she went back to Simon to try to patch things up. I mean, they’d 

been living together for some time, and she had all her things there in his house. So I said 

fine, but if she needed to get away she was welcome to come back anytime. I showed her 

where I hide the key in case I wasn’t there. I’m a nurse, you see; I work late shifts at the 

hospital.’ 

‘And did she come back?’ 

‘Sure. One night, when I came home at 11 o’clock, there she was. She’d let herself 

in and had a meal ready for me in the oven, of all things. It was amazing. She said she’d 

quarreled with Simon again and was moving out, for good this time. She asked if she 

could stay for a few days till she found somewhere else to live.’ 

‘And you agreed?’ 

‘Too right I did. I said she could stay for as long as she liked and she did. She ... she 

stayed for the rest of her life, in fact.’ His voice faltered, and his eyes strayed towards the 

jury to see if they understood what he meant. It’s all a performance, Sarah thought. He’s 

on stage. 

‘And you became lovers?’ 

‘After a while, yes, we did.’ He looked down modestly. 

‘Very well. Now during this time, did you ever meet the defendant, Simon Newby?’ 

‘Yes, I saw him several times. He found out where she lived, you see, and he used to 

spy on us and make our lives a misery. He hit me once.’ 

‘How did that happen?’ 



‘Well, Jasmine was going out of the house. I heard shouting, and when I came out he 

had his hand on her arm. So I told him to leave her alone and he yelled at me to, well, 

fuck off, he said. Then he hit me.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Just punched me in the face. It was bloody hard. He’s strong, you know.’ 

Several jurors nodded, noting how much bigger and stronger Simon was than the 

witness. 

‘So what happened then?’ 

‘Well, I fell over and Jasmine started screaming and kicking him. Then he ran off.’ 

‘Did you report this assault to the police?’ 

‘No. I wish I had now. If I had perhaps none of this would have happened.’  

Again there was a slight, and to Sarah’s ear suspicious, catch in his voice. Or was 

she just persuading herself, screwing up her courage for action? 

‘This harassment of you and Jasmine - did that continue?’ 

‘Yes, it happened several times. I think because ...’ 

‘Yes, Mr Brodie? Because ...?’ 

‘Because she gave in and went back to see him sometimes. Just to talk, she said. I 

didn’t like it but there wasn’t much I could do. She seemed to think it was amusing. She 

said he was just a lovesick kid and she could handle him. Just shows how wrong you can 

be. I should have done something. But it’s too late now.’ 

This time there really were tears. He struggled with a pack of tissues. This will 

impress the jury, Sarah thought gloomily. He loved her too, poor wimp. 

‘I know this is distressing, Mr Brodie,’ Turner persisted. ‘But could you tell the 

court, please, exactly when you last saw Jasmine alive.’ 

‘It was on the Thursday, 13th May. She left about ten; she said ... she was going to 

the protest. But I knew she wasn’t. She was going to see him.’ 

‘She was going to see Simon, you say?’ 

‘Yes. I asked her not to go. But she went anyway.’ He blew his nose. 

‘And was that the last time you saw her?’ 

‘Yes. I worked from two till ten. When I got home, she wasn’t there. I thought she 

was still with him, but she wasn’t, was she? She was out there, dead on the riverbank.’ 

He pointed at Simon in the dock. ‘Where he killed her!’  

Phil Turner waited, allowing the moment its full effect.  

‘Thank you. Just wait there, please. Mrs Newby may have some questions.’ 

Too right I have, Sarah thought. And you’re going to hate me for them. 

As Harry came in, Terry glanced pointedly at his watch. 9.37.  

‘Yeah, okay sir, I’m sorry.’ Harry grinned. ‘But I was out late last night on the job, 

to coin a phrase. And it was worth it, believe you me.’ 

‘Oh yes? Tell me then.’  

Harry spun a chair round and straddled it, eyes gleaming with triumph. 

‘Well, I saw Sharon yesterday, after her meeting with the journalist.’ 

‘Oh yes. How did that go?’ 

Harry shrugged. ‘She didn’t talk much about it. But get this, boss. I showed her 

these.’ He flung the photofits of Sean on Terry’s desk. ‘And she knows him.’ 

‘She does?’ Terry remembered Gary’s question. Who helped you with these? That 

bitch Sharon? ‘How?’ 



Harry laughed. ‘As a man knows a woman, in the biblical sense. Only there’s just 

one small and stunning difference, you see.’  

Dwelling with great relish on the detail, Harry described what Sharon had told him, 

about Sean’s behaviour and his unusual sexual difficulty. Terry listened, astonished. 

‘Is that possible? I’ve never heard of it.’ 

‘I rang my doctor this morning. Apparently it’s a one in ten thousand thing, the sort 

of weird example they put in medical textbooks to cheer everyone else up.’ 

‘But ... the poor bugger. It would drive you wild, wouldn’t it?’ 

Harry nodded. ‘That’s what Sharon said too. She said he scared her shitless.’ 

‘So what did he go to her for, if he knew that would happen?’ 

‘Maybe he hoped it would work this time. I dunno. But what struck me, sir, you see - 

in the middle of the night I was thinking about this and I remembered. This lad, Sean, 

he’s a possible suspect for Maria Clayton’s murder, right? And one of the main problems 

in the Clayton case is that she was raped, but there was no sign of any semen. Well, if 

this guy did it ...’ 

‘He wouldn’t have left any. Quite.’ Terry stood up suddenly. ‘And when it didn’t 

work of course he’d be in a blind rage and might kill her for it. Where’s that damn 

book?’ 

He scrabbled through the heap of files on his desk to unearth Maria Clayton’s 

battered diary. The page he wanted was marked with a yellow sticker.  

‘Here it is. Look!’ He held it out for Harry to see. S big promise, no result. Gets it up 

but can’t get it out. V. frust for him, poor lamb, blames me. Outside? No way, Jose, I say. 

Harry grinned triumphantly. ‘By, it’s got to be him, sir! Big promise, no result. 

Blames me, she wrote - that’s exactly what Sharon said - and his name begins with S. 

We’ve got him!’ 

‘Yes, but ... where is he? That’s the million dollar question now, Harry lad!’ 

The trembling began just before Sarah stood up. She often felt nervous before cross-

examination; the adrenaline sharpened her performance. But this time it was different. 

Huge South American butterflies fluttered wildly in her stomach. She clasped her 

shaking hands behind her back, under her gown. 

She had thought long and hard about this plan. Without real proof it could easily 

backfire. But if it worked, she could sow enough doubt to save her son. And that was 

how the game was played. Not to be fair or decent, but to win. She smiled briefly at her 

victim. 

‘Good morning, David. Now, you’ve told the court how Jasmine left Simon and 

came to live with you. When you first met her, did you have another girlfriend?’ 

‘Not really. I’d been out with some nurses, but I didn’t have a proper girlfriend, no.’ 

‘No girlfriend living with you?’ 

‘Oh no.’ He shook his head vehemently. 

‘In fact, had you ever lived with a girl before Jasmine Hurst?’ 

‘Well, no ... not actually lived with anyone before, no.’ 

‘So this was something really rather special for you?’ 

‘Special? Oh yes, very special indeed. I loved her.’ 

‘She was very beautiful, wasn’t she?’ 

‘Oh yes, she ... could have been a film star, easily.’ 

‘And she was a little older than you, I think?’ 



‘A couple of years older, yes.’ 

She was surprised how comfortable he seemed with these personal questions. If she 

hadn’t been his enemy, she might have felt sympathy for him. She pressed a little harder. 

‘Did you want to marry her?’ 

‘If she wanted .. yes, sure ... I’d have been happy ...’ His eyes filled with tears. Hard 

to fake, Sarah thought. But it happens; fathers kill their own children and weep 

afterwards.  

‘You were deeply in love with her, is that right?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘In fact you’d have done anything, anything at all, to keep her?’ 

‘Yes, of course.’ 

‘So when she said she was going to leave you, you must have been deeply upset.’ 

‘Yes, I ... what do you mean?’ For the first time a frown crossed his brow, as if he 

guessed where the questions might lead. 

‘You didn’t only quarrel with Jasmine that Thursday morning, did you? You 

quarreled two days before.’ 

‘No, we ... not really a quarrel, no.’ 

‘You quarreled at the protest camp. Isn’t that right? You were screaming at each 

other.’ 

‘It ...we ...’ It struck him that she would only say this if she had witnesses. ‘We did 

shout a bit, yes. But it was just a silly quarrel. Only words.’ 

‘Only words.’ Sarah let the implication sink in. ‘I see. What was it about?’ 

‘About? Oh, silly things ... I’m a very tidy person, and sometimes that annoyed her. I 

don’t see why, really, I mean that was something she liked about me at first. She said it 

was better than the filth in his - your son’s house.’ 

‘Anything else?’ 

‘Well, of course I’m not as big as him, as crude. She said she liked strong guys, but 

she didn’t really, she was just winding me up ...’ 

‘Did it make you angry when she said those things?’ 

‘Well, more hurt than angry, I suppose. But it wasn’t true. She loved me really ...’ 

‘But in this quarrel, she said she was tired of you and was going to leave. Isn’t that 

right?’ 

‘I don’t remember.’ 

‘Well, that’s what other people heard. Are you saying they’re wrong?’ 

‘People say all sorts of crazy things in quarrels. They don’t always mean them.’ 

‘But they do sometimes. The truth is you quarreled with her and you were afraid she 

might leave you. That’s right, isn’t it?’ 

‘No, she couldn’t - I loved her.’ 

‘But she did though, didn’t she? She went back to Simon and made love to him.’ 

As Sarah had expected, Phil Turner rose to his feet. ‘My lord, I fear my learned 

friend is straying into fantasy. There is no evidence for any of this and she is harassing 

the witness.’ 

Sarah faced the judge firmly. ‘My Lord, I have witnesses to substantiate all these 

points. My son claims that Miss Hurst returned to his home and made love to him 

frequently, and I have a witness to this quarrel and to Mr Brodie’s state of mind at the 



time. Since his own evidence makes several claims about my son’s state of mind and 

alleged motivation, it would seem fair to question his also.’ 

Judge Mookerjee considered, then nodded. ‘Very well, Mrs Newby. Continue.’ 

Sarah drew a deep, grateful breath. ‘That’s true, isn’t it, Mr Brodie? She didn’t just 

talk to Simon, she was unfaithful to you, wasn’t she? She even teased you about it. She 

said Simon was more of a man, a better lover than you.’ 

‘No, she didn’t. She wouldn’t do that.’ He was very upset now. Pale, anxious, 

distressed.  

‘I suggest that’s exactly what she did. Jasmine could be cruel, couldn’t she?’ 

‘No. Don’t say that about her. She didn’t mean it.’ 

‘Did you follow her, after these quarrels? To see where she went?’ 

‘I don’t ... I ...’ Clearly this question came as a shock. Sarah watched, and waited. ‘I 

... did follow her once, yes. I saw her near his - your son’s house. I watched her go in.’ 

‘Only once? Or more than once?’ 

‘I ... followed her a few times, yes. I’m not proud of it.’ He looked around court, 

afraid, suddenly; his performance was going wrong but the audience were still there. 

‘When she went into Simon’s house, what did you do?’ 

‘I ... waited outside a bit, then I went home. I was upset.’ 

‘Yes. So when Jasmine came home, what then? Did you tell her you’d followed 

her?’ 

‘She found out. She saw me once. She ... she laughed at me.’ 

‘How did you feel then?’ 

‘Hurt.’ He looked down, embarrassed. ‘I just wanted her to come back to me, that’s 

all.’ 

‘I see. And apart from following her, how did you try to make her do that?’ 

‘I ... the same as I always did. I’d try to be nice to her, make her feel secure and 

happy in my home. That’s where she belonged. It was a safe place, clean and decent, not 

a pigsty like his ... your son’s home. I treated her decent.’ 

‘So the more cruelly she treated you, the more you tried to please her.’ 

‘Is that wrong? I loved her.’ 

‘And she twisted you round her little finger. When she saw Simon following her, she 

wasn’t frightened, she was amused. And she laughed when you did it too, didn’t she?’ 

‘You make her sound horrible. She wasn’t like that.’ 

‘She played with people, didn’t she? She played with you both.’ 

‘She wasn’t playing with me. I was trying to make her see sense. I loved her.’ 

‘Exactly. So it must have made you angry when you followed her and saw her going 

into Simon’s house to make love to him. Were you angry?’ 

‘Of course I was angry, but ... I knew if she’d stay with me, she’d get over it in the 

end.’ 

‘But on that day when you argued at the protest, Tuesday 11th May, she told you she 

was leaving, didn’t she?’ 

‘Yes, but ... she’d said that before. I didn’t believe her. I knew she’d come back - it 

was on her way back that he killed her!’ The court was hushed, completely silent now.  

‘You say my son killed her, but you have no evidence to prove that, do you, David? 

It could have been someone else, who also had a motive. Couldn’t it?’ 



‘Well, who else could it be?’ He looked around, desperate, astonished. ‘For Christ’s 

sake, you’re not suggesting me, surely? That’s crazy! I mean, he hit her, remember? I 

never did that.’ 

And so he’d said it himself, without her having to accuse him. The atmosphere in 

court was electric. She felt the crackle of attention all round her. 

‘On the morning she died, where did she say she was going?’ 

‘To the protest. But it wasn’t true. I went there myself to check.’ 

Sarah smiled grimly. ‘So what did you do then, David? Did you go to Bramham 

Street to spy on her, as you’d done before?’ 

‘No! I didn’t. I wanted to, but I thought ... there’s no point. I went straight to work.’ 

‘Really?’ Sarah shook her head, disbelievingly. ‘And while you were at work, you 

forgot all about Jasmine, did you?’ 

‘No!’ Once again, tears filled his eyes and he fumbled for a tissue. ‘I was upset, of 

course I was.’ Sarah thought of the pain she was inflicting, then instantly hardened her 

heart. 

‘So you were upset about Jasmine. What time did you leave work that night?’ 

‘At the end of the shift. Ten o’clock.’ 

‘What did you do then?’ 

‘I cycled home.’ He watched her warily again. 

‘But you’d been thinking about Jasmine all evening at work, you say. Did you go to 

Bramham Street on your way home?’ 

‘No.’  

‘Didn’t you, David? Why not? How could you resist the urge to stand outside, see if 

the bedroom light was on, see if you could hear her laughing with him?’ 

‘I told you, I didn’t go. Anyway I thought she might have come home.’ 

‘But she hadn’t, had she? Did you go out again, to look for her?’ 

‘No. Of course not. There was no point.’ 

‘Because you knew where she was?’ 

‘I thought I did, yes.’ 

‘You didn’t go back along the cyclepath by the river, where Jasmine’s body was 

found?’ 

A soft indrawing of breath ruffled the air as the point of Sarah’s question became 

clear. 

‘No! I wish I had, I might have saved her!’ 

‘Did you cycle home that way?’ 

‘No. Not that day.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘It was dark. I don’t go that way when it’s dark.’ 

‘But it’s a route you know well?’ 

‘I use it sometimes, yes.’ 

‘And Jasmine used it too?’ 

‘She did, but I told her not to use it after dark, for that exact reason. Anyone could be 

hiding in the bushes. A monster like him!’ He glared at Simon. 

‘I see. So you knew that this was a route that Jasmine used, and you thought it was 

exactly the sort of place where a murderer or rapist might attack her. Is that right?’ 

‘Yes.’ 



Sarah drew a deep breath. Almost there. ‘So if the idea had come into your head to 

murder Jasmine, you’d have known exactly the right place to choose. Wouldn’t you, 

David?’ 

His face paled in horror. ‘You’re mad! I didn’t kill her! Simon did!’ 

‘So you say. But there was no one with you that night, was there, David? No one 

who can support this story that you didn’t use the cycle path, or go out again to look for 

Jasmine late that night?’ 

‘No. But it’s all true. For Christ’s sake!’ 

Turner was back on his feet. ‘My lord, I really feel that this has gone far enough. My 

learned friend is badgering this witness without a shred of evidence to support these 

allegations. She is causing great distress to no purpose.’ 

Resolutely, Sarah faced the judge, on whose face was a clear expression of distaste. 

‘I have made no allegations, my lord, none. I have accused this witness of nothing: he has 

accused himself. I have merely sought to establish that he has the motive, the 

opportunity, and the lack of alibi, precisely that which is alleged against my son.’ 

Judge Mookerjee contemplated her, considering the situation before him. But before 

he could decide, Sarah resumed. ‘Anyway, my lord, I have no more questions for this 

witness. So if I am causing distress, it is ended.’ 

The judge nodded, relieved. ‘In that case, Mr Brodie, you may stand down.’ 

David Brodie stood there, irresolute, shaking. He half turned to go, then changed his 

mind and faced Sarah again. His hurt, bitter voice carried clear across the court. 

‘I loved Jasmine, and your son killed her. You know it, too, don’t you? Bitch!’ 

Amid the excited buzz of conversation, Sarah turned to look at Simon. Directly 

above him, watching from the public gallery, was her husband, Bob. 



Chapter Thirty-Eight 

SINCE THE start of the trial Sarah had felt stared at. It was not just the cameras outside - 

everywhere within the building people were aware of her, either watching her openly or 

from the corners of their eyes. She was on public view. But today was worse than ever. 

As the court emptied for the lunchtime recess, she could feel the eyes feeding on her, 

hundreds of them. As though they all belonged to one single organism. 

She shivered as she came into the crowded lobby, where journalists, security guards, 

students, police and witnesses were milling around indiscriminately. Lucy squeezed her 

arm.  

‘That was a tough thing to do.’ 

‘Tell me about it. Oh Christ, look out. Left turn, quick.’ 

David Brodie was a yard away, speaking indignantly to the prosecution solicitor. 

When he saw Sarah he stepped impulsively forward. ‘You’re a bitch, you know that? A 

rotten stinking cow! I never killed her and you know damn well I didn’t ...’ 

‘David, David, come on. You’ll make things worse ...’ The solicitor caught his arm, 

while Sarah and Lucy slipped past them out of the front door straight into the huge black 

eye of a TV camera. A smartly dressed young woman thrust a microphone in Sarah’s 

face. 

‘Mrs Newby, how did the trial go this morning?’ 

‘No, sorry, not today.’ Lucy dragged Sarah down the steps and away, the camera 

filming them but making no attempt to follow. It was then that Bob appeared. 

‘Sarah, can I have a word?’ His face under the beard looked grim. 

‘We’re just off to lunch, Bob.’ 

‘Fine, I’ll come too.’  

‘This is a surprise, Bob.’ Sarah kept walking briskly. ‘How will the school manage?’ 

‘For a day, it’ll have to. Sarah, what the hell were you doing in there?’ 

‘Defending Simon, of course. How can you ask?’ 

They stopped by a bench on the quay. Lucy watched awkwardly. 

‘You were destroying that young man’s reputation!’ 

‘I’ll do whatever it takes, Bob. That’s the name of the game.’ 

‘But he didn’t kill her. You know he didn’t. Christ, you could see how upset he was.’ 

‘Guilty people get upset too, you know.’ 

He shook his head sadly. ‘You don’t believe it, though, Sarah, do you? Not for a 

minute.’ 

She faced him grimly. ‘Don’t I, Bob? How many more times? It’s not a question of 

what I believe, it’s what I can do for Simon that counts. How much doubt I can raise in 

the minds of the jury. That’s what this morning was about.’ 

‘Well, it’s a filthy business, in my opinion. Not a game.’ 



‘Is it, Bob? I’m sorry. But it’s what has to be done.’ 

‘Well, you may as well know that you didn’t raise any doubts in my mind with that 

performance. Just the opposite. If I were on the jury I’d be more likely to think Simon’s 

guilty, if that’s the best defence you can offer.’  

And he was gone, striding swiftly away without a backward glance. Leaving Sarah 

and Lucy alone, with a couple of ducks waddling hopefully towards them. 

‘Would you, Bob?’ Sarah murmured, her eyes filling with tears. ‘Well that’s a great 

pity, isn’t it? Really a very great pity indeed.’  

She leaned her head on Lucy’s shoulder, and cried. For a marriage, for a husband 

who was gone. Then she straightened up, brushed the tears away, and smiled ‘Come on. I 

don’t know about you, but I need a good lunch. To give me strength for this afternoon. 

What do you say?’ 

‘It’s on me,’ said Lucy loyally, falling into step beside her. Thinking, the woman is 

as strong as a samurai sword. But even that can shatter, on stone. 

Phil Turner’s last witness was Miranda Hurst, Jasmine’s mother. The court fell silent as 

she made her way quietly to the witness stand. A tall blonde woman in a plain black suit 

and gloves, she took the oath in a soft voice with one hand on the testament. Despite her 

make-up there were dark smudges beneath her eyes. Turner began gently. 

‘Mrs Hurst, I realise how painful this is for you. I will ask as few questions as 

possible.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 

‘Would you say you had a close relationship with your daughter, when she was 

alive?’ 

‘Fairly close, yes.’ 

‘She was twenty three, wasn’t she? She’d left home some years before. Did she still 

visit you and discuss things from time to time?’ 

‘Oh yes. She was a good girl that way. She came every week or so. Sometimes we’d 

meet for a swim and have lunch or go shopping after.’ 

As Sarah watched, she wondered why she had never met this woman while Jasmine 

was alive, and whether it might have made a difference, if they’d been able to talk. But 

then, she’d never really liked Jasmine, and she doubted if this woman had ever had much 

time for Simon. 

‘Did you talk about her boyfriends sometimes?’ 

‘Yes, we did.’ 

‘Did you meet them?’ 

‘Yes. I met him.’ She pointed at Simon, in the dock. ‘And David. Both of them.’ 

‘What was your attitude to Simon Newby? Did you like him?’ 

Here we go. Conscious of the eyes watching her, Sarah made her face a neutral 

mask. 

‘Bit of a layabout I thought. Nice to look at but no guts.’ 

‘Did you tell Jasmine what you thought?’ 

‘Yes. But she wouldn’t listen, would she? Girls that age, they do what they want.’ 

‘Indeed.’ Turner smiled sympathetically. ‘As you got to know Simon better, did your 

opinion about him change?’ 

‘Changed for the worse, yes.’ 

‘Why?’ 



‘Well, his house for one thing. It was a tip. I’d brought Jasmine up proper, I didn’t 

want to see her in a pigsty with beer cans all over the floor. But the worst thing was he 

beat her. I should have stopped it then.’ 

‘When?’ 

‘When I saw the bruises. We went swimming one day and she had a great black 

bruise on her arm. I asked her why and she said they’d had a fight. Simon had done it.’ 

A murmur, a vast collective intake of breath, passed through the court. There’s 

another serious blow, Sarah thought. 

‘What did you do?’ 

‘I said she should come home to me. But she just laughed. She wouldn’t listen.’ 

Until now Mrs Hurst’s voice had been quiet, but it suddenly rose to a shout. She pointed 

at Sarah. ‘It’s her fault! His mother sitting there all prissy in her wig! If she’d spent more 

time at home bringing up her son decent instead of sticking her nose in law books, none 

of this would have happened!’ 

Another murmur, louder than before. This is a massacre, Sarah thought. She kept her 

face perfectly still, expressionless. Phil Turner glanced sideways at her, then continued. 

‘Were you afraid for your daughter, when you saw these bruises?’ 

‘Of course I was. What mother wouldn’t be?’ 

But did you ring me? Sarah thought. Did you tell me about all this when I might have 

stopped it? No. Did I see the bruises myself? No again. 

‘Very well. Her other boyfriend, David Brodie. What’s your attitude to him?’ 

‘A decent lad. A sight better than Simon. Better for Jasmine too, if she’d stuck by 

him.’ 

‘To your knowledge, was he ever violent towards your daughter?’ 

‘Who, David? No, never. He’s not that sort.’ 

So there goes this morning’s effort, Sarah thought. Wrecked in a single confident 

remark. 

‘Jasmine wasn’t afraid of him, was she?’ 

‘Her? No. She could twist him round her little finger.’ 

Now there’s a true saying. 

‘To your knowledge, was Jasmine ever afraid of Simon?’ 

‘Well, when she left him to move in with David, he was very angry. He came round, 

in a filthy rage, to see if she was with me. She hid upstairs and I told him she wasn’t 

there.’  

‘What did Simon do?’ 

‘He didn’t believe me. He wanted to go upstairs but I wouldn’t let him. I had a fair 

job to get him out the house, but he went in the end.’ 

‘Were you afraid?’ 

‘Angry, more like. I told him I’d clatter him with the broom if he stayed in my 

kitchen. I would have too!’ 

A woman in the jury nodded furious agreement. 

‘What about Jasmine? Was she afraid of him then?’ 

‘She must have been, mustn’t she, or she wouldn’t have hid. But she wouldn’t let on, 

she’s not that sort. Wasn’t, I mean ...’ For the first time, her voice broke, and she fumbled 

in her bag for a tissue. Turner waited while she blew her nose loudly. 

‘She had a good laugh about it after, the silly girl. If only she’d had more sense ...’ 



‘I’m sorry, Mrs Hurst. I do understand how you feel. I have no more questions, My 

Lord.’ 

Judge Mookerjee nodded. ‘Very well. Would you like a break, Mrs Hurst? I think 

fifteen minutes would do us all a lot of good, don’t you? Then Mrs Newby may have 

some questions.’ 

Of all the witnesses Sarah had to cross-examine, this was the one she dreaded most. 

Whatever Jasmine’s failings - and there had been many - she had been this woman’s 

daughter, and now she was dead. Sarah remembered her own feelings in the mortuary, 

expecting to find Emily under that sheet. It had been the worst horror of her life, but she 

had been rescued from it. This woman had not. She had gone to the same place, been 

confronted with the same body on a trolley, and when the sheet had been pulled back 

there had been the cold face of the child she had carried, nurtured and loved for twenty-

three years.  

And she believed Sarah’s son had killed her. 

As the court reassembled, Sarah stood up. There were no butterflies now; just a grey 

feeling of dread. I can’t offer her sympathy, she thought. She would just spit it back in 

my face. I must be as quick and clinical as I can. Across the courtroom, she met 

Jasmine’s mother’s eyes. 

‘Mrs Hurst, when did you last see your daughter alive?’ 

‘Two - no three days before.’ 

‘Before she died?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘What were the circumstances of this meeting?’ 

‘She came to my house for a cup of tea and a chat. She often did that. Kept in touch.’ 

As Simon didn’t. Sarah understood the implied message.  

‘Was she there long?’ 

‘An hour. An hour and a half maybe.’ 

‘Time for a good chat then. In this conversation, did she say anything about Simon?’ 

‘About your son? Yes.’ Mrs Hurst’s mouth closed shut. 

‘What did she say?’ 

‘That she were still seeing him.’ 

‘Did she say that she intended to move back in with him?’ 

‘No. Thank God. Just that she were seeing him.’ 

‘And did you approve of this?’ 

‘You ask me that? You’ve got a nerve.’ 

The venom in the reply shook Sarah. For a moment she was lost for words. While 

she floundered, Judge Mookerjee leaned forward to speak to the witness. 

‘I appreciate how difficult this is for you, Mrs Hurst, truly. But please confine 

yourself to answering the questions, as straightforwardly as you can. You don’t have to 

look at Mrs Newby. You can look at me if you prefer.’ 

Mrs Hurst nodded bitterly. ‘Of course I didn’t approve. I wish she’d never met him.’ 

‘Very well.’ Never had Sarah been more grateful for the gift of controlling her voice. 

Her knees were trembling like jelly and her feet wanted to run but her voice stayed calm. 

‘And did you give her that advice?’ 

‘I’d told her before. She knew what I thought. It made no difference.’ 

‘She was going to see him anyway?’ 



‘She was. Sadly.’ 

‘Did she seem anxious about this? Worried in any way?’ 

‘About going to see him? No, not particularly.’ 

‘Very well. Now you’ve told the court about bruises you once saw on her arm. Did 

she have any bruises on this occasion?’ 

‘She had a jacket on. I wouldn’t have seen, would I?’ 

‘Did she tell you about any bruises she’d received?’ 

‘No. But then she never had done. I only saw them by chance, like.’ 

‘But that was only once, wasn’t it?’ 

‘So? Once is enough, in my opinion.’ 

‘When was it exactly, that you saw these bruises?’ 

‘Oh, three or four months before, maybe. When she lived with him, then she had 

them.’ 

‘All right.’ Sarah drew a deep breath. The first part of this ordeal was nearly over. 

‘Would it be fair to say, then, that when you last saw Jasmine, you saw no signs of 

bruising on her body; she didn’t talk about being hit or beaten in any way; and she told 

you she was seeing Simon regularly, of her own free will. She didn’t say she was afraid 

of him at all.’ 

Miranda Hurst glared at Sarah bitterly, then looked away, as she’d been advised, 

towards the judge. ‘If you want to twist things you can put it like that, I suppose.’  

‘Is any part of it untrue?’ 

‘Not in so many words, no.’ 

‘Very well. The only other thing I want to ask you about is David Brodie. Did she 

talk about him on the last day you saw her?’ 

‘She did, yes.’ Mrs Hurst looked at Brodie sadly. ‘She said she was going to leave 

him.’ 

‘Did she say why?’ 

‘She was tired of him, she said. She said he was too neat and ... possessive.’ 

‘Did she mention any quarrels they’d had?’ 

‘She mentioned one or two, yes. Just words, though. Nothing violent. He couldn’t 

hurt a fly, that lad. Not like yours.’ 

I’m losing it, Sarah thought. This could collapse into a cat-fight at any time. That’s 

what this woman wants - to make me suffer. In her most neutral voice, she continued.  

‘So, to sum up, when you last saw Jasmine, she said she intended to leave David 

Brodie and said she’d had several quarrels with him, and she was still seeing my son. Is 

that right?’ 

‘Yes.’ Miranda Hurst nodded cautiously, wondering where this was leading. 

Nowhere, was the answer. She had arrived. Without a word, Sarah sat down. 

After a moment, when she realized what was implied, Miranda Hurst began to shout 

angrily. ‘But David didn’t kill her, your son did! He’s a filthy murdering sadist, whatever 

your lawyer’s tricks in here! He killed her, the bastard, and you should be ashamed!’ 

There was nothing Sarah could do. She sat and waited for the judge to intervene, 

which he did, belatedly and with embarrassed reluctance. ‘Mrs Hurst, I’m afraid that’s all 

now. You really mustn’t say any more, however upset you are. This court is grateful to 

you for giving your evidence but you should go with the usher and stand down now.’ 



As the usher took her gently by the arm and began to lead her away, the tears began 

to flow uncontrollably. In the well of the court, right in front of the jury, she looked 

across at David Brodie, and pointed directly at Sarah. ‘You’re right what you said, David. 

She’s a first class bitch, she is, and everyone here should know it! Her son should have 

been drowned at birth!’ 

When she had gone, Phil Turner rose to his feet in the stunned silence. 

‘My Lord, that concludes the case for the prosecution.’ 

‘In that case ...’ Judge Mookerjee glanced at the clock, which stood at 3.25, then 

back at Sarah, sitting white-faced like a stone. ‘... although it may be a trifle early, in 

view of the somewhat emotional nature of this afternoon’s evidence I think it might be 

best for all concerned if we were to adjourn until tomorrow morning. If that suits you, 

Mrs Newby?’ 

Sarah stood, stiffly. ‘Indeed, My Lord.’ 

‘Then let us call it a day.’ 

The judge rose to his feet, the usher called ‘All stand!’ and the hubbub began. 



Chapter Thirty-Nine 

‘I’M TRYING to establish reasonable doubt,’ Sarah insisted. ‘And it seems to me that 

these two witnesses, together with Brodie’s own testimony, do exactly that.’ 

‘Hm.’ Judge Mookerjee listened thoughtfully, then turned back to the papers on his 

desk. Sarah and Phil Turner were in front of him, discussing the admissibility of evidence 

for the defence. The papers on the desk were an outline of the statements given to Lucy 

by two witnesses whom Sarah wanted to put on the stand - the eco-warrior, Mandy Kite, 

and a nurse, Ian Jinks. 

Mandy Kite, after prolonged persuasion, had agreed to tell the ‘pigs’ court’ about 

David Brodie’s furious argument with Jasmine two days before she was killed, and that 

he had threatened to ‘sort her out’ on the morning she’d died. She would also say that 

once when she’d been with Jasmine they’d been followed by someone who might have 

been Simon but might equally well have been David.  

Ian Jinks was a nurse whom Larry and Emily had found. He was prepared to testify 

about the change David’s relationship with Jasmine had created in him; at first he had 

been delighted, ecstatically happy, then increasingly worried and anxious as he began to 

suspect that she was still seeing Simon. On the night Jasmine was killed Brodie, 

according to Jinks, had been angry and upset, unable to do his work properly. Just before 

he left he had said he would like to ‘cut someone’s head off’ which was quite out of 

character. 

‘My Lord, my learned friend intends to use these two witnesses simply to accuse 

Brodie,’ Phil Turner insisted. ‘There is no direct relevance to the guilt or innocence of 

her son.’ 

‘That seems a reasonable interpretation,’ the judge murmured. ‘Mrs Newby?’ 

It was not only reasonable but accurate, Sarah knew. That was exactly what she 

wanted to do. Her problem was the second part of Turner’s statement. What connection 

did these witnesses have to Simon? 

‘Their testimony is entirely relevant, My Lord,’ she insisted earnestly. ‘This trial is 

about whether or not my son murdered Jasmine Hurst. If I can demonstrate a reasonable 

possibility that the murder was committed by someone else, then clearly that is evidence 

that the jury should consider. If it’s possible that Brodie killed her, then it’s possible that 

my son didn’t. There is a reasonable doubt.’ 

Turner frowned. ‘The doubt is only reasonable if you can create a credible case for 

Brodie’s involvement. As it is, you have no witnesses who put him anywhere near the 

scene ...’ 

‘Neither do you,’ Sarah retorted. ‘No one saw Simon anywhere near the body. 

Whereas Brodie lives just a quarter of a mile away.’ 

‘True, but we have forensic evidence. Semen, blood on his trainers and the knife ...’ 



‘I’ve accounted for the blood and semen in cross-examination, Phil. You know I 

have.’ 

‘So you say.’ Turner laughed drily. ‘It depends whether the jury believe your story 

or not. Anyway why would Brodie kill her?’ 

‘Jealousy, of course!’ Sarah faced the judge eagerly. ‘This girl was playing them 

both along, they both had equal reason to be furious with her. That’s the motive - the 

only motive - which the prosecution have to explain why Simon would kill her. Sexual 

jealousy. Well, these two witnesses give Brodie exactly the same motive - in fact, they 

show his jealousy was much stronger. The prosecution have no witnesses to say that 

Simon threatened to cut her head off ...’ 

‘He hit her, though, didn’t he?’ Turner interrupted. ‘In full public view.’ 

‘Yes ... all right, he hit her, but Brodie was seen to scream at her and make threats ...’ 

‘Not necessarily against Jasmine though,’ the judge pointed out. ‘As I read Mr Jinks’ 

statement it seems he was threatening to cut Simon’s head off. If he meant it at all, that 

is.’ 

‘It’s not clear who he was threatening, My Lord,’ Sarah said despairingly. ‘All I am 

asking is to put this witness on the stand, then Phil can cross-examine him as much as he 

likes. Let the jury decide.’ 

‘Mr Turner?’ The judge leaned back, folding his arms. 

‘I understand my friend’s passion, My Lord. But on balance, I believe her argument 

is flawed. This trial is to establish the guilt or innocence of Simon Newby, no one else. If 

there were a single shred of evidence to put Brodie near the body, then I would say yes, 

in the interests of justice it must be put before the jury. But there isn’t. All she has is this 

suggestion of motive which, quite frankly, isn’t good enough. As I see it, Brodie 

probably was in love with the girl and is genuinely heartbroken by her death. To allow 

further suggestions that he’s the murderer, with no evidence to back it up, would seem to 

be an abuse of process. And rather cruel, too.’ 

Sarah shrivelled inside. ‘But there is evidence, My Lord. The evidence of these 

witnesses and his own cross-examination ...’ 

Judge Mookerjee waved a hand to silence her. ‘We’ve been through all that, Mrs 

Newby. And I agree with the prosecution. The evidence of these two witnesses sheds no 

light whatsoever on the actions and culpability of the accused, Simon Newby. So I shall 

exclude them.’ 

There was no more Sarah could do. She rose, and walked across the street to her 

chambers. Where she met Lucy, with a pen in one hand and a cheese sandwich in the 

other. 

‘Any luck?’ she queried. 

‘No.’ Sarah flung her wig down in disgust. ‘We just lost half the defence before I’ve 

even started.’ 

Terry and Harry were in the car outside Gary’s flat. When he arrived, they got out and 

followed him to his door. He turned and saw them. ‘Oh no, not you again.’ 

‘This isn’t an arrest,’ Terry said. ‘For once. Just a few questions. Can we come in?’ 

‘What if I say no?’ 

‘We’ll do it down the station.’ Terry smiled. ‘You choose.’ 

Gary scowled, and led them into a room decorated with beer cans and old plates of 

curry. ‘That cow Sharon been complaining again, has she?’ 



‘No,’ Terry chose a seat carefully. ‘It’s about those pictures I showed you in the 

station. Of your mate Sean.’ 

‘He’s not my mate.’ Gary opened the fridge for a can of export. ‘Who says he is?’ 

‘Well, quite a lot of people, as a matter of fact. Sharon, for one.’ 

‘What does she know about him?’ He supped his beer truculently 

‘More than you’d think.’ Terry studied the man’s face, on which he thought he 

detected a sheen of anxious sweat. ‘Oh come, on Gary, don’t mess me about. This lad 

was your so-called alibi the night you raped Sharon. Remember?’ 

‘I were found not guilty, copper.’ Gary slammed the can down on his chair, bringing 

froth through its top. ‘Christ, how many times? I did not rape Sharon. OK?’ 

‘Yeah, yeah.’ Terry sighed. ‘And you weren’t in prison with Sean either, I suppose?’ 

‘I were locked up with five hundred and odd lads. Doesn’t mean I knew ‘em all, 

does it?’ 

‘You shared a cell with this one. Sean Patrick Murphy. It says so here - look, on the 

prison records.’ Terry held out a paper which Gary ignored. ‘With his photo.’ 

‘All right, so I did. What’s that to do with you?’ 

‘I need to talk to him, Gary. About some serious sexual assaults. That’s why we’re 

here.’ 

‘We need your help to find him,’ Harry put in. 

‘You must be bloody daft, the pair of you.’ Gary shook his head in derision ‘You 

couldn’t pin owt on me, so now you want to pin it on him. That’s it, isn’t it?’ 

‘We’d remember your help,’ Harry offered. ‘Next time you were in trouble.’ 

‘Yeah, right.’ Gary took a long swig of his beer. ‘As if I’m a stinking snitch. Which 

crimes, for instance?’ 

Was he going to bite, Terry wondered. As neutrally as he could, he said: ‘You 

remember that woman who was murdered? Maria Clayton? You did some building work 

on her house.’ 

‘And you thought I killed her, didn’t you, Mr Bateson? Only I didn’t, see.’ 

‘Yes, well.’ Terry looked at his hands. ‘Sean delivered some tiles there, for 

Robsons.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘And he screwed her too, Gary. Same as you did. Almost.’ 

‘She’d screw anyone, for money. Except you, maybe.’  

Behind the routine insolence the man was interested now, Terry could see.  

‘It doesn’t surprise you, that?’ 

‘No. Why should it? That’s what tarts are for.’ There was no sign of surprise, Terry 

noted, no apparent awareness of Sean’s sexual disability. 

‘And he delivered some more building materials to the student lodgings where Karen 

Whitaker lived. Remember her, Gary?’ 

‘Her with the nudey pics? Yeah - you thought I chased her in’t woods, didn’t you? 

Prat!’ 

‘Sean delivered on the day you found those pictures, Gary. Did you show them to 

him?’ 

‘Might have done. So?’ A look of devious cunning spread across Gary’s face. ‘Oh, I 

get it. You’re after him for that, too, are yer? And the murder - is that it?’ 

‘Maybe,’ Terry admitted cautiously. ‘Some evidence points that way.’ 



‘Like the evidence that said I did it, eh?’ He laughed bitterly. ‘Where’s that now, 

then?’ 

Terry hesitated. There was no easy answer. But if he had nothing to say Gary 

suddenly had plenty. His face flushed with anger as he realised what Terry was 

admitting. 

‘All these months you’ve been after me for them two and now you change your 

mind, just like that? What about a fucking apology then, Inspector Shitarse Bateson? The 

word’s sorry - ever heard of it? And while you’re about it you can drag that bitch Sharon 

in here to apologize too, instead of scratching me fucking face when I go to buy her a 

bloody drink!’ 

‘Oh, come on, Gary, you did rape her! I’ve not changed my mind on that, no one 

has!’ 

Gary glared at him. ‘You daft pillock! You don’t know shit, do yer?’ 

This was going as badly as Terry had feared it might. He was glad he had Harry with 

him. ‘Look, Gary, all I want is a bit of help to find this lad Sean. These are serious crimes 

we’re investigating. If he’s innocent, he’s got nothing to fear.’ 

‘Yeah, right,’ Gary spat into the fireplace. ‘You say that, after the shit you’ve given 

me.’ 

Terry sighed. ‘Where is he, Gary? Is he in York now?’ 

‘Even if I knew, which I don’t, you’re the last person I’d bloody tell.’ Gary supped 

his beer contemptuously. ‘So if that’s it, Mr Bateson, I suggest you take yon poodle and 

clear out of here. All right?’ 

Sarah’s spare bedroom overlooked the drive, where Larry’s old hatchback was parked. 

She could hear music in Emily’s bedroom. The judge’s ruling had upset the young people 

badly. They had found Ian Jinks and Mandy Kite, and believed that Brodie was Jasmine’s 

killer. Sarah knew she should spend time talking through their disappointment. But time 

was something she didn’t have, any more. Tomorrow she would put her only witness, 

Simon, on the stand. They had only one chance. If they messed it up, they would lose, for 

certain. 

This room had once been Simon’s. She sat at the desk they had bought for him to do 

his homework, checking her questions for tomorrow, imagining his answers, puzzling 

over the most effective way to present his case. She made notes, pressing the pencil hard 

into the paper. 

Annoyingly, the lead snapped. She searched the desk drawers for a sharpener. 

Nothing useful, of course. The first drawer was empty, the second contained motorcycle 

magazines - the sort where the female riders wore boots and nothing else - the third 

contained an old brown envelope. Idly, she emptied the contents onto the desk. 

It was full of old photographs. Surprised, she spread them out. They were almost all 

of Simon as a child. Simon aged five, going to school; Simon playing football in the park 

at Seacroft; Simon with bucket and spade in Blackpool, on a rare family holiday; Simon 

in Bob’s mother’s kitchen with his face covered with chocolate, trying to bake a cake. 

They were photographs she hadn’t seen for years. 

The door opened softly behind her and Bob came in. ‘What are you doing?’ 

She sighed. ‘I was writing my notes. Then I found these.’ 

‘What are they?’ He came to look, over her shoulder. 

‘They were in Simon’s drawer. He must have put them there, once upon a time.’ 



‘Are they all of him?’ 

She sifted through some more: Simon holding baby Emily in his arms; Simon and 

Bob reading a book; Simon in a Leeds United football shirt. 

‘It looks like, it, yes,’ Sarah said. ‘I didn’t know we had so many.’ 

‘That’s because he’s put them here. They must have meant something to him, at the 

time.’ 

‘Yes.’ A painful thought struck her. ‘There don’t seem to be many of me.’ 

It was true. There were plenty of Simon alone; a few of him with grandparents or 

Bob; but only two of him with Sarah. One was of Simon as a baby, clutched in the arms 

of a mini-skirted Sarah who looked younger than Emily was today; and the other was of a 

gangly teenager, standing sullenly beside a beaming mother in mortar board and gown 

receiving her law degree. 

‘Where are the rest?’ she murmured, distressed. ‘Surely there are more than this?’ 

‘Maybe he took them with him.’ 

‘Or maybe there weren’t any. I was always so busy studying, I didn’t have time. He 

said that to me in prison, a while ago.’ 

‘Well, you’re making up for it now,’ said Bob softly. 

‘Yes, years too late.’ She shovelled the photos back into the envelope and picked up 

her pad, then threw it down in disgust. ‘What does it matter? I’m as ready now as I ever 

will be.’ 

She saw a stray photo under the pad, and pulled it out. It was of Bob, lying on the 

ground between two goal posts, having failed to save a shot from a triumphant ten year 

old Simon. 

‘He was your project, in those days.’ She turned to face him. ‘What happened, Bob?’ 

‘He grew past the point where I could help him. Now only you can.’ 

‘If I can,’ she muttered, feeling the grey despair leak into her soul. ‘Bob, about today 

...’ 

‘Let’s not talk about it. I shouldn’t have poked my nose in.’ 

‘I only did it for Simon.’ 

‘I understand that. You’re the lawyer, I’m not. Only ...’ He shook his head. 

‘Only it was a cruel thing to do to David Brodie. Is that what you were going to 

say?’ 

‘Sarah, please. I don’t want to quarrel.’ 

‘Of course you’re right. I’m not so stupid that I can’t see that, Bob. The trouble is 

that being a lawyer makes you see morality ... in a more complex way than you probably 

do.’ 

For a while they sat silent. Emily’s bedroom door opened and footsteps went 

downstairs. 

‘Well, there’s an admission. You mean you don’t really think Brodie did it at all?’ 

‘There’s no proof that he did, Bob, is there?’ 

‘So who did it then, if Simon didn’t?’ 

‘God knows. But all that’s left, now, is his assertion that he didn’t. Tomorrow he’s 

going to try to make the jury believe him. If he can’t do that, he’s finished.’ 

There was another, longer silence. Outside the window, they heard Larry and Emily 

talking quietly. Then Larry’s car door slammed and he drove away. Emily came upstairs 

and went into her bedroom. 



Bob put his hands on her shoulders, kneading the tense muscles gently. ‘I’d hate to 

do what you do. You carry the whole world on these, don’t you?’ 

He used to be good at this, she remembered. Before they both became so busy, and 

the children tore them apart. She leaned into the massage, letting her arms relax. 

‘You don’t have to sleep in here, you know,’ he said after a while. ‘It makes me 

lonely too. Why not come back and join me?’ 

‘All right, maybe I will.’ She touched his hand to stop him, kissed his fingers, and 

straightened up. ‘I’ll come when I’ve finished this.’ 

Two hours later, she crept into bed beside her sleeping husband. 



Chapter Forty 

SIMON WALKED quite calmly to the witness stand. His face was pale, but that was a 

prison pallor due to many weeks on remand. He read the oath in a clear, slightly subdued 

voice. Then he looked up, taking in the crowded public gallery, full of eyes that had been 

above him in the dock, and focused his attention on his mother. 

She began at the heart of the matter.  

‘Simon, you have heard the prosecution claim that you murdered Jasmine Hurst. Is 

that true? Did you kill her?’ 

‘No, I did not.’ The voice was firm, a little louder than before. The jury, she knew, 

were watching and listening intently; not so much for what he said, but for the conviction 

with which he said it. 

‘Do you know who killed her?’ 

‘No. How could I?’  

This was the answer she had planned and rehearsed with him. Simple, and true. But 

then, to her surprise, he glared pointedly at David Brodie. ‘I’ve got my ideas but no 

proof.’ 

They had already discussed this idea and rejected it. Sarah feared that any further 

attempt to accuse Brodie was likely to backfire. She thought Simon had been convinced. 

Clearly not, however. They’d planned everything and here he was already striking out on 

his own. 

‘Did you love Jasmine?’ she continued coolly. 

‘Love her? Yes.’ He appeared to consider the idea for a moment, then repeated 

himself with more emphasis. ‘I did. Yes.’ 

Careful, Simon, she thought. Don’t start acting now. She had warned him against 

this, but the witness stand did strange things to people, particularly those facing life 

imprisonment.  

‘Would you tell the court, in your own words, exactly what happened on Thursday 

13th May. From the beginning.’ 

Simon drew a deep breath, and faced the jury, as she had suggested. If you can 

manage it, tell the story to them; if not, look at me. ‘Well, I was off work, so I had a lie 

in, like, until about nine thirty. Then I got up and went for a run.’  

‘Where did you go for your run?’ 

‘Where I often go. Down the river opposite the Archbishop’s Palace. Past where she 

were found that night. So if there were mud and such on my shoes, that’s where I got it, 

see?’  

She sighed. His fake worker’s accent had become stronger. Idiot! 

‘You were wearing these training shoes that were shown in evidence, were you?’ 

‘Course I were. They’re my shoes, aren’t they? What else would I wear?’ 



For Christ’s sake, Simon, she wanted to scream, I’m not arguing with you, I’m here 

to help you. ‘All right. What happened then?’ 

‘Well, when I got back, I met her. Jasmine. She was by the river not far from my 

house.’  

Better now. Less accent, less truculence. Perhaps it had just been stage fright. She 

nodded encouragingly. ‘Were you expecting to meet her?’ 

‘Not exactly. She came to see me sometimes but I never knew when.’ 

‘Was she coming to see you then?’ 

‘She said she was. Yeah.’ 

‘How did she look?’ 

‘Stunning, like always.’ He glanced at the jury, then realized he’d misunderstood the 

question. ‘Oh ... well, a bit angry, or upset. I asked what’s up and she said she’d had a 

row with David, like. Anyhow, she came in.’ 

‘What happened then?’ 

‘I had a shower, she made some tea, and we talked for a bit. Nothing special, really.’ 

‘Had she visited you like this before, while she was living with David?’ 

‘A few times, yeah.’ 

‘What usually happened on these visits?’ 

‘Well, we’d chat for a bit, maybe have a meal, then we’d go to bed together, and 

sometime later she’d ... leave.’ 

A shaven-headed male juror, she noticed, was nodding approvingly. This sounds 

normal to him, then, at least. ‘Is that what happened this day?’ 

‘Yes. We had a bite to eat, and then ... she took her clothes off ... you know.’ 

‘You had sexual intercourse?’ 

‘If that’s what you call it, yes. I shagged her.’ 

There was a snort of suppressed laughter. Jesus, Simon! Of all the words to use, why 

pick that one? The point of this is not to shock your mother, but to ingratiate yourself 

with the jury. The younger jurors, she saw, looked amused, but several others looked 

distinctly disgusted. Phil Turner smiled ironically. 

Now another key question. ‘So, to be quite clear, Simon, was this sexual intercourse 

something you both wanted? Or did you force it upon her?’ 

‘No, of course not. She wanted it - why else did she take her clothes off like that? 

That’s why she came. She knew what was going to happen.’ 

‘So you didn’t rape her?’ 

‘No, not at all. Nothing like it.’ 

She could almost hear the jury’s minds working. Is this man lying or not? All they 

had to go on was their experience of life - similar situations, similar young men to Simon.  

‘The forensic pathologist has described some bruises which he found inside her 

vagina. Can you account for those?’ 

‘Not really, no. I mean, I didn’t hurt her, if that’s what you’re saying. She liked it, 

she always did.’ He hesitated. ‘I mean, maybe it bruised her when she got excited but I 

wouldn’t know that, would I? She didn’t complain.’ 

‘Did you wear a condom?’ 

‘No. She were on the pill. She said.’ 

Such questions for a mother to ask her son, in public. Sarah remembered the 

childhood photos she had found last night. ‘All right. What time of day was this?’ 



‘Early, mid afternoon maybe. Hard to say. We went to bed and I fell asleep. Maybe 

she did as well. Then we went for a walk, bought some Chinese. I thought ... I thought it 

was a real good day. Then when we came back it went wrong.’ 

‘What went wrong?’ 

‘Well, like I say we were getting on fine. She was saying what a pain David was 

with all his tidying and fussing, and I knew he couldn’t screw her like I did, she told me 

that every time, it was quite a joke with her really ... so I thought she might leave him and 

come back for good. She said she would, too; I remember it clearly. I was really happy. 

‘But then, after the Chinese, she looked at her watch and said she’d have to go. So I 

said ‘go where?’ And she said, ‘to David, of course. You don’t think I could live in this 

pigsty, do you? He’ll have the bed made and the house all nice’ - you know, stuff like 

that. And I was so angry, then. It was like she’d kicked me right in the guts. So I yelled at 

her. I said she’d promised to stay and we’d had a great time, but she just laughed. She 

said that was part of the game, something like that, it would make it even better next time 

because I’d want her even more. And that made me sick because I saw she’d been doing 

this all the time and probably did the same to David too, she was just a bitch. I said that 

... I wish I hadn’t now but I did ...’ 

For part of this speech he had been talking to the jury, then turning back to her and 

even the judge and the people in the well of the court, as though he wanted to convince 

everyone of what he was saying. For the first time Sarah felt it might work, that people 

might really believe her son and understand him. But they might also realize he had just 

described a perfect motive for killing Jasmine. They had seen her mutilated body. Now 

here he was calling her a bitch. Pray God Jasmine’s mother’s not here. 

‘And then what happened?’ 

‘She just walked out. I tried to stop her but she was too quick, she was outside. 

That’s probably when that old nosy git was cleaning his teeth and heard us shouting. 

Anyway I tried to pull her back in and she clouted my face with her bag - he didn’t see 

that, did he? But that’s why I hit her back, because it hurt. Anyway she was such a bitch, 

to go like that after all she’d said. So then I went back in and ... that’s the last I saw of 

her.’ 

‘You never saw her again?’ 

‘No.’ 

There was a collective relaxation around the court, as though a key moment had 

passed. But what conclusions had people drawn, Sarah wondered. That was the mystery. 

‘So what did you do then?’ 

‘Nothing special. I just mooched around indoors thinking about how she’d behaved. 

I was all, like, churned up inside. Then after a while I went out and got in the car.’ 

‘Why did you do that?’ 

‘Well, I couldn’t stay there. I had to go somewhere.’ 

‘Where did you go?’ 

‘Scarborough, in the end.’  

‘Why Scarborough?’ 

‘Why not? It just happened, really. I turned left out of York and that’s where I ended 

up. I went for a walk on the beach in the middle of the night. Quiet, it was. Just me and a 

pair of seals in the dawn. I’d never seen a seal before. I didn’t know they had them in 

Scarborough.’ 



‘What did you do in the morning?’ 

‘Got breakfast, found somewhere to stay. Did a lot of thinking.’ 

‘What were you thinking about?’ 

‘What a mess my life was. How I could make a new start.’ 

‘Did you think about Jasmine?’ 

‘Yes. Course I did.’ 

‘What did you think?’ 

‘How I loved her. How beautiful she was and what a bitch she was to me and 

probably every other man she’d ever met, and what could you do if you loved someone 

like that. Whether I could break the habit of her like giving up smoking. Every day I 

stayed in Scarborough I thought I’d maybe won something. I thought I’d proved I could 

live without her and also maybe she was knocking on my door in York and feeling the 

same hurt I felt. I thought if I managed a month maybe I’d be cured of it. I could start a 

new life and never go back.’ 

‘And you had no idea that she was dead?’ 

‘No, of course not. No.’ 

‘And you didn’t murder her?’ 

‘How could I? I was in Scarborough. I never saw her again after she left my house.’ 

Phil Turner glanced up, ready to cross-examine if she had finished. But she hadn’t. 

‘All right, Simon. Let’s examine a few details. You’ve told the court you wore your 

trainers to go running, and you’ve heard the forensic scientist describe how she found 

traces of Jasmine’s blood on those trainers. Do you have any idea how that blood could 

have got there?’ 

‘Well, all I can think is, it happened a few days before, on the Monday.’ 

‘What happened then?’ 

‘Well, the same thing, she came to my house then too. And after we’d made love, 

she was walking round the house in my shirt and those trainers - nothing else. Anyhow 

she was in the kitchen and I heard her call out, and when I went down she was swearing 

and sucking her thumb. She’d cut her finger with the breadknife. So maybe some blood 

fell onto the trainers then.’ 

‘Was there a lot of blood?’ 

‘Not a lot, no. She ran it under the tap and I gave her a plaster and that was it really.’ 

‘Did the blood get on the breadknife?’  

‘Yes. Some of it, anyhow. I noticed it next morning when I was washing up. There 

was a stain on the blade near the handle. I thought I’d washed it all off, but obviously not 

...’ 

Pity about that, Simon, Sarah thought cynically. If you’d washed it off and put your 

shoes in the washing machine we’d never be here, would we? 

‘Why didn’t you tell the police about this when they interviewed you?’ 

‘I didn’t think. I mean it was nothing, just a tiny cut. I’d forgotten all about it. And 

then they were shouting at me and saying she was dead, for Christ’s sake ...’ 

‘All right, let’s talk about when you were arrested. What happened then?’ 

‘Yeah, well. I was asleep, and then - in the middle of the night - there were these 

men in my room. It was like a weird nightmare. Men shouting and yelling over my bed.’ 

‘What were they saying?’ 



‘I don’t know. I didn’t get it, at first. Then one of them said Jasmine was dead but I 

didn’t believe him. How could I?’ 

‘Did they read the caution to you?’ 

‘You’re joking! They might have done, but I didn’t know what was going on. I was 

terrified. I thought they were going to kill me at first, then they were saying Jasmine was 

dead and I’d killed her and they dragged me outside and shoved me in this car.’ 

Would the young men in the jury believe this? Sarah wondered. Surely some had had 

dealings with the police on a Saturday night. How well had they been treated? She 

continued with the standard questions with which a lawyer dissects a chaotic and 

confused situation. 

‘Did you understand that they were policemen?’ 

‘They said they were but I couldn’t believe it. I thought they were burglars or 

something.’ 

‘Did they show you any identification?’ 

‘No. They just handcuffed me and dragged me downstairs.’ 

‘All right. What happened in the car?’ 

‘They kept telling me Jasmine was dead and that I’d killed her. They were shouting, 

asking me questions - why was I in Scarborough, how did I kill her, where was I when 

she died?’ 

Lucy and Sarah had both insisted how important it was for Simon to emphasize this 

point. The lesson seemed to have gone home. The only danger was that he would overdo 

it. 

‘What was your state of mind at this time?’ 

‘I was scared ... I mean shit scared. I didn’t know what was happening, it was like 

some awful nightmare. I just wanted to get out as fast as I could.’ 

‘Did you answer those questions?’ 

‘A bit, yeah. I said I hadn’t killed her.’ 

‘Did you say anything else?’ 

‘Maybe. I don’t know what I said, really, I was that scared. I was in a panic. I could 

have said anything; I just wanted to get out of there.’ 

‘All right. What happened at the police station?’ 

‘Well, Lucy - Mrs Parsons, my solicitor, came, and - I told her the truth. She told me 

to write a statement and sign it.’ 

Good, Simon, well done. Nearly there now. She risked a faint nod of encouragement. 

‘Did DCI Churchill show you another paper which he asked you to sign?’ 

‘Yes.’  

‘Why didn’t you sign it?’ 

‘Because it wasn’t true. His paper said I hadn’t seen Jasmine for weeks and that 

wasn’t true, I had. I saw her the day she died. But all I did was make love to her, I didn’t 

kill her, for God’s sake. I couldn’t do that!’ 

That’s all, then, Sarah thought. I can’t end better than that. 

‘All right, Simon, wait there. Mr Turner will have some questions.’ 

She sat down, leaving him alone on the stand. Her hands began to tremble. 

When Terry’s phone rang, he didn’t recognise the voice on the other end at first. 

‘Inspector Bateson?’ 

‘Yes.’ 



‘Miles Beelby, employment clerk at MacFarlane’s. You remember, you spoke to me 

the other day. About that Irish lad who once worked here.’ 

‘Oh, yes.’ 

‘Well, I was talking to a mate of mine at TransPennine, you know, the contractors 

for the designer outlet. He said a lad like that came in to him earlier this morning, asking 

for work.’ 

‘What?’ Terry sat up gripping the phone tightly. ‘What happened?’ 

‘Well, your luck’s in. They need a bit of extra labour. So he’s starting tomorrow.’ 

‘Tremendous!’ A smile began to spread across Terry’s face. ‘He didn’t leave an 

address or phone number, anything like that?’ 

‘No, sorry, usual caper. But if you ring this mate of mine he’ll be able to tell you 

more. Frank Carrow, at TransPennine.’ 

‘Right, Mr Beelby. Thanks for your help. I’ll ring him straight away.’ 

The usher took the paper from Phil Turner, and handed it to Simon. 

‘Do you recognize that, Mr Newby?’ 

‘Yes.’ Simon shrugged. ‘It’s something the police asked me to sign. In the station.’ 

‘Would you read the last two sentences for me, please.’ 

Simon had never been a great reader. Somewhat laboriously, he read out: ‘After 

being cautioned, Mr Newby stated that he had not killed Jasmine Hurst, and that he had 

not seen her for weeks. He repeated this statement several times.’ 

‘Is that true?’ 

It was an ambiguous question, Sarah saw at once. Presumably Turner intended it to 

confuse the witness and make him appear deceitful, whatever answer he gave. 

‘It, er ... well, part of it’s true. It’s true that I didn’t kill Jasmine. But the other part, 

no, that’s not true. That’s why I didn’t sign it.’ 

Simon looked at Sarah, who nodded approval. Well done, you avoided the trap.  

‘So it’s a lie?’ Turner persisted. 

‘Part of it is, yes.’ 

Turner sighed ostentatiously, as though he were already weary of being deceived. 

‘To be clear, the part which you claim is a lie is where you say you hadn’t seen her for 

weeks. Is that what you’re saying?’ 

‘Yes, that’s right.’ 

‘All right, Simon. But I’m still not quite sure I understand. Are you saying those 

words are a lie because you didn’t say them, or because you did say them but when you 

got into the police station you realized they were untrue. Which is it?’ 

‘I ... I’m not sure.’ The questions were like dogs running rings round a bull, Sarah 

thought, snapping at its heels to confuse and irritate it. 

‘Let me help you. You see, both detectives agree that you did say those words, but 

that in the police station you changed your mind and admitted that you had seen Jasmine 

on the day she died, after all. Is that what happened?’ 

‘Yes, that’s right.’ 

‘Thank you. So your first response after you had been cautioned was to tell the 

policemen this lie. Then when you met your lawyer you changed your mind.’ 

‘No, look, you’re twisting things. I don’t know what I said in the car, I was too 

scared. I don’t know if I said those words or not.’ 

Simon flushed. Turner was deliberately trying to provoke him, Sarah thought. 



‘I think you did say them, Simon. I suggest that your very first response when the 

police arrested you was to tell them this lie. It was only when you met your lawyer that 

you realized that no one would believe it, so you changed your story. Only that story’s a 

lie too, isn’t it?’ 

‘No, it’s the truth.’ 

Turner was scarcely looking at Simon, Sarah realized. Much of the time he was 

watching the jury, or gazing above Simon’s head, as though her son was beneath 

contempt. She felt his anger building, as Turner intended.  

‘All right, let’s examine your second story, shall we? You say you went for a run by 

the river on the morning of the 13th, and that’s why your trainers were stained with mud 

and grass. Did you meet anyone on your run?’ 

‘Not before I met Jasmine, no.’ 

‘So no one can confirm that part of your story. All right. Then you say you had a 

meal with Jasmine and went to bed together. There were no witnesses to this either, I 

suppose.’ 

‘Of course not, no. We were alone, for fuck’s sake.’ 

‘For fuck’s sake. Quite.’ Turner smiled. ‘And of course the only witness to this is 

dead. You say you made love and she enjoyed it. But that’s just your word against hers, 

too, isn’t it?’ 

‘What?’ Simon looked confused and angry. 

‘Well, you say she enjoyed it. But her body cries out that you’re lying, doesn’t it, 

Simon? Because her poor murdered body has a bruised vagina. How did that happen, do 

you think?’ 

‘How should I know?’ 

Turner shrugged. ‘Well, you say you made love to her. Are you a brutal lover?’ 

‘Bloody hell ...’ His face flushed, Simon gripped the stand in front of him. Turner 

waited, hoping that he would do something violent or stupid. Sarah searched for a reason 

to intervene, but could think of nothing. 

‘What does that mean? Yes or no?’ 

‘It means ... I don’t know. I just made love to her, that’s all.’ 

‘‘I shagged her’ - I think that’s what you said.’ 

‘Yeah, well, whatever.’ 

‘It sounds brutal to me. Do you mean you raped her?’ 

‘No. I shagged her like I always did. It’s what she came for - what we always did.’ 

‘I suggest that you raped her. Either there in your house, or later beside the river 

path.’ 

‘I’ve told you. I didn’t rape her.’ 

‘All right, that’s your story.’ Turner sighed, and paused for nearly half a minute, 

letting the jury think. ‘But there was only one other person present, and her body tells a 

different story. ‘I have a bruised vagina,’ her dead body cries out to us, ‘that shows you 

someone raped me.’ Is Jasmine lying, then, Simon? Is that your story now? It’s the 

evidence of her dead body that’s lying, is it? Not you?’ 

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ 

‘Don’t you? Well, I think the jury do. They know that dead bodies can’t lie. And 

they know that you can, because you lied to the police when they arrested you. The 

evidence from Jasmine’s body says two things. It says you had sexual intercourse with 



her, and it says that she was raped. You’re not claiming another man raped her, are you, 

Simon? Another man who mysteriously left no body samples, no pubic hair, no semen, 

no DNA? A man from Mars perhaps, who left bruises, and nothing else?’ 

‘I don’t know how she got the bruises.’ 

Sarah caught Simon’s eye and smiled encouragement. Despite the incessant goading, 

he was doing better than she’d expected. He hadn’t lost his temper, he hadn’t shouted or 

screamed or taken refuge in some newly invented lie, which would have been the worst 

thing of all. 

None of which altered the fact that Turner was doing very well indeed. 

‘All right. Let’s look at another part of your story, shall we? You claim that the 

reason Jasmine’s blood was on your trainers and your breadknife was that she cut her 

finger in your kitchen. Is that right?’ 

‘Yeah. I think that’s why it’s there.’ 

‘Were there any other witnesses to this accident? Apart from yourself and Jasmine?’ 

‘No, of course not. We were alone in the house.’ 

‘Again.’ 

‘Yeah, so?’ Simon sneered. ‘That’s just where it happened.’ 

‘Very conveniently, the jury may think. You didn’t mention this to the police when 

they interviewed you, did you? Although you’re relying on it for your defence now.’ 

‘No, well, I didn’t think of it then. It was only a tiny cut. I didn’t think it was 

important.’ 

‘No. You came up with it later, when you needed to explain why Jasmine’s blood 

could be on your trainer and your breadknife. The trouble is, once again all we have is 

your word for this fantastic story. Because the only other witness is dead.’ 

‘I can’t help that.’ 

‘Nothing to do with you, you mean? The fact that she’s dead?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘All right. Let’s look at another aspect of your incredible story. What happened after 

you punched Jasmine in the face outside your house?’ 

‘I didn’t punch her. It was just a slap, for fuck’s sake.’ 

Careful, Simon. Sarah frowned, hoping he would see her and keep the language 

clean. 

‘Just a slap, you say.’ Turner tugged at his ear thoughtfully. ‘Must have been some 

slap, to leave a great ugly bruise on her cheek like that.’ 

‘It was a slap. After all, she hit me first, with her bag.’ 

‘Oh, did she? Really. Did it leave a bruise?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘You didn’t go to hospital to have it treated?’ 

‘No ...’ Simon’s answer was almost a growl. 

‘But for once we have a witness to this fight, Simon, don’t we? Mr Mullen. And he 

doesn’t agree with your story. He’s quite clear. You hit Jasmine, he says. He didn’t say 

anything about her hitting you.’ 

‘No, well he didn’t see everything, did he?’ 

‘So he’s lying, is he? Not you, him.’ 

‘I said he didn’t see it all.’ 



‘I see. Well, once again it’s your word against his, isn’t it? Because the only other 

witness is dead. With a bruise on her cheek from this slap of yours.’ 

This time, Simon didn’t bother to answer. He simply folded his arms and stared 

silently at his tormentor. Turner avoided his gaze, looking down at his notes. Whatever 

the jury made of this, Sarah thought, it was unlikely to be helpful to Simon. 

‘All right, let’s examine the rest of your story, shall we? After you slapped her, as 

you say, you got into your car, and drove away to Scarborough, all on your own. Where 

you arrived in the middle of the night, with only seals to see you. Correct?’ 

‘The beach was empty, yeah.’ 

‘So again, we have only your word for this too. And you stayed there for over a 

week, without contacting anyone.’ Turner put a foot on the bench beside him, and 

scratched his ear, as though he were genuinely puzzled. ‘So remind me - why do you 

claim you ran away?’ 

Simon turned to the jury, as though this was something he did expect them to 

believe. ‘After the quarrel with Jasmine, I was sick with the way she’d behaved. I 

couldn’t take it any more. I wanted to get away, try to forget about her, make a new 

start.’ 

‘You weren’t sick of the way you’d behaved yourself?’ 

‘Well, yeah, a bit. But she was teasing me, leading me on ...’ 

‘And that made you angry?’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘So when you went to Scarborough, did you contact anyone to tell them where you 

were? Your friends? Your parents? Your sister?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘I wanted to be on my own.’ 

Turner scratched his head, rubbing a pencil under his wig. ‘But you weren’t angry 

with your friends or your family, were you? You were just angry with Jasmine?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘So why not ring someone and talk about it? Ring your friends, your sister, your 

mother here, your dad - tell them how she’d treated you, how you felt.’ 

Because my son’s not like that, Sarah thought. Probably most young men aren’t. As 

Phil Turner must know. 

‘I don’t know. I was too angry. I didn’t want to talk.’ 

‘Jasmine had made you very angry then?’ 

‘Yes. But I didn’t kill her.’ 

‘Didn’t you?’ If there had been any shred of irony or amusement in Turner’s voice 

before, it had all drained away now. ‘I think that’s exactly what you did do, Simon. I 

suggest that your anger is the only true part of this whole story. Jasmine made you angry, 

all right. So angry that you couldn’t control yourself. So angry that you punched her in 

the face in the street, and called her a bitch. So angry that you went to the river path 

where you knew she walked; and there you waited for her, raped her, cut her throat, and 

dumped her poor dead body in the bushes. That was the result of your anger, wasn’t it?’ 

‘No.’ 

The courtroom was utterly silent, a hundred eyes focused directly on Simon. 



‘After that you drove to Scarborough because you wanted to hide, to escape from 

this horrible thing that you’d done. And the reason you didn’t phone your family or 

friends wasn’t because you were still angry as you say. It was because your anger had 

turned to guilt and fear that you would be found out. That’s the real truth, isn’t it, 

Simon?’ 

‘No, it’s not. You’ve just twisted it all. I didn’t kill her. I didn’t even know she was 

dead until the police told me.’ 

Thank God, Sarah thought, he’s not displaying any anger now. He’s past anger, the 

moment is too serious. He’s cold and certain and staring his enemy in the eye. 

‘Didn’t you? And yet your first response to the police, your very first response, was 

to lie. Not to show grief about this girl you say you loved, but to try to save your own 

wretched skin. That’s the truth, isn’t it, Simon? You lied because you knew you were 

guilty.’ 

‘I did show grief. I loved her. You don’t understand that.’ 

‘But you killed her.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘The evidence of her body says you killed her, Simon. Dead people don’t lie.’ 

‘Someone killed her all right, but it wasn’t me. I didn’t do it.’ 

‘Oh yes, you did, Simon.’ 

‘No.’ 

Turner sat down. The court was silent. The judge glanced at Sarah, who rose to her 

feet. 

‘That concludes the evidence for the defence, My Lord.’ 

Simon had resisted as well as he could. There was nothing she could ask him that 

would improve matters, no further witness she was allowed to offer. Now everything 

would rest on the speeches from the lawyers.  

‘Very well. Mr Newby, you may return to the dock, if you will.’ 

As Simon walked past Sarah smiled at him encouragingly. The smile was partly for 

him, and partly for the jury. If you act as though you’ve won, people sometimes believe 

that you have. 



Chapter Forty-One 

IT SEEMED ironic that it was such a beautiful morning. Sarah sat in bed at half past six, 

nursing a cup of tea and staring out at a clear blue autumn sky with wispy cirrus clouds 

high above. The river meadows were blanketed with silver mist, rising in wispy tendrils 

as the sun began to burn it off. A heron flapped lazily by, in search of its favourite fishing 

spot. 

For Sarah, there was no comfort in any of it. As she got up, showered, and dressed 

her mind was running through her speech, as it had nearly all night. In her dreams the 

judge had dangled a hangmen’s noose with a ten year old Simon choking in it. The judge 

swung him to and fro as she stumbled and forgot her words. 

Well, that’s all rubbish, she told herself briskly. It’s the jury that matters, anyway. 

Bob groaned and sat up. ‘How do you feel?’ he asked blearily. 

‘Tense. On edge. Fighting fit.’ She smiled at him in the mirror as she applied her 

lipstick. 

‘You’ll do your best. You always do.’ 

‘Yep,’ she agreed. ‘That’s me.’ It was like the day of her law finals, only ten times 

worse. The butterflies in her stomach were fighting the battle of Britain. She pulled on 

her motorcycle leathers. ‘Wish me luck?’ 

‘Yes ... sure.’ His hesitation hurt. ‘May the jury make the right decision.’ 

‘They will, Bob. They will.’ Her eyes fierce and determined, she walked out into the 

beautiful, misty morning. 

Terry’s daughters were asleep when he left home that morning. Trude would take them to 

school. He reached the building site at half past seven. It looked as if the eco-warriors 

had been defeated. Most of the trees had gone; there were big yellow machines and 

concrete foundations everywhere. The site manager met them at the gate, and Terry 

parked the car just inside. Terry and Harry accompanied him into the warmth of his 

office. 

‘You can sit by that window,’ the man said, handing them tea in polystyrene cups. 

‘Anyway he’ll come in here first to punch his card. So you’re bound to see him, aren’t 

you?’ 

‘Let’s hope so,’ said Terry, peering out through the grimy, wire-covered glass. 

‘We’ve been waiting long enough, after all.’ 

In the prison van, Simon sat in a tiny, claustrophobic cubicle. He hated it. Sometimes he 

felt his head would burst from the pressure of confinement. 

But this would be his life, if he lost today. Confined for up to twenty hours a day in a 

room as big as a bathroom. And the nature of his crime would make it worse. Already he 



had been taunted and jostled by remand prisoners who knew what he was accused of, and 

being defended by his mother made things worse. If he was convicted, he could expect 

razor blades and excrement in his stew, beatings and rape in the shower. He would be on 

the special wing with paedophiles, rapists and other sex criminals, and if there was a 

prison riot - well, he would be one of the first targets. 

Outside, the sun was burning the mists off the fields. He watched the cars and houses 

and people go by, as if they were in a foreign country. 

Tracy Litherland sat in her car, fifteen yards from Gary Harker’s front door. Terry had 

chosen her for this because she, unlike most of her colleagues, had no connection with 

Gary. She recognised him from the photographs but he, she hoped, was unlikely to 

recognise her. He would just see a woman in a car reading the Daily Mail. 

Tracy feared that her car - a shiny blue Clio of which she was inordinately proud - 

might attract more attention. The car in front was a ten-year-old Sierra, the white van 

directly outside Harker’s door had a wing rotten with rust. Several people - a mother with 

a baby, two young boys playing football - had already peered inquisitively through her 

window. 

And then, quite suddenly, Gary came out. He got straight into the white van, and 

drove away. Tracy began to follow him. It was probably pointless, she thought - he 

would go to work and that would be it. But Terry had insisted that they cover all angles 

and she, for once, had got the duff job. Ah well ... 

She kept the white van in view along the Fulford Road. It crossed the river by 

Skeldergate Bridge and headed into the warren of little streets by the Knavesmire. 

Tracy’s interest began to rise. Surely he didn’t work here? But she dared not get too 

close. She stayed back, and nearly lost him when he took a sharp turn down a back alley 

between the houses, designed for Victorian nightsoil men. If she followed down there he 

would definitely see her. But maybe ... 

She made a guess, turned left, and got stuck behind a bread van double parked 

outside a shop. She hooted her horn relentlessly until it moved, then turned left again into 

a street parallel to the one she had left. No white van. Damn! Where could he have gone? 

Sweating, she drove slowly along the street. Nothing. Then, in her rear view mirror, she 

saw the van pull out of the alley into the street behind her. Now he was following her. 

Or rather they. As the van stopped behind her at a T junction she saw two men in it. 

Staring directly at her. She studied them in the mirror. The man in the passenger seat 

turned to talk to Gary, and as he did so the sun lit his face clearly. That was him, surely - 

Sean, the man in the photofit! The shock paralysed Tracy so she didn’t notice that the 

road was clear ahead. Gary hooted irritably. 

Damn! Now I’ve really got their attention. Quickly, she pulled out into the main 

road. The white van followed close behind her. 

Lucy adjusted Simon’s tie critically. ‘Not too bad. You look like a pop star.’ 

‘A star with a prison record,’ he muttered morosely. ‘Great.’ 

‘Come on, think positive.’ She smiled encouragingly. ‘You may be free tonight.’ 

‘Do you think so? Really?’ 

Long experience had taught Lucy the raw earnestness of questions at a time like this. 

Simon was watching her intently as though a twitch of her mouth could determine his 

fate for ever. Her opinion was all he had, a liferaft in the storm. She smiled firmly. 



‘I think you have a chance, yes. Your mother’s done a good job and you held up well 

against Turner yesterday. The jury must have some doubts.’ 

‘Some doubts. That won’t be enough.’ 

‘It should be, if they play by the rules. But no one knows what goes on in the jury 

room, unfortunately. We’re not allowed to ask.’ 

‘There are some wicked old bats in the jury. That cow with the necklace hates my 

guts.’ 

‘Well, whatever you do, don’t scowl at her. Try to look innocent and unthreatening.’ 

‘Yeah, sure. Oh Jesus!’ He shook his head anxiously. ‘There’s one thing I should 

have said yesterday, but it never came out.’ 

‘What was that?’ 

‘That if ... if they do get it wrong and convict me, then the guy who murdered her 

will still be free, won’t he? He could do it again!’ 

Time passed. Nearly forty men had come into the portacabin to punch their cards before 

going out to start up the massive machines. Several had glanced curiously at Terry and 

Harry watching by the window, empty polystyrene cups in front of them. But no Sean. 

He’ll come soon, Terry told himself, he must have just overslept. Nonetheless, as the 

flood of new arrivals slowed to a trickle, he began to feel not only conspicuous but 

foolish. 

‘You sure he starts today?’ Harry asked the site manager, at his grimy desk. 

‘That’s what he said.’ The man shrugged apologetically. ‘Maybe he’s got a better 

offer, gone racing, or just overslept. Who knows? For a lot of lads like him, work’s just 

an unwelcome interlude in a life of idle pleasure.’ 

‘Has anyone else not come in?’ asked Terry, peering at the rack of punchcards 

irritably. 

‘A few.’ The man pulled out the unpunched cards. Adams ... Greer ... Harker, again 

...’ 

‘Let me see that!’ Terry took the card, which confirmed exactly what he had feared: 

Gary worked here! Gary, who knew they were looking for Sean! And he was missing 

today, too ... 

‘What does Harker do here?’ 

‘Labouring, mostly. Laying concrete.’ 

‘Could he have overheard you when I phoned yesterday?’ 

‘No, of course not. I was in the office!’ 

‘I hope so.’ Terry waved the card in his face. ‘Because this man Harker ...’ 

At that moment Terry’s mobile rang. Tracy spoke in his ear. 

In most of Sarah’s cases, there had been a camaraderie between the barristers on either 

side. This was something that was frequently resented by clients but well understood at 

the Bar. Barristers were rivals, certainly, but not enemies. Friendly banter between them 

gave a veneer of civility to the contest. 

But not now. Objectively, Sarah recognized that Phil Turner was a capable, honest 

man, good at his job and probably excellent company for his friends. All this simply 

made her fear him. If only he could have been smarmy, arrogant, callous - anything to 

make the jury distrust him. But he wasn’t. He was an excellent prosecutor with a decent, 

down-to-earth manner that no juror could fail to like. He terrified her. 



Recognizing this, Turner treated her with studious, distant politeness. They sat at the 

same large table in the well of the court, a frozen wall of silence between them. 

He rose to face the jury for the last time, his ancient wig askew as always, and the 

court settled back comfortably to listen. Sarah shuddered. The man was too good, too 

reassuring, too dangerous. She folded her arms over the tumultuous butterflies in her 

stomach, and glared at him. 

‘Members of the jury, as I said at the start of this trial, it is my job to convince you, 

beyond all reasonable doubt, that Simon Newby is guilty of this murder. And as I said 

then, if after listening to all the evidence you still have doubts, then Simon must get the 

benefit of them. If you’re not sure, then you must find him innocent. You must only find 

him guilty if you are absolutely convinced, in your own minds, that he did commit this 

terrible crime.’ 

That’s got the formalities out of the way, Sarah thought. Now he’ll go for the throat. 

‘So, what would convince you of his guilt? Well, we’ve heard all the evidence, and 

examined it in exhaustive detail. Mrs Newby has cross-examined all of the prosecution 

witnesses and tried to cast doubt on their conclusions, as is her right. Simon Newby has 

told you his story. And what is the result, members of the jury?’ 

He paused, letting the silence build. Sarah watched the jury anxiously. 

‘The result, I suggest to you, is that Simon’s guilt is clearer than ever before.’ 

Two - no, three - jury members nodded solemnly in agreement. A middle-aged lady 

with a pearl necklace, a man and a young woman. Sarah felt sick. If they do convict, she 

thought, I may actually vomit. People do, in extreme shock. It’s good to be nervous but 

this is extreme. 

‘Let’s recall that evidence, shall we? Firstly, the forensic ...’ 

Tracy had stayed in front of the white van all the way back across Skeldergate Bridge and 

along the Fulford Road. She had thought about turning off but then she would have lost 

them. She had feared they might overtake her and try to drive her off the road, but thank 

God, they had not done that either. To them, she hoped, she was just a dozy woman 

driver. Nothing more. 

Then, without warning, they turned right into the streets by the river. Tracy had 

already passed the turning, but she swung into a garage forecourt, came out going in the 

opposite direction, and turned after them. Once again, the van was gone. She guessed and 

turned into a dead end. She did a U-turn, drove the other way in a panic, looking right 

and left, and then, to her great relief, came round a bend and saw the van parked outside a 

house. As she drove past she saw Sean get out and go up to the door. Gary stayed in the 

van. 

Her heart pounding with excitement, Tracy drove about thirty yards beyond the van, 

and parked on the opposite side. She adjusted the mirrors to watch the van with her back 

to it. Gary hadn’t noticed her yet, she hoped. Cautiously, she picked up her mobile and 

phoned Terry. 

Turner dealt with the forensic evidence in comprehensive detail. The semen, the vaginal 

bruising, the footprints, the blood on the knife and the shoe. It was a formidable list, he 

said, all pointing in one direction. And what of Simon’s story that the blood had got on 

the knife and shoe because Jasmine had cut her thumb in the kitchen? He looked each 

jury member in the eye. 



‘Well, he had to invent something, didn’t he? So that’s what he’s done. A cock and 

bull story that a child could see through. I don’t think we need waste any time on it, do 

you? It’s a lie, members of the jury, pure and simple.’ 

Sarah seethed with anger. It was the most devastating response he could have made. 

This was a crucial part of her defence, but instead of engaging with her arguments and 

rebutting them he’d just dismissed it out of hand, as a lie. How could she revive it now? 

‘So what about Simon’s story, his explanation of what happened? Well, members of 

the jury, you saw him for yourselves, in the witness stand. You know from your own 

lives how you judge whether someone is lying or telling the truth. What did you think of 

his performance? Let’s look at it, shall we?’ He hitched his foot up on the bench beside 

him, in the familiar manner of a farmer leaning on a gate, and rubbed his ear 

thoughtfully. 

‘He says he made love to her gently, but there are bruises in her vagina. He says he 

only slapped her, but there’s a bruise on her face. He says he drove straight to 

Scarborough, but he didn’t book in at a guest house until the following day. And he says 

he was upset about how Jasmine had treated him, but he didn’t discuss this with anyone.’ 

 Turner looked down cruelly at Sarah. ‘He didn’t go to his mother, did he? Or his 

father or his family or his friends. No one has come here to say ‘Simon was upset about 

his relationship with Jasmine. He rang me to ask my advice.’ No. Because you can’t ask 

someone’s advice about what to do with your girlfriend when you’ve already murdered 

her, can you? And that’s what Simon Newby had done. He’d murdered her, and gone to 

Scarborough to hide.’ 

Sarah remembered her nightmare about the judge swinging a ten-year-old Simon in a 

noose. That had been painful, but it was bliss itself compared to this. 

Turner shuffled his notes as though he had finished. Then he looked up again. 

‘Oh yes, I nearly forgot. There’s one other defence that was put forward. The idea 

that David Brodie murdered Jasmine, not him.’ He paused, stacking his papers. ‘Well, 

there’s no evidence for that at all, members of the jury. None. It’s just the panic reaction 

of a guilty child, pointing the finger at someone else, anyone else, saying it’s not me, sir, 

it’s not me, it was him.  

‘You saw Mr Brodie on the stand, members of the jury. You heard his evidence. And 

you saw Simon Newby, too. You choose. Who do you think raped and murdered Jasmine 

Hurst?’  

Abruptly, he sat down. And even that was a coup de theatre, Sarah realized. He’d 

done it before anyone expected. He hadn’t bothered to sum up in a final peroration, 

inviting them to convict, as most barristers did. He’d simply treated Simon’s story with 

contempt, as though neither he, nor any reasonable person, could be bothered with it any 

longer. 

Follow that, she thought.  

Hordes of giant wasps were murdering the butterflies in her stomach. 

‘Tracy?’ Terry said. ‘What’s up?’ 

As Harry watched, Terry’s face changed. ‘You saw who? ... but he didn’t see you, 

did he? You’d better be right. So where is he now? The registration of the van? Right, 

stay there. Don’t do anything, don’t go near him until we get there. Understand? We’re 

on our way.’ 



He switched off his phone and opened the portacabin door, all in one movement. 

‘Bloody hell fire! Come on, lad, quick!’ 

‘Yes, sir. But what is it?’  

Terry was already outside. As he ran, he shouted: ‘I’ll tell you on the way. The main 

thing is to get there before anything happens to that woman. Come on, lad, run!’ 

‘Members of the jury, that was a pretty devastating speech, wasn’t it?’  

Sarah paused, surreptitiously gripping the table with her fingertips. Her voice had 

cracked slightly in that first sentence, and it shocked her. Her voice never let her down. 

She didn’t intend to play for sympathy, not now, not ever. She was no good at it. The 

trouble was that the strength of her emotion made her feel dizzy. There is a difference 

between being properly nervous, to get your adrenaline going, and being so petrified that 

you can hardly speak. She tried again. 

‘According to Mr Turner my son is a compulsive liar, a rapist and a murderer. 

Presumably a coward too, since he ran away. Well, it’s a point of view, and he’s entitled 

to it. But there’s another way of looking at the same events.’ 

She drew a deep breath, and let it out slowly, feeling the fear fade slightly.  

‘The other view is that Simon Newby stands before you falsely accused of this 

horrendous crime. That despite being bullied and harassed he told the truth to the police 

from the moment he arrived in the police station, and yet has suffered the horror of being 

shut up in a remand prison for months, while he is grieving for the girl he loved. And 

now he has come to this court and seen the prosecution build a mountain of evidence out 

of bricks without mortar, a mountain that will collapse at the slightest push with a finger.’ 

At least they were all watching her now, she noted. The wasps were stiller now, the 

strength flowing back into her legs. Her voice had not cracked again. 

‘Let’s look at the evidence again, shall we? And this time, perhaps we can do it 

without the bullying, the contempt and the cutting of corners which has been the 

hallmark of the police and prosecution throughout this case.’ She turned deliberately to 

face Phil Turner, her face cold as winter. He ignored her, tying up his notes in red tape. 

‘First, let’s look at the forensic evidence, on which the prosecution lay so much 

store. Look at it dispassionately, as it really is. The blood first, then. There was Jasmine’s 

blood on Simon’s shoe, and Simon’s knife. The defence don’t dispute that. Yes, it is 

Jasmine’s blood, found in Simon’s house. But then Jasmine had been in Simon’s house 

many times; she even lived there for some months. And how much blood was it? You’ve 

seen the photographs of the body, and the crime scene. Horrific, weren’t they? Blood, 

vast amounts of it, everywhere. It’s a nightmare to think of the way she must have died. 

Whoever killed her, you would expect, would be covered in her blood.’ 

It was all right now. She paused, looking at each member of the jury in turn, and 

realized her nerves had gone. She was at the still centre of the court, in control of her 

voice and her thoughts, in control of what they would hear. 

‘So how much blood did the police find on Simon’s trainer? Two tiny smears on the 

sole, and five small drops on the upper surface. Nothing at all on the other trainer. And a 

minuscule amount under the handle of the knife. It hardly fits with the photos of the 

crime scene, does it? Even the forensic scientist admitted as much. 

‘Nonetheless, it was Jasmine’s blood. The defence admit that. So how did it get 

there? Well, there’s a perfectly reasonable explanation. Jasmine cut her thumb earlier in 

the week, when she was in the kitchen wearing Simon’s trainers. It was a tiny cut, so 



small that the pathologist, you remember, didn’t examine it as thoroughly as he should. 

In fact he missed an important piece of evidence. But since a highly respected forensic 

pathologist missed this cut, it’s hardly surprising that my son failed to mention it too, 

when he was first interviewed by the police. It was a tiny cut, the sort of thing that 

happens every day. He washed her thumb under the tap, gave her a plaster, and forgot all 

about it.  

‘And that’s why such tiny, almost invisible amounts of blood were found on the shoe 

and the knife. Because the cut itself was tiny, insignificant, and nothing to do with a 

murder.’ 

She had their attention now, she noted, or the attention of most of them. The elderly 

woman at the back was fumbling in her handbag, looking for what? A tissue? A lipstick? 

This is my son’s life we’re talking about here! 

‘And yet this perfectly reasonable explanation was dismissed by the prosecution with 

contempt.’ She glared at Phil Turner once again. ‘That’s what I mean by cutting corners. 

Bullying. Saying it’s a lie rather than examining the evidence in detail.’ She hoped he 

would stand up and object. But he simply sat there, his face composed, unimpressed. 

‘So at the very least there is reasonable doubt about the blood. I would go further. 

Based on those photos and the evidence of the forensic scientist, I would say it is almost 

certain that those trainers were not the ones worn by Jasmine’s murderer.’ 

Now she’d said something. A murmur moved through the court, music in her ears. 

‘So what about the semen? The only other piece of forensic evidence that connects 

Simon with this crime. Well, there’s a very simple explanation for that too, isn’t there, 

ladies and gentlemen? The simplest possible. Simon admits that he made love to Jasmine 

that afternoon. It happened regularly, he says. That’s why she came there. And we know 

she was in his house that afternoon, don’t we, because a witness saw her leave. There is 

no reason at all to suppose that this part of Simon’s story isn’t true. They made love, and 

they quarrelled. It happens all the time. And then she left his house.’ 

She drew another deep breath, aware that she herself was skimming over crucial 

details now. The old woman had found her tissue and was listening, a disdainful 

expression on her face. 

‘The prosecution have no reason whatsoever to dispute this part of Simon’s story. 

The love-making - even if it was rough, even if it caused bruising - almost certainly took 

place inside his house that afternoon. Several hours before Jasmine was murdered, ladies 

and gentlemen. The sexual intercourse has no necessary connection with Jasmine’s 

murder.’ 

She had their attention all right now. They were thinking.  

And that was the first step towards creating reasonable doubt. 

When Terry ran, not many detectives could keep up. By the time Harry reached the car, 

Terry had already started it. As Harry clambered in beside him, panting, the tyres 

squealed and the acceleration slammed him back into his seat. 

‘So what is this, boss? Who was on the phone?’ 

‘Tracy, that’s who.’ Briefly, Terry explained. ‘She followed Gary and guess what? 

He’s driven our lad Sean to Sharon’s! Sean’s gone inside and Tracy’s watching the door.’ 

‘My God! What’s the bugger gone there for?’ 

‘Search me, but it doesn’t feel good, does it? Not with Gary waiting outside. He’s 

already raped her once, for Christ’s sake!’ 



‘But it’s not Gary that’s gone in, you say?’ 

‘No. Not yet anyway. But you say Sean’s visited her before, so maybe he’s gone 

back for another try, to solve this sex problem of his. How’s Sharon likely to respond to 

that, Harry?’ 

‘Not well, sir.’ Harry’s face paled as he thought about it. ‘She said he scared her 

shitless last time. She never wanted to see him again.’ 

‘Exactly. And this is a possible murder suspect. Come on, come on! This is the time 

we need a blue light, for God’s sake!’ He swore at the traffic and pulled out to pass a 

delivery van, only to be stuck in a queue of vehicles waiting patiently for an old lady on a 

pedestrian crossing. ‘I just hope they haven’t spotted Trace. If they have, or if Sharon 

tells him about those photos you showed her, then ...’ He drew his hand across his throat, 

then slammed the car into gear. 

‘So from the forensic evidence,’ Sarah said, ‘in my view, you cannot convict. It simply 

doesn’t prove what the prosecution want it to. There are too many doubts, and other 

perfectly reasonable explanations which you must consider.  

‘What about the rest of the evidence, then? The witness evidence that puts Simon on 

the riverside path that night when Jasmine was killed? Well, that’s easily dealt with, isn’t 

it? There isn’t any. None at all. Nobody saw Simon on that footpath that night, nobody 

saw him within a mile of where Jasmine was murdered.’ 

This wasn’t going down so well, she could see. Two men were frowning and a 

young woman whispered something to her neighbour. Yet it ought to be such an obvious, 

easy point to get across. Grimly, she persevered. 

‘Simon tells us he drove away to Scarborough that night and the prosecution have no 

evidence, no evidence at all, to show that’s not true. So I suggest that in fairness to him, 

we must assume that it is true.’ 

They didn’t like this, damn them. She’d done better with the forensic evidence, 

which should have been harder. It must be the impression Simon had created on the 

stand. 

‘And if you accept that, then you must also accept that when the police came to 

arrest him, bursting into his bedroom in the middle of the night in that brutal way, then he 

had no idea that Jasmine was dead. He wasn’t just shocked and terrified, as any one 

would be, to be snatched from his bed in the middle of the night - he was also overcome 

by grief. Suddenly, in the cruellest, worst possible way, he learns that his girlfriend is 

dead. Murdered by some maniac with a knife. And the police think it’s him. 

‘Imagine that for a moment, ladies and gentlemen. Imagine yourselves in the same 

position. Can you be sure you would behave rationally and sensibly, when the world 

seems to have gone mad all around you? Isn’t it possible that you might say something in 

a panic that you later realize was wrong, just to escape from this terrifying situation? 

Something like, ‘I can’t have killed her, I haven’t seen her for weeks’? 

‘The police have rules for how to behave in these situations, and that’s why they are 

there. So that they aren’t allowed to put unfair pressure on people which may amount to 

pyschological torture. That’s why they’re not allowed to interrogate suspects in police 

cars. Because there’s no tape recorder there, no lawyer, nothing to see that everything is 

fair. 



‘And yet that’s exactly what happened in this case, isn’t it? The police interrogated 

Simon in the middle of the night in a police car, and trapped him in a lie. Bullying again, 

isn’t it?’ 

Several heads were nodding in sympathy, she was pleased to see. One of the shaven 

headed young men who’d seemed to dislike Churchill, and a fair-haired young woman. 

The old woman with the necklace and handbag was frowning, deep in thought. 

‘But if Simon did lie then, he changed his mind as soon as he reached the police 

station, didn’t he? Of his own accord he made a full written statement, and everything in 

that statement was true. There’s only one thing the prosecution claim is untrue, and that’s 

why we’re here today. He says he didn’t kill Jasmine, they claim he did. But everything 

else in that statement is true.’ 

She paused, looking at her notes. The ending, which had been so clear in her mind 

last night, had temporarily escaped her. It had taken so much emotional energy to get to 

this point, she had forgotten how to go further. The confidence which had carried her so 

far had drained away, gone. She felt herself rambling. 

‘So ... you may ask yourselves, if Simon didn’t kill her, who did? Well, the sad truth 

is, I don’t know. I don’t believe Simon does either. Maybe you think it was rash of me to 

question David Brodie in the way that I did, but my point was to show that David had as 

strong a motive for killing Jasmine as Simon had ...’ 

‘My Lord.’ Turner was on his feet. The judge was looking at him, and the attention 

of the jury had switched away from her. ‘My Lord, we discussed this in chambers. In my 

view, it’s improper for Mrs Newby to make such insinuations without evidence.’ 

The judge nodded. ‘I agree. Mrs Newby, please. Members of the jury, I must ask you 

to disregard that last remark.’ 

And so she was destroyed. Right at the end of her speech she had not only lost the 

jury’s attention but been publicly reprimanded. She felt a flush rising to her face, her 

fingers trembled. 

Somehow, her voice struggled on. 

‘ ... and yet motive is the only thing the prosecution have to rely on. The forensic 

evidence is flawed, there is no ... excuse me ... no witness evidence to put Simon 

anywhere near the crime; he has made no confession, you see ... and so all the 

prosecution have to say is that Simon must have killed her because he quarrelled with 

her. Well, I am sure we all quarrel with our partners all the time without killing them. It’s 

absurd ...’ 

It was no good. The interruption had thrown her. She had lost the jury completely. 

Some of them were still watching her out of politeness, some in pity, and several were 

looking at their hands in embarrassment. But she had to struggle on. She had to. 

‘ ... the police have cut corners in this case. They’ve gone for the easiest suspect, the 

person who saw her last. They bullied him in the police car, they’ve produced shoddy 

forensic evidence, and they have no witness evidence at all. In these circumstances, I 

suggest that you, the jury, have every ground for reasonable doubt. The prosecution have 

failed to prove their case. So you must find Simon not guilty.’ 

In that very last sentence, as in her first, her voice broke. It was almost, but not quite, 

a sob. Humiliated, she sat down, feeling smaller and more useless than she could ever 

remember.  

The silence in the courtroom radiated pity.  



After a long moment, the judge coughed, and faced the jury. 



Chapter Forty-Two 

‘OH NO, no. I don’t want you. Get out!’ 

Sharon tried to slam the door in Sean’s face, but he was too quick for her, too strong. 

He had one foot inside already and when she tried to shut it he shoved it back, slamming 

her against the wall. She swung her arm to hit him but he caught her wrist easily and held 

it back against the wall beside her head. 

‘Now then Sharon, that’s not nice, is it? No way to greet an old friend.’ 

‘Old friend be fucked. What do you want?’ 

His face, a few inches from hers, darkened with anger. ‘Be fucked you say, is it? 

Well, maybe that is what I want. Like last time.’ 

Only you couldn’t manage it, thought Sharon. So you beat me half to death. Katie 

began crying in the living room. ‘That’s my little girl. Let me see to her, will you?’ 

‘Just a second, then. Make it quick.’ 

He released her, and she scooped up the child hurriedly, trying to think clearly at the 

same time. This was one customer she didn’t need. Think. ‘It’s all right, Katie, love, it’s 

just a man visiting. Is it your teeth again?’  

The child, as she had hoped, nodded tearfully. 

‘Look, it’s her teeth, they’ve been hurting all night, I’ve got to get some Calpol from 

the chemist. If you come back later ...’ 

‘No. Now. If she’s had the toothache all night another half hour won’t matter.’ 

‘I choose who I go upstairs with, Sean. It’s my body ...’ 

‘Put her down, woman.’ To her horror he actually tried to lift the child from her 

arms. When she clung on, he took something from his belt. There was a pain, a sharp 

pain in her neck, below her ear. ‘Put her down, Sharon. I don’t want to cut the baby.’ 

Trembling, she obeyed. ‘It’s all right, Katie, we’ll get the medicine soon, okay?’ 

When she had shut the living room door she saw the knife clear in his hand. A long, 

jagged blade, the tip an inch from her throat. Her limbs were trembling like jelly. 

‘Please. What do you want?’ 

‘Upstairs. Now!’ 

She stumbled up to her bedroom, the man with his knife close behind. ‘Look, I’ll do 

what you want but just don’t hurt my kid, all right. Don’t hurt my kid.’ 

‘I won’t hurt her. I don’t care about kids.’ 

‘All right, what do you want? I’ll do it any way you like.’ She began unbuttoning her 

blouse, her fingers clumsy like thumbs. She could see he had a hard-on but that wasn’t 

his problem, was it? It was later. 

‘You’ve been a bad girl, Sharon, they tell me.’ 

‘Who tells you? I don’t know what you mean.’ She dropped her blouse on the floor 

and began unfastening her bra, the knife still pointing at her throat. 



‘Our friend Gary tells me.’ 

‘Gary?’ She took off the bra and stood there, trembling. Somehow, she must gain 

control of this situation. ‘What’s he said about me?’ 

‘You’ve been talking about him to the Press. Go on. Don’t stop.’ She stepped out of 

her skirt. He took a sheet of paper from his pocket. ‘He wants you to sign this.’ 

She took it and read, in Gary’s big, clumsy handwriting: I want everyone to know, in 

the Press and TV, that when I say Gary raped me it isn’t true. I always knew it wasn’t 

him but I was just getting my own back. I lied about it all. 

Astonishment overcame her fear. ‘He really wants me to sign this?’ 

‘He does so.’ A faint, ironic grin appeared on Sean’s face. ‘Will you do it?’ 

‘Is that what you’re here for?’ 

‘That’s what Gary thinks I’m here for.’  

‘But you want something else?’ 

‘Yes.’ He waved the knife at her tights and panties. ‘Them too.’ When she stood 

before him naked he said, ‘What I want is a lock of your hair.’ 

‘My hair?’ Somehow this frightened her more than anything else. The strange smile 

reappeared, as if he thought the demand might amuse her; but it didn’t. It scared her 

witless. ‘What do you want that for?’ 

‘To add to my collection. Cut some off for me, will you?’ 

There were scissors on her dressing table, with her brushes and make-up. She sat 

down automatically in front of the mirror, as she did every day. But not like this, not 

naked with a knife at her back. She lifted the scissors to cut some hair. 

‘A good long bit, now. You’ve plenty to spare, after all.’ 

Suddenly it came to her. ‘You’re the one they want, aren’t you? The one who killed 

that woman, a year ago. Maria something - Clayton.’ 

His voice lost its playful tone. ‘How in hell do you know that?’ 

‘Because they’re on to you. The police have got photos of you, and I ... saw them.’  

Scared as she was, she realized too late what she’d said. But she’d said it because 

she needed something - words, objects, anything at all - to throw at him and protect 

herself. She got up, scissors in one hand, a lock of hair in the other, and backed away. 

Towards the bed, towards the telephone. If she could ring 999, perhaps ... 

 ‘The police have shown you photographs of me?’ 

‘Yes. They asked if I recognized you. Here.’ She handed him the lock of hair. 

Anything to gain a little time, live a little longer. ‘Did you kill her, really?’ She made her 

voice sound as if it was some heroic, wonderful feat. The phone was only a foot away 

now. 

He sniffed the hair, then slipped it into his pocket. ‘Clever girl. But that’s not all I 

did.’ 

‘Not all?’ 

‘No. Don’t forget the others.’ 

‘What others? Who do you mean?’ Only a foot to the phone now, on the bedside 

table behind her. She could reach it easily. The problem was how to distract him long 

enough to dial. And then what? 

‘For example this girl they’re having the trial about now. Jasmine Hurst.’ 

‘You killed Jasmine Hurst?’ 



‘With this very knife. Look at it, Sharon, I brought it specially for you. Sharp, isn’t 

it?’’  

As she moved backwards, he stepped towards her, round the side of the bed. The 

knife was only an arm’s length from her throat. If she picked up the phone, she’d be dead 

before she could dial. But if she didn’t dial, she’d die anyway. 

‘I can see you trembling, Sharon. I like that.’ 

Her mind was racing so fast she was aware of everything, every tiny movement of 

his face and hands, even while she was thinking what to do. Everyone said you should 

humour people like this, make a relationship with them if you could. As long as he still 

wanted to talk to her she would stay alive. 

‘The papers call me the Hooded Rapist, you know. But you can see my face.’ 

‘The Hooded Rapist? But he attacked other people, didn’t he?’ 

‘A few, so far. That girl Whitaker who had such a lucky escape. And you, the first 

time.’ 

‘Me?’ The phone was directly behind her now. She could feel it against her thigh. 

Very carefully, with her left hand, she began to shift the receiver off its cradle. Thank 

God the buttons were on the base of the phone, not the handset. If she was lucky she 

might manage to press 9 three times without him noticing. If only she could keep him 

talking.  

‘What do you mean, me, the first time?’ 

‘You may as well sign the paper for Gary, you know. After all, it’s true what it says. 

About him not raping you.’ 

‘What?’  

Yes, the handset was off now. He was mad, but she didn’t care what he said, so long 

as he said something, to mask the dialling tone. Her fingers fumbled behind her. Where 

was 9? Bottom right, wasn’t it? Or was that those star and hash things?  

‘Yes, it was me that raped you that night, Sharon. Not our friend Gary, as you 

thought. The joke was on him, don’t you think?’ 

‘You? But it wasn’t you, I recognized him!’ 

‘By his voice, right?’ He laughed, and held his left arm in front of his mouth, so that 

the sleeve muffled his voice. To her astonishment he said, in a Yorkshire accent, very 

like Gary’s: ‘Wayne, go away.’ 

The memory of that night flooded back - this man after all, not Gary. He hadn’t 

ejaculated then, either, had he? He just pulled out and hit me in the face. 

More keenly she remembered the way her little son had fought back. A desperate 

surge of adrenalin rushed through her. Thank God Wayne was at school; but Katie was 

downstairs, and she was all they had, both of them.  

‘Oh God, help me.’ She slumped down on the bed, making it look like a faint, 

though it wasn’t really, not yet. Her hair fell forwards over her face and she glanced 

quickly under it at the phone. Nine wasn’t at the bottom right, but the next one up. She 

leaned sideways and dropped her hand over the phone, as though accidentally, fumbling 

for balance.  

‘But why?’ Her finger pressed 9 three times. ‘Why did you do that?’ 

‘For fun, that’s all. For a bet, Sharon, because Gary was pissed with you, and didn’t 

have the guts to do it himself. Just like now. Only now, you know all about me, don’t 

you, Sharon? So you could tell everyone.’ 



He moved closer, the tip of the long, serrated knife flicking her left nipple. She 

clutched the scissors and stared at him, trying to think of something to say. Anything at 

all, to save her life. 

‘Emergency services. Do you need fire, police or ambulance?’ the telephone asked. 

Terry and Harry were stuck in slow-moving traffic. Terry edged the car to the middle of 

the road, to see if he could overtake. But there was a traffic island just ahead, and a 

steady stream of cars coming the other way. Frustrated, he drummed his fingers on the 

wheel. 

‘Ask Tracy what’s happening now,’ he said. ‘Is Sean still inside the house?’ 

Harry dialled the number. The response stumped him.  

‘No signal, sir. Either that or she’s got it switched off.’ 

‘Hell’s teeth! What the bloody hell would she do that for?’ 

‘No idea, sir, I’m afraid.’ 

Sarah found it hard to listen to the judge’s summing up. She had made such a mess of 

things, she had let Simon down. It had all been going so well, too - she had overcome her 

nerves, controlled her voice, had the jury’s attention focussed on her. She had made all 

the points she wanted to, and then ... 

She couldn’t understand what had happened. She had choked, like an athlete in sight 

of the winning tape. She had forgotten her conclusion, lost all energy and conviction at 

that vital moment. She had never even meant to mention David Brodie and when Turner 

had interrupted her, she’d had no response. Simon would go to prison because she had let 

him down. 

‘And so, members of the jury, the guilt or innocence of this defendant is entirely a 

matter for you. It is a heavy responsibility which I am sure you will approach with the 

utmost seriousness. There is no hurry; you should consider the evidence thoroughly, and 

take as long as you need. Your verdict should be one on which you all agree. Now, the 

usher will conduct you to a room to begin your deliberations.’ 

As the jury left, Turner caught Sarah’s eye. ‘That’s us finished. No hard feelings, I 

hope?’ 

‘They’re all hard, Phil. Always will be.’ She turned away, cutting him dead. It was 

not the way barristers were meant to behave but then barristers were not meant to defend 

their own sons. She understood why now, better than she’d ever done. 

As the court emptied, she walked back to the dock. ‘I’m sorry, Simon. I blew it.’ 

‘What? No, Mum, you were great.’ His face, was tense, but not downcast. 

She frowned at the security guards. ‘I’ll talk to you downstairs, then.’ 

‘Yeah, OK. We’ll have one of those five-star lunches.’  

The fact that he was cheerful, even hopeful, hurt her more. She watched him go 

down to the cells below, the way he would go when he was convicted in few hours time. 

Then, dragging her wig from her head, she walked disconsolately out of court, with Lucy 

at her side. 

At last the traffic cleared, and with some risky, assertive driving from Terry they reached 

the street. They parked a few spaces behind Tracy’s blue Clio. Terry called her on her 

mobile. This time she answered. 

‘All right, Trace, we’re here. What’s happened?’  



‘Nothing much, sir, since I phoned in.’  

‘Nobody gone in or out?’ 

‘No, sir. Like I said, Sean if that’s who it is went in there about ten, fifteen minutes 

ago, and Gary’s still in that van ...’ 

‘Not now he isn’t,’ Harry broke in, looking over his shoulder. ‘He’s got out, look! 

He’s going up to the house.’ 

Terry looked, and saw Gary disappear through the front door. Now what, he asked 

himself. ‘Do you think he’s seen us?’ 

‘Could well be, sir,’ Harry suggested. ‘After all he knows you and me well enough.’ 

‘Damn,’ Terry muttered. What to do now? It was bad enough Sean being in that 

house with Sharon and her kids, but Gary too? The question was, should he wait for them 

to come out, call for back-up, or go in straight away? If they didn’t know they were being 

watched, he could wait, but if they did there was no sense just dithering about here any 

longer. 

‘Come on,’ he said, opening the door as he spoke. ‘We’re going in.’ 

But as he did so Gary came out of the house, quickly followed by the other man, 

Sean. Gary pointed up the road, directly at Terry, and sprinted for the van, followed by 

Sean, who seemed to have something long, a stick or a knife in his hand. 

Terry began to run, his long legs stretching over the ground as fast as he could make 

them go. But the van was twenty yards away, maybe more, and the two men were already 

inside it. Fifteen yards .. ten ... the van shuddered as the engine started and smoke came 

out of the exhaust. Terry knew Harry would be far behind him but he didn’t care. He ran 

up to the van as it started to move, and with a final lung-heaving stretch grabbed the 

driver’s door handle. He could see Gary’s face inside. He pulled the door open, but he 

was still running and the van was accelerating faster, pulling him off his feet as it 

swerved deliberately close to a parked car which swept Terry’s legs from under him and 

sent him slithering over the bonnet into the windscreen and down, loose and crumpled 

like a rag doll, onto the road. 

There was a lime tree at the side of the road. Its leaves fluttered prettily in the breeze 

beneath a clear blue sky. It’s funny I never noticed this before, Terry thought, it’s such a 

nice picture on a lovely day. There was a ringing in his head and a face appeared between 

him and the tree, looking down.  

‘Sir, are you okay?’ the face asked anxiously, in the voice of Harry, whom it 

resembled. 

‘Yes, I ... what happened?’ Terry heaved himself up on his elbows. The road pitched 

and heaved like a ship out at sea. He staggered to his feet and clung onto a parked car 

whose windscreen was, for some reason, shattered. There was blood on his hands where 

he had grazed himself and the sleeve of his jacket was torn. He remembered. 

‘Get after them, Harry. Call a squad car. Get their number.’ 

‘Tracy’s doing it now, sir. She’s phoned in. I think ... we should go into the house.’ 

As the ringing in his ears faded and the road settled down to something like normal 

behaviour Terry noticed a crying, a screaming like that of a child in distress. It seemed to 

be coming from Sharon’s house. He walked as steadily as he could towards the front 

door. 

The crying came from the top of the stairs. As Terry climbed them, following Harry, 

he saw a little girl inside a bedroom to the right. She was howling, her mouth wide open, 



tears streaming down her face, pointing with her pudgy right hand at something further 

inside the room. Harry walked straight past her. Terry stopped to pick her up. 

Inside the room there were clothes strewn across the floor and on the bed, sideways 

across the pillows at the top end, lay a naked woman. It was Sharon. She lay face up, her 

long blonde hair spread out, her breasts flopping sideways, blood streaming from a 

wound in her stomach just below her ribs. One hand twitched and fluttered feebly near 

the wound, as though trying to find the blood to staunch it and take away the pain. 

‘Sharon?’ Harry bent over her, swept the hair from her face, looked in her eyes and 

felt her wrist. ‘There’s still a pulse, sir.’ 

‘Stop that bleeding, then.’ 

Terry fumbled for the phone in his pocket, but with the child on his hip, clinging to 

him with all the ferocious strength of utter terror, he couldn’t reach it. Then he noticed a 

phone by the bed near Sharon’s feet, only the receiver was off the hook, on the floor 

somewhere. He bent to pick it up and to his surprise heard a voice on the other end. 

‘Caller? Caller, are you there? Answer me if you can. Do you need police, fire, or 

ambulance?’ 

‘The police are here already,’ said Terry. ‘Send an ambulance. Quick!’ 



Chapter Forty-Three 

‘I THOUGHT it was unfair. After all, Turner talked about Brodie in his own speech, 

didn’t he? That was what he closed with.’ 

Lucy’s voice echoed strangely from the concrete walls of the corridors below the 

court. This place, which she knew so well, today seemed weird to Sarah, almost 

dreamlike. Perhaps they were taking her to be locked away, she thought. She was sure 

she deserved it. 

‘You’re right,’ she replied, with the part of her mind which was still functioning. ‘I 

should have noticed that.’ 

‘He took you unawares, that’s all.’ 

‘He did. But I should be ready for ambushes, damn it! That’s my job.’ 

‘Never mind. You did your best.’ 

‘No!’ Sarah stopped, while the warder opened the door of Simon’s cell. ‘That’s just 

it! On this one occasion when it really mattered, I didn’t do my best, Lucy! I let him 

down!’ 

As they went inside, Sarah saw that Simon had heard. He stood, pale and dismayed, 

as the door clanged shut behind them. ‘What do you mean, Mum? How did you let me 

down?’ 

‘I ... didn’t end as well as I could, Simon, that’s all. You must have noticed.’ 

‘Your speech, you mean?’ She saw fear in his face as the blow hit home. ‘You said 

everything, didn’t you? I thought you did.’ 

‘I said everything, yes. It was just ... he tripped me up at the end with that reference 

to Brodie. I should never have made it. The rest was fine.’  

She touched his arm and felt the tension in it. He shook her off abruptly and sat, head 

cradled in his hands. Then he looked up, eyes wild. 

‘But you had to talk about Brodie, didn’t you? I mean, if I didn’t kill her, who did?’ 

‘That’s what I wish we knew, Simon,’ said Lucy softly, sitting quietly beside him. 

They watched Sarah, pacing the cell like a trapped cat. ‘That’s what we all wish we 

knew.’ 

The paramedics eased the stretcher gently into the ambulance. There was a small crowd 

on the pavement outside the house. A policewoman tried to comfort the little girl in the 

doorway. 

‘You go with her, Harry,’ Terry said. ‘Anything she says ...’ 

A paramedic frowned disapprovingly. ‘She’s not likely to say anything for a while, 

sir. And we’ll be very busy ...’ 

‘All the same,’ Terry insisted. ‘This is a major murder enquiry. We have to know.’ 



Cautiously, Harry climbed into the back of the ambulance and sat near Sharon’s 

head. The paramedic fitted an oxygen mask over her mouth and nose and busied himself 

with a drip to her arm. Despite the pads he had strapped tightly across her stomach the 

blood was oozing into the blanket. Her face, what he could he could see of it, was as pale 

as the sheet and her hair was flecked with blood.  

The paramedic handed him a bottle. ‘Here, make yourself useful and hold this. Up in 

the air, make sure no bubbles get into the line. I’ll try some adrenaline.’ 

The ambulance lurched into movement and Harry heard the crackle of the radio as 

the driver called in. ‘ ... serious stab wounds to stomach ... major haemorrhage ... a full 

crash team ... ETA seven minutes, with luck ...’ 

The siren began to howl and the ambulance moved off. The paramedic was giving an 

injection into Sharon’s leg. Nothing happened. He felt for a pulse, then lifted an eyelid, 

and bent his mouth close to her ear. ‘Sharon? Come on, love, don’t give up. Open your 

eyes, honey.’ 

Shocked, Harry watched as the eyelid flopped back; then, ten long seconds later, it 

began to flutter. Her eyes opened and gazed around her, confused. 

‘Sharon, are you with us? There’s a good girl. You’re in an ambulance, love, you’ll 

be in hospital soon. Now what I want you to do, is take deep breaths from this mask on 

your face, all right? Fill your lungs, really good, slow, deep breaths.’ 

The eyes closed again. After a moment, he saw her chest rise and fall. Once, twice, 

three times. He heard her breathing inside the mask. Her eyes opened. 

‘That’s great, Sharon, just great. You’re doing fine. More deep breaths, now.’ 

She breathed deeply while they watched. The paramedic took her pulse again. 

‘That’s brilliant, Sharon, brilliant. Now you just lie there and take deep breaths and 

we’ll have you in hospital in no time. I’m going to give you another injection. You just 

look up at the ugly policeman who’s come to protect you.’ 

As Sharon turned her head the oxygen mask slipped. ‘Harry?’ 

‘Don’t worry, Sharon, you’re going to be OK. We know who did it.’ 

‘Sean?’ 

‘Yeah. We’ll get him, don’t worry. Here, breathe this.’  

Holding the bottle with his left hand, he replaced the oxygen mask with his right. 

She took a few more deep breaths, then pulled it away herself. 

‘Harry ... my kid. Did he ...?’ 

‘No, she’s fine, Sharon. Just fine. She’s with a policewoman now. He never touched 

her.’ 

‘Thank God. And ... Wayne?’ 

‘He’s at school, isn’t he? We’ll send someone to pick him up.’ 

She nodded, put the mask back and took several long, shaky breaths. Harry swayed 

precariously on his seat as the ambulance, siren wailing, zigzagged through a set of red 

lights. She took off the mask again and tried a faint smile, her lips almost as pale as her 

teeth. 

‘You should try this, Harry. Good stuff.’ 

‘Don’t talk too much now, Sharon,’ the paramedic warned. ‘Save your strength.’ 

But the adrenaline injections seemed to have revived her. She breathed from the 

mask a couple more times, then said: ‘He was the one who raped me before. Not Gary. 

He told me.’  



‘What, Sean? He was wearing the hood?’ 

She closed her eyes, then nodded faintly. ‘That’s not all ... he did ... other things ...’ 

The effort seemed to be weakening her. She closed her eyes. The paramedic replaced 

the mask firmly over her face. ‘Come on now, Sharon. You can tell him all this later, 

when you’re better. You just lie still and save your strength, okay? Breathe in, there’s a 

good girl ...’ 

Harry glanced out of the window. They were crossing Lendal Bridge, weaving down 

the centre of the road through the traffic which was climbing the pavements to get out of 

their way. They should reach the hospital in three or four minutes. Sharon’s eyes were 

closed. She seemed paler than before. 

He glanced questioningly at the paramedic. The man shook his head and began to 

unwrap a third pre-packed needle, larger than the others. He jabbed it into her chest, 

underneath the heart. She shuddered, then opened her eyes. 

‘That’s a girl, Sharon. Come on now, love. Keep breathing. You’re doing great.’ 

She took two shuddering breaths, her eyes wide and shocked. Then she turned to 

Harry and said something. ‘Hiiklljjasssminhurshtooo.’ 

‘What’s that? Sharon, I can’t hear.’  

Harry reached to take off the mask but the paramedic held his arm. ‘She can’t talk 

now. You’ll kill her.’ 

Sharon’s eyes stared at his, wide and pleading. Harry shoved the man’s arm aside.  

‘Just a couple of words. What is it, Sharon?’ 

‘He killed ... Jasmine ... Hurst too.’ 

The words were like a whisper, scarcely louder than a breath. Her eyes closed 

abruptly. The paramedic clamped the mask over her face. ‘Come on, Sharon, keep 

breathing. You can do it, Sharon, breathe deeply now. We’re nearly there. You’re doing 

great.’ 

The breaths came fainter and fainter and seemed to Harry to stop altogether. The 

ambulance drew up outside Accident and Emergency and in an instant the driver was 

round opening the back doors. They got the wheels of the stretcher down and hurried 

Sharon along the corridor into the emergency theatre, Harry running alongside still 

holding the bottle for the drip until a nurse took it from him. 

He waited outside with the paramedics for a while, thinking of what he should tell 

Terry. Then a doctor came out. There was blood on his white coat. He shook his head 

sadly. 

‘Dead on arrival, I’m afraid. If she’d lasted a few minutes longer, perhaps ...’ 

The paramedic glared at Harry. ‘I told you,’ he said. 

‘How long does it take?’ Simon asked.  

Sitting on the bench in the cell beside him, Lucy shrugged. ‘How long is a piece of 

string? Half an hour, if they all agree at the start. Three hours, four - a day even, if they 

don’t.’ 

‘If they don’t agree I’m free, aren’t I?’ 

‘Not necessarily.’ Sarah paused from her pacing. ‘If they can’t agree after what the 

judge thinks is a reasonable time, he’ll ask for a majority verdict. Eleven to one or ten to 

two. So if only three people think you’re innocent ...’ She gave him a small, tight smile. 

‘You think we’ve lost, don’t you?’ Simon muttered, avoiding her eyes. 



‘The truth is I don’t know, Simon. I really don’t. Anyway what I think doesn’t 

matter any more. There’s nothing we can do about it now.’ 

‘Christ!’ Simon strode to the door, and banged his forehead against it, softly. ‘This is 

the worst part of all, this waiting. They’re deciding about my life, in there!’ 

‘A lot of them were following your mother’s speech closely, Simon,’ Lucy said 

helpfully. ‘Especially the younger ones ...’ 

‘And what about the old bat with the necklace? She hates me, you could see it in her 

eyes!’ Simon swung round to face them. ‘And those two old farts next to her. They’d 

have me shot, if they could!’ 

‘You can’t always tell from looks, Simon. Sometimes ...’ 

There was a rattle of keys in the door. The three of them froze. A warder came in. 

‘Are they back?’ Sarah asked. 

‘No, not yet madam. It’s the judge - he’s called for you. Urgent, he says.’ 

‘Oh? Right.’ She glanced at the others apologetically. ‘I’ll be back.’ 

When Harry walked into the Crown Court he wondered if Churchill would be there. He’d 

phoned Terry half an hour ago and learned that Sean and Gary had escaped. The patrol 

car had lost sight of them and they could be anywhere. Terry had put out an all car alert.  

‘How’s Sharon?’ Terry had asked. 

‘Dead on arrival, sir, I’m afraid. But she said something, in the ambulance.’ 

When Harry had explained what he had heard, Terry had insisted he go straight to 

the court to tell the judge. Harry was worried - this was direct interference in DCI 

Churchill’s case. Shouldn’t they consult him first? 

‘Just tell the judge, Harry,’ Terry had insisted. ‘That’s an order. If it’s wrong, it’s my 

head on the block, not yours.’ 

Nonetheless, Harry did not relish bumping into Churchill on his way. He imagined 

how the conversation might go. 

‘Hi, Harry, what are you doing here today, old son?’ 

‘Just come to wreck your case, sir, that’s all. Won’t take a minute.’ 

‘Oh, OK, fine, go ahead. Use my name when you apply for promotion, all right?’ 

Outside court he saw Churchill in conversation with a tall, rustic-looking barrister in 

wig and gown and a fat, middle-aged solicitor, whom Harry took to be the prosecution 

team. Luckily, Churchill had his back to the entrance. Harry strode swiftly past, located 

the court clerk, and a few minutes later was telling his story to the judge in chambers. 

Judge Mookerjee sat back in his leather chair, drumming his fingers thoughtfully on 

his desk. ‘You’re quite sure of this, detective constable?’ 

‘Perfectly, sir. It happened less than an hour ago. My superior officer ordered me to 

bring you the information immediately.’ 

‘Quite so, quite so. Then I suppose I must disclose this to counsel. Though whether it 

can make a difference, at this stage ... Wait there, detective constable, will you?’ 

He picked up the phone and dialled. 

‘It seems to me that it makes all the difference in the world, my lord,’ Sarah insisted. ‘We 

all know there’s been a series of unexplained rapes and murders in York, and now we 

have evidence that a man who has murdered again, this very day, has admitted to them 

all. Including the murder of which my son stands accused. You must stop this trial now. 

Any conviction in these new circumstances would be unsafe.’ 



‘Hm. I see your point, of course. But there are difficulties.’ Judge Mookerjee leaned 

forward. ‘Mr Turner?’ 

Turner seemed reluctant to speak. He rubbed his ear thoughtfully. ‘I’m sorry, but I 

can’t see how this evidence can be admissible. It’s hearsay. Hearsay at second hand, in 

fact, since DC Easby is telling us that he heard Sharon Gilbert tell him what she heard 

another person say. If, of course, he heard her words clearly at all. You were in an 

ambulance, constable, you say?’ 

‘Yes, sir. Approaching York District Hospital.’ 

‘Anyone else with you at the time?’ 

‘Yes, sir. The paramedic. And the driver, of course.’ 

‘Did the paramedic hear the words as well?’ 

‘I don’t know, sir. I haven’t asked him. He was called away on another emergency 

shortly after we arrived.’ 

‘Well, what do you think? Were the words clear enough for him to hear?’ 

Harry hesitated. This was not what he’d anticipated. As usual the lawyers were 

screwing things up. ‘It was a whisper, sir. But he may have heard, I don’t know. It was 

quite clear to me.’ 

‘Was the siren sounding?’ 

‘Yes, sir, of course.’ 

‘Well, there we are then.’ Turner turned back to the judge. ‘Hearsay, at second hand, 

whispered in an emergency ambulance with the siren on. Another witness present who 

may well have heard nothing at all. It has to be inadmissible.’ 

‘But there are clear exceptions to the hearsay rule,’ Sarah intervened desperately. ‘In 

homicide cases exactly like this. The law assumes that when a person is dying, as this 

woman was, what she says must be treated as truth. After all, what could she gain by 

lying?’ 

‘If she said it at all,’ Turner said, picking up a book from a row on the judge’s desk.  

‘But she did. You heard him, didn’t you, constable? There’s no doubt in your mind?’ 

‘No doubt at all,’ Harry confirmed. ‘He killed Jasmine Hurst too. That’s what she 

said.’ 

‘Here it is. Article 39.’ Turner began to read from the law book in his hands. ‘The 

oral or written declaration of the deceased is admissible evidence of the cause of his 

death ...’ he paused significantly. ‘... at a trial for his murder or manslaughter, provided 

he was under a settled hopeless expectation of death when the statement was made, and 

provided he would have been a competent witness if called to give evidence at that time. 

It seems to me that Ms Gilbert’s statement fails on at least three grounds. Firstly, this is 

not a trial for her murder. Secondly, I doubt if she was under a ‘settled hopeless 

expectation of death’ - do you think she knew she was dying, detective constable?’ 

‘It’s hard to say, sir,’ Harry admitted hopelessly. ‘It was all very sudden.’ 

‘Exactly. And thirdly, would she have been a competent witness if called to give 

evidence in this trial? No, presumably, because it’s still hearsay.’ 

‘But this is a clear statement that my son is not guilty. Made by a woman who has 

just been murdered,’ Sarah insisted. ‘We know that this man - what’s his name?’ 

‘Sean Murphy,’ Harry said. ‘We think, anyway.’ 

‘You think, exactly,’ Turner interrupted. ‘That’s another element of doubt here.’ 



‘But there’s no element of doubt about the fact that he killed her, surely? So 

whatever his name is, we know he is a murderer. And he made this statement knowing 

that he was going to kill Sharon Gilbert, and therefore thinking that no one else would 

hear about it. So there was no reason why he shouldn’t tell the truth. So surely, if this 

evidence was put before the jury, they would have to conclude that my son is innocent.’ 

Turner shook his head sadly. He seemed convinced by his argument, but 

embarrassed to meet her eyes. The judge peered at her reproachfully over his reading 

glasses, as though she were a student who’d handed in a sub-standard essay. 

‘Your argument is flawed on several grounds, Mrs Newby. Firstly, until this man is 

arrested, tried and convicted we cannot know for a fact any of these things - either that he 

is a murderer, or that he killed Sharon Gilbert, or that he made this statement knowing 

that he was about to kill her. Even we accept that he did actually make the statement, it 

does not necessarily follow that he was telling the truth. In the absence of other evidence, 

it might be argued that he lied deliberately in order to frighten or torment his victim.’ 

‘And the jury? I doubt if they would see it like that.’ 

‘They might very well not. But it is my function, as trial judge, to decide what 

evidence does and does not go before this jury. And I regret to say that in view of its 

undoubted nature as hearsay at second hand, the evidence of DC Easby cannot be put 

before this jury.’ 

There was a silence, as the short-hand writer’s fingers rattled out the decision on her 

keys. Sarah felt faint, as though a hand was squeezing her heart. 

‘And if other evidence comes to light? As it may very well do now that the police are 

investigating this man. What then?’ 

‘Then, if your son is convicted, he will have grounds for an appeal.’ 

‘After three or four years in prison.’ 

‘That is the nature of the law, Mrs Newby. We cannot bend it to suit ourselves, as 

you well know.’ 

Sarah was struck dumb. She had lost another argument, the worst of all. She gazed at 

the judge helplessly, hoping for pity. He smiled faintly. 

‘After all, the jury are still out. They may well acquit him today.’ 

The traffic police spotted the van on the A64. When they stopped it two men got out and 

sprinted away across the fields, but one of the traffic policemen, a rugby back, brought 

down Gary with a fine tackle as he paused to cross a ditch. A second squad car arrived in 

time to rescue Sean from a farmer with a shotgun who had found him, covered in mud 

and cow pats, fiddling with wires under the dashboard of his Range Rover. 

Terry watched as the pair of them were booked in at the police station by the custody 

sergeant. The knife, wrapped in a plastic bag, had already been checked in. In the back of 

the van the arresting officers had also found a rucksack, packed with clothes and other 

items. 

‘Is that yours, son?’ Sergeant Chisholm asked Gary. 

‘No, it’s his,’ said Gary sullenly. ‘All of it’s his.’ 

‘Yours, then,’ said Sergeant Chisholm placidly, turning to Sean. 

‘Never seen it before in me life.’ 

Terry studied the man he had been hunting for so long. He was filthy after his 

attempted escape. Apart from that he was big, powerfully built like Gary, with the red-

gold hair and boxer’s nose they’d seen in the photofit. But it was the eyes that interested 



Terry mostly - the eyes that he was going to look into during the interrogation to come. 

As far as he could see they were flat, devoid of any obvious emotion - no fear, no panic, 

no resentment or anger at his predicament. Just emptiness, and a sense of sullen, reserved 

control. This was not over yet, clearly. 

He turned his attention to the rucksack, which Sergeant Chisholm was unpacking 

methodically. Clothes mostly, and a few items of toiletry, as though for a journey. And 

then, at the bottom, a crumpled brown envelope. Sean shifted uneasily as the sergeant 

emptied it.  

‘A pair of female panties, white, stained - these yours, son?’ 

‘None of it’s mine.’ 

‘No? And yet it’s your rucksack, Gary says. And what’s this - dog collar? And a 

scrapbook?’ He opened it. ‘Oh my God! Sir - I think you’d better have a look at this.’ 

Terry and Sergeant Chisholm leafed through the book together. Newspaper cuttings, 

locks of hair, and photographs. Large, black and white pictures. The sort of quality any 

scenes of crime officer would die for. The sort of subject two women had died for.  

Terry’s phone trembled in his pocket. Hardly knowing what he was doing, he 

answered. 

‘Sir? It’s Harry. I’m at the court now.’ 

‘Oh yes, Harry. Good. Did you get the trial stopped?’ 

‘No, sir. That’s what I’m ringing about. The judge won’t listen. Says Sharon’s words 

are hearsay. Not real evidence.’ 

‘What?’ The graphic pictures in front of Terry’s eyes were branding themselves on 

his brain. ‘Why the hell not?’ 

‘Usual lawyer crap, sir. Anyway the point is that the jury’s still out but they may 

come back any time. I did my best, sir, but ...’ 

‘OK, Harry, just wait there. Tell them I’m on my way.’ 

Shoving his phone into his pocket, Terry slipped the scrapbook into an evidence bag. 

‘Book this out sergeant. I need it for evidence.’ 

Sergeant Chisholm protested. ‘Sir, you can’t! I need to list each item separately.’ 

‘Later, sergeant, later. This is more important now. I’ll take full responsibility.’ 

As he ran down the stairs, two at a time, the phone in his pocket said: ‘DCI 

Churchill’s here too, sir. He’s not very happy ...’ 

‘This is it, then,’ Lucy said. ‘Chin up, Simon. Hope for the best.’ 

‘Yeah, OK. Now or never, eh?’ 

Handcuffed to the security guards, Simon made his way up the grim concrete stairs, 

into the wood-panelled courtroom with its stucco pillars and elaborate domed ceiling. 

The court was full. Above him the public gallery creaked and hummed, fifty mouths 

muttering, a hundred eyes staring down. Lucy smiling encouragingly back at him as she 

took her seat. 

In front of Lucy, he could see his mother’s slim gown and the back of her horsehair 

wig. He wondered why she didn’t turn and smile too when he came in, and if it might be 

a bad omen. Neither he nor Lucy had seen Sarah since she left them half an hour ago, and 

Lucy didn’t know why she had gone. 

The judge in his red robes entered, bowed, and sat down. The clerk intoned the 

ancient formula: ‘All those having to do with the case of the Crown versus Simon Newby 

draw nigh and give your attendance. Her Majesty’s Crown Court at York with his 



Lordship S. Mookerjee presiding is now in session.’ The judge nodded to the usher to 

fetch the jury.  

For a minute, perhaps longer, there was silence. Simon stared at his mother’s neck, 

slender under the ribbons of the wig. Why doesn’t she turn and smile, he wondered 

desperately. He crossed his fingers like a child. If only she turns and looks at me it’ll be 

all right. Come on, Mum, turn. Turn now! 

But she didn’t. 

Simon watched anxiously as the jurors filed back into court, willing them to meet his 

eyes. He had read somewhere that if they looked at you it was all right; if they avoided 

your eyes you were done for. Six of them glanced at him. Three of those looked away 

quickly when they met his eyes. None of them smiled. 

When they had all taken their places the clerk of the court rose.  

‘Members of the jury, would your foreman please stand.’ 

Simon closed his eyes. When he opened them it was still true. The elderly woman at 

the back, the one with the grey hair and the string of pearls, was standing up. She wasn’t 

looking at him. None of them were. 

Terry drove with one hand on the wheel and the other holding the phone to his ear. Twice 

on the busy Fulford Road he had pulled out to overtake, once causing a car to hoot at him 

directly outside the police station. He was talking to Harry Easby. 

‘Look, Harry, I’ve got new evidence which proves it was him beyond a shadow of a 

doubt. You’ve got to get back in there and stop it, son, before it’s too late.’ 

Harry was on the steps outside the court. ‘I can’t, sir, you don’t understand. The 

lawyers have told DCI Churchill what I tried to do, and he’s hopping mad, sir, I daren’t 

go back in ...’ 

‘If you don’t, Harry, there’ll be a miscarriage of justice!’ 

‘If I do there’ll be murder, sir. You haven’t seen him. Anyway I haven’t got the 

evidence to show. You’ll just have to bring it yourself before the jury come back.’ 

‘That’s what I’m trying to do, Harry - Christ!’ Terry swerved to avoid a cyclist. ‘I’m 

in Fishergate now, I’ll be there in a couple of minutes. Just stall them till then, Harry, will 

you?’ 

‘Just get here, sir, will you?’ But Terry’s phone had already switched off. 

Cautiously, Harry made his way back into court, hoping he would not run into DCI 

Churchill on the way. 

Sarah couldn’t face Simon. It was all she could do to sit here, facing the judge and the 

assembling jury. She was conscious of Phil Turner a few feet away, but couldn’t meet his 

eyes. He had beaten her, persuaded the judge to disallow evidence that strongly 

suggested Simon’s innocence. There was no justice in it but what did that matter? He had 

won the game of proof. 

As the elderly woman identified herself as the jury foreman Sarah shuddered, as 

Simon had done. My worst enemy on the jury, the one who had fiddled in her handbag 

when I was making my strongest points. 

‘Madam foreman, have you reached a verdict?’ 

‘We have, yes.’ A thin clear voice, slightly more educated than Sarah had expected, 

but cold, too, without emotion. The old cow would probably vote for hanging if she 

could. Oh well, I’ll win on appeal, but that could take years. 



‘And is ...’ 

A hand was tugging on Sarah’s sleeve. Turning, she saw it was Harry Easby, the 

detective who’d brought the news of Sharon’s death and Sean’s confession. He was 

crouched, whispering something to her earnestly. ‘Sorry, what?’ 

‘DCI Bateson’s on his way. He’s got more evidence. He says it proves Sean did it.’ 

‘Yes, but it’s too late now - look!’ 

The court clerk, irritated by their whispered conversation, frowned at them in 

reproof, before continuing, in a slightly louder voice. ‘... and is that the verdict of you 

all?’ 

‘It is.’ 

‘Very well. On count one, the murder of Jasmine Hurst, do you find the defendant, 

Simon Newby, guilty or ...’ 

‘He’s got the proof,’ Harry insisted. ‘He’ll be here in a minute. If you want to stop 

them now’s the time ...’ 

‘... not guilty?’ 

‘My Lord.’ Sarah rose to her feet, slowly, so slowly it seemed, as if she was trying to 

run through water in a dream, a nightmare in which she had to act but couldn’t because 

her muscles wouldn’t obey her. She couldn’t even seem to attract their attention; the 

clerk and the judge were both looking at the jury forewoman, not her, as though she 

wasn’t there. Even her voice wasn’t working. She tried again. ‘My Lord ...’ 

‘Not guilty.’ 

There was a gasp, a murmur of mingled outrage and relief from the public gallery 

behind her. At least they’ve heard me, Sarah thought, why hasn’t the judge noticed yet?  

‘My Lord ...’ 

‘Mrs Newby?’ The judge studied her curiously, almost with compassion, rather than 

the anger she had expected. ‘It’s all right, Mrs Newby, there’s no need any more.’  

He looked past her and said, ‘Simon Newby, you are free to go.’ 

And then it sank in. There was a roaring in Sarah’s ears, and she sat down quite 

suddenly, like a puppet whose strings are cut. She heard talking around her and felt 

Lucy’s soft hands on her shoulders but it was all a blur and her arms didn’t seem to work. 

Judge Mookerjee, about to thank the jury and discharge them, noticed the commotion 

about Sarah and looked down, concerned. ‘Mrs Newby, are you all right?’ 

Sarah looked up through a film of tears and straightened her spine as she had always 

done, all her life. ‘Oh yes, My Lord, thank you.’ Then she turned to the jury, where the 

elderly woman she had called a cow was still on her feet and said again, ‘Thank you. 

Thank you all very much indeed.’ 



Chapter Forty-Four 

‘SO IF you’d come in time, what were you going to show the judge?’ Sarah asked Terry, 

as they strolled along the riverbank the following day. Terry had meant to invite her to 

his office, but the atmosphere there was so poisonous after Churchill’s humiliation that 

fresh air was a relief. 

‘Well, this first of all,’ said Terry passing her a photograph in a plastic cover. It was 

of Jasmine - a living, healthy Jasmine running along the track by the river, her hair blown 

back lightly from her face. ‘You see the clothes are very different from the ones she was 

wearing on the day of her death.’ 

‘Well, yes, exactly.’ Sarah handed it back to him, surprised. ‘It doesn’t prove he 

killed her, Terry, the judge would never have stopped the trial for that.’ 

‘He would have for this, though.’ Terry passed her a second photograph, also of 

Jasmine. But this time a dead Jasmine, lying with her throat cut in the undergrowth. It 

was like the police photographs, except that this one had been taken at night, by flash.  

Sarah studied it, transfixed. ‘What did he want with a photo like this?’ 

‘Gruesome, isn’t it? But it’s the context that explains it. Those photos were found 

with other things - newspaper clippings, several locks of hair, a pair of stained panties - 

and he was carrying a knife.’ 

‘A complete sicko, then?’ Sarah handed the photo back. 

‘Yes, and one like a magpie too. There weren’t just things to do with Jasmine; there 

were trophies from all the other women he’d attacked as well.’ 

‘You think he did them all, do you?’ Sarah asked. ‘Karen Whitaker, that girl 

Steersby, and Maria Clayton as well?’  

‘It looks like it. Karen Whitaker’s boyfriend has already identified the camera as the 

one that was stolen from him when they were attacked. There were photos of Karen in 

this scrapbook too - probably the ones the boyfriend took. There were no photos of Maria 

but the rest of it fits, if we believe what he told Sharon, poor woman, before she died. 

Anyway we’re testing the hair, and a little dog collar to see if belongs to Maria’s dog, 

and the panties to see if they’re Jasmine’s. Hers were never found, were they?’ 

‘No.’ Sarah grimaced. ‘And he raped Sharon too, you say. Not Gary after all?’ 

‘So it seems. Though what I don’t understand is, how Gary’s hairs were in that hood, 

as well as Sean’s.’ 

‘No. Unless ...’ A sudden memory came to Sarah. ‘When Gary attacked me in that 

shed, I pushed the hood into his face, to blind him, and he had to drag it off. Maybe then 

...’ 

‘Maybe.’ Terry frowned. ‘I wish you’d told me before.’ 

‘I never thought of it before.’ 



‘No. Well, we’re all human.’ He picked up a stone and skimmed it across the water, 

where it bounced twice and sent a startled duck clattering into the air. ‘It’s not just 

Churchill who got things wrong. I had Gary down for them all - now it seems he’s pure 

as the driven snow.’ 

‘Week-old slush, more like,’ said Sarah grimly. ‘You’re forgetting what he did to 

me. But what I don’t understand is, how things worked out between those two, Sean and 

Gary. Why were they in that van together?’ 

‘That’s what I’ve been trying to understand, over the past two days,’ Terry said. 

‘Sean says nothing much, but Gary’s positively voluble. He thinks he’s been deceived.’ 

‘Sad. My heart bleeds for him, poor lamb.’ 

‘Yes. Well, according to him, he thought Sean was just an ordinary decent thief, like 

himself. That’s how they met, in prison, after all. He didn’t think Sean was particularly 

interested in sex, and when I started trying to trace him Gary thought I was out to pin all 

these crimes on Sean in the same way as I’d tried to do with him. So he thought he’d help 

this innocent mate of his to get away - go back to Ireland, perhaps. Only he had the bright 

idea of asking Sean to visit Sharon on his behalf first, to make her admit that she’d got 

everything wrong. Fatal mistake - for Sharon, anyway.’ 

Briefly, Terry explained about the unsigned note they had found in Sharon’s 

bedroom. ‘Gary thought he could show it to the TV people. Like Sharon, he trusts TV 

more than he does the legal system.’ 

‘Well, he has a point.’ Sarah moved aside for a cyclist who passed between them. 

‘But why did Sean rape her, anyway?’ 

‘Same reason he did everything. He hates women. No wonder, with a problem like 

his.’ 

‘Problem? What’s that?’ 

Briefly, Terry explained Sean’s sexual disability. Sarah stopped dead, forcing two 

women pushing babies to move around her while she gawped in wonder. ‘But ... that’s 

astonishing! Is it possible?’ 

‘So the medicos tell me. Luckily, it only affects something like one man in a hundred 

thousand. Poor buggers.’ 

‘But don’t you understand what it means?’ The two young mothers turned at the 

excitement in her voice, but Sarah didn’t care. ‘He could have raped Jasmine after all, 

and it wouldn’t have left any semen. That would account for the bruising!’ 

The young mothers were rapt now, dawdling deliberately to hear what came next. 

Terry smiled. ‘So not only is your son not a murderer, he’s not a rapist either.’ 

‘No.’ As Sarah shook her head, the emotion finally began to hit home. She felt dizzy, 

and Terry grasped her shoulders to steady her. ‘Just a great, lumbering, clumsy ignorant 

fool. Even last night when he was acquitted, I couldn’t quite forgive him those bruises. 

Oh, Terry, you’ve made my day.’ 

‘Glad to be of service.’ He scowled at the rubber-necking mothers until they moved 

reluctantly away. ‘Anyway, that’s why Sean killed Maria and raped Sharon, as far as I 

can make out. They were both prostitutes and he’d hoped they might solve his problem, 

and when they didn’t, he turned nasty and came back with revenge in mind instead. In 

Sharon’s case, my guess is he probably did meet Gary that night. Gary told him how he’d 

quarrelled with Sharon over his watch, and Sean thought he’d get his mate’s watch back 

and take his revenge at the same time.’ 



‘But ... why were the watch and hood found in Simon’s shed?’ 

Terry shrugged. ‘Well, I’m guessing, but we know both Gary and Sean used that 

shed for stolen goods. And it was just round the corner. Perhaps he changed his clothes 

there, so no one could trace them to him. And he left the watch because he knew Gary 

would come back there some time and find it, and start to think ... which isn’t Gary’s 

strong point, as you know. Perhaps the idea of Gary gawping at this watch in the shed 

amused him.’ 

‘Until I turned up to distract him.’ Sarah shuddered, remembering. ‘In his alibi, Gary 

said Sean went off with a prostitute, didn’t he?’ 

‘Yes, I know. I should have taken that more seriously. But at the time ...’ Terry 

shook his head. ‘Perhaps Sean did go with one, and things went wrong as they always 

did, which would have enraged him even more. So he decided to revenge himself on 

Sharon.’ 

‘Poor woman.’ Sarah sighed, remembering the sense of triumph she had felt after 

cross-examining Sharon in the witness box. And yet she had been right, after all - Sharon 

hadn’t been able to identify her rapist, had she? Not that it seemed like much of a 

triumph, now. ‘So what about Jasmine? How did this Sean get involved with her?’ 

‘Well, according to Gary, he’d been to Simon’s house a few times - they both had, 

hiding stolen goods. So he must have met her there. Something about her must have 

attracted him.’ 

‘Everything, probably, poor girl,’ Sarah murmured sadly. ‘After all, she looked like a 

film star, and she loved leading men on. But why didn’t Simon notice? Or Gary, or 

anyone?’ 

‘If you’d met him you’d see why,’ said Terry, thinking of the cold, distant eyes that 

had faced him across the interview table earlier this morning. ‘He gives nothing away, 

this lad. That’s why he’s survived so long. I doubt if he talks about women with anyone 

at all.’ 

‘Just stalks them on his own, you mean?’ Sarah shuddered, remembering the first 

photo of Jasmine Terry had shown her - the one taken days, weeks perhaps before her 

death, a young healthy girl running alone on the river path, unaware of the hidden maniac 

watching with his stolen camera. ‘That would explain what she said to Mandy Kite.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘A witness I wasn’t allowed to use - one of the eco-warriors. Jasmine had told her 

she often felt she was being followed. The prosecution thought it was Simon and I 

suggested it was David Brodie, God forgive me! Bob was right, it wasn’t him ... but what 

could I do?’ 

She stared away from him across the river, embarrassed by sudden tears. He 

hovered, wanting to put a comforting arm round her shoulders but uncertain how it would 

be received.  

As always with Sarah, the tears were short-lived. She turned, brushing them away 

with her hand. ‘And so he stalked her for a while, and then he followed her that night 

when she and Simon had their quarrel ...’ 

‘Probably.’ 

‘... and then he jumped out at her somewhere and thought that since she was two-

timing both her boyfriends she wouldn’t mind doing it with him as well. That’s the way 



these perverts think, isn’t it? Then when she refused, he pulled out his knife and - Jesus, 

Terry!’ 

She stopped, took hold of his arm. ‘Let’s not go any further, if you don’t mind. You 

realise where we are, don’t you?’ 

He looked, and saw what she meant. They were less than half a mile from where 

Jasmine’s body had been found. They turned back towards the city. 

‘Of course this is all speculation. The only confession he’s made so far is to Sharon.’ 

‘Which you’ll have the devil of a job getting admitted in court. I couldn’t.’ 

‘There’s lawyers for you.’ Terry said, regretting it instantly. ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean ...’ 

‘Yes you did.’ She walked on, looking down moodily. ‘Everyone hates us, except 

when we’re needed.’ 

He changed the subject. ‘How’s Simon taking it? Surely he must be grateful.’ 

‘Oh yes.’ She offered a wry smile. ‘But to you, as much as to me. I’m surprised he 

hasn’t been round to thank you. You’re his hero, right now.’ 

‘I’ll look forward to it. And Bob? He must be pleased?’ 

‘Yes, of course.’ Sarah sighed. ‘His problem is that not only did he shop Simon in 

the first place, he also believed in his guilt. Which makes things rather difficult in his 

relationship with Simon, you see. And in his relationship with me.’ 

Terry searched for an answer. ‘You’ll get over it. In time.’ 

‘Will we, Terry?’ She looked up at him. ‘I wonder.’ 

They walked on for a while in silence. As they reached the car park, she turned and 

took both of his hands in hers. Over her shoulder he could see the Norman castle on its 

mound, and in front of it the elegant eighteenth century law courts where so much was 

decided. For better or worse. She pressed his hand gently, and smiled.  

‘Anyway, we got something right in the end, between us, didn’t we?’ 

She reached up, kissed him gently on the cheek, and was gone. 
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Here is a short extract 

Part One 

Bloodbath 

1. Minster Bells 

THE MAN had been outside the door for over a minute now, just standing and listening. 

He could hear no sound from within; only the hum of the traffic in the street outside, and 

canned laughter from a TV on the floor below. But here, on the landing halfway up the 

steep, narrow staircase, it was quiet. His own door was directly in front of him, to his left 

the stairs continued to the flat above. 

He bent his ear closer to the door, making a funnel for it with his hand. Still nothing. 

No voice, no sound of movement. He was about to straighten up when the door of the flat 



above opened. The man jerked upright abruptly as a young priest came down the stairs. 

He nodded at the flowers in the man’s hand. 

‘Special occasion, is it?’ he asked. 

‘What? Oh, yeah.’ The man fumbled in his pocket, and held up his keys as if 

relieved. ‘Thought I’d lost them.’ 

‘That’s good, then.’ The young priest examined his neighbour coolly for a second, 

then let his eyes flick back to the flowers. ‘Always best to make up.’ 

He smiled briefly and was gone, clattering away down the uncarpeted stairs two at a 

time. The man waited until he heard the street door open and close far below. Then he 

opened his own door with the key and stepped inside. 

As he entered the flat the bells began. Not just any bells, but a tumultuous carillon of 

cathedral church bells in full voice. The tower of York Minster, the largest Gothic 

cathedral in England, was just across the city wall behind the flat, and the bells were a 

regular trial to the residents. As he entered the hall of the flat the sound came at him in 

waves, making thought difficult and speech at anything less than a shout impossible.  

‘Shelley?’ he called out. ‘I’m back!’ But his voice was swept away like a squeak in a 

thunderstorm and as he expected he heard no response. He turned right into the kitchen 

and put the plastic bag with the flowers, the garlic and olive oil on the worktop. The 

vegetables - carrots, potatoes, onions - were already neatly peeled and chopped in small 

piles beside the cooker where he had left them. The two steaks, he remembered, were still 

in the fridge. Soft red meat on a bloody saucer. 

He filled a saucepan with water and put the vegetables in. His fingers stayed in the 

water, holding one of the potatoes as though it might move. He stared at it for a moment, 

wondering what to do next. Then he withdrew his hand quickly. For Christ’s sake get a 

grip, man, he told himself. Just do what you set out to do and it will be all right. But what 

was that, exactly? The vast sound of the bells made it hard to think. He looked around, 

confused. 

The flowers! Of course - they were his masterstroke. A talisman to make everything 

fine. If it could ever be fine again, between the two of them. 

But he had to try. Or appear to try, rather. That’s what it’s always been about with 

women, hasn’t it, he told himself cynically. Appearances. Making things look right even 

when they aren’t. Making them see things the way you want them to. 

You can’t change the past. But you can change what it looks like. 

He found a vase, filled it with water, even remembered to tear open the little sachet 

of plant food and sprinkle it in before shoving the flowers in after. It didn’t really matter, 

they were only for show, not to last. Nonetheless, do it right. Symbols make all the 

difference.  

He carried the vase out of the kitchen, stepping casually through the disordered pile 

of Shelley’s jeans, teeshirt, bra and panties on the living room floor, and arranged  it 

reverentially in the centre of the small dining table by the back window.  

The noise in here was tremendous. The window looked out over a first floor roof 

garden to the city wall with the Minster towering beyond, and the sound of bells crashed 

into the room like waves from a storm. His heart raced faster, his breathing came shorter.  

About fifty yards away, a group of tourists were clustered on the city wall, some 

photographing the Minster, others covering their ears with their hands. If they looked this 

way they could see straight into the flat. If they had been there earlier it would have been 



embarrassing, he thought, but it didn’t matter now; all they would see was a man 

arranging flowers on a table. There was frosted glass in the window of the bathroom next 

door, where Shelley was. 

One of the tourists, a middle-aged Japanese woman, was in fact looking his way. He  

smiled mirthlessly, stood up, and, as though in some No theatre, called out again. 

‘Shelley? I’m back. Are you OK?’ To the Japanese woman it would look like mime; he 

had to shout to make the weak chords of his voice carry even a few yards through the 

volume of sound produced by eight ten-ton bells. But there was no answer. 

Steeling himself, he walked the two strides to the bathroom, watched all the way by 

the idle, innocently curious eyes of the little Japanese woman on the wall. He opened the 

door. 

Shelley lay facing him, in a bath full of bright red water that covered most of her 

breasts, and dribbled into her mouth as her head lolled sideways like a broken doll. Her 

left wrist was out of sight, under the crimson water; the right hung limply over the side of 

the bath, pulsing blood onto the floor, where a kitchen knife lay in a red pool under the 

washbasin. 

Shelley’s eyes were closed, her face as white as the side of the bath. But as he 

stepped into the room something - perhaps the tumultuous, earsplitting racket of the bells 

approaching their crescendo - penetrated her brain. Her head rolled to the left, out of the 

water; her right wrist twitched up from the floor, smeared a red curve along the edge of 

the bath, and flopped down again. 

It was then - even though no one, not even the Japanese woman on the walls, was 

watching - that he opened his mouth to scream. 

As he drew breath the bells stopped, all together, so that his scream sliced into a 

sudden, humming silence. Then he turned to the living room, to grab the phone. 

And Shelley opened her eyes, and saw him. 

*** 
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