THE SATURDAY PAPER

N- 612 August 8 — 14, 2026

The first week of the trial of Alan Jones has seen the former broadcaster defend himself against 20
charges of indecent assault and two of sexual touching.

By Richard Ackland

Inside Local Court 3.1 for the Alan Jones
indecent assault trial

Alan Jones arrives at Downing Centre Local Court, Sydney, on Monday.JESSICA
HROMAS / NINE

Alan Jones is an old man. He’s 85 with hearing aids and a walking
stick. He’s bent and, because of a “crook knee”, he’s a bit wobbly
on his feet.

The Saturday Paper was sitting directly behind him in Local Court
3.1 in Sydney’s Downing Centre — a centre named after former
Labor attorney-general Reg Downing and known among the
criminal law fraternity as the Drowning Centre.



It occupies the recycled Mark Foy’s department store, a magnificent
structure created by a couple of Irish brothers. The signage across
the front of the building advertised merchandise such as “gloves ...
laces ... mourning ... corsets”. They were chiselled off the facade
when the building was consecrated as a courthouse.

Then there’s Alan Jones, sitting in what once was a floor devoted to
underclothing, frocks, millinery, brassieres and crepe de chine.

The once great thunderer of Sydney commercial radio is now a
defendant in criminal proceedings for multiple charges of indecent
assault, plus two of sexual touching.

The six complainants at the heart of the case, spanning the period
from 2003 to 2020, were all relatively young men at the time. The
youngest was 17 at a time when Jones was in his mid 60s. An initial
contact was made with one witness when he was 14.

Of the six complainants, the prosecution case is that two were
assaulted on the first occasion they met Jones — at a fashion show
and a fundraising event.

Another two had mentor or benefactor relationships with the
accused and two more had connections at a younger age that
evolved into something else.

To be an accused in a criminal trial 1s something Jones would not
have anticipated as his lot in the twilight of life — regardless of his
insistence that he was “looking forward” to his day in court.
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The case will likely run for four months in court, requiring
enormous reserves of composure to sit through evidence about his
penis (circumcised and “I’m just going to say it, it wasn’t very
big”), his kissing technique (chomping motion), the rubbing of
thighs and crotches, the thrusting of genitalia, masturbation,
ejaculation and alleged opportunistic, predatory behaviour.

The locations for the alleged assaults were claimed to be variously
Jones’s farm in the Southern Highlands, his apartment in Sydney’s
Macquarie Street, and in a Mercedes-Benz anywhere in-between.

For the opening submissions the court itself was packed — between
15 and 20 lawyers, reporters from all significant media
organisations, a devoted clutch of tricoteuses, and a few
Runyonesque characters sporting large gold watches and shirts open
to the stomach. The sheriff officers were vigilant, one of them
inspecting this reporter’s eyeglasses, anxious that they might
contain built-in recording and listening devices.

Georgina Wright, SC, the lead prosecutor, in bottle green, is not a
senior Crown counsel from the Office of the Director of Public
Prosecutions, although earlier in her career she did time at the
ODPP.

Wright is from the private bar at Phillip Street’s Wentworth
Chambers, with degrees from the University of Sydney and Oxford.

She also did time as an avocat at the Paris bar, working in taxation,
commercial and private international law.



At the bar table she’s assisted by Emma Curran, a Crown
prosecutor based at the DPP’s Sydney office, who did a large
amount of work getting the case ready for trial.

At the other end of the table is the Jones team, led by Gabrielle
Bashir, SC, an experienced criminal lawyer at Forbes Chambers, a
former president of the NSW Bar Association, and a niece of the
late Dame Marie Bashir, a former governor of New South Wales.

Alongside her are Claire O’Neill and Michael Burke — both
criminal law aficionados, also from Forbes Chambers.

They are supported by solicitor Bryan Wrench, dapper in pinstripes,
the manager at Chris Murphy’s law shop, who made a big name for
himself acting for a raft of celebrities, including the Rabbitohs’ Sam
Burgess, actor John Jarratt, singer Shannon Noll, socialite Shari-
Lea Hitchcock, and now the headline of the moment, Alan Jones.

Notably, Wrench doesn’t mind getting his supportive arm around a
distressed and fragile client on the steps of a courthouse.

If the gallery had been hoping for theatrical flourishes in opening
submissions, they were disappointed. Wright and Bashir were
businesslike and procedural.

The defence is pitching its case in terms of “rivalry, treachery,
double-dealing, money, hatred, desperation, opportunism and more”
— suggesting there is a bigger context to the allegations of indecent
assault and that other forces were at play to bring Jones undone.

There must have been another six or seven solicitors in court
working on the accused’s defence. To say the financial costs for
Jones, and for the taxpayers funding the prosecution, are of
Pharaonic proportions would be an understatement.

Above it all as judge and jury is the very no-nonsense Judge Glenn
Walsh of the Local Court — which raises a number of questions.
Why is there no jury of 12 and why is it before the Local Court?



Maybe it’s easy to say that it was not possible to locate enough

people for a jury of Jones’s “peers” — after all, he was a divisive
figure with a bully pulpit for many years.

Any jury would be bound to include either fans or detractors, or
both. To avoid a jury trial that would be much more exposed to
potential prejudice seems like a sensible 1dea.

The number of charges and complainants has been a moveable
feast. Initially, Jones was arrested in relation to 24 offences
regarding eight complainants. Another eight charges were laid
before his first court appearance in December 2024. At one stage
Jones was facing 44 charges.

In September last year it was announced there had been a
reorganisation of the case — 17 charges were dropped and the
number of complainants reduced from 11 to nine. They were later
further reduced.

The ODPP made the decision for the trial to be held in the Local
Court, formerly known as the Magistrates Court, rather than before
a jury in the District Court.

By last Monday, the offences on trial were 20 charges of indecent
assault and two of sexual touching, from a total of six complainants.

Without a jury the risk of trial prejudice is diminished, which is
why Judge Walsh lifted suppression orders on the Crown’s pre-trial
argument in late July and dismissed a defence request for a formal
suppression order over the prosecution’s case statement.

Even so, on Wednesday, following arguments on admissibility, the
judge ordered an interim no-publication order on reporting cross-
examination questions and evidence from the first complainant to
take the stand.

On Thursday, the inadmissibility submission was withdrawn and
the no-publication order lifted. Reporters were back in action.



About three years ago the jurisdictional limit on offences in NSW
was changed, affecting those that previously could only be tried on
indictment before the District Court.

The Criminal Procedure Act (NSW) in Schedule 1 identified
offences that are to be tried summarily, unless the prosecutor or the
defence elect otherwise — table 1 offences.

Table 2 offences are to be tried summarily, unless the prosecutor
objects and this is where we find the case against Jones, with more
serious indictable offences reduced to less serious summary
offences.

In the process, 11 counts of aggravated indecent assault were
replaced with the lesser charge of indecent assault.

Jones, who had been saying he looked forward to appearing before
a jury, must have been disappointed.

It’s been 38 years since the drama at the Broadwick Street public
toilet in London’s Soho district. Jones was charged with “outraging
public decency” and “committing an indecent act”. For unclear

reasons, the charges were subsequently dropped and Jones didn’t
look back.

Whatever the outcome of this case at the Downing Centre, the Alan
Jones who wanted politicians to have socks shoved in their throats
or be thrown out to sea in a chaff bag, who fired up racial
aggression at Cronulla, who was caught red-handed in the cash for
comment scandal, and who described Indigenous people as having a
“sardine can on one foot and a sandshoe on the other”, is no more.

Richard Ackland is the publisher of Spilled Ink and the law journal Justinian.



