
 

Lambing Season 

I watched a tear roll slowly down her weathered face as she half asked, half stated “but it 

wasn’t you, was it?”. If I had been a more sensitive person I might have been hurt by her 

doubt in me, but as we sat together in the cold farm kitchen with only the hallway lamp 

lighting her face there was plenty of reason to have doubt.   

“Of course not.” I said.  

“Of course not.” she repeated, I think unsure if she could believe herself. This was the only 

time she spoke as if I had done it and despite her doubt later she would defend me.  

She had stumbled as she stepped up to the stand; dropping her gloves and then tripping the 

macer on her scarf as he bent to collect them.  

“He doesn’t have a bad bone in his body, my son,” she would bleat. Some of her evidence 

was a sweet example of a mother’s bias. Otherwise she told plain lies.  

“Am I correct in saying you only paid him four hundred pounds a month?”  

“Yes. We didn’t always have a lot of work, but he was happy.” 

 “Then why did he leave for Cornwall two months before the murder?”  

“It was a holiday.”  

“During lambing season?”  

She claimed the money I had was hers and that I sometimes did odd jobs on the side for more 

cash. What she kept to herself was that she knew I could steal as she had found the phones I 

helped myself to in the pub. I had lied to her before, about smaller things maybe, but was I 

lying to her now? Did she think I could I kill an old woman and steal her money? 

Occasionally my lawyer would briefly look at me as he examined her, but not in any 

supportive or reassuring way. He pronounced his name, Duguid, like Do-Good, as if he might 

trick the jury in to thinking he was on the winning team. I knew the locals would still be 

calling him Dew-kit unimpressed by this trickery. I am still not sure on which side of the 

fence he sits.  

Reflected in the protective glass of the dock I could see the snow outside as it floated to the 

ground, melting as it hit the windows of the courthouse. She would brace herself against the 

cold on her long walk home, but I could feel my own chance of freedom slipping away with 

every word she uttered.  

 

 

 

 

 

 


