AN ADDRESS IN MEMORY OF ANTHONY RUSSELL KC
I very much regret that I was out of the country at the time of Anthony’s funeral, so I am particularly pleased to be able to give this tribute today. 
I was in chambers with him, for a quarter of a century; for many years we shared a room at Peel Court; this was long before hot-desking. He was the best man at our wedding. He was god-father to our daughter, Alexandra. I led him from time to time. He was appointed a Circuit Judge to sit here at Preston, when I was Recorder, a position to which he succeeded when I moved on. We were in frequent contact after his retirement, So, I knew him very well and can speak with authority to his qualities. 
He was born in 1951 in the Wirral, where his father was a General Practitioner. Inspired by his Uncle Patrick, from an early age he was focussed on going to the Bar. For many of you, Pat Russell will only be a name, and looking round perhaps not even that, but in his time, he was one of its greatest advocates on the circuit, eventually its leader, then as a High Court Judge its Presiding Judge and later a Lord Justice of Appeal.
Anthony went to the King’s School, Chester, where he was a scholar. It was at school that he was first laid low by his health; he had scoliosis, a curvature of the spine, which put him in hospital for many months and which had a lifelong effect on his lung capacity. However, he kept up with his studies and he rewarded the help which he had from the school with a lifelong affection for it: he was latterly President of the old boys Association and editor of their newsletter.  
He moved on, as an exhibitioner, to read law at Pembroke College, Oxford, another institution for which he felt great loyalty. I remember him speaking with typical enthusiasm about a course of lectures he particularly enjoyed entitled: ‘A practical introduction to early medieval conveyancing’. He took a full part in university life: he became Chairman of the University Conservative Club, a position held before and after by several Prime Ministers. He did not hold some recent Conservative Prime Ministers in high regard and made no secret of it. During the last election campaign, I asked him how he was going to vote; he said he had been a true-blue Conservative all his life, and therefore – obviously – he was going to vote Lib Dem.
I had joined Pat Russell’s chambers at Ship Canal House, Manchester, in 1970 just before Pat moved on having taken silk. In the summer of 1973, fully fifty years ago, just after he came down from Oxford, Anthony applied for a pupillage with us He came for an interview, but those interviewing him soon realised that it was not so much that they were interviewing him, but that Anthony was interviewing them, to see whether Uncle Pat’s high standards had survived his departure; anyway, each passed the other and he came to chambers as the pupil of Michael Lever, as I had been. 
Anthony developed a criminal practice, as I had done. He recognised that to a guilty defendant, there is nothing more deadly than a scrupulously fair prosecutor, at whose hands the not guilty have nothing to fear. 
He had two pupils Graham Knowles and Mark Ainsworth. Mark has written of the high standards on which Anthony insisted. His hallmarks were thoroughness, reliability, politeness and complete fairness, which he could – if necessary – temper with forthrightness. He taught them to show respect to the court, to your opponents, to the jury and to all witnesses, including the defendant. Mark added that he also insisted on good grammar.
In a career progression which has now almost disappeared, he moved from high volume work to the more difficult and demanding cases and then a junior to the leading silks of the circuit in the most serious cases. He sat as an Assistant Recorder and then as a Recorder. He took silk in 1999 and appeared in many heavy cases. He was also active in circuit life. In his early days he had been the Circuit Junior. He edited the circuit newsletter. For many years he represented the circuit on the Bar Council. 
But the rigours, the travelling, the stresses, and long hours of the Bar requires good health and in 2004 he decided to apply for the Circuit Bench; he was - to our mutual satisfaction - appointed to sit here in Preston. 
After only a year or so as a Circuit Judge, after my appointment to the High Court, the position of Senior Circuit Judge became vacant. It was obvious to me and – I am glad to say – to the Lord Chancellor, that Anthony should be appointed. 
Of course, I never appeared in front of him; so, I am reliant on others for an appreciation of his qualities as a Judge. He tried many grave and demanding cases; indeed, he hardly tried any other. His standards never slipped. He has variously been described to me as ‘immaculate’, ‘utterly measured’, ‘always fair’, presiding with ‘professionalism and authority, yet with compassion and courtesy’. He could, if necessary, be robust. One correspondent, who appeared often in front of him said that he did not suffer fools gladly, but he always allowed them plenty of time to show their foolishness to others. Although the term does not appear in the Guidelines of the Sentencing Council, he may have been the first judge to describe defendants convicted of a particularly vicious murder as ‘feral’, thereby adding a new expression into the lexicon of sentencing in such cases. 
He sat as an additional judge of the Court of Appeal, Criminal Division, indeed together with Lord Thomas, then the Lord Chief Justice, he sat in that court, here in Preston, as the Court of Appeal sat for the first, and – I think – the only time. 
He had an excellent relationship with his fellow judges here and with the staff, he was, I think, admired by all as a very good judge and was universally popular; this is not an inevitable combination. 
Following convention, the City of Preston appointed him as the Honorary Recorder, a role he took very seriously, attending civic functions and, memorably, presiding over the Guild Court, delivering the oration in Latin, as my father had done 40 years earlier.  He became, in the process, a Guild Burgess. 
He also forged excellent relations with the University of Central Lancashire, of which he became an Honorary fellow. He played a full part in the ceremonial life of the County and was a strong supporter of the Shrievalty and indeed of the Lieutenancy.
In 2015, shortly before his 65th birthday, he decided that he should retire, largely because of his deteriorating health. He thought that he should make a clean break from the law, and he never came back to sit again, although he did attend events at the Middle Temple, of which he had become a Bencher and he continued to attend circuit events. 
He had by this time bought an old farmhouse in a hamlet of Whitaker Fold on top of the moors, outside Rochdale, only a few yards from the Pennine Way. There were many advantages: he had kind and hospitable neighbours, and - on fine days – you could see for miles; but on wet days, you could not see more than fifty yards, and, in the winter, he was quite often snowed in. Living in Wuthering Heights, as some in chambers called it, was not, as we often pointed out to him, ideal for his respiratory condition.  
He had many interests outside the law. He had become interested in choral singing, at Oxford. Later he sang in the choir at the Cathedral and then at St Anne’s Church in Manchester. But shortly after his retirement, his decreasing lung capacity compelled him to stop.
For many years, he had a great companion in his faithful Labrador, Pugwash. Later Anthony had two dachshunds; they were – frankly – challenging. Once when Anthony asked the dress code for some function at our house, I said blazers would be fine; he said he couldn’t comply since the dogs had eaten his blazer. They went on to eat at least one sofa, possibly two. 
Before his health failed, he was a great traveller, often to remote places. He had been to Alaska, to Spitzbergen and even to Antarctica; taking very skilful photographs. Latterly he went on more sedate cruises. 
The lock-down bore very hard on him; by reason of his vulnerability, he was effectively in in isolation for over a year. At Christmas 2020, which he spent alone, he cheered himself up by ordering a 10 lb. turkey and a couple of dozen bottles of best house claret from Berry, Brothers and Rudd. This treat, I should add, sustained him for many months. 
He had become a keen birdwatcher and the time at home allowed him to sharpen his skills.  He would send me details of his sightings, often accompanied by photographs. He took great pleasure in an App which identified bird song; only a couple of weeks before he died, he told me that this had identified a Ring Ousel calling over his garden; this is not a claim that many of us could make. 
In one of his periods off work, through illness, he had written a short family history, in which he wrote of some of his distinguished relatives. Later, after retirement, he warmed to the task and wrote a more ambitious work of family history. I can give some impression of the scale and sweep of the volume because the timeline starts in in the year 814, with the death of the Emperor Charlemagne. 
With the help of a friend from Oxford, who had become a senior herald, he was granted a coat of arms, which alluded to many of the families from which he was descended and the institutions with which he was associated, it incorporates, for example the pascal lamb, being the arms of both the Middle Temple and the City of Preston. The motto he chose was entirely of his own devising: ‘Steadfast in Adversity’. It defines his life and reflects his fortitude and resilience.
I have tried to capture something of his humour, which is seldom apparent when sitting in court in a criminal trial. I stayed with him in April this year, when – perhaps unwisely - I was undertaking a dry-stone walling course in some remote Pennine village not far from him. He said he would lay on a special dinner; I volunteered to bring the wine. When I arrived, he said that he had found an excellent recipe for a vegan stew. He paused as to allow me to stifle my horrified reaction, before adding that he had cheered it up by adding a couple of pheasant breasts. 
We last saw him when he came to stay with us for the Coronation. He was increasingly immobile, but he was on excellent form, giving loyal acclamations to those of whom he approved and passing scathing comments on others. 
We often spoke on the telephone. He did sometimes mention increasing difficulty he was having with breathing, but he never complained, and never disclosed, perhaps he did not realise, how ill he had become. Then, one Saturday evening he texted that he had been taken to hospital; ‘fingers crossed’ he wrote; within a day he was under sedation, the next day he died.
It is difficult to compress a full life in a short tribute but with his passing, we have all sustained a grievous loss; we cherish and remember a remarkable man, who in a quite different way to his uncle, was a Great Circuiteer.  
Sir Peter Openshaw DL (Preston Crown Court, 17 October 2023).
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