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Praise for Witch Trial:

‘Audacious, mind-bending and brilliant. I couldn’t read it fast enough!’

Lisa Jewell

‘Harriet Tyce’s best book yet. Gripping, original and so very clever. I was captivated by this deliciously twisted thriller. And what an ending! Genius. I loved it!’ 

Claire Douglas

‘Daring, different, clever and compulsive – a truly original novel. Delicious.’

Andrea Mara

‘Absolutely superb. Grips like a vice throughout and has a perfect, bold ending that no one will see coming. An utter masterpiece of the murder mystery and the legal thriller genre.’

Sophie Hannah

‘I loved this. Harriet Tyce is a master storyteller. Supremely plotted, elegantly written and with an ending that will shake you up! An absolute triumph of a book that takes the legal thriller to new heights and will stay with you for a long time. Best thing I’ve read this year.’ 

Abir Mukherjee

‘A legal thriller unlike any you’ve ever read, this witchy, mind-melting page-turner is Tyce at her whip-smart best.’

Ellery Lloyd

‘Brilliantly clever and utterly addictive, I loved it. Courtroom drama at its finest.’

Clare Leslie Hall

‘Witch Trial is like the lovechild of Alfred Hitchcock and The Crucible. Dark, wry and slippery underfoot, I adored it!’

Sarah Pinborough

‘Tyce creates a swirling miasma of meaning and counter-meaning that keeps the reader enthralled and tantalised – and in its audacious final act, revealing layer beneath confounding layer, Witch Trial pays fitting tribute to the James Hogg classic that inspired it.’ 

Chris Brookmyre

‘I utterly adored this. Harriet Tyce is truly the queen of plotting and suspense. This is a riveting, rip-roaring ride through a murder trial, which confounds expectations at every turn. I was torn between being desperate to rush straight to the end, and not wanting the story to finish. Simply brilliant.’

The Secret Barrister

‘Compulsive reading – I was totally immersed in the story. One of the best courtroom dramas I’ve read in a long time.’

Araminta Hall

‘Give me witchcraft, a mind spiralling into madness and questionable narrators any day – just my cup of tea. A brilliant and twisting new novel from Harriet Tyce. I flew through it.’

L. V. Matthews

‘Cancel all plans because this book is going to grab you by the throat and not let go until you turn the final page. It’s a startlingly original courtroom drama, and a psychologically astute depiction of a man in freefall. Deliciously chilling and like nothing I’ve ever read. I ate this up.’

Chris Bridges

‘An unputdownable, twisty legal trial from the queen of the courtroom drama. Spellbinding and sinister. A masterclass in plotting and pace.’

Kate Gray

‘I read Witch Trial then I read it again. Compelling and twisty with perfectly drawn characters. Never have I said “Oh My God” out loud at the end of a book and meant it more.’

Rachel Wolf

‘Clever, propulsive, with a wickedly satisfying twist. Excellent. My favourite Tyce book yet.’

C. E. Hulse

‘Totally original and impossible to put down, Harriet Tyce has shown once again that she is the absolute master of the legal thriller with a twist. Brilliant!’

G. D. Wright

‘At first sight a legal thriller, Witch Trial is multi-layered and subtle, delving deeply into the intricacies of the relationships between teenage girls and perceptions of female cunning. We are plunged into a world where nothing is as it seems. Brilliant.’

Heather Critchlow

‘Harriet Tyce’s masterful courtroom drama is intense, terrifying, and utterly addictive, with a devilish twist in its tail.’ 

Gilly Macmillan

‘I loved this clever book! Stunningly written and may be one of the best endings I’ve read. Despite being deliciously dark, I found myself chuckling in places. Harriet’s best book yet!’ 

Niki Mackay

‘Dark, twisty and unrelentingly brilliant. Tyce in top form.’ 

Femi Kayode

‘Tense, creepy and very, very clever with a genuine jaw-drop of an ending.’

Susi Holliday

‘Will spark a million water-cooler debates! Bold and brave, but eminently readable.’

Jo Furniss

More praise for Harriet Tyce:

‘One of the best openings I’ve read in forever. I devoured it.’

Alex Michaelides on A Lesson in Cruelty

‘Dark, twisted and utterly nerve-jangling – a sharply structured thriller that left me breathless.’

Lucy Clarke on A Lesson in Cruelty

‘A shocking, provocative, standout thriller. Harriet Tyce at her twisting, wicked, razor-sharp finest.’

 Chris Whitaker on A Lesson in Cruelty

‘An edge-of-your-seat thriller. Harriet Tyce’s eye for people – their foibles, missteps and cruelties – is sharp as a blade.’

Abigail Dean on A Lesson in Cruelty

‘Inventive, chilling and utterly compelling . . . further cements Harriet Tyce’s place amongst the great British crime writers.’

M. W. Craven on A Lesson in Cruelty

‘Perfect plotting, utterly brilliant.’

B. A. Paris on A Lesson in Cruelty

‘An imaginatively told (and very bingeable) thriller.’

John Marrs on A Lesson in Cruelty

‘Tyce’s denouement pulls things together skilfully and surprisingly.’

Sunday Times on A Lesson in Cruelty

‘A masterclass in the dark art of plotting. A propulsive read that crafts a scintillating and vivid story out of characters that gnaw and claw from the page. This is a great crime novel, and the chills last long after the final page is turned. Absolutely stunning.’

Janice Hallett on A Lesson in Cruelty

‘Takes us into the deepest, most toxic recesses of human behaviour. With the author’s signature blend of courtroom suspense and relationships in mortal crisis, this is another delicious treat from Tyce.’

Louise Candlish on It Ends at Midnight

‘A cinematic gut-punch of a book that will linger in your memory long after you’ve finished it.’ 

Mark Edwards on It Ends at Midnight

‘Fantastic, intricately plotted, skilfully woven and beautifully tricky.’ 

Helen Fields on It Ends at Midnight

‘Intense, clever, important and deeply chilling . . . proves that Harriet Tyce is a writer at the top of her game.’

Phoebe Morgan on It Ends at Midnight

‘Harriet Tyce cements her position as Queen of unreliable narrators. 

A must-read high stakes-thriller.’

Fiona Cummins on It Ends at Midnight

‘A breathless read – with a shocker of an ending!’

Shari Lapena on The Lies You Told

‘Every bit as intriguing, well-written and addictive as its predecessor.’

Sara Collins on The Lies You Told

‘Gripping and intelligent.’ 

Stylist on The Lies You Told

‘A classy thriller with complex and compelling characters.’

Clare Mackintosh on Blood Orange

‘This brilliant debut from Harriet Tyce has it all – a tricky murder case, a complex and conflicted female barrister battling her own demons and a breath-taking ending.’

Rachel Abbott on Blood Orange

‘Breathes new life into the domestic noir genre and grips until the final page.’

Daily Express on Blood Orange

‘A heart-pounding . . . and deliciously twisty plot.’

Good Housekeeping on Blood Orange

‘A dark and disturbing thriller – we were gripped.’

Closer on Blood Orange

‘Fans of Apple Tree Yard and The Girl on the Train will love the atmosphere of clenched ambiguity Tyce sustains so well.’

Guardian on Blood Orange

‘Dark and immensely readable. An impressive debut.’

The Times on Blood Orange





Exhibit 1




MONDAY




1

How to describe it, the fug of shit and blood that hit the back of his throat the moment he walked into the dark of the wooden shed, so pungent he nearly gagged. All he wanted to do was turn round and get the hell out of there. Instead, he switched on a torch, moving it slowly across the plywood floor. Feathers everywhere, that’s what he registered after the smell, blood smeared everywhere too. Not randomly, though. As he scanned the area, the light beam picking out the marks, he saw that there was a deliberate pattern to it, a five-pronged star.

A pentagram. And at its heart, a dead pigeon, headless, its breast cut open down the middle, its wings spread out wide underneath in its last bloody flight. A scene he will never forget.




2

She puts her hand on her daughter’s gravestone, the granite rough under her hand. The day is clear, the sun bright overhead, the loch so still it’s a bottomless mirror, the hills reaching down as far as they climb to the blue sky above. She’s blind to all that.

Sorry, she says. Sorry.

She’ll never stop saying sorry.




3

First, do no harm.

But there’s always a moment when it’s too late, the point past which the decision could have been made, the one from which no harm was done. So many smaller choices leading up to that moment, each a nail hammered into something we see only afterwards is a coffin.

Matthew Phillips doesn’t know that this is one of those moments. As he walks through the door of the High Court, he’s not thinking about the forks ahead, the road less travelled that brought him here. It’s all behind him – work, wife. Other woman. The moment the jury citation arrived on his doorstep he knew what he wanted to do. And now he’s here, every finger crossed that he’ll be one of the lucky ones actually drawn to sit on a jury trial.

The longer the trial the better.

He could have told the court straightaway that he had a holiday booked. The citation said explicitly they’d take that into consideration, he’d be able to move his jury duty to a different date.

He didn’t. Nor did he tell Rosalind he wouldn’t be going away with her on a long-awaited week away, the first holiday without their daughter now that she’s safely packed off to university. The holiday he’d explicitly promised wouldn’t be cancelled because of work, regardless of what might be happening.

He didn’t discuss it with Rosalind at all.

Nor Olivia. Though he’s not thinking about her just now.

He could have cited work as another reason to be excused. Matthew can’t be spared. Dominic made it very clear. Mrs O’Neill is a triple bypass – Adam is far too cack-handed to trust with it, however keen he is – there’s a stent to fit and a dinner that night at the New Club at which he’s due to stand proxy for Dominic, the senior surgeon’s trip to New York with his new girlfriend (brunette, young, the opposite in every way from his soon-to-be ex-wife) taking priority over even such an honour as this invitation. I can’t believe they won’t let you off. Haven’t you written to them? Since when were doctors eligible, anyway?

They’re eligible. They’re also eligible for excusal as of right, if they bother to apply to the court within seven days of receiving the citation. All Matthew needed to do was tell them what he did for a living and he’d be off the hook. A rare benefit of always being up to his elbows in someone else’s blood. He didn’t say that to Dominic though. He didn’t say anything. No point. Dominic never listens, even at the best of times. Too many letters after his name.

Matthew knows perfectly well that in trying to escape, all he’s doing is piling up the problems that will be waiting for him when he returns to work. He’s not a man who dodges his responsibilities; he takes his job seriously. It’s always a matter of life or death. But opening the jury citation, he felt like he’d won a golden ticket. If he’s stuck in court, no one can get to him.

And now he’s here. He waits outside the entrance for his turn to go through security, a queue to the only kind of holiday Matthew can permit himself to take. A matter of civic duty, with only one responsibility, to determine whether someone is guilty or innocent? Sign him up, please. It’ll be a welcome break from all the usual shit. And God knows, he needs a break. He’s so tired . . . Regardless of the sun, sea and sangria Rosalind was seeking, it was never realistic to expect a man in his position to spend a week lounging about on a beach as though there were nothing more important to be done. She knows it, too, deep down. Or at least she will, once she’s calmed down. He’ll explain it all to her. Soon.

As soon as he’s through the metal detectors, he sees the court official he’s been told to expect, a man in a suit and a long black gown. Matthew tells him who he is, shows him the folded piece of paper he pulls from his pocket. Before Matthew can say anything else, he’s directed off to a small room, nothing in it but a few rows of chairs occupied by a couple of people already waiting.

The room is steadily filling up. All the potential jurors are keeping themselves to themselves, perched on hard seats, eyes fixed to their phones. Every one a smartphone. Matthew thinks smugly about his basic brick phone, the way he’s avoided the addiction from which the rest of the world suffers. An analogue man in a digital world, proud of it too. He’s come prepared with a paperback, a reissue of an old classic with an introduction by a Scottish author he likes. It seemed appropriate with its crime themes and Edinburgh setting. But gripping as it is, it fails to capture him. He’s too on edge.

He puts it down to reread the instructions that were sent with the letter, though he’s read them so often he can quote most of it from memory, he’s been so keen to be involved. He’s held hearts in his hands; Matthew wants to know how it would feel to hold someone’s liberty, too, delving into the depths of someone else’s dark desires for once, rather than constantly being confronted by his own.

He glances round the room, checking out the competition. There’s around thirty people in the room now. The chairs are nearly all full, the air beginning to thicken with conflicting perfumes, sweat. A faint whiff of old cigarette smoke from a woman by the door. With any luck he won’t get stuck next to her, the ashtray pall sickening him to his core. He cut someone open the week before last who was on forty cigarettes a day and he could have sworn the same stench came off the man’s greying lungs, seeping through Matthew’s surgical mask, crawling into his mouth.

He shifts from side to side in his seat. The caffeine from an espresso he drank earlier is jangling through him, his tongue thick and his foot twitching. One of his eyelids, too. The man sitting opposite him doesn’t look comfortable, either. He keeps crossing and uncrossing his legs, constantly in motion, as is his neighbour, a woman in her mid-forties with a fair, brittle bob and a large handbag through which she keeps rummaging. Matthew glances at her only briefly but she catches his eye, her irises a washed-out blue, as pale as her sandy-coloured hair.

‘I’m not going to be able to do this,’ she says.

‘How do you mean?’

‘If they call me, I won’t be able to do this. I can’t. I need to be at home for my daughter. There isn’t anyone else.’

‘How old is your daughter?’

‘Sixteen. But she’s a very young sixteen.’

‘Right,’ he says. The man sitting next to her rolls his eyes as if he’s heard her say this a hundred times already this morning.

‘It’ll be fine,’ Matthew says. ‘You just explain it to them if they call your name.’

‘You really think so?’

‘I’ve told her this,’ her neighbour says. He stands up, stretches, wanders away.

‘He keeps saying it’ll be fine, but I’ve heard they’re strict. They don’t care about anything other than their precious trials. What if I can’t get out of it? What if I get caught up in something that goes on for weeks? What if it’s a child abuse case? I really couldn’t cope with that. I mean, as a mother it would kill me to have to look at any terrible photographs . . .’ Her voice trails off.

‘I’m sure it’ll be fine,’ Matthew says again, the words automatic. He’s looking at her more closely now, a prickle in his scalp. Her voice might sound jumpy but there’s something calculating in the way her eyes are set, the tip of her nose pink, almost quivering. Like she’s thinking about potential horrors, relishing the thought. Matthew stands up and moves away too.

A woman in a black gown comes into the room. ‘I’m the Clerk of Court,’ she says. ‘Before we go into the court for the ballot to empanel the jury, I’m going to read some names to you. If you have knowledge of any of the people that I name, if you know them personally in any way, I’d ask you to speak to me privately. Attract my attention and I will come over to you.’

A pause, an intake of breath.

‘Isobel Smyth. Eliza Lawson.’

Girls’ names, not the neds he was expecting. There’s a ripple in the room, a gasp of recognition. Something stirs in the back of his mind, a vague sense of familiarity.

‘Does it count if it’s from the news?’ the awful woman says. Matthew glances over at her, repulsed by the excitement he sees shining in her eyes.

‘Beyond the news,’ the court clerk says. ‘If you know them personally, as I said.’

The woman shakes her head. No one else speaks.

Matthew’s wracking his brain but he can’t place the names he just heard, despite his normally excellent memory. A headline he’s read, maybe? Not like he ever has time to spend reading the news, surfing the internet. The others certainly seem to have heard of them, all of them sitting up a little straighter, heads alert instead of slumped down into their phones. Matthew’ll find out soon enough, if he’s lucky.

Last chance. He could choose to make his excuses, get out of this. It’s not like his job isn’t important. A literal heart surgeon, as his daughter would say.

But he doesn’t want to. He wants the escape of this.

He wants to run away.

‘Please follow me.’ The clerk is now standing by the door. No one has pulled her aside, all obediently lined up behind her instead. The sandy-haired woman from before stands beside him, the calculating expression still on her face. She licks her lips, the tip of her tongue flicking from one side of her mouth to the other. She wants gore, Matthew can see that now. She wants to pore over photos of pain, of extremity, twisted limbs and bloodied flesh.

Matthew is about to turn away, but not before she meets his gaze, an eyebrow raised as if in recognition. For a moment it’s as if she sees his soul, greets it as like meeting like. Shame writhes in his stomach, a tightening and twisting. He might know her voyeuristic desires, her longing to wallow in the horrors inflicted by a crime, feast on the suffering of those hurt by it.

But with that one glance, straight into the core of him, she knows that these are his longings, too.


ops/images/author.jpg





ops/images/9781035411931_FC.jpg
- c
TWO GA,IRLS ACCUSE,b; OF MURDER
A DEFENCE LIKEﬁiO OTHER






ops/images/logo.jpg





