– CHAPTER ELEVEN –

The Court Trial
A

month had gone by.  There was a Roman sandstone building with gigantic pillars standing in the middle of the town.  It was at another courthouse somewhere in Queensland.  

     The crowds filled in every row of the benches, with a carpeted pathway in the middle of the room.  Megat, Demang, and their parents were all sitting in the front row.  Jane was whispering something important to all of them.  Musang was still alive.  Someone had shot him in the right arm and a doctor had treated him.  The court trial was commenced the following day. 

“A female attorney?  This is utterly pathetic!  Pah!” said Sir Harold.  “Have your confidence in me that our eventually victory on this weaker gender is soon to come.” 

     As Jane was about to sit down, she looked furiously at Sir Hastings for a moment before sitting down on the front bench, and faced the front.  She seemed to have overheard his despicably sexist remarks. 

All those on Sir Harold side were the defendants.  Musang was sitting next to Sir Harold’s lawyer.  He heard the conversation but made no comments on it.  The lawyer then advised Musang on something.

     “Please rise!”

     They all faced the white wigged man in a black robe at his bulky desk.  He was the judge.  As soon as he stood before his desk, he gave a slight nod to indicate that all the others before him are permitted to sit. 

Everyone was not permitted to sit until Judge Justin Barlow gave his nod of approval. 

     Jane sat next to Superintendent Gallagher, Pak Sulong and his family. Wallace, Daniel and Abraham sat at the bench directly behind them.   

Sir Harold was the first to sit on the witness chair.

     “Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth, so help you God?” asked a juror.

     While placing his right hand on the bible and raising his left hand, Sir Harold replied, “I do.”

     “Sir Harold, where were you when the Malay Town was under an arson attack?” asked Mr. Rathbone.

     “As usual, I was resting at home, sitting in the lounge room reading a book.  I have not been anywhere else that day,” replied Sir Harold.   

     “Mr. Abraham O’Bannon, where were you before the incident occurred?” asked Mr. Rathbone. 

     I was with him in his study room,” said Abraham, who then sat on the witness chair.  “He had a quill in his hand, writin’ me a note that was to be passed on to Ms. Hastings relatin’ to releasing theSulongsfrom gaol.  Shortly after that we suddenly heard soft murmurs outside the study room’s window.  What we witnessed at this moment was Sir Harold conversing withMr.Maling, the Tudor Lionsand some men his age, of who I believe were members of the Skelly Gangs.  However, we could not decipher the faintly message.  Regardless, soonupon Sir Harold’s departure, Musang mentioned of a handsome rewardto the British men should they burn down the Malay Town, with the exclusion of specified time of action.  We reported this suspicious actto Superintendent Gallagherand his adopted son Ned as our confidantsat the police station.  Shortly afterwardsthe three of uscame to the rescue after we were informed that a band of outlaws had inflicted Malay Town with a great fire.”
     “Who mentioned this Malay Town arson to you, and how did you receive such news?” asked Mr. Rathbone.

     “An Italian sugarcane worker called Signor Luigi who mentioned to us at the police station,” replied Abraham. 
     The Judge ordered Signor Luigi to come forward.  

     “Signor Ricardo Luigi, what did you notice from the Tudor Lions team at your plantation when they passed by your plantation?” asked Mr. Rathbone.

Mr. Luigi replied with his singing Italian accent, “I saw a group of British men wearing passed by my plantation.  They all had rugged faces.  I heard them said ‘Hail the Superior!  For the victory of the Tudor Lions and Skelly Gangs!  Expel the foreigners!’  Upon hearing I noticed they were leading on a path towards the Malay Town.  Therefore, disagreeing with this injustice, I went straight to the police station and report thismatter to Superintendent Gallagher and his son Ned at the police station.  Shortly afterwards they came to rescue the victims at the Malay Town.”

     “Now, you are to provide me with a restricted ‘yes’ or ‘no’ response,” said Mr. Rathbone.  “Did the Tudor Lions mention that they were doing it in Musang or Mr. Harold’s name?”

    “They did not, but it is possible…” replied Ricardo.

    “Yes or no, Mr. Luigi?” asked Mr. Rathbone.

    “No,” replied Ricardo.

    “Thank you,” responded Mr. Rathbone.

     “Mr. Daniel Harold, there are reports accumulated verbally from the local residents that they admit you and Abraham’s presence at the Malay Town raids,” Mr. Rathbone.  “You have been indicated as a strong suspect towards this incident.  Why were you present there?  What did you intend to do?”

     Daniel explained, “Abraham and I were not involved nor did we intend to be in any part of the Malay Town raid.  By the time we arrived there, there were already a number of houses burnt down and we could only manage to rescue some of inhabitants, who still survived the fire.”

     “What indicates to you, in the beginning, that the Malay Town pillage was all Mr.Maling’s doing?” asked Mr. Rathbone.

     Daniel replied, “Mr.Maling reasoned that the Malays, except for him, have not been paying their taxes well to British.  Thus, as a result, they should face the deserving consequences and suffer pillage.  He used my father’s name in doing this.  I always thought that opportunist Mr.Maling had acted on his own behalf, and that he had only been misusing my father’s name to control others.  However, it eventually turned out on the contrary – my father himself masterminded the Malay Town raid.”  

     “However, you have not seen your father at the incident itself – so, how is it legitimate for you to say he masterminded the Malay Town raid?” asked Mr. Rathbone.

     Daniel responded, “My father told me himself, after the Sulongs’ release from jail that he had planned to ostracise them from the Malays so that these people can be conquered and reused as slaves.  It is also obviously suspicious that he gave a bag of money to Mr.Maling so as plan something.  Moreover, I have read out at Malay Town’s KedaiMakan the document he intended to implement a hefty double-taxation for non-European Dorchesterans to pay, especially on Malays.  Yet, I have received no recollections whatsoever if its legality, and there is no evidence it met approval with the Queensland Colonial Government.  I have here a tax collecting for the Queensland government.” 

     The formally-dressed tax collector was at the courtroom and he presented his document of Sir Harold’s disapproval. 

     “Daniel, how dare you betray your own father?  I shall teach you some manners for disrespecting me!” Sir Harold stood up and wanted to approach Daniel, but Musang calmed him down.

“Order! Order!” commanded the Judge.

     “He only did it willingly to greedily gain quick wealth, but he had to conceal this illegality in this fraudulent taxation scheme,” Daniel continued to speak at the witness chair.  “In this scheme, he required the Malays will not cease to pay tax twice a month unless the Golden Tigerswin the Football Cup against the Tudor Lions.  However, he had set his bet on the Tudor Lions to win.  On the contrary, the Golden Tigers won, and he was extremely unhappy.  So, he ordered Musang and his colleagues to arson the Malay Town.”

    “Do you have this scheme with the fraudulent taxation of your father with you?” asked Mr. Rathbone.  “I would like to see it.”

    “No, I don’t – I’ve been looking for it, but the scheme contract has been burnt to ashes,” replied Daniel.

    “Well then, since you have not presented the scheme, you therefore have no evidence against Sir Harold that he was involved such illegality,” said Mr. Rathbone.

    “Your Honour, if I may – I have the contract witsh me and I would like to present it to the court,” replied Jane, with a court person handing over the document for the judge to read.  

Mr. Rathbone and Sir Harold were all surprised at this situation.

    “The scheme may have been burnt, but I have here a copy of this fraudulent taxation scheme,” said Jane.  “After Mr.Sulong signed the contract, he entrusted me to keep it.”

     The contract was then handed together with the tax collector’s document to prove Sir Harold’s taxation schemewas a fraud.

     To save the court’s time, only one from the young former recruits of the Skelly Gangs was allowed to testify.  The witness said that he was forced to follow Sir Harold’s rules of becoming both a soccer player of the Tudor Lions and a member of the bushranger gang as a repayment to his longstanding debt.  He said he did that to protect his family and feared for their safety from Sir Harold.  He also admitted being present at the time in a meeting at Sir Harold’s residence.  It was at this moment Sir Harold told the Tudor Lions they must fight back for their honour by burning down the Malay Town and take all the wealth they can find for him from the neighbourhood’s Farmers Bank.  He saw Musang present among them.

     “I have no further questions, Your Honour,” said Mr. Rathbone.

     The bespectacled and dark-haired bank manager of the Bank of Dorchester, Mr. Richard Goldman sat the witness chair to testify on his account of the bank robbery.  

     “I was in my office when I suddenly heard screams and a disgruntled man’s voice bellowing the phrase ‘Don’t move or I will shoot.  We demand to see the bank manager now!’  Then, two men abruptly came into my office with firearms.  They demanded that I stacked in 500 into the bank’s moneybag, which had a Pound Sterling symbol as an imprint.  I then accidentally saw their faces when their masks fell down to their chins.  They appeared to be no other than Sir Harold and Mr.Maling.  Sir Harold told me I was not to mention any of my witnessing of the robbery to the police or anyone else, should I value my life.”

     A witnessing Malay girl called Ms. Musang went up to the witness chair to testify.  She saw him carrying a bag with a distinctive Pound Sterling symbol.  She told the court the whole required story:  


“Pray Musang, what is that in that bag?” the girl asked.  

Musang replied, “Oh, well, it is just some herbal medicine for myself.”  

“Oh, I see.  What is that golden thing in your hand?  Its appearance resembles that of the key to the KedaiMakan’s cupboard to me,” said the girl.

 “No, it is not.  It is just the key to my table I have just bought,” said Musang.

“Are you certain of it?  We have not seen you carrying any table into your house,” said the girl.

“It is a big surprise for you girls then.  We got early in the morning when you girls were just sleeping or have some work to do,” said Musang.

     “It is of no mistake to me that he visited Dorchester’s KedaiMakan restaurant, and planted the smuggled moneybag with a Pound Sterling symbol into the cupboard there,” said Megat when he was cross examined.  “I saw a golden key on the floor at KedaiMakanand he quickly picked it up, with a sense of remorseful for his doing.  He said it was for his study table, but it was an object that is rather expensive to be owned for a working class man.  Furthermore, that golden key had been clearly identified by many Malay Town residents as the one used for the cupboard.  Therefore, I suspecthis purpose of opening the cupboard at KedaiMakan.”

     Finally, Musang was asked to sit at the witness chair to be cross-examined. 

     “Mr. Musang Maling, did you smuggle the stolen moneybag into the KedaiMakan and hid it in a cupboard there?” asked Jane.

     “I did not commit such offence,” Musang replied. 

     “If I was not mistaken, I recalled you stating your state of illness and this being the rationale of your early home return, did you not, Mr.Maling?” asked Jane.

     “Yes, that is correct,” replied Musang.

     “Ms.Awang stated you headed towards KedaiMakan restaurant carrying a bag with a Pound Sterling symbol,” replied Jane.  “Furthermore, Mr. Liam O’Donnell mentioned about you holding a golden key.  Can you explain to the court the purpose of its function?”  

     “The purpose of the golden key’s function was solely for my new desk at home,” Musang replied.  “Sir Harold gave it to me as a generous gift.”

     “On the contrary, to my knowledge, the witnesses mentioned that the golden key have been utilised only for the cupboard in KedaiMakan restaurant,” Jane responded.  “Why have there been a witness mentioning you carrying a bag with the Pound Sterling symbol?”

     “Well, the moneybag with the Pound Sterling symbol was simply a rug sack of herbal medicine that I constantly use for my health,” Musang replied.  “There was no utensil I could use to cook it at home.  Therefore, I’ve had no choice but to cook up the medicine at the restaurant before returning home.  That was my sole purpose there.  Having my lonely presence in the KedaiMakan restaurant does not necessary indicate that I smuggled the stolen moneybag into the premise.” 

     “Strangely, aside from your testimony, none of the witnesses have mentioned the cooking odour coming from KedaiMakan restaurant,” said Jane.  “They have only mentioned you carrying a moneybag with a Pound Sterling symbol, and that you possessed a golden key solely used for the cupboard at that restaurant.  Furthermore, theyhave described that the stolen moneybag in the cupboard remained undiscovered until Mr. Daniel Harold’s arrival at the restaurant.  No witness had mentioned seeing Sir Harold’s desk gift to you that came with a golden key.  Taking that into consideration, how can you then convince the court that you weren’t involved with the stolen moneybag incident?” 

     “I will not respond to your inquiries, and I will leave them upon my attorney’s discretion,” replied Musang.  
     “It is clearly drawn to this hearing’s attention that you have been untruthful, and also to mention the discourtesy of wasting the court’s time,” said Jane.  “I shall remind you of your oath, Mr.Maling, and such lies may lead the court to execute you by hanging.  I guarantee your attorney will then be of no help.”
     “I object, You Honour – Mr. Hastings is badgering my client,” said Mr. Rathbone.
     “Withdrawn!” responded the judge. “Ms. Harold has made some valid points – I will allow the witness to answer her question.”

Musang refused to answer and kept his silence.

“Mr.Maling – you would have to answer Ms. Hastings or you will be held for contempt of court,” said the judge.
     “I admit it, I plead guilty!” snapped Musang, after being pressured.  “All I desired is to obtain wealth for my survival.  My community despises me.  Yes, I planted the stolen moneybag in the KedaiMakan, but I only did it under Sir Harold’s command.  He is known as the Superior, who commanded the Tudor Lions to raid the Malay Town and I was to rob its Farmer’s Bank for his selfish greed.  Furthermore, I was to trouble the Sulongs, who he considered obstacles to his plans of taking the Malays as his slaves on his sugarcane field.  While he planned all this, he taught his unwise son Daniel to despise the working class.” 

     Daniel looked at his father with disgust.

     “You ungrateful man!” snapped Sir Harold, thumping his right fist against the desk.  “How dare you become outrageously scandalousagainst your own master who has given you good provision for your life? You planned to hide the stolen moneybag in the restaurant yourself to frame the Sulong family.  Your self-act itself suffices your guilt and conspiracy with the bank robbers.”  
“Order!  Order!” commanded Judge Barlow.

     “Is it true what Sir Harold said to you, Mr.Maling?” asked Jane.
     “No, and I must no longer withhold lies – Sir Harold ordered me to do it after we robbed the Bank of Dorchester together, and I unquestionably heeded his command!” Musang responded defensively.  “I also robbed the Farmers’ Bank at the Malay Town on his behalf.  He also mentioned a scheme he wanted to destroy as evidence along with thefraudulent taxschemehe had imposed on the Malays.”
“What scheme did he want to destroy along with his, Mr.Maling?” asked Jane.

“The copy of the fraudulent taxscheme that Mr.Sulong signed, of which you now possess, containing Sir Harold’s authority to collect tax from the Malays twice a month,”replied Musang Maling.“He wanted to incinerate it in the fireplace along with his original.This possibly explains why Mr. Daniel Harold was unable to obtain the scheme.”
     After hours of court hearing, cross-examination and each lawyer concluding in support of their clients, Judge Barlow was ready to question the jurors on their verdicts.

     “Jury number one, please rise.  What is your verdict?” Judge Barlow asked. 

     “Guilty,” said the last juror.

     All twelve jurors on the panel gave out the same verdict on Musang and Sir Harold, of which they were then speechless and pale-faced.

     “Therefore, I hereby sentence you, Mr.Maling and Sir Harold, to be hanged by the necks.  I now declare the case closed.  Court is dismissed!” declared Judge Justin Barlow, tapping his gavel against his desk.  

     All the Sulong family members were happy to hear the joyful news.

     “Daniel…” Sir Harold called out for his son.

    “You are no father of mine, and I never want to see you again,” said Daniel gravely, and then faced away from his father.

     At this point of time, Daniel had acknowledged that his family’s reputation was particularly tarnished among the elite British society. 

     “I have nothing further to say to you,” said Jane, shedding tears and turning away from her foster father.

     “Kanda!” cried Melati.  

“Dinda!” Musang cried back.

     “This court is unruly and absurd!” said Sir Harold haughtily.  

     “Guards, please escort them out of this courtroom!” ordered the judge.

      The guards took him away, acknowledging that his children no longer wished to speak to him.
