Bl ack and Bl ue

| an Ranki n

O woul d, ere | had seen the day

That treason thus could sell us,

My auld grey head had lien in clay,

W' Bruce and | oyal Wall ace!

But pith and power, till ny |ast hour,
"1l mak' this declaration;

W' re bought and sold for English gold -
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation.
Robert Burns,

"Fareweel to a' Qur Scottish Fane'

If you have the Stones ... to say | can rewite
history to ny own specifications, you can

get away with it.

James Ellroy

(Capitalisation the author's own)

Empty Capital

Weary with centuries

This enpty capital snorts like a great beast
Caged in its sleep, dream ng of freedom

But with nae belief.



Sydney Goodsir Snith,
"Kynd Kittock's Land'

Chapter 1

"Tell nme again why you killed them'

“I've told you, it's just this urge.’

Rebus | ookedback at his notes. "The wordyou used was

"conpul sion"."'

The slunped figure in the chair nodded. Bad snells canme off him

“Urge, conpulsion, same thing.'

“Is it?" Rebus stubbed out his cigarette. There were so nmany butts in
the tin ashtray, a couple spilled over on to the netal table. "Let's talk
about the first victim'

The man opposite himgroaned. His name was WIIliam Crawford

Shand, known as "Craw . He was forty years old, single, and lived al one
in a council block in Craigmllar. He had been unenpl oyed six years.

He ran twitching fingers through dark greasy hair, seeking out and
covering a large bald spot at the crown of his head.

"The first victim' Rebus said. “Tell us.'

"Us' because there was another CID man in the biscuit-tin. H s nane

was Macl ay, and Rebus didn't know himvery well. He didn't know
anyone at Craigmllar very well, not yet. Mclay was | eaning agai nst the
wal |, arns fol ded, eyes reduced to slits. He |ooked |Iike a piece of

machi nery at rest.

"l strangled her.'

“What with?

“Alength of rope.'

“Where did you get the rope?

"Bought it at sonme shop, | can't renmenber where.'
Thr ee-beat pause. "“Then what did you do?
"After she was dead?' Shand noved a little in the chair. | took her

clothes off and was intimate with her.'

"Wth a dead body?

“She was still warm'Rebus got to his feet. The grating of his chair on the
floor seenmed to

unnerve Shand. Not difficult.

“Where did you kill her?

“A park.'’

"And where was this park?

"Near where she lived.'

"Where's that?'



“Pol muir Road, Aberdeen.'

“And what were you doing in Aberdeen, M Shand?

He shrugged, running his fingers now along the rimof the table,

| eavi ng traces of sweat and grease.

"I wouldn't do that,' Rebus said. "The edges are sharp, you m ght get
cut.’

Macl ay snorted. Rebus wal ked over towards the wall and stared at

him Macl ay nodded briefly. Rebus turned back to the table.

"Describe the park.' He rested against the edge of the, table, got

hi nsel f another cigarette and it it.

"It was just a park. You know, trees and grass, a play park for the
kids.'

"Were the gates | ocked?

“What ?

"It was late at night, were the gates | ocked?'

I don't renenber.'’

“You don't renenber.' Pause: two beats. “Wiere did you neet her?'
Quickly: "At a disco.'

“You don't seemthe disco type, M Shand.' Another snort fromthe
machi ne. " Describe the place to ne.'

Shand shrugged again. "Like any other disco: dark, flashing lights, a
bar.'

“What about victim number two?

"Sanme procedure.' Shand's eyes were dark, face gaunt. But for all that
he was beginning to enjoy hinself, easing into his story again. "Mt her
at a disco, offered to take her hone, killed her and fucked her.’

"No intimacy then. Did you take a souvenir?' Rebus flicked ash onto the floor,
fl akes | anded on his shoes. "Did you

renove anything fromthe scene?

S hand thought it over, shook his head.

“And this was where exactly?'

"Warriston Cenetery.'

"Close to her hone?' "She lived on Inverleith Row. '

“What did you strangle her with?

"The bit of rope.'

“The sanme piece?' Shand nodded. "Wiat did you do, keep it in your
pocket ?'

“That's right.'

"Do you have it with you now?

I chucked it.'

“You're not nmaking it easy for us, are you?' Shand squirnmed with

pl easure. Four beats. “And the third victin®

"d asgow,' Shand recited. "Kelvingrove Park. Her nane was Judith
Cairns. She told nme to call her Ju-Ju. | did her sane as the others.' He



sat back in the chair, drawing hinmself up and folding his arns. Rebus
reached out a hand until it touched the man's forehead, faith-healer
style. Then he pushed, not very hard. But there was no resistance.
Shand and the chair toppled backwards on to the fl oor. Rebus was
kneeling in front of him hauling himup by the front of his shirt.
“You're a liar!' he hissed. "Everything you know you got straight from
t he papers, and what you had to nmake up was pure dross!' He let go and
got to his feet. H s hands were danp where he'd been holding the shirt.
“I"mnot lying,' Shand pleaded, still prone. "That's gospel I'mtelling
you!"'

Rebus st ubbed out the hal f-snoked cigarette. The ashtray tipped

nmore butts on to the table. Rebus picked one up and flicked it at Shand.
“Are you not going to charge ne?

“You'll be charged all right: wasting police tinme. A spell in Saughton
with an arse-bandit for a roonmie.’

"We usually just let himgo,' Maclay said.

"Stick himin a cell,' Rebus ordered, |eaving the room
"But I'mhinl' Shand persisted, even as Maclay was picking himoff
the floor. “I'mJohnny Bible! |I'm Johnny Bible!’

"Not even close, Craw,' Maclay said, quietening himw th a punch

Rebus needed to wash his hands, splash sone water on his face. Two

wool Iy suits were in the toilets, enjoying a story and a cigarette. They
st opped | aughi ng when Rebus cane in.

"Sir,' one asked, "who did you have in the biscuit-tin?

" Anot her conedi an,' Rebus said.

"This place is full of them' the second constable conmented. Rebus
didn't know if he neant the station, Craigmllar itself, or the city as a
whol e. Not that there was nuch conedy in Craigmllar police station.

| twas Edi nburgh's hardest posting; a stint of duty |lasted two years nax,
no one could function longer than that. Craignillar was about as tough

an area as you could find in Scotland's capital city, and the station fully
merited its nicknane - Fort Apache, the Bronx. It lay up a cul -de-sac
behind a row of shops, a lowbuilt dour-faced building with even
dourer-faced tenenents behind. Being up an alley neant a nob could

cut it off fromcivilisation with ease, and the place had been under siege
nunerous tinmes. Yes, Craignillar was a choice posting.

Rebus knew why he was there. He'd upset sone people, people who

mattered. They hadn't been able to deal hima death blow, so had

i nstead consigned himto purgatory. It couldn't be hell because he knew
it wasn't for ever. Call it a penance. The letter telling himof his nove
had expl ai ned that he would be covering for a hospitalised colleague. It
had al so stated that he woul d hel p oversee the shutting down of the old
Craigmllar station. Everything was bei ng wound down, transferred to a
brand new station nearby. The place was already a shanbl es of packing



cases and pillaged cupboards. Staff weren't exactly expendi ng great
ener gy sol ving ongoi ng cases. Nor had they put any energy into
wel com ng Detective Inspector John Rebus. The place felt nore like a

hospital ward than a cop-shop, andthe patients weretranquillisedtothe hilt.
He wandered back to the CID room- the "Shed . On the way, he

passed Maclay and Shand, the latter still protesting his guilt as he was
dragged to the cells.

“I"'mJohnny Bible! | fucking amand all!

Not even cl ose.

It was nine p.m on a Tuesday in June and the only other person in

the Shed was Detective Sergeant "Dod' Bain. He glanced up fromhis
magazi ne - OFfbeat, the L& newsletter - and Rebus shook his head.
"Thought not,' Bain said, turning a page. Craw s notorious for

grassing hinself up, that's why | left himto you.'

“You' ve as nuch heart as a carpet tack.'

"But |'mas sharp as one, too. Don't forget that.'

Rebus sat at his desk and considered witing his report of the

i nterview. Another conmedi an, another waste of tine. And still Johnny

Bi bl e was out there.

First there had been Bible John, terrorising Gasgowin the late

1 960s. A well-dressed young man with reddi sh hair, who knew his Bible
and frequented the Barrowl and Ballroom He picked up three wonen

there, beat them raped them strangled them Then he di sappear ed,
rightin the middle of dasgow s biggest manhunt, and never

resurfaced, the case open to this day. Police had a cast-iron description
of Bible John fromthe sister of his last victim She'd spent close on two
hours in his conpany, shared a taxi with himeven. They'd dropped her
of f; her sister had waved goodbye through the back w ndow ... Her
description hadn't hel ped.

And now t here was Johnny Bible. The nmedia had been quick with the

nane. Three wonen: beaten, raped, strangled. That was all they'd

needed to rmake the conparison. Two of the wonen had been picked up

at nightclubs, discos. There were vague descriptions of a man who'd

been seen dancing with the victims. Well-dressed, shy. It clicked with
the original Bible John. Only Bible John, supposing he were still alive,
would be in his fifties, while this new killer was described as md-to-late
twenties. Therefore: Johnny Bible, spiritual son of Bible John.

There were differences, of course, but the nmedia didn't dwell on

those. For one thing, Bible John's victinms had all been dancing at the
sanme dancehal | ; Johnny Bi ble ranged far and w de through Scotland in

his hunt for victins. This had led to the usual theories: he was a | ong-
distance lorry driver; a conpany rep. Police were ruling nothing out. It
m ght even be Bi ble John hinself, back after a quarter century away, the
md-to-late twenties description flawed - it had happened before with



apparently watertight eyew tness testinmony. They were al so keeping a
few things qui et about Johnny Bible - just as they had with Bi ble John.
It hel ped rule out the dozens of fake confessions.

Rebus had barely started his report when Maclay swayed into the

room That was the way he wal ked, fromside to side, not because he
was drunk or drugged but because he was seriously overweight, a

met abol i smthing. There was sonething wong with his sinuses too; his
breat hing often cane in | aboured wheezes, his voice a blunt plane
against the grain of the wood. His station nickname was "Heavy'.
"Escorted Craw fromthe prem ses?' Bain asked.

Macl ay nodded towards Rebus's desk. “Wants him charged for

wasting our tine.'

"Now that's what | call a waste of tinme.'

Macl ay swayed in Rebus's direction. H's hair was jet black, ringed
with slick kiss-curls. He'd probably won Bonniest Bairn prizes, but not
for a while.

“Cone on,' he said.

Rebus shook his head and kept typing.

“Fuck's sake.'

"Fuck him' Bain said, getting to his feet. He unhooked his jacket
fromt he back of the chair. To Macl ay: " Drinki e?' Macl ay wheezed out a |l ong si gh.
“Just the job.'

Rebus held his breath until they' d gone. Not that he'd been expecting
to be asked al ong. That was their whole point. He stopped typing and
reached into his bottomdrawer for the Lucozade bottle, unscrewed the
cap, sniffed forty-three per cent nalt and poured in a nouthful. Wth
the bottle back in its drawer, he popped a nmint into his nouth.
Better. | can see clearly now : Marvin Gaye

He yanked the report fromthe typewiter and crunpled it into a ball,
then called the desk, told themto hold Craw Shand an hour, then

rel ease him He'd just put down the phone when it started ringing.

"Dl Rebus.'

“It's Brian.'

Bri an Hol nes, Detective Sergeant, still based at St Leonard's. They
kept in touch. H's voice tonight was tonel ess.

" Pr obl en?!

Hol mes | aughed, no hunour. “I've got the world's supply.'

"So tell nme the latest.' Rebus opened the packet one-handed, in
mouth and lit.

1 don't know that | can, with you being in shit.'

"Craigmllar's not so bad.' Rebus |ooked around the stale office.
I neant the other thing.'

“Oh.!

"See, I'm... | mght have gotten nyself into something ..."



“What ' s happened?’

“A suspect, we had himin custody. He was giving ne a shit |load of grief.'

“You smacked him'

"That's what he's saying.'

"Filed a conplaint?

“In the process. His solicitor wants to take it all the way.'
“Your word agai nst his?

"Right.’

"The rubber-heels will kick it out.'

"l suppose so.'

"Or get Siobhan to cover your arse.

"She's on holiday. My partner for the interview was G ams.'
"No good then, he's as yell ow as a New York cab.

A pause. "Aren't you going to ask me if | did it?

I don't ever want to know, understood? Who was the suspect?
“ Ment al M nto."' Christ, t hat br ewhead knows nmore |law than
procurator-fiscal.

t he

XK, let'sgotalkies.'It was goodto be out of the station. He had t he car wi ndows

roll ed

down. The breeze was al nbst warm The station-issue Escort hadn't
been cleaned in a while. There were chocol ate wrappers, enpty crisp
bags, crushed bricks of orange juice and Ri bena. The heart of the

Scottish diet: sugar and salt. Add al cohol and you had heart and soul

Mnto lived in one of the tenenent flats on South Clerk Street, first

fl oor. Rebus had been there on occasi ons past, none of them savoury to

the nenory. Kerbside was solid with cars, so he doubl e-parked. In the

sky, fading roseate was fighting a losing battle with encroachi ng dark.

And below it all, hal ogen orange. The street was noisy. The cinenma up
the road was probably enptying, and the first casualties were tearing

t henrsel ves away fromstill-serving pubs. Night-cooking in the air: hot

batter, pizza topping, Indian spice. Brian Hol nes was standing outside a

charity shop, hands in pockets. No car: he'd probably wal ked from St
Leonard's. The two nmen nodded a greeting.

Hol nes | ooked tired. Just a few years ago he'd been young, fresh,
keen. Rebus knew horme life had taken its toll: he'd been there in his
own marriage, annulled years back. Holnes's partner wanted hi mout of
the force. She wanted soneone who spent nore tine with her. Rebus
knew all too well what she wanted. She wanted soneone whose ni nd

was on her when he was at hone, who wasn't imrersed in casework and
specul ation, nmind ganes and pronobtion strategies. Oten as a police
of ficer you were closer to your working partner than your partner for
life. When you joined CID they gave you a handshake and a pi ece of
paper.

The piece of paper was your decree nisi



"Do you know if he's up there?" Rebus asked.

I phoned him He picked up. Sounded hal fway to sober.'

"Did you say anything?

"Think 1I'm stupid?

Rebus was | ooking up at the tenenent wi ndows. G ound | evel was

shops; Mnto |ived above a locksmth's. There was irony there for those
who wanted it.

"OK, you cone up with me, but stay on the landing. Only conme in if

you hear trouble.'

“You sure?

“I"'monly going to speak to the man.' Rebus touched Hol nmes's

shoul der. " Rel ax.' The nmai n door was unl ocked. They clinbed the wi nding stairs
wi t hout speaki ng. Rebus pushed at the bell and took a deep breath.
Mnto started to pull the door open, and Rebus shoul dered it,
propelling Mnto and hinself into the dimy it hallway. He sl anmed

t he door shut behind him

M nto was ready for violence until he saw who it was. Then he just
snarl ed and strode back to the living room It was a tiny room half
kitchenette, with a narrow fl oor-to-ceiling cupboard Rebus knew held a
shower. There was one bedroom and a toilet with a doll-house sink.
They nmade i gl oos bigger.

"Fuck do you want?' M nto was reaching for a can of |ager, high-

al cohol. He drained it, standing.

"A word.' Rebus | ooked around the room casually as it were. But his
hands were by his sides, ready.

"This is unlawful entry.'

“Keep yapping, |'lIl show you unlawful entry.

M nto's face creased: not inmpressed. He was md-thirties but | ooked
fifteen years older. He'd done nost of the major drugs in his tine: Billy
Whi zz, skag, Morningside speed. He was on a nmeth progranmmre now.

On dope, he was a snall problem an irritation; off dope, he was pure
radge. He was Mental.

"Way | hear, you're fucked anyway,' he said now.

Rebus took a step closer. "That's right, Mental. So ask yoursel f: what
have | got to lose? If |I'mfucked, mght as well make it good and.'

M nto held up his hands. "Easy, easy. Wat's your problenf

Rebus let his face relax. “You're nmy problem Mental. Mking a

charge against a col |l eague of mne.'

"He laid into nme.'

Rebus shook his head. "I was there, didn't see a thing. I'd called in
with a nessage for DS Hol nes. | stuck around. So if he'd assaulted
you, |'d've known, wouldn't [|?'

They stood facing one another silently. Then Mnto turned and
slunmped into the rooms only arnthair. He | ooked Iike he was going to



sul k. Rebus bent down and picked sonmething off the floor. It was the
city's tourist accomopdati on brochure.

" Coi ng sonmewhere nice? He flicked through the lists of hotels,

B&Bs, self-catering. Then he waved the magazine at Mnto. "If one
single place in here gets turned, you'll be our first stop.'
"Harassnment,' Mnto said, but quietly.

Rebus dropped the brochure. Mnto didn't look so nental now, he

| ooked done in and done down, like Iife was sporting a horseshoe in one
of its boxing gloves. Rebus turned to go. He wal ked down the hail and
was reaching for the door when he heard Mnto call his nane. The

small man was standing at the other end of the hail, only twelve feet
away. He had pulled his baggy black T-shirt up to his shoul ders.

Havi ng shown the front, he turned to give Rebus a view of the back.

The lighting was poor - forty-watt bulb in a flybi own shade - but even
so Rebus could see. Tattoos, he thought at first. But they were bruises:
ribs, sides, kidneys. Self-inflicted? It was possible. It was al ways
possible. Mnto dropped the shirt and stared hard at Rebus, not
blinking. Rebus let himself out of the flat.

"Everything all right?" Brian Hol mes said nervously.

"The story is, | canme by with a nessage. | sat in on the interview'
Hol mes exhal ed noisily. "That's it then?
“That's it.'

Perhaps it was the tone of voice that alerted Hol mres. He net John
Rebus's stare, and was the first to break contact. Qutside, he put out a
hand and said, " Thanks.'

But Rebus had turned and wal ked away.

He drove through the streets of the enpty capital, six-figure housing
huddl ed either side of the road. It cost a fortune to live in Edi nburgh
these days. It could cost you everything you had. He tried not to think
about what he'd done, what Brian Hol mes had done. The Pet Shop

Boys inside his head: "It's a Sin'. Seqgue to MIles Davis: ~So Wat?

He headed in the vague direction of Craigmllar, then thought better

of it. He'd go hone instead, and pray there were no reporters canped
out si de. When he went hone, he took the night home with him and

had to soak and scrub it away, feeling like an old paving slab, wal ked on
daily. Sonetines it was easier to stay on the street, or sleep at the
station. Sonetines he drove all night, not just through Edi nburgh:

down to Leith and past the working girls and hustlers, along the

wat erfront, South Queensferry sonetines, and then up on to the Forth
Bridge, up the MBO through Fife, past Perth, all the way to Dundee,
where he'd turn and head back, usually tired by then, pulling off the
road i f necessary and sleeping in his car. It all took tine.

He renenbered he was in a station car, not his own. If they needed

it, they could cone fetch it. Wen he reached Marchnont, he coul dn't



find a parking space on Arden Street, ended up on a double yell ow.
There were no reporters; they had to sleep sone tinme, too. He wal ked
al ong Warrender Park Road to his favourite chip shop - huge portions,
and they sold toothpaste and toilet-rolls too, if you needed them He
wal ked back slowy, nice night for it, and was hal fway up the tenenent
stairs when his pager went off.

Chapter 2

H s name was Allan Mtchison and he was drinking in a honetown

bar, not ostentatiously, but with a ook on his face that said he
wasn't worried about noney. He got talking to these two guys. One of
themtold a joke. It was a good joke. They bought the next round, and
he bought one back. They wi ped tears fromtheir eyes when he told his
only gag. They ordered three nore. He was enjoying the conpany.

He didn't have many pals left in Edinburgh. Some of his one-tine
friends resented him the noney he still nmade. He didn't have any

fam ly, hadn't had for as long as he could renenber. The two nen were
conmpany. He didn't quite know why he came hone, or even why he

call ed Edi nburgh "hone'. He had a flat with a nortgage on it, but hadn't
decorated it yet or put in any furniture. It was just a shell, nothing
worth com ng back for. But everyone went hone, that was the thing.

The sixteen days straight that you worked, you were supposed to think
about hone. You tal ked about it, spoke of all the things you'd do when
you got there - the booze, the m nge, clubbing. Some of the nmen lived

in or near Aberdeen, but a lot still had homes further away. They
couldn't wait for the sixteen days to end, the fourteen-day break to
begi n.

This was the first night of his fourteen days.

They passed slowy at first, then nore quickly towards the end, until
you were | eft wondering why you hadn't done nore with your tine.

This, the first night, this was the | ongest. This was the one you had to
get through.

They noved on to another bar. One of his new friends was carrying

an ol d-style Adidas bag, red plastic with a side pocket and a broken
strap. He'd had one just like it at school, back when he was fourteen,
fifteen.

“What have you got in there,' he joked, “your ganes kit?

They | aughed and sl apped hi mon t he back. At t he newpl ace, they noved to shorts.
The pub was heaving, wall -

to-wal | mnge.

“You rmust think about it all the time,' one of his friends said, “on the
rigs. Me, I'd go off ny head.'

"Or blind," said the other.



I-1e grinned. "I get ny share.' Downed another Black Heart. He

didn't used to drink dark rum A fisherman in Stonehaven had

introduced himto the stuff. OVD or Black Heart, but he Iiked Bl ack
Heart best. He liked the nane.

They needed a carry-out, keep the party going. He was tired. The

train from Aberdeen had taken three hours, and there'd been the
paraffin budgie before that. His friends were ordering over the bar: a
bottle of Bell's and one of Black Heart, a dozen cans, crisps and snokes.
It cost a fortune, buying that way. They split it three ways even, so they
weren't after his cash.

Qutside, there was trouble finding a taxi. Plenty about, but alread~
taken. They had to pull himout of the road when he tried to flag one
down. He stunbled a bit and went down on one knee. They hel ped him
back up.

"So what do you do exactly on the rigs? one of them asked.

"Try to stop themfalling down.'

A taxi had stopped to let a couple out.

“I's that your nother or are you just desperate?' he asked the nale
passenger. Hs friends told himto shut up, and pushed himinto the
back. "Did you see her?' he asked them "Face |ike a bag of narbles.’
They weren't going to his flat, there was nothing there.

"We' Il go back to our place,' his friends had said. So there was
nothing to do but sit back and watch all the lights. Edinburgh was |ike
Aberdeen - small cities, not |ike d asgow or London. Aberdeen had

nore nmoney than style, and it was scary, too. Scarier than Edi nburgh
The trip seened to take for ever.

"Where are we?'

"Niddric,' soneone said. He couldn't renenber their names, and was

too enbarrassed to ask. Eventually the taxi stopped. Qutside, the Street
was dark, |ooked |ike the whole fucking estate had wel shed on the | ecky
bill. He said as much.

More | aughter, tears, hands on his back.

Three-storey tenenents, pebble dashed. Most of the w ndows were

bl ocked with steel plates or had been infilled with breeze bl ocks.

“You live here?" he said.

"We can't all afford nortgages.' True enough, true enough. He was | ucky in so
many ways. They

pushed hard at the main door and it gave. They went in, one friend
either side of himwith a hand on his back. Inside, the place was danp
and rotten, the stairs half-blocked with torn mattresses and |avatory
seats, runs of piping and | engths of broken skirting-board.

“Very sal ubrious.'

“It's all right once you get up.

They clinbed two storeys. There were a coupl e of doors off the



| andi ng, both open.

“In here, Allan.'

So he wal ked i n.

There was no electricity, but one of his friends had a torch. The place
was a mi dden.

"I wouldn't have taken youse for down and outs, |ads.'

"The kitchen's OK.'

So they took himthrough there. He saw a wooden chair which had

once been padded. It sat on what was |l eft of the linoleumfloor. He was
sobering up fast, but not fast enough.

They haul ed hi mdown on to the chair. He heard tape being ripped

froma roll, binding himto the chair, around and around. Then around
his head, covering his nouth. His legs next, all the way down to the
ankles. He was trying to cry out, gagging on the tape. A blow | anded on
the side of his head. H s eyes and ears went fuzzy for a nonent. The
side of his head hurt, like it had just connected with a girder. WIld
shadows flew across the walls.

“Looks |like a mummy, doesn't he?

“Aye, and he'll be crying for his daddy in a mnute.'

The Adi das bag was on the floor in front of him unzi pped.

"Now,' one of themsaid, "I'Il just get out nmy ganes Kkit.

Pliers, claw hamer, staple-gun, electric screwdriver, and a saw.

Ni ght sweat, salt stinging his eyes, trickling in, trickling out again. He
knew what was happening, but still didn't believe it. The two nen
weren't saying anything. They were laying a sheet of heavy-duty
pol yt hene out on the floor. Then they carried himand the chair on to
the sheet. He was wriggling, trying to scream eyes screwed shut,

strai ning agai nst his bonds. Wen he opened his eyes, he saw a cl ear
pol yt hene bag. They pulled it down over his head and sealed it with
tape around his neck. He breathed in through his nostrils and the bag
contracted. One of them picked up the saw, then put it down and

pi cked up the hanmrer instead.

Sonehow, fuelled by sheer terror, Allan Mtchison got to his feet,

still tied to the chair. The kitchen wi ndow was in front of him It had
been boarded up, but the boards had been torn away. The franme was
still there, but only fragments of the actual w ndow panes renai ned.

The two nmen were busy with their tools. He stunbl ed between them

and out of the wi ndow

They didn't wait to watch himfall. They just gathered up the tools,

fol ded the plastic sheet into an untidy bundle, put everything back in

t he Adi das bag, and zipped it shut. Wiy me?' Rebus had asked when he'd call ed
in.

"Because,' his boss had said, “you're new. You haven't been around

| ong enough to nake enemies on the estate.'



And besi des, Rebus could have added, you can't find Maclay or Bain.

A resident wal king his greyhound had called it in. "Alot of stuff gets
chucked on to the street, but not like this.

When Rebus arrived, there were a couple of patrol cars on the scene,
creating a sort of cordon, which hadn't stopped the |ocals gathering.
Soneone was meking grunting noises in inmtation of a pig. They didn't
go muchfor originality around here; tradition stuck hard. The
tenenments were nostly abandoned, awaiting denolition. The famlies

had been relocated. In sone of the buildings, there were still a few
occupi ed flats. Rebus wouldn't have wanted to stick around.

The body had been pronounced dead, the circunstances suspi cious

to say the least, and now the forensic and photography crews were
gathering. A Fiscal Depute was in conversation with the pathol ogist, Dr
Curt. Curt saw Rebus and nodded a greeting. But Rebus had eyes only

for the body. An ol d-fashioned spi ke-tipped set of railings ran the

| ength of the tenenent, and the body was inpaled on the fence, stil
dripping blood. At first, he thought the body grossly deformed, but as
he stepped cl oser he saw what it was. A chair, half of it smashed in the
fall. It was attached to the body by runs of silver tape. There was a
pl asti c bag over the corpse's head. The bag, once translucent, was now
hal f-filled with bl ood.

Dr Curt wal ked over. | wonder if we'll find an orange in his nmouth.'
“I's that supposed to be funny?
“1've been nmeaning to phone. | was sorry to hear about your well...'

"Craigmllar's not so bad.'

I didn't mean that.'

"I know you didn't.' Rebus | ooked up. “How nmany storeys did he fall?
"Looks like a couple. That w ndow there.

There was a noi se behind them One of the woolly suits was vomiting

on to the road. A colleague had an arm around his shoul ders,

encour agi ng the fl ow.

"Let's get himdown,' Rebus said. “Get the poor bastard into a body bag.'
"No electricity,' soneone said, handing Rebus a torch.

"Are the floors safe to wal k on?

“Nobody's fallen through yet.'

Rebus nmoved through the flat. He'd been in dens like it a dozen

times. Gangs had been in and sprayed their nanes and their urine

around the place. O hers had stripped out anything with even a whiff of
nmonetary val ue: floor coverings, interior doors, wiring, ceiling roses. A
table, mssing one |leg, had been turned upside down in the |iving room
There was a crunpled blanket Iying on it, and sone sheets of

newspaper. A real hone fromhonme. There was nothing in the

bat hroom just holes where the fittings had been. There was a | arge

hole, too, in the bedroomwall. You could I ook right through into the



adjoining flat, and see an identical scene.

The SOCOs were concentrating on the kitchen.

“What have we got?' Rebus asked. Someone shone their torch into a corner
"Bag full of booze, sir. \Wisky, rum sone tinnies and nibbles."'

“Party tine.'

Rebus wal ked to the window. A woolly suit was standing there

| ooki ng down on to the street, where a teamof four were trying to
manoeuvre the body fromthe railings.

"That's just about as potted heid as you can get.' The young

constable turned to Rebus. "Wiat's the odds, sir? Alky comrits suicide?
"Cet used to that uniform son.' Rebus turned back into the room |
want prints fromthe bag and its contents. If it's froman off-1licence,
you'll probably find price stickers. If not, could be froma pub. W're
| ooki ng for one, nore likely two people. Woever sold themthe hooch

m ght give a description. How did they get here? Their own transport?
Bus? Taxi ? W need to know. How did they know about this place?

Local know edge? W need to ask the neighbours.' He was wal ki ng

t hrough the room now. He recognised a couple of junior CID from St

Leonard's, plus Craignmillar uniforms. "We'll split the tasks later. It
could all be sone hideous accident or joke gone wong, but whatever it
was the victimwasn't here on his tod. | want to know who was here

with him Thank you and good night.'

Qutside, they were taking final photographs of the chair and the

bonds around it, before separating chair from body. The chair would be
bagged, too, along with any splinters they found. Funny how orderly it
al |l becane; order out of chaos. Dr Curt said he'd do the post nortemin
the norning. That was fine by Rebus. He got back into the patrol car
wishing it were his own: the Saab had a half bottle of whisky tucked
under the driver's seat. Many of the pubs would still be open: nidnight
licences. Instead, he drove back to the station. It was less than a mle
away. Maclay and Bain | ooked |ike they'd just got in, but they'd already
heard the news.

“Mur der ?

"Sonething like it,' Rebus said. "He was tied to a chair with a plastic
bag over his head, nouth taped shut. Maybe he was pushed, naybe he
junped or fell, \Vhoever was with himleft in a rush - forgot to take
their carry-out.'

“Junki es? Dossers?'

Rebus shook his head. "New jeans by the | ook of them and new

Ni kes on his feet. Wallet with plenty of cash, bank card and credit card.'
"So we've got a nane?

Rebus nodded. "Allan Mtchison, address off Morrison Street.' He

shook a set of keys. "~Anybody want to tag al ong?

Bain went with Rebus, leaving Maclay to "hold the fort' - a phrase



overused at Fort Apache. Bain said he didn't nmake a good passenger, so
Rebus let himdrive. DS "Dod' Bain had a rep; it had followed him
from Dundee to Falkirk and fromthere to Edi nburgh. Dundee and

Fal kirk weren't exactly spa towns either. He sported a nick in the skin
beneath his right eye, souvenir of a knife attack. Every so often, his
finger strayed to the spot; it wasn't sonething he was consci ous of At
five-el even he was a couple of inches shorter than Rebus, maybe ten
pounds lighter. He used to box m ddl ewei ght amateur, southpaw,

| eavi ng hi mone ear which hung | ower than the other and a nose ~which
covered half his face. Hi s shorn hair was salt-and-pepper. Mrried,
three sons. Rebus hadn't seen nmuch at Craignillar to justify Bain's
hardman rep; he was a regular soldier, a formfiller and by-the-book

i nvestigator. Rebus had just dispatched one nenesis - DI Alister

Fl ower, pronoted to sonme Borders out post, chasing sheep-shaggers and
tractor racers - and wasn't looking to fill the vacancy.

Allan Mtchison's flat was in a designer block in what wanted to be
called "the Financial District'. Scrapland off Lothian Road had been
transfornmed into a conference centre and "apartnents'. A new hotel was
inthe offing, and an insurance conpany had grafted its new
headquarters on to the Cal edonian Hotel. There was room for nore
expansi on, nore road-buil ding.

"Desperate,' Bain said, parking the car.

Rebus tried to remenber the way the area had | ooked before. He only
had to think back a year or two, but found the process difficult
nonet hel ess. Was it just a big hole in the ground, or had they knocked
things down? They were half a mle, nmaybe |less, from Torphi chen cop-
shop; Rebus thought he knew this whol e hunting-ground. But now he
found that he didn't know it at all

There were half a dozen keys on the chain. One of them opened the

main door. In the well-lit |obby there was a whole wall of |etter-boxes.
They found the nane Mtchison - flat 312. Rebus used another key to
open the box and renove the nail. There was sonme junk - "~ Open Now
YouCoul dHaveScoopedLi fe's Jackpot!' - and a credit-card

statenent. He opened the statement. Aberdeen HW, an Edi nburgh

sports shop - ~56.50, the Nikes - and a curry house, also in Aberdeen.
A gap of just under two weeks, then the curry house again.

They took the narrow lift to the third floor, Bain shadow boxing the
full-length mrror, and found flat 12. Rebus unl ocked the door, saw that
an al arm panel was flashing on the wall in the snall hallway, and used
another key to disable it. Bain found the light-switch and cl osed the
door. The flat snelled of paint and plaster, carpets and varni sh - new,
uni nhabi ted. There wasn't a stick of furniture in the' place, just a
tel ephone on the floor beside an unrolled sl eeping-bag.

"The sinmple life,' Bain said.



Theki tchen was fully equi pped - washi ng nmachi ne, cooker,

di shwasher, fridge - but the seal was still across the door of the washer-
drier and the fridge contained only its instruction manual, a spare
l'ightbul b, and a set of risers. There was a swing-bin in the cupboard
beneath the sink. Wen you opened the door, the lid of the bin opened
automatically. Inside, Rebus saw two crushed beer cans and the red-
stai ned wrappings fromwhat snelled |ike a kebab. The flat's solitary
bedroom was bare, no clothes in the built-in wardrobe, not even a coat-
hanger. But Bain was draggi ng sonething out of the tiny bathroom It
was a bl ue rucksack, a Karrinor.

"Looks like he cane in, had a wash, changed cl othes and buggered off
out again pronto.'

They started enptying the rucksack. Apart from clothing, they found

a personal stereo and sone tapes - Soundgarden, Crash Test Dumn es,
Dancing Pigs - and a copy of lain Banks's Wit.

"I meant to buy that,' Rebus said.

"Take it now. Wo's watching?

Rebus | ooked at Bain. The eyes seened i nnocent, but he shook his

head anyway. He couldn't go handi ng anyone any nore anmunition.

He pulled a carrier bag out of one of the side pockets: new tapes - Nei
Young, Pearl Jam Dancing Pigs again. The receipt was fromHW in

Aber deen.

"My guess,' Rebus said: "he worked in Furry Boot town.'

From the other side pocket, Bain produced a panmphlet, folded in

four. He unfolded it, opened it, and |l et Rebus see what it was. There
was a col our photograph of an oil platformon the front, beneath a
headline: "T-BIRD O L - STRI KING THE BALANCE' , and a sub-

head: "~ Deconmi ssioning Ofshore Installations - A Mddest Proposal’

I nsi de, besides a few paragraphs of witing, there were colour charts,
di agranms and statistics. Rebus read the opening sentence:

"I'n the beginning there were m croscopi c organi sns, |iving and

dying in the rivers and seas many nillions of years ago." He | ooked up
at Bain. "And they gave their lives so that millions of years on we can
tank around in cars.'

"I get the feeling Spi ke maybe worked for an oil conpany.'

"His name was Allan Mtchison,' Rebus said quietly.

It was getting |ight when Rebus finally arrived hone. He turned the hi-

fi on so that it was just audible, then rinsed a glass in the kitchen and
poured an inch of Laphroaig, adding a dribble of water fromthe tap.

Sone malts denanded water. He sat down at the kitchen table and

| ooked at the newspapers laid out there, cuttings fromthe Johnny Bible
case, photocopies of old Bible John stuff. He'd spent a day in the
National Library, fast-tracking the years 1968-70, wi nding a blur of



m crofil mthrough the machine. Stories had |leapt out at him Rosyth
was to lose its Royal Navy Conmmander; plans were announced for a

L50 million petrochem cal conplex at Invergordon; Canel ot was

showi ng at the ABC

A bookl et was advertised for sale - "~How Scotland Shoul d be

Governed' - and there were letters to the editor concerning Hone Rul e.
A Sal es and Marketing Manager was wanted, salary of £2,500 p.a. A

new house in Strathal nrond cost £7,995. Frogmen were searching for
clues in dasgow, while Jimdark was winning the Australian G and
Prix. Meantinme, nenbers of the Steve MIIler Band were being arrested
in London on drug charges, and car parking in Edi nburgh had reached
saturation point

1968.

Rebus had copies of the actual newspapers - purchased from a deal er
for considerably nore than their sixpenny cover price. They continued
into " 69. August. The weekend that Bi ble John clainmed his second
victim the shit was hitting the fan in U ster and 300,000 pop fans were
turning up (and on) at Wodstock. A nice irony. The second victimwas
found by her own sister in an abandoned tenenent ... Rebus tried not
to think of Allan Mtchison, concentrated on old news instead, sm |l ed
over an August 20 headline: “Downing Street Declaration'. Traw er
strikes in Aberdeen ... an Anerican filmconpany seeking sixteen sets
of bagpipes ... dealings in Robert Maxwell's Perganon suspended

Anot her headline: "Big drop in dasgow crinmes of violence'. Tell that to
the victims. By Novenber, it was reported that the nurder rate in
Scotl and was twi ce that of England and Wales - a record fifty-two
indictnents in the year. A debate on capital punishnment was taking

pl ace. There were anti-war denps in Edi nburgh, while Bob Hope
entertained the troops in Vietnam The Stones did two shows in Los
Angel es - at L71,000 the nost lucrative one-night stand in pop.

It was Novenber 22 before an artist's inpression of Bible John
appeared in the press. By then he iras Bible John: the nedia had cone
up with the nanme. Three weeks between the third rmurder and the
artist's inpression: the trail grown good and cold. There'd been an
artist's drawing after the second victimtoo, but only after a delay of
al nrost a nonth. Big, big delays. Rebus wondered about them

He couldn't quite explain why Bible John was getting to him

Per haps he was using one old case as a way of warding off another - the
Spaven case. But he thought it went deeper than that. Bi ble John neant
the end of the sixties for Scotland; he'd soured the end of one decade
and the begi nning of another. For a |ot of people, he'd all but killed
what ever dribble of peace and | ove had reached this far north. Rebus
didn't want the twentieth century to end the sane way. He wanted
Johnny Bi bl e caught. But somewhere along the road, his interest in the



present case had taken a turning. He'd started to concentrate on Bible
John, to the point where he was dusting off old theories and spending a
smal |l fortune on period newspapers. In 1968 and " 69, Rebus had been in
the army. They'd trained himhow to disable and kill, then sent himon
tours - including, eventually, Northern Ireland. He felt he'd mi ssed an
i mportant part of the tines.

But at | east he was still alive.He took glass and bottle through to the living
room and sank into his

chair. He didn't know how many bodies he'd seen; he just knew it

didn't get any easier. He'd heard gossip about Bain's first post nortem
how t he pat hol ogi st had been Naisnmith up in Dundee, a cruel bastard at
the best of tinmes. He'd probably known it was Bain's first, and had
really done a job on the corpse, like a scrap nerchant stripping a car,
lifting out organs, sawi ng the skull open, hands cradling a glistening
brain - you didn't do that so lightly these days, fear of hepatitis C
When Nai smith had started unpeeling the genitals, Bain had dropped
deadwei ght to the floor. But credit where due, he'd stuck around, hadn't
bol ted or hughi ed. Maybe Rebus and Bain coul d work together, once
friction had snoot hed their edges. Maybe.

He | ooked out of the bay wi ndow, down on to the street. He was still
parked on a double yellow. There was a light on in one of the flats
across the way. There was always a |light on sonewhere. He sipped his
drink, not wanting to rush it, and listened to the Stones: Black and Bl ue.
Bl ack i nfluences, blues influences; not great Stones, but nmaybe their
nel | owest al bum

Allan Mtchison was in a fridge in the Cowgate. He'd died strapped

to a chair. Rebus didn't know why. Pet Shop Boys: 'It's a Sin'. Segue to
the dimer Twins: "Fool to Cry'. Mtchison's flat hadn't been so
different from Rebus's own in sone respects: under-used, nore a base
than a home. He downed the rest of his drink, poured another, downed
that too, and pulled the duvet off the floor and up to his chin.

Anot her day down. He awoke a few hours later, blinked, got up and went to the
bat hr oom

A shower and shave, change of clothes. He'd been dreani ng of Johnny
Bible, getting it all mixed up with Bible John. Cops on the scene
wearing tight suits and thin black ties, white bri-nylon shirts, pork-pie
hats. 1968, Bible John's first victim To Rebus it nmeant Van Morrison
Astral Weks. 1969, victins two and three; the Stones, Let It Bleed. The
hunt went on into 1970, John Rebus wanting to go to the Isle of Wght
Festival, not nanaging it. But of course Bible John had di sappeared by
then ... He hoped Johnny Bible would just sod off and die.

There was nothing in the kitchen to eat, nothing but newspapers.

The nearest corner shop had closed down; it wasn't nuch nore of a

wal k to the next grocer's along. No, he'd stop sonmewhere on route. He



| ooked out of the wi ndow and saw a |ight-blue estate double parked
outside, blocking three resident cars. Equipnment in the back of the
estate, two nmen and a wonman standi ng on the pavenent, supping coffee
fromtake-away beakers.

"Shit,' Rebus said, knotting his tie.

Jacket ed, he wal ked outside and into questions. One of the nen was

hoi sting a video canmera up to his shoulder. The other man was speaki ng.
"I nspector, could we have a word? Redgauntl| et Tel evision, The

Justice Programe.' Rebus knew him Eanonn Breen. The woman was
Kayl ei gh Burgess, the show s producer. Breen was writer/presenter,

| oved hinmsel f~ RPI A Royal Pain in Arse.

"The Spaven case, Inspector. A few mnutes of your tine, that's al

we need really, help everybody get to the bottom

“"I"malready there.' Rebus saw the canera wasn't ready yet. He

turned quickly, his nose al nbst touching the reporter's. He thought of
Mental M nto breathing the word “harassment', not know ng what
harassnent was, not the way Rebus had grown to know.

“You'll think you're in childbirth,' he said.

Breen blinked. "Sorry?

“When the surgeons are taking that canera out of your arse.' Rebus
tore a parking ticket fromhis wi ndscreen, unlocked the car, and got in.
The video canera was finally up and running, but all it got was a shot of
a battered Saab 900 reversing at speed fromthe scene.

Rebus had a norning neeting with his boss, Chief Inspector Jim

MacAskill. The boss's office | ooked as chaotic as any other part of the
station: packing cases still waiting to be filled and | abelled, half-enpty
shel ves, ancient green filing cabinets with their drawers open, displaying
acre upon acre of paperwork, all of which would have to be shipped out

in somre senbl ance of order.

"The worl d's hardest jigsaw puzzle,' MacAskill said. “If everything

gets to the other end unscathed, it'll be a miracle on a par with Raith
Rovers wi nni ng the UEFA Cup.
The boss was a Fifer |ike Rebus, born and raised in Methil, back

when the shi pyard had been nmaeking boats rather than rigs for the oi

i ndustry. He was tall and well-built and younger than Rebus. His
handshake was not masonic, and he'd not yet married, which had

caused the usual gossip that naybe the boss was a |ike-your-loafers. It
didn't worry Rebus - he never wore |oafers hinself - but he hoped that
if his boss was gay there was no guilt involved. It was when you wanted
a secret kept that you fell prey to blackmail ers and shane nerchants,
destructive forces both interior and exterior. Jesus, and didn't Rebus
know about that.

What ever, MacAskill was handsOre, with plenty of thick black hair -



no grey, no sign of dyeing - and a chiselled face, all angles, the
geonetry of eyes, nose and chin nmaking it look like he was sniling even
when he wasn't.

"So,' the boss said, "how does it read to you?

“I"mnot sure yet. A party gone wong, a falling out - literally in this
case? They hadn't started on the booze.'

“Question one in nmy mnd: did they cone together? The victimcould
haveconeal one, surprised sone peopl e doing sonething they

shoul dn' t-"'

Rebus was shaki ng his head. "Taxi driver confirns dropping off a

party of three. Gave descriptions, one of which matches the deceased
pretty well. The driver paid himnost attention, he was behaving the
worst. The other two were quiet, sober even. Physical descriptions
aren't going to get us far. He picked up the fare outside Mal's Bar.
We've had a word with the staff. They sold themthe carry-out.'

The boss ran a hand down his tie. "Do we know anythi ng nore about

t he deceased?

"Only that he had Aberdeen connections, nmaybe worked in the oi

busi ness. He didn't use his Edinburgh flat much, nmakes ne think he

used to work heavy shifts, two weeks on, two off. Maybe he didn't

al ways conme hone between tines. He was earning enough to pay off a
nortgage in the Financial District, and there's a two-week gap between
his latest credit-card transactions.'

“You think he could have been offshore during that tine?

Rebus shrugged. | don't knowif that's the way it still works, but in
the early days | had friends who went to seek their fortune on the rigs.
The stints |asted two weeks, seven days a week.'

"Well, it's worth following up. W need to check fam |y, too, next of
kin. Priority for the paperwork and formal ID. Question one in ny

m nd: notive. Are we sticking with an argunent ?'

Rebus shook his head. “There was too nuch preneditation, way too

much. Did they just happen to find sealing-tape and a pol ythene bag in
that tip? | think they brought them Do you remenber how the Krays

got to Jack "the Hat" MVitie? No, you' re too young. They invited him
to a party. He'd been paid to do a contract, but bottled it and coul dn't
pay them back. It was in a basenment, so down he cones crying out for
birds and booze. No birds, no booze, just Ronnie grabbing himand
Reggi e st abbi ng hi mto death.' " So these two men lured Mtchisontothe derelict
flat?

“ Maybe. '

"To what end?'

"Well, first thing they did was tie himup and wap a bag around his
head, so they didn't have any questions to ask. They just wanted him
crapping hinmself and then dead. 1'd say it was straight assassination,



with a bit of malicious cruelty thrown in.'

"So was he thrown or did he junp?

"Does it matter?

“Very much, John.' MacAskill stood up, |eaned against the filing
cabinet with his arms folded. "If he junped, that's tantanount to

sui cide, even if they had been planning to kill him Wth the bag over
his head and the way he was trussed up, we've got maybe cul pabl e
honi ci de. Their defence would be that they were trying to scare him he
got too scared and did sonething they hadn't been expecting - junped

t hrough a wi ndow."'

"To do which he nust have been scared out of his wits.'

MacAskill shrugged. “Still not murder. The crux is, were they trying
to scare him or kill hinf

1"l be sure to ask them'

"It's got a gang feel to it: drugs maybe, or a | oan he'd stopped
repayi ng, sonebody he'd ripped off.' MacAskill returned to his chair.
He opened a drawer and took out a can of Irn-Bru, opened it and
started to drink. He never went to the pub after work, didn't share the
whi sky when the teamgot a result. Soft drinks only: nore anmo for the
i ke-your-1loafers brigade. He asked Rebus if he wanted a can

"Not while I"mon duty, sir.'

MacAskill stifled a burp. "Get a bit nore background on the victim
John, let's see if it | eads anywhere. Renenber to chase forensics for
fingerprint 1D on the carry-out, and pathology for the PMresults. Did
he do drugs, that's question one in ny mnd. Make things easier for us
if he did. Unsolved, and we don't even know how to frame it - not the
sort of case | want to drag to the new station. Understood, John?'
“Unquestionably, sir.'

He turned to go, but the boss hadn't quite finished. “~That trouble
over ... what was the name agai n?'

“ Spaven?' Rebus guessed.

" Spaven, yes. Quietened down yet, has it?

"Quiet as the grave,' Rebus lied, nmaking his exit.

Chapter 3

That evening - a |ong-standi ng engagenment - Rebus was at a rock

concert at Ingliston Showground, an Anerican headliner with a

coupl e of biggish-nane British acts supporting. Rebus was part of a
team of eight, four different city stations represented, providing back-
up (neaning protection) for Trading Standards sniffers. They were

| ooki ng for bootleg gear - T-shirts and programres, tapes and CDs -

and had the full support of the bands' managenent. This neant

backst age passes, liberal use of the hospitality narquee, a |ucky-bag of



of ficial merchandi sing. The | ackey passing out the bags snmled at Rebus.
“Maybe your kids or grandkids ...  Thrusting the bag at him He'd
bitten back a remark, passed straight to the booze tent, where he

coul dn't decide between the dozens of hooch bottles, so settled for a
beer, then wi shed he'd taken a nip of Black Bush, so eased the unopened
bottle into his |ucky-bag.

They had two vans parked outside the arena, way back behind the

stage, filling with counterfeiters and their nerchandi se. Macl ay weaved
back to the vans nursing a set of knuckl es.

"Who did you pop, Heavy?

Macl ay shook his head, wi ping sweat fromhis brow, a M chel angel o
cherub turned bad.

“Sorme choob was resisting,' he said. Had a suitcase with him |
punched a hole right through it. He didn't resist after that.'

Rebus | ooked into the back of a van, the one hol ding bodies. A couple
of kids, hardening already to the system and two regulars, old enough
to know the score. They'd be fined a day's wages, the |oss of their stock
just another debit. The summer was young, plenty festivals to cone.
“Fucki ng awful racket.'

Macl ay neant the music. Rebus shrugged; he'd been getting into it,

t hought maybe he'd take hone a couple of the bootleg CDs. He offered
Macl ay the bottle of Black Bush. Maclay drank fromit like it was

| emonade. Rebus offered hima mnt afterwards, and he threw it into his
mouth with a nod of thanks.

"Post nortemresults cane in this afternoon,' the big man said.

Rebus had neant to phone, hadn't got round to it. ~And?

Macl ay crushed the mnt to powder. "The fall killed him Apart from
that, not nuch.'

The fall killed him little chance of a straight rmurder conviction.

" Toxi col ogy?'

"Still testing. Professor Gates said when they cut into the stonach,
there was a strong whiff of dark rum

"There was a bottle in the bag.'

Macl ay nodded. "“The decedent's tipple. Gates said no initial signs of
drug use, but we'll have to wait for the tests. 1 went through the phone
book for M tchisons.'

Rebus snmiled. "So did I|.'

"I know, one of the numbers | called, you' d already been on to them

No j oy?

Rebus shook his head. | got a nunber for T-Bird G| in Aberdeen

Their personnel manager's going to call ne back.

A Tradi ng Standards officer was coming towards them arns |aden

with T-shirts and programmes. His face was red fromexertion, his thin
tie hanging | oose at the neck. Behind him an officer from F Troop'



Li vi ngston Division - was escorting another prisoner.

"Nearly done, M Baxter?'

The Tradi ng Standards officer dunped the T-shirts, lifted one and

wi ped his face with it.

"That should about do it,' he said. "1'll round up ny soldiers."'

Rebus turned to Maclay. "I'mstarving. Let's see what they' ve laid on
for the superstars.'

There were fans trying to breach security, teenagers nostly, split half
and half, boys and girls. A few had nanaged to inveigle their way in.
They wandered around behind the barriers | ooking for faces they would
recogni se fromthe posters on their bedroomwalls. Then when they did
spot one, they'd be too awed or shy to talk.

“Any ki ds?' Rebus asked Maclay. They were in hospitality, nursing
bottl es of Beck's taken from a cool box Rebus hadn't noticed first tine
round.

Macl ay shook his head. "Divorced before it becanme an issue, if you'll
pardon the pun. You?

" One daughter.'

"Grown up? "Sonetines | think she's older than ne.'

"Kids grow up faster than in our day.' Rebus smiled at that, Maclay a
good ten years his junior.

A girl, squealing resistance, was being haul ed back to the perineter
by two burly security men.

“Jinmy Cousins,' Maclay said, pointing out one of the security bears.
"Do you know hi nP'

"He was stationed at Leith for a while.'

"Retired |l ast year, only forty-seven. Thirty years in. Now he's got his
pension and a job. Makes you think.'

“Makes me think he msses the force.'

Maclay smiled. "It can turn into a habit.'

“That why you di vorced?

| dare say it played a part.'

Rebus thought of Brian Holmes, feared for him Stress getting to the
younger man, affecting work and personal |ife both. Rebus had been there.
“You know Ted M chie?'

Rebus nodded: the man he'd replaced at Fort Apache.

"Doctors think it's terminal. He won't |et themcut, says knives are
agai nst his religion.'

"I hear he was handy with a truncheon in his day.'

One of the support bands entered the marquee to scattered appl ause.
Five males, md-twenties, stripped to the waist with towels around their
shoul ders, high on sonmething - maybe just from perform ng. Hugs and

ki sses froma group of girls at a table, whoops and roars.

"We fucking killed themout there!’



Rebus and Macl ay drank their drinks in silence, tried not to | ook Iike
pronoters, succeeded.

When they wal ked back outside, it was dark enough for the light-

show to be worth watching. There were fireworks, too, rem nding

Rebus that it was the tourist season. Not long till the nightly Tattoo,
fireworks you could hear from Marchnont, even with the w ndows

closed. A canera crew, stal ked by photographers, was itself stalking the
mai n support band who were ready to go on. Maclay watched the
processi on.

“You're probably surprised they're not after you,' he said, mschief in
hi s voi ce.

"Fuck off,' Rebus replied, nmaking for the side of the stage. The passes
were col our-coded. H s was yellow, and it got himas far as the stage-
wi ngs, where he watched the entertai nment. The sound systemwas a
travesty, but there were nonitors nearby and he concentrated on those.
The crowd seenmed to be having fun, bobbing up and down, a sea of

di senbodi ed heads. He thought of the Isle of Wght, of other festivals
he'd mi ssed, headliners who weren't around any nore.

He thought of Lawson Geddes, his one-time nentor, boss, protector,

his nenory rippling back through two decades.

John Rebus, md-twenties, a detective constable, |ooking to put arny
years behind him ghosts and nightmares. A wife and infant daughter
trying to be his life. And Rebus maybe seeking out a surrogate father,
finding one in Lawson Geddes, Detective Inspector, Cty of Edinburgh
Poli ce. Geddes was forty-five, ex-arny, served in the Borneo conflict,
told stories of jungle war versus The Beatles, no one back in Britain
very interested in a | ast spasmof colonial nuscle. The two nmen found

t hey shared common val ues, common ni ght sweats and dreans of

failure. Rebus was new to CI D, Geddes knew everything there was to
know. It was easy to recall the first year of growi ng friendship, easy now
to forgive the few hiccups: Geddes nmaking a pass at Rebus's young

wi fe, al nbst succeedi ng; Rebus passing out at a Geddes party, waking in
the dark and pissing into a dresser-drawer, thinking he'd found the
toilet; acouple of fist-fights after last orders, the fists not connecting,
turning into westling matches instead.

Easy to forgive so much. But then they |anded a murder inquiry,

Leonard Spaven Geddes' chief suspect. Geddes and Lenny Spaven had

been pl ayi ng cat-and-nouse for a couple of years - aggravated assault,
pi npi ng, the hijacking of a couple of cigarette lorries. Even whispers of
a nmurder or two, gangster stuff, trimmng the conpetition. Spaven had
been in the Scots Guards sane tine as CGeddes, maybe the bad bl ood
started there, neither man ever said.

Christmas 1976, a gruesone find on farm and near Swanston: a

wonan' s body, decapitated. The head turned up al nbst a week | ater,



New Year's Day, in another field near Currie. The weather was sub-
zero. Fromthe rate of decay, the pathol ogist was able to say that the
head had been kept indoors for sonme tinme after being severed fromthe
body, while the body itself had been dunped fresh. d asgow police

sem -interested,the file on Bible John still open six years on
Identification fromclothing initially, a nenber of the public com ng
forward to say the description sounded |ike a nei ghbour who hadn't

been seen for a couple of weeks. The nil kman had kept on delivering
until he decided no one was hone, that she had gone away for

Christmas without telling him

Police forced the front door. Unopened Christnmas cards on the hal
carpet; a pot of soup on the stove, speckled with nould; a radio playing
quietly. Relatives were found, identified the body - Elizabeth Rhind,
Elsie to her friends. Thirty-five years old, divorced froma sailor in the
mer chant navy. She'd worked for a brewery, shorthand and typing.

She' d been well Iiked, the outgoing type. The ex-husband, suspect one,
had a steel-toecapped alibi: his ship was in Gb at the tine. Lists of the
victims friends, especially boyfriends, and a nane cane up: Lenny. No
surname, soneone El sie had gone out with for a few weeks. Drinking
conmpani ons provided a description, and Lawson Geddes recognised it:
Lenny Spaven. Geddes fornmed his theory quickly: Lenny had zeroed in

on El sie when he | earned she worked at the brewery. He was probably

| ooki ng for inside gen, maybe thinking of a truck hijack or a sinple
break-in. Elsie refused to help, he got angry, and he killed her

It sounded good to Geddes, but he found it hard to convince anyone

el se. There was no evidence either. They couldn't determine a tine of
death, leaving a twenty-four-hour margin of error, so Spaven didn't
need to provide an alibi. A search of his hone and those of his friends
showed no bl oodstai ns, nothing. There were other strands they should
have been followi ng, but Geddes couldn't stop thinking about Spaven.

It nearly drove John Rebus denmented. They argued |oudly, nore than
once, stopped going for drinks together. The brass had a word with
Geddes, told himhe was becom ng obsessed to the detrinent of the
inquiry. He was told to take a holiday. They even had a collection for
himin the Murder Room

Then one night he'd cone to Rebus's door, begging a favour. He

| ooked like he hadn't slept in a week, or changed his clothes over that
time. He said he'd been foll owing Spaven, and had tracked himto a

| ock-up in Stockbridge. He was probably still there if they hurried.
Rebus knew it was wong; there were procedures. But Geddes was
shivering,wild-eyed. Al idea of search warrants and the |ike
evaporated. Rebus insisted on driving, Geddes giving directions.

Spaven was still in the garage. So were brown cardboard boxes, piled

hi gh: the proceeds froma South Queensferry warehouse break-in back



in Novenber. Digital clock-radios: Spaven was fitting plugs to them
preparing to hawk them around the pubs and cl ubs. Behind one pile of

boxes, Geddes di scovered a plastic carrier bag. Inside were a woman's

hat and a cream shoul der-bag, both later identified as having bel onged

to El sie Rhind.

Spaven protested his innocence fromthe noment Geddes lifted up

the carrier bag and asked what was inside. He protested all the way
through the rest of the investigation, the trial, and as he was being
haul ed back to the cells after being handed down a life sentence. Ceddes
and Rebus were in court, Geddes back to normal, beam ng satisfaction

Rebus just a little uneasy. They'd had to concoct a story: an anonynous
tip-off on a consignnment of stolen goods, a chance find ... It felt right
and wong at the same tine. Lawson Geddes hadn't wanted to talk

about it afterwards, which was strange: usually they dissected their cases
- successful or not - over a drink. Then, to everyone's surprise, Geddes
had resigned fromthe force, with pronotion only a year or two away.

I nstead, he'd gone to work in his father's off-sales business - there was
al ways a di scount waiting for serving officers - nmade sone noney, and
retired at a youthful fifty-five. For the past ten years, he'd been living
with his wife Etta in Lanzarote.

Ten years ago Rebus had received a postcard. Lanzarote had " not

much fresh water, but enough to tenper a glass of whisky, and the

Torres wines need no adulteration'. The | andscape was al nost | unar,

“bl ack vol canic ash, so an excuse not to garden!', and that was about it.
He hadn't heard anything since, and Geddes hadn't furnished his

address on the island. That was OK, friendships came and went.

Geddes had been a useful man to know at the tine, he'd taught Rebus a |ot.
Dyl an: Don't Look Back.

The here and now. |ight-show stinging Rebus's eyes. He blinked back

tears, stepped away fromthe stage, retreated to hospitality. Pop stars
and entourage, loving the nmedia interest. Flash-bulbs and questions. A
spune of chanpagne. Rebus brushed flecks from his shoul der, decided

it was tinme to find his car. The Spaven case shoul d have renai ned cl osed, no
matter how | oudly

the prisoner hinself protested. But in jail, Spaven had started witing,
his witings smuggled out by friends or bribed jailers. Pieces had started
to see publication - fiction at first, an early story picking up first prize
in

sone newspaper conpetition. Wien the winner's true identity and

wher eabouts were reveal ed, the newspaper got itself a bigger news story.
More witing, nore publication. Then a TV dranmm, penned by Spaven.

It won an award sonewhere in Gernmany, another in France, it was

shown in the USA, an estimated audience of twenty million worldw de.

There was a followup. Then a novel, and then the non-fiction pieces



started appearing - Spaven's early life at first, but Rebus knew where
the story woul d | ead.

By this time there was |oud support in the nmedia for an early rel ease,
nul lified when Spaven assaul ted anot her prisoner severely enough to
cause brain damage. Spaven's pieces fromjail becane nore el oquent

than ever - the man had been jealous of all the attention, had attenpted
to nurder Spaven in the corridor outside his cell. Self-defence. And the
crunch: Spaven woul d not have been placed in this invidious position
were it not for a gross miscarriage of justice. The second instal nent of
Spaven' s aut obi ography ended with the Elsie Rhind case, and with

mention of the two police officers who'd framed him- Lawson CGeddes

and John Rebus. Spaven reserved his real |oathing for Geddes, Rebus

just a bit-player, Geddes' |ackey. More nedia interest. Rebus saw it as a
revengef antasy, planned over long incarcerated years, Spaven

unhi nged. But whenever he read Spaven's work, he saw power ful
mani pul ati on of the reader, and he thought back to Lawson Geddes on

his doorstep that night; to the lies they told afterwards

And then Lenny Spaven died, committed suicide. Took a scalpel to

his throat and opened it up, a gash you could fit your hand inside. More
runour: he'd been nurdered by jailers before he could conplete

vol une three of his autobiography, detailing his years and depredations
in several Scottish prisons. O jeal ous prisoners had been all owed access
to his cell.

O it was suicide. He left a note, three drafts crunpled on the floor,

mai ntaining to the end his innocence in the Elsie Rhind killing. The
nmedia started sniffing their story, Spaven's life and death big news. And
now ... three things.

One:the inconplete third vol une of autobi ography had been

publ i shed - “heart-breaking' according to one critic, “a massive

achi evenent' for another. It was still on the best-seller list, Spaven's

face staring out from bookshop wi ndows all along Princes Street. Rebus
tried to avoid the route.

Two: a prisoner was rel eased, and told reporters he was the | ast

person to see or speak to Spaven alive. According to him Spaven's | ast
words were: " God knows |'minnocent, but I'mso tired of saying it over
and over.' The story earned the ex-offender L750 from a newspaper;

easy to see it as flannel waved at a gullible press.

Three: a new TV series was | aunched, The Justice Programme, a hard-
hitting look at crinme, the system and m scarriages of justice. High
ratings for its first series - attractive presenter Eanmonn Breen scoopi ng
wonmen viewers - so now a second series was on the bl ocks, and the
Spaven case - severed head, accusations, and suicide of a nedia darling
- was to be the showcase opener.

Wth Lawson Geddes out of the country, address unknown, | eaving



John Rebus to carry the filmcan. Al ex Harvey: ° Franed'
Segue to Jethro Tull: “Living in the Past'.

He went home by way of the Oxford Bar - a |ong detour, always

wort hwhil e. The gantry and optics had a quietly hypnotic effect, the
only possible explanation as to why the regulars could stand and stare at
them for hours at a stretch. The barnman waited for an order; Rebus did
not have a “usual' drink these days, variety the spice of life and all that.
"Dark rum and a half of Best.'

He hadn't touched dark rumin years, didn't think of it as a young

man's drink. Yet Allan Mtchison had drunk it. A seaman's drink

anot her reason to think he worked of fshore. Rebus handed over npney,
downed the short in one sour swallow, rinsed his nouth with the beer,
found hinself finishing it too quickly. The barman turned w th his change.
"Make it a pint this tine, Jon.'

“And anot her run®'

“Jesus, no.' Rebus rubbed his eyes, bumed a cigarette fromhis

dr owsynei ghbour. The Spavencase ... it had dragged Rebus

backwards through tine, forcing himto confront nenory, then to

wonder if his nenory was playing tricks. It remai ned unfinished

busi ness, twenty years on. Like Bible John. He shook his head, tried to
clear it of history, and found hinself thinking of Allan Mtchison, of
falling headl ong on to spiked rails, watching themrise towards you,

arnms held fast to a chair so there was only one choice left: did you
confront doom open-eyed or closed? He wal ked around the bar to use

the tel ephone, put noney in and then couldn't think who to call
"Forgotten the number?' a drinker asked as Rebus got his coin back

“Aye,' he said, "what's the Samaritans' again?

The drinker surprised him knew the nunber pat.Four blinks fromhis
answering machi ne neant four nmessages. He lifted

the instruction manual. It was open at page six, the "Playback' section
boxed with red pen, paragraphs underlined. He foll owed the instruc-
tions. The nachi ne deci ded to work.

“It's Brian.' Brian Hol nes. Rebus opened the Bl ack Bush and poured,
listening. “Just to say ... well, thanks. Mnto's recanted, so I'moff the
hook. Hope | can return the favour.' No energy in the voice, a nouth
tired of words. End nessage. Rebus savoured the whiskey.

Bl i p: message two.

"I was working late and thought |'d give you a call, Inspector. W
spoke earlier, Stuart Mnchell, personnel manager at T-Bird Gl.
| canconfirmthat Allan Mtchison was in our enploy. | can fax through the

details if you have a nunber. Call nme at the office tonorrow. Bye.'
Goodbye and bingo. Arelief to know sonething about the deceased



other than his taste in nusic. Rebus's ears were roaring: the concert and
t he al cohol, bl ood poundi ng.

Message three: “It's Howdenhall here, thought you were in a hurry

but | can't find you. Typical CD.' Rebus knew the voice: Pete Hewi tt

at the police |lab, Howdenhall. Pete | ooked fifteen, but was probably
early twenties, smart-nouthed with a brain to match. Fingerprints a
speciality. "1 got nostly partials, but a couple of beauties, and guess
what ? Their owner's on the conputer. Past convictions for violence.

Phone nme back if you want a nane.'

Rebus checked his watch. Pete doing his usual tease. It was gone

el even, he'd be hone or out on the ran-dan, and Rebus didn't have a

home nunber for him He kicked the sofa, wi shed he'd stayed hone:

carting off bootleggers a pure waste of tinme. Still, he had the Bl ack Bush
and a bagful of CDs, T-shirts he'd never wear, a poster of four tykes
with acne close-ups. He'd seen their faces before, couldn't think where
One nessage to go.

“John?'

A wonman's voi ce, one he recognised.

“If you're hone, pick up, please. | hate these things.' Pause, waiting.
A sigh. "OK then, look, nowthat we're not ... | mean, now |'m not

your boss, how about some socialising? Dinner or something. Gve ne a
call at hone or office, OK? While there's tine. | nean, you won't be at

Fort Apache for ever. Take care.'

Rebus sat down, staring at the machine as it clicked off. G|

Tenpl er, Chief Inspector, one-tine “significant other'. She'd becone
his boss only recently, frost on the surface, no sign of anything but

i ceberg beneath. Rebus took another drink, toasted the machine. A
woman had just asked himfor a date: when had that |ast happened? He
got up and went to the bathroom exam ned his reflection in the cabinet
mrror, rubbed his chin and | aughed. Twilit eyes, |ank hair, hands that
trenbl ed when he lifted themlevel.

“Looki ng good, John.' Yes, and he could fib for Scotland. G|

Tenpl er, | ooking as good these days as when they'd first nmet, asking

hi m out ? He shook his head, still |aughing. No, there had to be
sonething ... A hidden agenda.

Back in the living room he enptied his |ucky-bag, found that the
poster of the four tykes matched the cover of one of the CDs. He recognised
it: The Dancing Pigs. One of Mtchison's tapes, their |atest

recording. He recalled a couple of the faces fromthe hospitality tent:
We flicking killed themout there! Mtchison had owed at |east two of
their al buns.

Funny he hadn't had a ticket to the gig

Hi s front door bell: short, two rings. He wal ked back down the hail
checking the tine. Eleven twenty-five. Put his eye to the spy-hole,



didn't believe what he saw, opened the door wi de.

“"Where's the rest of the crew?'

Kayl ei gh Burgess stood there, heavy bag hangi ng from her shoul der,
hai r tucked up under an oversized green beret, strands curling down
past both ears. Cute and cynical at the same tinme: Don't-Mick-Me-
About - Unl ess- | - \ant - You- To. Rebus had seen t he nodel and year before.
“In their beds, nost likely.'

“You nmean Eanonn Breen doesn't sleep in a coffin?

A guarded smile; she adjusted the weight of the bag on her shoul der.
“You know,' not looking at him fussing with the bag instead, "you're
doi ng yourself no favours refusing to even discuss this with us. It
doesn't nake you | ook good."

"I was no pin-up to start with.'

"We're not taking sides, that's not what The Justice Programe's about.'

"Real ly? Wl |, nuchas | enjoy ablether onthe doorsteplast thingat night ..."

“You haven't heard, have you?' Now she |ooked at him "No, | didn't
think so. Too soon. We've had a Unit out in Lanzarote, trying to
i nterview Lawson Geddes. | got a phone call this evening ...~

Rebus knew the face and tone of voice; he'd used them hinself on

many grim occasions, trying to break the news to famly, to friends
“What happened?’

"He committedsuicide. Apparently he'd been suffering from

depression since his wife died. He shot hinself.'

“Aw, Christ.' Rebus swivelled fromthe door, |egs heavy as he nade

for the living room the whiskey bottle. She foll owed him placed her
bag on the coffee table. He nbtioned with the bottle and she nodded.
They chi nked gl asses.

"When did Etta die?

“About a year ago. Heart attack, | think. There's a daughter, lives in
London. ' Rebus renenbered her: a cheeky-faced pre-teen with braces. Her
name was Ail een.

"Did you hound Geddes the way you've hounded ne?

"We don't "hound", Inspector. W just want everyone to have their
say. It's important to the programe.’
"The progranme.' Rebus shook his head. “Well, you've not got a

programre now, have you?'

The drink had brought colour to her face. "On the contrary, M

Geddes' suicide could be construed as an admission of guilt. It nmakes a
hel | of a punch-line.' She'd recovered well; Rebus wondered how nuch

of her earlier tinmdity had been an act. He realised she was standing in
hisliving room records, CDs, enpty bottles, books piled high on the
floor. He couldn't let her see the kitchen: Johnny Bible and Bi bl e John
spread across the table, evidence of an obsession. “That's why |'m here
partly. | could have given you the news over the tel ephone, but I



thought it was the sort of thing best done face to face. And now t hat
you're alone, the only living witness so to speak ...  She reached into
the bag, produced a professional -l ooking tape deck and mi crophone.

Rebus put down his glass and wal ked over to her, hands out.

“May |?

She hesitated, then handed over the equi pnent. Rebus wal ked down

the hail with it. The front door was still open. He stepped into the
stairwell, reached a hand over the guard-rail, and let go the recorder. It
fell two flights, case splintering on inmpact with the stone floor. She was
ri ght behind him

“You'll pay for that!'

“Send me the bill and we'll see.'
He wal ked back inside and closed the door after him put the chain
on as a hint, and watched through the spy-hole till she'd gone.

He sat in his chair by the wi ndow, thinking of Lawson Geddes.

Typical Scot, he couldn't cry about it. Crying was for football defeats,
ani mal bravery stories, “~Flower of Scotland' after closing tine. He cried
about stupid things, but tonight his eyes remmined stubbornly dry.

He knew he was in shit. They only had hi mnow, and they'd redouble

their efforts to sal vage a programre. Besi des, Burgess was right:
prisoner suicide, policeman suicide - it was a hell of a punch-line. But
Rebus didn't want to be the nan to feed themit. Like them he wanted
to know the truth - but not for the sane reasons. He couldn't even say
jp/~" he wanted to know. One course of action: start his own

i nvestigation. The only problemwas, the further he dug, the nore he

m ght be creating a pit for his own reputation - what was left of it -
and, nmore inportantly, that of his one-tinme nentor, partner, friend.
Probl em connected to the first: he wasn't objective enough; he couldn't
i nvestigate hinmself. He needed a stand-in, an understudy.

He picked up the tel ephone, pressed seven nunbers. A sl eepy

response.
“Yeah, hell o?'
"Brian, it's John. Sorry to phone so late, | need that favour repaid.’

They met in the car park at Newcraighall. Lights were on in the UC
cinema conplex, sonme |ate showi ng. The Mega Bowl was cl osed; so was
McDonal d's. Hol nes and Nell Stapleton had noved into a house just

of f Duddi ngston Park, |ooking across Portobell o Golf Course and the
Freightliner Terminal. Holmes said the freight traffic didn't keep him
awake through the night. They could have nmet at the golf course, but it
was too close to Nell for Rebus's liking. He hadn't seen her in a couple
of years, not even at social functions - each had a gift for know ng when
the other would or wouldn't be in attendance. O d scrapes; Nell picking
at the scabs, obsessive

So they net a couple of mles away, in a gully, surrounded by cl osed



shops - DY store, shoe enmporium Toys R Us - still cops, even off duty.
Especially off duty.
Their eyes darted, using wing mrrors and rearview, |ooking for

shadows. Nobody in sight, they still talked in an undertone. Rebus
expl ai ned exactly what he want ed.

"This TV programe, | need sone ammp before | talk to them But

it's too personal with ne. | need you to go back over the Spaven case -

case notes, trial proceedings. Just read through them see what you think.'
Hol mes sat in the passenger seat of Rebus's Saab. He | ooked what he

was: a man who' d got undressed and gone to bed, only to have to get up
too shortly thereafter and put dayshift clothes on again. Hi s hair was
ruffled, shirt open two buttons, shoes but no socks. He stifled a yawn,
shaki ng hi s head.

I don't get it. What am | |ooking for?

“Just see if anything jars. Just ... | don't know.'

“You're taking this seriously then?

"Lawson CGeddes just killed hinmself.'

“Christ.' But Holnmes didn't even blink; beyond conpassion for nen

he didn't know, figures fromhistory. He had too much on his own nmnd
“Sonet hing el se,' Rebus said. "You mght track down an ex-con who

says he was the last person to talk to Spaven. | forget the nanme, but it
was reported in all the papers at the tine.'

"One question: do you think Geddes framed Lenny Spaven?

Rebus made a show of thinking it over, then shrugged. "Let ne tel

you the story. Not the story you'll find in ny witten notes on the case.
Rebus began to tal k: Geddes turning up at his door, the too-easy
finding of the bag, Geddes frantic before, unnaturally calmafter. The
story they manufactured, anonynous tip-off. Holmes listened in silence.
The ci nena began to enpty, young coupl es huggi ng, air-hopping

towards their cars, walking like they'd rather be |lying dow. A

gat heri ng of engi ne-noi se, exhaust funmes and headlights, tall shadows
on the canyon walls, the car park enptying. Rebus finished his version
" Anot her question.'

Rebus wai ted, but Hol nes was having trouble fornm ng the words. He

gave up finally and shook his head. Rebus knew what he was thi nking.

He knew Rebus had put the squeeze on Mnto, while believing Mnto to
have a case agai nst Hol nes. And now he knew that Rebus had lied to
protect Lawson CGeddes and to secure the conviction. The question in
his mnd a double strand - was Rebus's version the truth? How dirty
was the copper sitting behind the steering wheel ?

How dirty would Hol nes allow hinself to get before he left the force?
Rebus knew Nel | nagged hi m every day, quiet persuasion. He was

young enough for another career, any career, sonething clean and ri sk-
free. There was still time for himto get out. But maybe not nuch tine.



"OK,' Holnes said, opening the car door. “I'll start a.s.a.p.' He
paused. “But if | find any dirt, anything concealed in the margins ..."
Rebus turned on his lights, high-beam He started the car and drove off.

Chapter 4

Rebus woke up early. There was a book open on his lap. He | ooked

at the last paragraph he'd read before falling asleep, didn't recal

any of it. Mail lying inside the door: who'd be a postman in Edi nburgh
all those tenenment stairs? His credit-card bill: tw supermarkets, three
of f-1icences,and Bob's Rare Vinyl. |npul se buys oneSat urday

afternoon, after a lunchtime sesh in the Ox - Freak Qut on single vinyl,
m nt; The Vel vet Underground, peel-off banana intact; Sergeant Pepper in
mono with the sheet of cut-outs. He'd yet to play any of them already
had scratchy copies of the Velvets and Beatl es.

He shopped on Marchnont Road, ate breakfast at the kitchen table

with the Bible John/Johnny Bible nmaterial for a cloth. Johnny Bible
headl i nes: “Catch This Mnster!'; "“Baby-Faced Killer Cainms Third
Victim; “Public Warned: Be Vigilant'. Miuch the sane banners Bible

John was earning a quarter century before.

Johnny Bible's first victim Duthie Park, Aberdeen. M chelle

Strachan cane fromPittenweemin Fife, so of course all her Furry Boot
pals called her Mchelle Fifer. She didn't |ook |ike her near-nanmesake:
short and skinny, nousy shoul der-length hair, front teeth proninent.

She was a student at Robert Gordon University. Raped, strangled, one
shoe m ssi ng.

Victimtwo, six weeks later: Angela Riddell, Angie to her friends. In
her tine she'd worked at an escort agency, been arrested in a sl apper
sweep near Leith docks, and fronted a blues band, husky-voiced but
trying too hard. A record conpany had now rel eased the band's only

denp as a CD single, nmaking noney from ghouls and the curious.

Edi nburgh CI D had spent a |ot of hours - thousands of man hours -

trawl ing through Angie Riddell's past, seeking out old clients, friends,
fans of the band, l|ooking for a prozzy punter turned killer, an obsessed
bl ues fan, whatever. Warriston Cenetery, where the body was found,

was a known haunt of Hell's Angels, amateur black magicians, perverts
and loners. In the days follow ng the discovery of the body, at dead of
ni ght you were nore likely to trip over a snoozing surveillance team
than a crucified cat.

A mont h-1ong gap, during which the first two nurders had been

connected - Angie Riddell not only raped and strangl ed, but mssing a

di stinctive necklace, a row of two-inch netal crosses, bought in
Cockburn Street - then a third killing, this time in dasgow. Judith
Cairns, “Ju-Ju', was on the dole, which hadn't stopped her working in a



chip shop late evenings, a pub sonme lunchtines, and as a hote
chanber mai d weekend norni ngs. Wen she was found dead, there was

no sign of her backpack, which friends swore she took everywhere, even
to clubs and war ehouse raves.

Three wonen, aged ni neteen, twenty-four and twenty-one, nurdered

within three months. It was two weeks since Johnny Bible had struck. A
si x-week gap between victinms one and two had been whittled to a

cal endar nonth between two and three. Everyone was waiting, waiting

for the worst possible news. Rebus drank his coffee, ate his croissant,
and exam ned photos of the three victins, culled fromthe newspapers,

bl own-up grainy, all the young wonmen smiling, the way you only

usual ly did for a photographer. The canera always |i ed.

Rebus knew so nuch about the victinms, so little about Johnny Bible.
Though no police officer would admit it in public, they were inpotent,
all but going through the notions. It was his play; they were waiting for
himto slip up: overconfidence, or boredom or a sinple desire to be
caught, the know edge of what was right and wong. They were waiting
for a friend, a neighbour, a |oved one to cone forward, maybe an
anonymous call - one that would prove not nerely malicious. They

were all waiting. Rebus ran a finger over the biggest photo of Angie

Ri ddell. He'd known her, had been part of the teamthat had arrested
her and a lot of other working girls that night in Leith. The atnosphere
had been good, a lot of jokes, jibes at married officers. Mst of the
prostitutes knew the routine, those who did cal ning those who were

new to the gane. Angie Riddell had been stroking the hair of a
hysterical teenager, a druggie. Rebus had |iked her style, had
interviewed her. She'd nade himlaugh. A couple of weeks later, he'd
driven down Commercial Street, asked how she was doing. She'd told
himtine was noney, and talk didn't conme cheap, but offered hima

di scount if he wanted anything nore substantial than hot air. He'd

| aughed agai n, bought her tea and a bridie at a | ate-opening café. A
fortnight later, he found hinself down in Leith again, but according to
the girls she hadn't been around, so that was that.

Raped, beaten, strangled.It all rem nded himof the Wrld's End killings, of
ot her murders of

young wonen, so many of themleft unsolved. Wirld' s End: COctober

“77, the year before Spaven, two teenagers drinking in the Wrld's End
pub on the High Street. Their bodies turned up next norning. Beaten,
hands tied, strangled, bags and jewellery m ssing. Rebus hadn't worked
the case, but knew nen who had: they carried with themthe frustration
of a job left undone, and would carry it to the grave. The way a | ot of
themsaw it, when you worked a nurder investigation, your client was
the deceased, nute and cold, but still screaming out for justice. It had to
be true, because sonmetines if you |listened hard enough you coul d hear



them screaning. Sitting in his chair by the wi ndow, Rebus had heard
many a despairing cry. One night, he'd heard Angie Riddell and it had
pi erced his heart, because he'd known her, liked her. In that instant it
becane personal for him He couldn't not be interested in Johnny Bible.
He just didn't know what he could do to help. His curiosity about the
original Bible John case was probably no help at all. It had sent him
back in time, spending less and less tine in the present. Sonetines it
took all his strength to pull himback to the here and now.

Rebus had tel ephone calls to make. First: Pete Hewitt at Howdenhal .
"Morning, Inspector, and isn't she a beauty?

Voi ce dripping irony. Rebus |ooked out at mlKky sunshine. "~ Rough

ni ght, Pete?'

"Rough? You could shave a yak with it. | take it you got ny nessage?
Rebus had pen and paper ready. | got a couple of decent prints off the
whi sky bottle: thunmb and forefinger. Tried lifting fromthe pol yt hene
bag and the tape binding himto the chair, but only a few parti al s,
nothing to build a case on.'

“Conme on, Pete, get to the ID.'

"Well, all that noney you conplain we spend on conputers ... | got a
mat ch within quarter of an hour. The nane is Anthony Ellis Kane. He
has a police record for attenpted nurder, assault, reset. Ring any bells?
"Not a one.'

"Well, he used to operate out of d asgow. No convictions these past
seven years.'

1"l ook himup when | get to the station. Thanks, Pete.'

Next call: the personnel office at T-Bird GIl. A |long-distance call
he'd wait and make it from Fort Apache. A glance out of the w ndow

no sign of the Redgauntlet crew. Rebus put his jacket on and nade for

t he door. He stopped in at the boss's office. MacAskill was guzzling |rn-Bru.
"We have a fingerprint 1D, Anthony Ellis Kane, previous convictions

for violence.'

MacAskill tossed the enpty can into his waste-basket. H's desk was
stacked with old paperwork - drawer one of the filing cabinet. There
was an enpty packing case on the floor.

“What about the decedent's fanmily, friends?

Rebus shook his head. "“Deceased worked for T-Bird Ol. I'mgoing to
call the personnel manager for details.'

“Make that job one, John.'

“Job one, sir.’'

But when he got to the Shed and sat at his desk, he thought about
phoning G Il Tenpler first, decided against it. Bain was at his desk
Rebus didn't want an audience.

"Dod,' he said, “run a check on Anthony Ellis Kane. Howdenhal |

found his prints on the carry-out.' Bain nodded and started typing.



Rebus phoned Aberdeen, gave his nanme and asked to be put through to
Stuart M nchell

" Good norning, Inspector.'’

"Thanks for |eaving a message, M Mnchell. Do you have Allan

M t chi son's enpl oynent detail s?

"Right in front of me. What do you want to know?'

“A next of kin.'

M nchel | shuffled paper. “~There doesn't appear to be one. Let ne
check his CV.' A long pause, Rebus happy not to be making the cal

fromhonme. “Inspector, it seens Allan Mtchison was an orphan. | have
details of his education, and there's a children's hone nentioned.'
"No famly?

"No nention of a famly.'

Rebus had witten Mtchison's nane on a sheet of paper. He
underlined it now, the rest of the page a blank, "Wat was M

M tchison's position within the conpany?

"Hewas ... let's see, he worked for Pl atform M ntenance,
specifically as a painter. W have a base in Shetland, naybe he worked
there.' More paper shuffling. "No, M Mtchison worked on the

pl atforns thensel ves.'

“Painting then?

“And general nmaintenance. Steel corrodes, |nspector. You've no idea
how fast the North Sea can strip paint fromsteel.'

"Which rig did he work on?

"Not a rig, a production platform 1'd have to check that.'

"Could you do that, please? And could you fax ne through his
personnel file?

“You say he's dead?'

“Last tine | |ooked.'
“Then there should be no problem G ve ne your nunber there.'
Rebus did so, and term nated the call. Bain was wavi ng hi mover.

Rebus crossed the room and stood by Bain's side, the better to see the
comput er screen.

"This guy's pure nental,' Bain said. H's phone rang. Bain picked up
started a conversation. Rebus read down the screen. Anthony Ellis
Kane, known as “Tony El', had a record going back to his youth. He

was now forty-four years old, well known to Strathclyde police. The

bul k of his adult life had been spent in the enploy of Joseph Toal, a.k.a.
“Uncl e Joe', who practically ran A asgow with nuscle provided by his

son and by nmen |ike Tony El. Bain put down the receiver.

“Uncle Joe,' he nused. "If Tony El is still working for him we could
have a very different case.'

Rebus was renenberi ng what the boss had said: it~ got a gang ftel to

it. Drugs or a default on a | oan. Maybe MacAskill was right.



"You know what this nmeans?' Bain said.

Rebus nodded. "Atrip to weegie-land.' Scotland's two main cities,
separated by a fifty-minute notorway trip, were wary nei ghbours, as

t hough years back one had accused the other of sonmething and the
accusation, unfounded or not, still rankled. Rebus had a couple of
contacts in dasgow CID, so went to his desk and nmade the calls.

“If you want info on Uncle Joe,' he was told during the second call
"best talk to Chick Ancram Wit, I'Il give you his numnber.'

Charles Ancram it turned out, was a Chief |nspector based in

CGovan. Rebus spent a fruitless half hour trying to find him then went
for a wal k. The shops in front of Fort Apache were the usual neta
shutters and nesh grille affairs, Asian owners nostly, even if the shops
were staffed with white faces. Men hung around on the street outside,
T-shirted, sporting tattoos, snoking. Eyes as trustworthy as a weasel in
a hen- house.

Eggs? Not me, pal, can't stand them

Rebus bought cigarettes and a newspaper. Wl king out of the shop, a
baby buggy caught his ankles, a woman told himto m nd where he was
fucki ng going. She bustled away, hauling a toddl er behind her. Twenty,
maybe twenty-one, hair dyed blonde, two front teeth mssing. Her

bared forearns showed tattoos, too. Across the road, an advertising
hoarding told himto spend 20k on a new car. Behind it, the di scount
super mar ket was doi ng no business, kids using its car park as a

skat eboard ri nk.

Back in the Shed, Maclay was on the tel ephone. He held the receiver
out to Rebus.

" Chi ef I nspector Ancram returning your call.' Rebus rested agai nst the desk.
“Hel | 0?'
"I nspector Rebus? Ancram here, | believe you want a word.'

“Thanks for getting back to nme, sir. Two words really: Joseph Toal .
Ancram snorted. He had a west coast drawl, nasal, always managi ng
to sound a little condescending. ~Uncle Joe Corl eone? Qur own dear
Godf at her? Has he done sonething | don't know about?

"Do you know one of his men, a guy called Anthony Kane?

“Tony El,' Ancram confirmed. ~Worked for Uncle Joe for years.'

" Past tense?

"He hasn't been heard of in a while. Story is he crossed Uncle Joe,
and Uncl e Joe got Stanley to see to things. Tony El was all cut up about it.
"Wio's Stanl ey?

“Uncle Joe's son. It's not his real name, but everyone calls him

St anl ey, on account of his hobby."

“Which is?

“Stanl ey knives, he collects them

“You think Stanley topped Tony El ?



"Well, the body hasn't turned up, which is usually proof enough in a
perverse way.'

“Tony El's very much alive. He was through here a few days ago.'

| see.' Ancramwas quiet for a nonment. In the background Rebus

coul d hear busy voices, radio transm ssions, police station sounds. " Bag
over the head?

“How did you know?'

“Tony El's trademark. So he's back in circulation, eh? Inspector, |
think you and ne better have a tal k. Monday norning, can you find
Govan station? No, wait, make it Partick, 613 Dunbarton Road. |'ve a
meeting there at nine. Can we say ten?'

"Ten's fine.'

" See you then.'

Rebus put down the tel ephone. "~Monday norning at ten,' he told

Bain. "I'moff to Partick."’

“You poor bastard,' Bain replied, sounding |like he neant it.

"Want us to put out Tony El's description? Maclay asked. Pronto.
Let's see if we can | assoo hi mbefore Mnday.'

Bi bl e John flew back into Scotland on a fine Friday norning. The first
thing he did at the airport was pick up some newspapers. In the kiosk,
he saw that a new book had been published on Wrld War Two, so

bought that too. Sitting in the concourse, he flicked through the
newspapers, finding no new stories concerning the Upstart. He left the
papers on his seat and went to the carousel, where his |uggage was

wai ting.

A taxi took himinto @ asgow. He had al ready decided not to stay in
the city. It wasn't that he had anything to fear fromhis old hunting-
ground, but that a stay there would bring little profit. O necessity,
d asgow brought back bittersweet nmenories. In the late sixties, it had
been reinventing itself: knocking down old sluns, building their
concrete equivalents on the outskirts. New roads, bridges, notorways -
the place had been an enornmous building site. He got the feeling the
process was still ongoing, as if the city still hadn't acquired an identity
it

coul d be confortable with.

A probl em Bi bl e John knew son®et hi ng about.

From Queen Street station, he took a train to Edi nburgh, and used

his celiphone to reserve a roomat his usual hotel, placing it on his
corporate account. He called his wife to tell her where he'd be. He had
his laptop with him and did some work on the train. Wrk soothed

him a busy brain was best. Go therefore now, and work; for there shal
no straw be given you, yet shall ye deliver the tale of bricks. The Book
of Exodus. The nedia back then had done hima favour, and so had the
police. They'd issued a description saying his first name was John and



he was "fond of quoting fromthe Bible'. Neither was particularly true:
his m ddl e nane was John, and he had only occasionally quoted al oud
fromthe good book. In recent years, he'd started attending church
again, but nowregretted it, regretted thinking he was safe.

There was no safety in this world, just as there would be none in the

next.

He left the train at Haymarket - in sumer it was easier to catch a

taxi there - but when he stepped out into sunshine, he decided to walk
to the hotel: it was only five or ten mnutes away. H s case had wheels,

and his shoul der-bag was not particularly heavy. He breathed deeply:
traffic funes and a hint of brewery hops. Tired of squinting, he paused

to put on sunglasses, and imediately |iked the world better. Catching

his reflection in a shop wi ndow he saw just another businessnan tired of
travelling. There was nothing nmenorabl e about either face or figure,

and the clothes were always conservative: a suit fromAustin Reed, shirt
by Double 2. A well-dressed and successful businessnan. He checked

the knot of his tie, and ran his tongue over the only two false teeth in his
head - necessary surgery froma quarter-century before. Like everyone

el se, he crossed the road at the |lights.

Check-in at his hotel took a matter of noments. He sat at the roonis

small circular table and opened his | aptop, plugging it into the nains,
changi ng the adaptor from1 IOv to 240. He used his password, then

doubl e-clicked on the file marked UPSTART. Inside were his notes on

Johnny Bi bl e so-called, his own psychol ogical profile of the killer. It was
bui I di ng ni cely.

Bi bl e John reflected that he had sonmething the authorities didn't

have: inside know edge of how a serial killer worked, thought and |ived,
the lies he had to tell, the guile and di sqgui ses, the secret |ife behind the
everyday face. It put himahead in the gane. Wth any |luck, he'd get to
Johnny Bible before the police did.

He had avenues to follow. One: fromhis working habits, it was clear

the Upstart had prior know edge of the Bible John case. How did he

gain this know edge? The Upstart was in his twenties, too young to
renmenber Bi bl e John. Therefore he'd heard about it sonmewhere, or

read about it, and then had gone on to research it in sone detail. There
were books - sonme of themrecent, sonme not - about the Bible John
killings or with chapters on themIf Johnny Bi bl e were being

nmeticul ous, he would have consulted all the available literature, but with
sone of the material long out of print he nust have been searching
secondhand bookshops, or else nmust have used libraries. The search was
narrow ng nicely.

Anot her connected avenue: newspapers. Again, it was unlikely the

Upstart had open access to papers froma quarter century ago. That

meant libraries again, and very few libraries held newspapers for that



Il ength of time. Search narrow ng nicely.

Then there was the Upstart hinself. Many predators made errors

early on, m stakes executed due to a |l ack either of proper planning or of
sinmpl e nerve. Bible John hinself was unusual: his real nistake had cone
with victimthree, with sharing a taxi with her sister. Wre there victins
around who had escaped the Upstart? That neant | ooking through

recent newspapers, seeking out attacks on woren in Aberdeen,

A asgow, Edi nburgh, tracking down the killer's false starts and early
failures. It would be tine-consunm ng work. But therapeutic, too.

He stripped and had a shower, then put on a nore casual outfit: navy

bl azer and khaki trousers. He decided not to risk using the tel ephone in
his room- the nunbers would be | ogged by reception - so headed out

into the sunshine. No phone boxes these days held directories, so he

wal ked into a pub and ordered tonic water, then asked for the phone
book. The barmaid - |ate teens, nose-stud, pink hair - handed it over
with a smle. At his table, he took out notebook and pen and jotted

down sone nunbers, then went to the back of the bar where the

tel ephone was kept. It was next to the toilets - private enough for the
pur pose, especially just nowwith the pub all but enpty. His calls were
to a couple of antiquarian booksellers and three libraries. The results
were, to his mind, satisfactory if by no nmeans revelatory, but then he'd
deci ded weeks back that this m ght be a drawn-out process. After all, he
had sel f-know edge on his side, but the police had hundreds of nen and
conputers and a publicity machine. And they could investigate openly.

He knew his own investigation into the Upstart had to be undertaken

with nore discretion. But he al so knew he needed hel p, and that was

ri sky. Involving others was always a risk. He'd considered the dil emma
over long days and nights - on one side of the scales, his wish to track
down the Upstart; on the other, the risk that in so doing, he would be
putting himself - his identity - in danger.

So he'd asked hinself a question: how badly did he want the Upstart?

And had answered it: very badly. Very badly indeed.

He spent the afternoon on and around George |V Bridge - the Nationa

Li brary of Scotland and the Central Lending Library. He had a reader's
card for the National Library, had done research there in the past -

busi ness; plus sone reading on the Second World War, his main hobby

t hese days. He browsed in | ocal secondhand bookshops too, asking if

they had any true-life crine. He told staff the Johnny Bi ble nurders

had ki ndl ed his interest.

"We only have half a shelf of true crime,' the assistant in the first shop
said, showing himwhere it was. Bible John feigned interest in the
books, then returned to the assistant's desk.

"No, nothing there, Do you al so search for books?

"Not as such,' the assistant said. "But we keep requests ...  She pulled



out a heavy ol d-style | edger and opened it. “If you put down what you're
| ooki ng for, your nane and address, if we happen across the book we'll
get in touch.'

"That's fine.'

Bi bl e John took out his pen, wote slowy, checking recent requests.

He flicked back a page, eyes running down the list of titles and subjects.
"Don't people have such varied interests?" he said, snmling at the

assi stant.

He tried the sanme pioy at three further shops, but found no evidence

of the Upstart. He then wal ked to the National Library's annexe on
Causewaysi de, where recent newspapers were kept, and browsed

through a nonth's worth of Scotsmans, Heral ds and Press and Journal s,
taking notes fromcertain stories: assaults, rapes. O course, even if there
was an early, failed victim it didn't nmean the attenpt had gone
reported. The Anmericans had a word for what he was doi ng. They

called it shitwork.

Back in the National Library proper, he studied the |ibrarians,

| ooki ng for someone special. Wen he thought he'd found what he was

| ooki ng for, he checked the library's opening hours, and decided to wait.
At closing time, he was standing outside the National Library,

sungl asses on in the nmid-evening light, crawling lines of traffic
separating himfromthe Central Library. He saw sone of the staff

| eave, singly and in groups. Then he spotted the young man he was

| ooki ng for. When the man headed down Victoria Street, Bible John
crossed the road and foll owed. There were a | ot of pedestrians about,
tourists, drinkers, a few people naking their way hone. He becane just
anot her of them wal king briskly, his eyes on his quarry. In the
Grassmarket, the young nman turned into the first avail able pub. Bible
John stopped and considered: a quick drink before heading hone? O

was the librarian going to neet friends, naybe make an evening of it?

He decided to go inside.

The bar was dark, noisy with office workers: nen with their suit

jackets draped over their shoul ders, wonmen sipping fromlong gl asses of
tonic. The librarian was at the bar, alone. Bible John squeezed in beside
hi m and ordered an orange juice. He nodded to the librarian's beer gl ass.
" Anot her ?

When the young man turned to | ook at him Bible John | eaned cl ose,

spoke quietly.

"Three things | want to tell you. One: I'ma journalist. Two: | want to
gi ve you L500. Three: there's absolutely nothing illegal involved.' He
paused. ~Now, do you want that drink?

The young man was still staring at him Finally he nodded.

“Is that yes to the drink or yes to the cash?' Bible John was smling too.
"The drink. You better tell nme alittle nore about the other.'



“It's a boring job or I'd do it nyself. Does the library keep a record of
books consulted and borrowed?

The librarian thought about it, then nodded. " Sone conputerised,
some still on cards.'

"Well, the conputer will be quick, but the cards nmay take you a
while. It'Il still be easy noney, believe ne. Wiat about if someone cane
in to consult old newspapers?

“Shoul d be on record. How | ong ago are we tal ki ng about ?

"It would be in the past three to six nonths. The papers they'd be

| ooking at would be from 1968 to " 70.'

He paid for two drinks with a twenty, opened his wallet so the
l'ibrarian could see plenty nore.

"It might take a while,' the young man said. "1'll have to cross-
ref erence between Causewaysi de and George |V Bridge.'

“There's another hundred if you can hurry things along.'

“1'll need details.' Bible John nodded, handed over a business card. It
stated nanme and a phony address, but no phone nunber.

"Don't try to get in touch. I'Il phone you. Wat's your nane?

“Mark Jenkins.'

"OK, Mark.' Bible John |lifted out two fifties, tucked theminto the
young man's breast pocket. "Here's sonething on account.'

"What's it all about anyway?'

Bi bl e John shrugged. "Johnny Bible. W're checking a possible
connection with sone old cases.'

The young nan nodded. " So what books are you interested in?

Bi bl e John handed hima printed list. "Plus newspapers. Scotsnans
and d asgow Heral ds, February 68 to Decenber "69.'

“And what do you want to know?'

" Peopl e who' ve been | ooking at them 1'll need names and addresses.
Can you do it?

" Act ual newspapers are held at Causewaysi de, we only stock
mcrofilm'

“What are you sayi ng?'

"I may need to ask a coll eague at Causewayside to help.'

Bi bl e John smled. "My paper's not short of a bob or two, as long as
we get results. How rmuch would your friend want ...?°

The Whi spering Rain



M nd me when m schief befalls nme
fromthe cruel and the vain

The Bat hers,
"Ave the Leopards'

Chapter 5

The Scots | anguage is especially rich in words to do with the

weat her: “dreich’' and “smirr' are only two of them

It had taken Rebus an hour to drive to Raintown, but another forty
mnutes to find Dunmbarton Road. He hadn't been to the station before:
Partick cop-shop had relocated in “93. The old station, the ~Marine'
he'd been there, but not the new place. Driving in dasgow could be a
nightmare for the uninitiated, a maze of one-way streets and ill-
signposted intersections. Rebus twice had to leave his car and call in for
i nstructions, both tinmes queui ng outside phone boxes in the rain. Only
it wasn't real rain, it was smrr, a fine spray-mnist which drenched you
before you knewit. It was blowing in fromthe west, noisture straight
fromthe Atlantic Ccean. It was all Rebus needed first thing on a dreich
Monday nor ni ng.

When he got to the station, he noticed a car in the car park, two
figures inside, snoke billowi ng froman open w ndow, radi o playing.
Reporters, had to be. They were the graveyard shift. At this point in a
story, reporters divvied the hours into shifts, so they could go off and be
sonewhere el se. Whoever was | eft on recce was on a promise to buzz

any breaks in the story to the other journalists pronto.

When he finally pushed open the station door, there was scattered

appl ause. He wal ked up to the desk.

"Finally made it, then?' the Duty Sergeant asked. "~ Thought we were
going to have to send out search parties.'

“Where's CI Ancrant?

“In a neeting. He said for you to go up and wait.'

So Rebus went upstairs, and found that the CID offices had becone

a spraw i ng Murder Room There were photographs on the walls:

Judith Cairns, Ju-Ju, inlife and in death. Mdre photos of the |locus -
Kel vi ngrove Park, a sheltered spot surrounded by bushes. A work rota
had been posted - interview grind nostly, shoe-|leather stuff, no big
breaks expected but you had to nmake the effort. Oficers clattered at



keyboards, nmaybe using the SCRO conputer, or even HOLMES -

the maj or enquiry database. Al nurder cases - excluding those sol ved
straight off - were put on the Home O fice Large Major Enquiry

System There were dedicated teans - detectives and uniforns - who
operated the system typing in data, checking and cross-referencing.
Even Rebus - no great fan of new technology - could see the advantages
over the old card-index system He stopped by a conputer term nal and
wat ched soneone entering a statenment. Then, |ooking up, he saw a face
he recogni sed, wal ked up to its owner

"Hiya, Jack, thought you were still in Falkirk?

DI Jack Morton turned, his eyes opening wide in disbelief. He rose
fromhis desk, took Rebus's hand and punped it.

"I am' he said, “but they're short-handed here.' He | ooked around the
room ~Understandably.'

Rebus | ooked Jack Morton up and down, couldn't believe what he

saw. Last tinme they'd net, Jack had been a couple of stone overweight, a
heavy snoker with a cough that could crack patrol-car w ndscreens.

Now he' d shed the excess weight, and the perennial ciggie was m ssing
fromhis mouth. Mre, his hair was professionally grooned and he was
dressed in an expensive-|ooking suit, polished black shoes, crisp shirt
and tie.

“What happened to you?' Rebus asked.

Morton smled, patted his near-flat stomach. “Just |ooked at nyself
one day and coul dn't understand why the mirror didn't break. Got off
the booze and the cigs, joined a health club."'

“Just like that?

"Life and death decisions. You can't afford to hem and haw. '

“You | ook great.

"Wsh | could say the sane, John.'

Rebus was thinking up a coneback when Cl Ancramentered the

room

"Dl Rebus?' They shook hands. The Chief Inspector didn't seem

keen to let go. His eyes were soaking up Rebus. “Sorry to keep you.'
Ancramwas in his early fifties, and every bit as well-dressed as Jack
Morton. He was bald nostly, but with Sean Connery's style and a thick
dark noustache to natch.

"Has Jack been giving you the tour?

"Not exactly, sir.'

"Well, this is the dasgow end of the Johnny Bi bl e operation.

“Is this the nearest station to Kelvingrove?

Ancramsniled. "Proximty to the |ocus was just one consideration.

Judith Cairns was his third victim by then the nmedia had already hit on



the Bi bl e John connection. And this is where all the Bible John files are
stored.'
“Any chance | can see then?

Ancram studi ed him then shrugged. "Cone on, I'll show you."'
Rebus foll owed Ancram al ong the corridor to another suite of offices.
There was a nusty snell in the air, nore library than cop-shop. Rebus

saw why: the roomwas full of old cardboard boxes, box-files with
spring hinges, packets of curl-edged paper bound with string. Four

CID officers - two male, two fermale - were working their way through
everything and anything to do with the original Bible John case.

"We had this lot stashed in a storeroom' Ancram said. "~ You should
have seen the stoor that cane off when we brought themout.' He blew
on a folder, fine powder rising fromit.

“You do think there's a connection then?

It was a question every police officer in Scotland had asked every
other police officer, for there was always the chance that the two cases,
the two killers, had nothing in common, in which event hundreds of

man- hour s were bei ng wast ed.

“Ch yes,' Ancramsaid. Yes: it was what Rebus felt, too. "I nean, the
nmodus operandi is close enough to start with, then there are the souvenirs
he takes fromthe scene. The description of Johnny Bible may be a
fluke, but I'msure he's copying his hero.' Ancram | ooked at Rebus.
“Aren't you?

Rebus nodded. He was | ooking at all the material, thinking how he'd
like to have a few weeks with it, how he m ght find sonmething no one

el se had spotted ... It was a dream of course, a fantasy, but on slow
nights sonetines it was notivati on enough. Rebus had his newspapers,
but they told only as much of the story as the police had wanted nade
public. He wal ked over to a row of shelves, read the spines of the box-
files: Door to Door; Taxi Firnms; Hairdressers; Tailors' Shops;

Hai r pi ece Suppliers.

" Hai r pi ece suppliers?

Ancram sniled. "His short hair, they thought maybe it was a wig.

They tal ked to hairdressers to see if anyone recogni sed the cut.'

"And to tailors because of his Italian suit.

Agai n Ancram stared at him

Rebus shrugged. "“The case interests me. Wiat's this?' He pointed to

a wall chart.

"Simlarities and dissinlarities between the two cases,' Ancram said.
“Dancehal | s versus the club scene. And the descriptions: tall, skinny,

shy, auburn hair, well dressed ... | nean, Johnny could al nbst be Bible
John's son.’
"That's sonmething |'ve been asking nyself. Supposing Johnny Bible



is basing hinmself on his hero, and supposing Bible John's still out there
sonewhere ...~

"Bi bl e John's dead.'

Rebus kept his eyes on the chart. “But just Supposing he isn't. | mean
is he flattered? Is he pissed of f? Wat?

"Don't ask ne.'

"The d asgow victimhadn't been to a club,' Rebus said.

"Well, she wasn't last seen in a club. But she'd been to one earlier that
eveni ng, he could have followed her fromthere to the concert.'

Victinms one and two had been picked up by Johnny Bible in

ni ghtcl ubs, the nineties equival ent of a sixties dancehall: |ouder, darker,
nmor e dangerous. They'd been in parties, who were able to furnish only

t he vaguest descriptions of the man who had wal ked of f into the night
with their friend. But victimthree, Judith Cairns, had been picked up at
a rock concert in a room above a pub

"We've had others too,' Ancramwas saying. ~Three unsolveds in

G asgow in the late seventies, all three m ssing sone personal item

"Li ke he never went away,' Rebus nuttered.

"There's too nuch to go on, yet not nearly enough.' Ancram fol ded

his arns. “~How well does Johnny know the three cities? Did he pick the
clubs at random or did he know themto start with? Was each | ocus
chosen beforehand? Could he be a brewery delivery-man? A DJ? Misic
journalist? Maybe he wites fucking travel guides for all | know'
Ancram started a joyless | augh, and rubbed at his forehead.

"Coul d al ways be Bible John hinself,' Rebus said

"Bi bl e John's dead and buried, |nspector.'

“You really think so?

Ancram nodded. He wasn't al one. There were plenty of coppers who

t hought they knew who Bi bl e John was, and knew himto be dead. But

there were others nore sceptical, and Rebus was anong them A DNA

mat ch probably woul dn't have been enough to change his mnd. There

was al ways the chance that Bi ble John was out there

They had a description of a man in his late twenties, but wtness

evi dence was notoriously uneven. As a result, the original photofits and
artists' inpressions of Bible John had been dusted off and put back into
circulation with the nedia's hel p. The usual psychol ogical ploys were
being used too - pleas in the press for the killer to cone forward: °You

obvi ously need help, and we'd like you to contact us.' Bluff, with silence
the retort.

Ancram pointed to photos on one wall: a photofit from 1970, aged by

conmput er, beard and gl asses added, the hair receding at crown and

tenpl es. They'd been made public too.

"Coul d be anybody, couldn't it?" Ancram stated.



"Cetting to you, sir?" Rebus was waiting for an invitation to cal
Ancram by his first name.

"COf course it's getting to nme.' Ancranmls face relaxed. “Wiy the

i nterest?

"No real reason.'

"I mean, we're not here for Johnny Bible, are we? W're here to talk
about Uncle Joe,’

"Ready when you are, sir.'

“Come on then, let's see if we can find two enpty chairs in this
fucki ng building.'

They ended up standing in the corridor, with coffee bought froma
machi ne further along.

"Do we know what he strangles themw th?' Rebus asked.

Ancram s eyes wi dened. ~Mrre Johnny Bi ble? He sighed. "\Watever

it is, it doesn't |eave nmuch of an inpression. The latest theory is a

| engt h of washing-line; you know, the nylon stuff, plastic-coated. The
forensic | abs have tested about two hundred possibles, everything from
rope to guitar strings.'

“What do you think about the souvenirs?

"I think we should go public with them | know keepi ng them hush-

hush helps us rule out the flutters who walk in to confess, but | honestly
think we'd be better off asking the public for help. That neckl ace,
nmean, you couldn't get nore distinctive. |If soneone out there has found
it, or seen it ... housey-housey.'

“You' ve got a psychic working the case, haven't you?

Ancram | ooked nettled. “Not ne personally, sonme arsehole further up

the ranks. It's a newspaper stunt, but the brass went for it.'

“He hasn't hel ped?

"W told himwe needed a denonstration, asked himto predict the

wi nner of the two-fifteen at Ayr.'

Rebus | aughed. " And?

"He said he could see the letters S and P, and a jockey dressed in pink
with yell ow spots.'

“That's inpressive.'

"Thing is though, there was no two-fifteen at Ayr, or anywhere el se

for that matter. All this voodoo and profiling, awaste of timeif you ask ne.'
"So you've nothing to go on?

“Not much. No saliva at the |locus, not so nuch as a hair. Bastard uses

a johnny, then takes it with him- wapper included. My bet is, he

wears gloves too. W've a few threads froma jacket or the |ike, forensics
are still busy with them' Ancramraised his cup to his lips, blewon it.
"So, lnspector, do you want to hear about Uncle Joe or not?'



“That's why |'m here.'

1" mbeginning to wonder.' Rebus just shrugged, so Ancramtook a

deep breath. "OK, then listen. He controls a |ot of the nuscle-work -

and | nean that literally; he has a share in a couple of bodybuil der
gyms. In fact, he has a share in just about everything that's the |east bit
dodgy: noney-Ilending, protection, prozzy pitches, betting.'

" Drugs?

“Maybe. There are a | ot of maybes with Uncle Joe. You'll see that

when you read the files. He's as slippery as a Thai bath - he owns
massage parlours too. Then he's got a lot of the taxi cabs, the ones that
don't switch their nmeters on when you get in; or if they do, the rate-per-
mle' s been hiked. The cabbies are all on the broo, claimng benefit.

W' ve approached several of them but they won't say a word agai nst

Uncle Joe. Thing is, if the DSS start sniffing around for scroungers,

the investigators receive a letter. It details where they live, spouse's
nane and daily nmovenents, kids' nanes, the school they go to ...°

"l get the picture.’

"So they start requesting a transfer to another departnment, and

meantinme go to their doctor because they're having trouble sl eeping at

ni ght.'

"OK, Uncle Joe isn't @asgow s Man of the Year. \Were does he live?
Ancram drained his cup. "This is a beauty. He lives in a counci

house. But just renenber: Robert Maxwell lived in a council house,
too. You have to see this place.'
"l intend to.'

Ancram shook his head. "He won't talk to you, you won't get past the door.'
"Want a bet ?

Ancram narrowed his eyes. "~ You sound confident.'

Jack Morton wal ked past them rolling his eyes: a general coment

on life. He was searching his pockets for coins. As he waited for the
machi ne to pour his drink, he turned to them

" Chick, The Lobby?'

Ancram nodded. " One o' cl ock?

“Braw. '

“What about associ ates?' Rebus asked. He noticed Ancram hadn't yet
said he could call himby his nicknamne.

"Ch, he has plenty of those. Hi s guards are bodybuil ders, hand-

pi cked. Then he has sonme nutters, real headbangers. The bodybuil ders
m ght | ook the business, but these others are the business. There was
Tony El, poly-bag nerchant with a penchant for power tools. Uncle Joe
still has one or two like him Then there's Joe's son, MlKky.'

"M Stanl ey knife?'

"Energency roons all over d asgow can testify to that particul ar hobby.'



“But Tony El hasn't been around?

Ancram shook his head. "But |'ve had ny grasses out sniffing on your
behal f; | shoul d hear back today.'

Three men pushed open the doors at the end of the hall

“Aye, aye,' Ancramsaidin an undertone, "it'sthemanwiththe crystal balls.’
Rebusr ecogni sed oneof the nen from a nagazi ne phot ograph

Al dous Zane, the American psychic. He'd helped a US police force in
their hunt for Merry fMlac, so called because soneone passing the scene
of one of his nmurders - without realising what was happeni ng on the
other side of the wall - had heard deep gurgling |aughter. Zane had
given his inpressions of where the killer lived. Wen police finally
arrested Merry Mac, the nedia pointed out that the | ocation bore a
striking resenblance to the picture Zane had drawn.

For a few weeks, Al dous Zane was newsworthy all around the world.

It was enough to tenpt a Scottish tabloid to pay for himto offer his
i mpressions in the Johnny Bible hunt. And the police brass were just
desperate enough to offer their cooperation.

“Morning, Chick,' one of the other nmen said.

“Morning, Terry.'

“Terry' was | ooking at Rebus, awaiting an introduction.

"Dl John Rebus,' Ancram said. “DCS Thompson.'

The man stuck out his hand, which Rebus shook. He was a nason,

i ke every second cop on the force. Rebus wasn't of the brotherhood,
but had |l earned to mnic the handshake.

Thonpson turned to Ancram ~W're taking M Zane along to have
anot her | ook at sonme of the physical evidence.'

"Not just a |look,' Zane corrected. | need to touch it.'
Thonpson's left eye twi tched. Cbviously he was as sceptical as
Ancram “Right, well, this way, M Zane.

The three nen wal ked off.

"Who was the silent one?' Rebus asked.

Ancram shrugged. "~ Zane's mnder, he's fromthe newspaper. They
want to be in on everything Zane does.'

Rebus nodded. | know him' he said. O | used to, years back.'

I think his name's Stevens.'

“Jim Stevens,' Rebus said, still nodding. "By the way, there's another
di fference between the two killers.'

“What ?'

"Bible John's victins were all nenstruating.

Rebus was left alone at a desk with the available files on Joseph Toal. He
didn't learn nuch nmore fromthem except that Uncle Joe sel dom saw
the inside of a court. Rebus wondered about that. Toal always seened



to know when police had himor his operations under surveill ance,
when the shit was headi ng fanwards. That way, they never found any
evi dence, or not enough to put himaway. A couple of fines, that was
about the sumtotal. Several big pushes had been made, but they'd

al ways been abandoned for |ack of hard evidence or because a
surveillance was blown. As if Uncle Joe had a psychic of his own. But
Rebus knew there was a nore |ikely explanation: sonmeone in ClID was
feedi ng gen back to the gangster. Rebus thought of the fancy suits
everyone seened to be wearing, the good watches and shoes, the genera
air of prosperity and superiority.

It was west coast dirt, let themsweep it up or push it into the corner.
There was a hand-witten notation towards the end of the file; he
guessed it was Ancranmis witing:

“Uncl e Joe doesn't need to kill people any nore. His rep i s weapon
enough, and the bastard's getting stronger all the tine.'

He found a spare tel ephone, nade a call to Barlinnie Prison, then, no
sign of Chick Ancram went wal kabout.

As he'd known he woul d, he ended up back in the nmusty-snelling
room dom nated by the old nonster, Bible John. People in d asgow stil
tal ked about him had done even before Johnny Bi ble had cone al ong.

Bi bl e John was the bedti me bogeyman nade fl esh, a generation's scare
story. He was your creepy next-door neighbour; the quiet nan who

lived two flights up; he was the parcel courier with the wi ndow ess van.
He was whoever you wanted himto he. Back in the early seventies,
parents had warned their children, “~Behave, or Bible John will get you!'
Bogeyrman made fl esh. Now reproduci ng.

The shift of detectives |ooked to have taken a collective break. Rebus
was alone in the room He |eft the door open, not sure why, and pored
over the documents. Fifty thousand statements had been taken. Rebus
read a couple of the newspaper headlines: "The Dance Hall Don Juan

Wth Murder on his Mnd'; “100 Day Hunt for Ladykiller'. In the first
year of the hunt, over five thousand suspects had been interviewed and
elimnated. When the third victinms sister gave her detail ed description
police knew so much about the killer: blue-grey eyes; straight teeth
except for one on the upper-right which overl apped its nei ghbour; his
preferred brand of cigarette was Enbassy; he spoke of a strict
upbringi ng, and he quoted passages fromthe Bible. But by then it was
too |ate. Bible John was history.

Anot her difference between Bi ble John and Johnny Bible: the gaps
between the killings. Johnny was killing every few weeks, while Bible
John had killed to no pattern of weeks or even nonths. His first victim
had been February “68. There followed a gap of nearly eighteen nonths

- August 69, victimnunber two. And then two and a half nonths



later, his third and final outing. Victinms one and three had been kill ed
on a Thursday night, the second victimon a Saturday. Ei ghteen nonths

was a hell of a gap - Rebus knew the theories: that he'd been overseas,
perhaps as a nerchant seanman or navy sailor, or on sone arny or RAF
posting; that he'd been in jail, serving time for sone | esser offence.
Theories, that's all they were. Al three of his victinms were nothers of
children: so far, none of Johnny Bible's was. Was it inportant that Bible
John's victins had been nenstruating, or that they had children? He'd
tucked a sanitary towel under his third victinms arnpit - a ritual act. A
|l ot had been read into that action by the various psychol ogi sts invol ved
in the case. Their theory: the Bible told Bible John that wonen were

harl ots, and he was offered proof when nmarried wonen | eft a dancehal

with him The fact that they were nmenstruating angered hi m sonehow,

fed his bloodlust, so he killed them

Rebus knew there were those out there - always had been - who

believed there to be no connection, other than pure circunstance,

between the three killings. They posited three nmurderers, and it was
true that only strong coinci dences connected the nurders. Rebus, no
great chanpi on of coincidence, still believed in a single, driven killer.
Sone great policenen had been invol ved: Tom Goodall, the man

who' d gone after Jimry Boyle, who'd been there when Peter Manue
confessed; then when CGoodall died, there'd been El phinstone Daigliesh
and Joe Beattie. Beattie had spent hours staring at photos of suspects,
using a magni fying gl ass sonetines. He'd felt that if Bible John wal ked
into a crowded room he would know him The case had obsessed sone
officers, sent themspiralling downwards. Al that work, and no result. It
made a nockery of them their nethods, their system He thought of
Lawson Geddes again

Rebus | ooked up, saw he was being watched fromthe doorway. He

got up as the two nmen wal ked into the room

Al dous Zane, Jim Stevens.

“Any | uck?' Rebus asked.

Stevens shrugged. "Early days. Al dous canme up with a couple of

things.' He put out his hand. Rebus took it. Stevens smiled. " You
renenber ne, don't you?' Rebus nodded. “| wasn't sure, back there in
the hallway.'

I thought you were in London.'

"I nmoved back three years ago. |'mmainly freel ance now.'

“And doi ng guard duty, | see.'

Rebus gl anced towards Al dous Zane, but the Anerican wasn't

i stening. He was nmoving his palns over the paperwork on the nearest
desk. He was short, slender, m ddl e-aged. He wore steel-framed gl asses
with blue-tint Ienses, and his lips were slightly parted, show ng snall



narrow teeth. He remi nded Rebus a little of Peter Sellers playing Dr
Strangel ove. He wore a cagoul e over his jacket, and made swi shing
sounds when he noved.

"What is this? he said.

"Bi bl e John. Johnny Bible's ancestor. They brought in a psychic on
his case, too, CGerard Croiset.'

"The paragnost,' Zane said quietly. "Was there any success?

"He described a | ocation, tw shopkeepers, an old man who coul d
help the inquiry.'

" And?’

“And,' Jim Stevens interrupted, "a reporter found what |ooked |ike
the | ocation.'

"But no shopkeepers,' Rebus added, "and no old man.'

Zane | ooked up. "Cynicismis not helpful.’

“Call ne par-agnostic.'

Zane smled, held out his hand. Rebus took it, felt trenendous heat
inthe man's palm A tingle ran up his arm

"Creepy, isn't it?" JimStevens said, as though he could read Rebus's m nd
Rebus waved a hand over the naterial on all four desks. “So, M

Zane, do you feel anything?

"Only sadness and suffering, an incredible anobunt of both.' He

pi cked up one of the later photofits of Bible John. “And | thought |
could see flags.'

" Fl ags?'

"The Stars and Stripes, a swastika. And a trunk filled with objects ...°
He had his eyes shut, the lids fluttering. “In the attic of a nodern
house.' The eyes opened. "That's all. There's a |lot of distance, a | ot of
di stance."

St evens had his notebook out. He wote quickly in shorthand. There
was soneone el se in the doorway, |ooking surprised at the assenbly.
“lInspector,' Chick Ancramsaid, "time for lunch.'

They took one of the duty cars into the west end, Ancrarn driving.
There was something different about hinm he seened at the sanme tine
nmore interested in Rebus and warier of him Their conversation
col I apsed i nto point-scoring.

Eventual Iy, Ancram pointed to a striped traffic-cone kerbside
protecting the only space left on the street,

“CGet out and nove that, wll you?

Rebus obliged, placing the cone on the pavenent. Ancramreversed
the car inch-perfect into the space.

“Looks |ike you've had practi ce.

Ancram strai ghtened his tie. “Patrons' parking.'



They wal ked into The Lobby. It was a trendy-1ooking bar with too

many hi gh unconfortabl e-100ki ng bar-stools, black and white tiled

wal s, electric and acoustic guitars suspended fromthe ceiling.

There was a chal kboard nmenu behind the bar. Three staff were busy
with the lunchtinme crush; nore perfume than alcohol in the air. Ofice
girls, screeching over the slamof the music, nursing gaudy drinks;
sometines one or two nmen with them smiling, saying nothing, older.
They wore suits that said "~managenent': the banshees' bosses. There
were nore cel |l phones and pagers on the tables than there were gl asses;
even the staff seenmed to carry them

“What do you want ?'

"Pint of eighty,' Rebus said.

"To eat?

Rebus ran down the nenu. "Is there anything with neat?

“Gane pie.’

Rebus nodded. They were a row back fromthe bar, but Ancram had

caught a barman's attention. He stood on tiptoe and yelled the order
over the straw perm heads of the teenagers in front. They turned, gave
hostile |l ooks: he'd junped the queue.

"Al'l right, ladies? Ancramleered. They turned away agai n.

He | ed Rebus through the bar to a far corner, where a table groaned
with green food: sal ads, quiche, guacanole. Rebus got hinself a chair;
there was one already waiting for Ancram Three CID officers sat

there, not one with a pint glass in front of him Ancram nade

i ntroductions.

“Jack you al ready know.' Jack Modrton nodded, chew ng pitta bread.
"That's DS Andy Lennox, and DI Billy Eggleston.' The two men gave

curt greetings, nmore interested in their food. Rebus | ooked around.
“What about the drinks?

“Patience, man, patience. Here they cone.'

The barman was approaching with a tray: Rebus's pint and gane pie€;
Ancram s snmoked sal non sal ad and gin and tonic.

"Twel ve pounds ten,' the barman sai d. Ancram handed over three

fives, told himto keep the change. He raised his glass to Rebus.
"Here's tae us.'

"Wha's |ike us,' Rebus added.

"Cey few, and they're a' deid,' Jack Morton said, raising his own gl ass
of what | ooked suspiciously like water, They all drank, got down to
eating, exchanging the day's gossip. There was a table of office girls
near by; Lennox and Eggleston tried internmittently to engage themin
conversation. The girls got on with their own gossip. O othes, Rebus
reflected, did not necessarily nmake the nan. He felt stifled, unconfort-
able. There wasn't enough space on the table; his chair was too close to



Ancram's; the nusic was using himas a punchbag.

"So what do you reckon to Uncle Joe?' Ancram asked at | ast.

Rebus chewed on a tough crescent of pastry. The others seened to be
waiting for his answer.

"I reckon I'Il be visiting himsone tinme today.'

Ancram | aughed. “Let ne know if you're serious, we'll |lend you sone
armour.' The others | aughed too, and started eating again. Rebus
wondered just how rmuch of Uncle Joe's noney was floating around

A asgow CI D

“John and ne,' Jack Mdrton was saying, worked the Knots and
Crosses case together.'

“Is that right?" Ancram | ooked interested.

Rebus shook his head. "Ancient history.

Morton caught the tone of voice, |owered his head to his food,

reached for the water

Ancient history; and far, far too painful.

" Speaking of history,' Ancram said, “~sounds |like you ve got a bit of
trouble with the Spaven case.' He smiled mschievously. | read about it
in the papers.'

“It's all hype for the TV show,' was Rebus's only comment.

"We've got nore problems with the DNAs, Chick,' Eggleston was

saying. He was tall, skinny, starched. He rem nded Rebus of an
accountant; he'd bet he was good w th paperwork, |ousy on the street -
every station needed at |east one.

"They're an epidem c,' Lennox snarl ed.

"Society's problem gentlenen,' Ancram said, “which nmakes them our
probl em too.'

" DNAs?'

Ancram turned to Rebus. "Do Not Accommodate. The council's been

turfing out a lot of "problemclients", refusing to house them even in
the night shelters -. druggies nostly, headers, the "psychol ogically

di sturbed"who' ve been returned to the community. Only the

conmunity's telling themto fuck right off again. So they' re on the
streets, making mschief, causing us grief. Kitting up in public, OD ng
on mainline Temazepam you nane it.'

" Fucki ng shocking,' Lennox offered. He had tight-curled ginger hair

and crinmson cheeks, his face heavily freckl ed, eyebrows and eyel ashes
fair. He was the only one smoking at the table. Rebus lit one up to join
him Jack Morton gave a reproachful | ook

"So what can you do?' Rebus asked.

Il tell you,' Ancramsaid. "We're going to round them up next
weekend, into a fleet of buses, and we're going to drop the whole | ot of
them off on Princes Street.'



More | aughter at the table, directed at the visitor - Ancram wavi ng
t he baton. Rebus checked his watch.

“Somewhere to be?

“Yes, and |'d better get going.'

"Well, look," Ancramsaid, "if you do get an invite to Uncle Joe's
abode, | want to know about it. I'll be here this evening, seven until ten.
oK?'

Rebus nodded, waved a general goodbye, and got out.
Once outside, he felt better. He began to wal k, not very sure in which
direction he was headed. The city centre was laid out Anerican-style, a

grid system of one-way streets. Edi nburgh m ght have its nonunents,

but d asgow was built to nonunental scale, making the capital seem

i ke Toytown. Rebus wal ked until he saw sonet hing that | ooked nore

his kind of bar. He knew he needed shoring up for the trip he was about
to take. A TWwas playing quietly, but no nusic. And what

conversation there was was nuffled, | ow key. He couldn't nake out

what the two nmen nearest himwere saying, their accents were so thick
The only woman in the place was the barnaid.

"What'll it be today?'

"Grouse, nmake it a double. And a half-bottle to take out.

He trickled water into the glass, reflected that if he'd eaten a couple of
pi es here and had a couple of whiskies, it wouldn't have been half as
expensive as The Lobby. But then Ancram had paid at The Lobby;

three crisp flyers fromthe pocket of a sleek suit.

“Just a Coke, please.'

Rebus turned to the new custoner: Jack Morton.

“You following nme?

Morton smled. "You | ook rough, John.'

“And you and your cronies | ook too good.

I can't be bought.’

“No? Who can?'
“Cone on, John, | was making a joke.' Morton sat down next to him
1 heard about Lawson Geddes. Does that nean the stooshie'll die down?

“Some hope.' Rebus drained his glass. "Look at that,' he said,

poi nting out a machine on the corner of the bar. “Jelly bean dispenser,
twenty pence a throw. Two things the Scots are fanopus for, Jack: our
sweet tooth and al cohol consunption.

"Two nore things we're fanous for,' Mrton said

“What ?'

“Avoiding the issue and feeling guilty all the tine.'

“You nean Cal vini sn?' Rebus chuckl ed. "“Christ, Jack, | thought the
only Calvin you knew t hese days was M Klein.'

Jack Morton was staring at him seeking eye-to-eye contact. "G ve ne



anot her reason why a man would |l et hinself go.'

Rebus snorted. “How | ong have you got?'

Morton to Rebus: "As long as it takes.'

"Not nearly enough, jack. Here, have a proper drink.'
"Thisis aproper drink. That stuff you' re drinking, that's not really adrink.'
"What is it then?

" An escape cl ause.'

Jack said he'd drive Rebus to Barlinnie, didn't ask why he wanted to go
there. They took the MB to Riddrie; Jack knew all the routes. They
didn't say much during the trip, until Jack asked the question which had
been hangi ng between t hem

" How s Sanmy?'

Rebus' s daughter, now grown up. Jack hadn't seen her in nearly ten years.
"She's fine.' Rebus had a change of subject ready. "|'mnot sure Chick
Ancram | i kes me. He keeps ... studying ne.'

"He's a shrewd custoner, be nice to him'

“Any particul ar reason?

Jack Morton bit back an answer, shook his head. They turned off
Cunber naul d Road, approached the jail.

"Look,' Jack said, | can't hang around. Tell ne how | ong you'll be
and I'll send a patrol car for you.'

“An hour should do it."'

Jack Morton checked his watch. “An hour it is.' He held out his hand
"Good to see you again, John.'

Rebus took the hand, squeezed.

Chapter 6

Big Ger' Cafferty was waiting when he reached the Interview Room
"Well, Strawman, this is an unexpected pl easure.'

Strawman: Cafferty's nane for Rebus. The prison guard who had

brought Rebus seened disinclined to | eave, and there were already two
guards in the room keepi ng an eye on Cafferty. He'd al ready escaped
once fromBarlinnie, and now that they had hi m back, they were intent
on keeping him

"Hello, Cafferty.' Rebus sat down across fromhim Cafferty had aged
in prison, losing his tan and sone nuscul ature, putting on weight in al
the wong places. His hair was thin and greying quickly, and there was
stubbl e on chin and cheekbones. “1've brought you sonething.' He

| ooked at the guards, eased the half-bottle out of his pocket.

"Not all owed,' one guard snapped.



"Don't worry, Strawman,' Cafferty said. "|'ve plenty of hooch, this
place is practically swiminginthe stuff. It's the thought that counts, eh?
Rebus dropped the bottle back into his pocket.

"I take it you've a favour to ask?

“Yes.'

Cafferty crossed his legs, utterly at ease. Wat is it?

“You know Joseph Toal ?

"Everyone and their dog knows Uncle Joe.

“Yes, but you know him'

"So?' There was an edge to Cafferty's snile.

"I want you to phone him get himto speak to ne.'

Cafferty considered the request. ~VWhy?'

"I want to ask himabout Anthony Kane.'

“Tony El ? | thought he was dead.

"He left his prints at a nurder scene in N ddrie.' Never m nd what

the boss said, Rebus was treating this as nurder. And he knew the word

woul d make nore of an inpression on Cafferty. It did. H s |lips rounded
into an 0, and he whi stl ed.

"That was stupid of him Tony El didn't used to be so stupid. And if
he was still working for Uncle Joe ... There could be fallout.' Rebus
knew t hat connections were being made in Cafferty's mind, and they al
Il ed to Joseph Toal beconing his Barlinnie neighbour. There would be
reasons for Cafferty to want Toal inside: old scores, debts unpaid,
territory encroached. There were always old scores to be settl ed.
Cafferty cane to his decision

“You'll need to get ne a phone.'

Rebus got up, wal ked over to the guard who'd barked ~Not allowed',
slipped the whisky into the man's pocket.

"W need to get hima phone,' he said.

They marched Cafferty left and right through corridors until they
reached a payphone. They'd had to pass through three sets of gates.
"This is as near to the outside as |'ve been in a while,' Cafferty joked.
The guards weren't | aughing. Rebus provided the noney for the call
"Now,' said Cafferty, "let's see if | remenber ...  He winked at Rebus,
pressed seven digits, waited.

"Hell 0?' he said. "Who's that?' He listened to the nane. "~Never heard
of you. Listen, tell Uncle Joe that Big Ger wants a word. Just tell him
that.' He waited, glanced at Rebus, licked his lips. “He says what? Tel
him1'm phoning fromthe Bar-L and noney's short.

Rebus pushed anot her coin hone.

"Well,' Cafferty growing angry, "tell himhe's got a tattoo on his
back.' He covered the nmout hpi ece. “Not sonething Uncle Joe goes



bl abbi ng about .

Rebus got as close as he could to the earpiece, heard a dull rasp of a voice.
"Morris Gerald Cafferty, is that you? | thought soneone was w nding nme up.'
"Hello, Uncle Joe. How s business?

“Loupin'. Who's listening in?

"At the last count, three nonkeys and a dick.'

“You al ways liked an audi ence, that was your problem'

" Sound advice, Uncle Joe, but years too late.'

"So what do they want?' They: Rebus the dick and the three nonkey guards.
"The dick's from Edi nburgh CID, he wants to cone talk to you.'

“What about ?

“Tony H.'

"What's to tell? Tony hasn't worked for nme in a twel venonth.'
"Then tell the nice policeman that. Seens Tony's been up to his old
tricks. There's a cold one in Edinburgh, and Tony's prints on the
scene.'

A low growl : human.

“You got a dog there, Uncle Joe?

“Tell the cop | don't have anything to do with Tony.'

I think he wants to hear it for hinself.'

"Then put himon.'

Cafferty | ooked to Rebus, who shook his head.

"And he wants to | ook you in the eye while you're telling him'
"I's he a poof or what?

"He's old school, Uncle Joe. You'll like him'

"Why did he conme to you?'

“I'"'mhis Last Chance Sal oon.'

“And why the fuck did you agree?

Cafferty didn't mss a beat. A half-bottle of usquebaugh.'
“Jesus, the Bar-L nust be drier than | thought.' The voice not so rough.
"Send a whole bottle over and I'lIl tell himto go fuck hinself.'
A croaky laugh. “Christ, Cafferty, | miss you. How long to go?
“Ask nmy | awyers.'

“Are you still keeping your hand in?

“What do you think?

“It's what | hear.'

“Not hi ng wong with your hearing.'

“Send the bastard over, tell himhe gets five m nutes. Maybe |I'I| cone
see you one of these days.'

"Better not, Uncle Joe, when visiting time ends they night have

m spl aced the key.'

More | aughter. The Iine went dead. Cafferty put down the receiver.
“You owe ne, Strawman,' he growl ed, “so here's ny favour: put that



ol d bastard away.'
But Rebus was al ready wal ki ng towards freedom

The car was waiting for him Morton keeping his word. Rebus gave the
address he'd nenorised fromthe Toal files. He was sitting in the hack,
two woolly suits in the front. The passenger turned in his seat.

“Isn't that where Uncle Joe lives?

Rebus nodded. The wool ly suits exchanged a | ook.

“Just get me there,' Rebus ordered.

The traffic was heavy, peopl e heading hone. Elastic d asgow,
stretching in four directions. The housing schene, when they reached
it, was nuch |like any schenme its size in Edinburgh: grey pebbl edash,
barren play areas, tarmac and a smattering of fortified shops. Kids on
bi kes stopping to watch the car, eyes as keen as sentries'; brisk baby
buggi es, shapel ess nothers with dyed blonde hair. Further into the
estate, driving slowy: people watching from behind their w ndows, nen
at pavenent corners, nmuttered confabs. A city within a city, uniform
and enervating, energy sapped, nothing left but obstinacy: the words
NO SURRENDER on a gabl e-end, a nessage from U ster just as

rel evant here.

“Are you expected?' the driver asked.

“1''m expected.’

“Thank Christ for that at |east.’

“Any other patrol cars around?

The passenger | aughed nervously. “This is the frontier, sir. The
frontier has a way of keeping its own | aw and order.'

“I'f you had his nobney,' the driver said, "would you live here?

"He was born here,' Rebus said. "And | believe his house is a bit special.'’
“Special ?* The driver snorted. “Well, judge for yourself.

He brought the car to a stop at the entrance to a cul -de-sac. Rebus
saw at the end of the cul-de-sac two houses which stood out fromtheir
nei ghbours for a single reason: they boasted stone cl addi ng.

"One of those?' Rebus asked.

"Pick either door.'

Rebus got out of the car, |eaned back in. "Don't you dare drive away.'
He sl ammed his door shut and wal ked up the cul -de-sac. He chose the

| eft-hand of the two identical seni-detacheds. The door was opened
fromw thin, and an oversized man in a bulging T-shirt ushered himin.
“You the rozzer?' They were standing in a cranped hal |l way. Rebus
nodded. "~ Through there.

Rebus opened the door to the living room and did a doubl e-take.

The connecting wall between the two senmi s had been knocked through,



provi di ng a doubl e-sized |iving space, open plan. The room al so went
further back than should have been feasible. Rebus was remi nded of Dr
Who's Tardis, and, alone in the room wal ked towards the back of the
house. Al arge extensi on had been added, including a sizeable
conservatory. This should have m nim sed the space left for a garden,

but the lawn outside was plentiful. There were playing-fields backing on

to the house, and Rebus saw that Uncle Joe had taken a chunk out of
these fields for his garden.

Pl anni ng perm ssion, of course, was out of the question.

But then who needed pl anni ng perm ssion?

"I hope your ears don't need cleaning,' a voice said. Rebus turned and

saw that a small, stooped man had entered the room He held a cigarette
in one hand, while his other was busy with a wal ki ng-stick. He shuffled
in carpet slippers towards a well-used arncthair and fell into it, hands

gripping the greasy anti-macassars, wal king-stick |ying across his |ap.
Rebus had seen phot ographs of the man, but they hadn't prepared

himfor the reality. Joseph Toal really did | ook Iike soneone's uncle. He
was in his seventies, stocky, with the hands and face of a one-tine
coalmner. H's forehead was all rippled flesh, and his thin grey hair was
swept back and Brylcreened. His jaw was square, eyes watery, and his

gl asses hung froma string around his neck. Wien he raised the cigarette
to his lips, Rebus saw nicotine fingers, bruised ingrown nails. He was
wearing a shapel ess cardi gan over an equally shapel ess sports shirt. The
cardi gan was patched, |oose threads hanging fromit. H's trousers were
brown and baggy, stained at the knees.

"Nothing wwong with ny ears,' Rebus said, com ng forward

"Good, because I'lIl say it only once.' He sniffed, controlling his

breat hing. ~Anthony Kane worked for nme twelve, thirteen years, not al

the time - short-termcontracts. But then a year ago, nmaybe a little over,
he told me he was wal king, wanted to be his own boss. W parted on

am cable terns, | haven't seen him since.'

Rebus gestured to a chair. Toal nodded to | et himknow he could sit.
Rebus took his tine getting confortable.

"M Toal -,

"Everybody calls me Uncle Joe.'

"As in Stalin?

“You think that's a new joke, son? Ask your questi on.

Go: “What was Tony planning to do when he |eft your enploy?

"He didn't go into specifics. Qur parting conversation was ... curt.
Rebus nodded. He was thinking: | had an uncle who | ooked very

much like you; | can't even renenber his nane.

"Well, if that's everything ...  Toal nmade a show of starting to rise.

"Do you renenber Bible John, Uncle Joe?



Toal frowned, understanding the question but not its intent. He
reached down to the floor for an ashtray, stubbed his cigarette intoit. I
remenber fine. Hundreds of coppers on the street, it was bad for

busi ness. W cooperated a hundred per cent, | had nmen out hunting the
bugger for nonths. Mont/is! And now this new bastard turns up.'
“Johnny Bi bl e?'

Pointing to hinself: "I'ma businessman. The sl aughter of innocents
sickens ne. |'ve had all my taxi drivers -° he paused - | have interests
inalocal taxi firm- and |I've instructed every single driver: keep your
eyes peel ed and your ears open.' He was breathing heavily. “If anything
comes to nme, it'll go straight to the cops.'

“Very public spirited.’

Toal shrugged. "The public is nmy business.' Another pause, a frown.
"What's all this to do with Tony El ?'

"Not hi ng.' Toal |ooked unconvinced. "Call it tangential. Is it OKto snoke?
“You're not staying |long enough to enjoy it.

Rebus lit up anyway, staying put. “Were did Tony El go?

"He didn't send a postcard.

“You nmust have sone idea.'

Toal t hought about it, when heshoul dn't have needed to.

" Somewhere south, | think. Maybe London. He had friends down there.

" London?’

Toal wouldn't | ook at Rebus. He shook his head. | heard he headed south.'’
Rebus st ood up.

“Is it that time already?" Toal showed effort getting to his feet,
steadying hinself with the wal ki ng-stick. “And here we were just getting
to know one anot her. How s Edi nburgh these days? Know what we

used to say about it? Fur coat and nae knickers, that's Edinburgh.' A
hacki ng | augh turned into a hacki ng cough. Toal gripped the wal ki ng-
stick with both hands, knees al nmost buckling.

Rebus waited until he'd finished. The old man's face was puce, sweat
breaki ng out. “That may be true,' he said, "but | don't see too many fur
coats around here, never nmind the knickers.'

Toal's face broke into a grin, showing yellow dentures. “Cafferty said
I'd like you, and you know what ?

“What ?'

The grin turned to a scowl. “He was wong. And now |'ve seen you,

| ' mwondering nore than ever why he sent you here. Not just for the

price of a half-bottle, not even Cafferty's that cheap. You better get
yoursel f back to Edi nburgh, |laddie. And take care of yourself, | hear it's
not as safe as it used to be.'

Rebus wal ked to the far end of the living room deciding to | eave by



the other front door. There was a staircase next to it, and someone cane
boundi ng down, nearly colliding with him A big man in bad cl othes, a
face that said he wasn't too bright, arns tattooed with thistles and

pi pers. He'd be about twenty-five, and Rebus recognised himfromthe
photos in the file: Mad Mal ky Toal, a.k.a. “~Stanley'. Joseph Toal's wife
had died in childbirth, too old really to be having kids. But their first
two had died, one in infancy, one in a car smash. So now there was only
Stanl ey, heir apparent, and towards the back of the queue when the I s
wer e bei ng divvi ed.

He gave Rebus a long ook, full of grudge and threat, then | oped

towards his father. He was wearing the trousers froma pinstripe suit
with T-shirt, white socks, trainers - Rebus had yet to nmeet a gangster
with dress sense: they spent noney, but with no style - and his face
sported half a dozen good-sized warts.

"Hey, Da, |'ve lost ny keys to the beaner, where's the spare set?

Rebus let hinself out, relieved to see that the patrol car was still
there. Boys were circling it on bikes, a cherokee party with scal ps on
their mnds. Leaving the cul -de-sac, Rebus checked the cars: a nice new
Rover; BMW 3 Series; an older Merc, one of the big ones, and a couple

of less serious contenders. Had it been a used car lot, he'd have kept his
money and | ooked el sewhere.

He squeezed between two bi kes, opened the back door, got in. The

driver started the engine. Rebus | ooked back to where Stanley was

maki ng for the BMN bounci ng on his heels.

"Now, ' the passenger said, "before we |eave, have you counted that

you still have all your fingers and toes?'

"West end,' Rebus said, |leaning back in his seat and cl osing his eyes.
He needed another drink

The Horseshoe Bar first, a jolt of malt, and then outside for a taxi. He
told the driver he wanted Langside Place in Battlefield. Fromthe

monent he'd wal ked into the Bible John room he'd known he woul d

make this trip. He could have had the patrol car take him but didn't
want to have to explain his interest.

Langsi de Pl ace was where Bible John's first victimhad lived. She'd
worked as a nurse, lived with her parents. Her father | ooked after her
smal | sonwhi |l e she went out danci ng. Rebus knew her ori ginal

destinati on hadbeen the Majestic Ballroomin Hope Street, but

sonmewhere al ong the way she'd decided on the Barrow and i nstead. If

only she'd stuck to her first choice. What force had nudged her towards
the Barrow and? Could you just call it fate and be done with it?

He told the driver to wait, got out of the cab and wal ked up and

down the street. Her body had been found nearby, outside a garage in



Carmi chael Lane, clothing and handbag mi ssing. Police had spent a | ot
of time and effort searching for them They'd also done their best to
i nterview people who'd been at the Barrow and that night, only there
was a problem Thursday night there was notorious. It was Over
Twenty-fives night, and a lot of married nmen and wormren went, | eaving
spouses and weddi ng rings behind. A lot of people shouldn't have been

there, and made unwilling material as w tnesses.
The taxi's engine was still running - and so was its nmeter. Rebus
didn't know what he'd expected to find here, but he was still glad he'd

come. It was hard to look at the street and see the year 1968, hard to get
any feel for that era. Everything and everyone had changed.

He knew t he second address: Mackeith Street, where the second

victimhad lived and died. Here was one thing about Bible John: he'd
taken the victins so close to their hones, a sign either of confidence or
i ndeci si on. By August 1969 police had all but given up the initia

i nvestigation, and the Barrowl and was thriving again. It was a Saturday
night, and the victimleft her three children with her sister, who |ived
across the landing. In those days, Mackeith Street was tenenents, but as
the taxi reached its destination Rebus saw terraced housing, satellite

di shes. The tenenents had | ong gone; in 1969 they' d been awaiting
denolition, many of themenpty. She'd been found in one of the

derelict buildings, strangled with her tights. Sone of her things were

m ssing, including her handbag. Rebus didn't get out of the taxi, didn't
see the point. H's driver turned to him

"Bible John, is it?

Surprised, Rebus nodded. The driver lit a cigarette. He'd be about

fifty, thickcurlinggrey hair, his face ruddy, a boyi sh gl eamto the bl ue eyes.
"See,' he said, | was a cabbie back then as well. Never really seemto
have got out the rut.'

Rebus remenbered the box-file with “"Taxi Firns' on its spine. "Did

the police question you?

“Ch aye, but it was nore that they wanted us to be on the | ookout,

you know, in case we ever got himin the back. But he | ooked |ike any
other punter, there were dozens fit the description. W alnost had a few
I ynchings. They had to give out cards to sone of them "This manis

not Bi bl e John", signed by the Chief Constable.'

"What do you think happened to hin®

“Ach, who knows? At | east he stopped, that's the main thing, eh?

“If he stopped,' Rebus said quietly. The third address was Earl Street
in Scotstoun, the victinms body found on Hal |l owe' en. The sister, who
had acconpanied the victimall evening, had painted a very full picture
of that night: the bus to @ asgow Cross, the walk up the Gall owgate
shops they stopped at ... drinks in the Traders' Tavern ... then the



Barrowl and. They both met nen called John. The two nen didn't seem

to hit it off One went to catch a bus, the other stayed, sharing their taxi.
Talking. It gnawed at Rebus, as it had at so nany before him why
woul d Bi bl e John | eave such a good witness behi nd? Wiy had he gone

on to kill his third victim knowi ng her sister would be able to draw
such a vivid portrait of him his clothes, what he'd tal ked about, his
overl apping front teeth? Wiy had he been so reckl ess? Had he been
taunting the police, or was there sone other reason? Maybe he was
headi ng away from d asgow, so could afford this casual exit. But
headi ng where? Sonmewhere his description would nmean nothing -
Australia, Canada, the USA?

Hal fway to Earl Street, Rebus said he'd changed his nmind and

directed his driver to the "Marine' instead. The old Partick station -
whi ch had been the heart of the Bible John inquiry - was enpty and

near-derelict. It was still possible to gain access to the building if you
unl ocked t he padl ocks, and no doubt kids had found they could get in
wi t hout undoing any | ocks at all. But all Rebus did was sit outside and

stare. Alot of nmen were taken to the Marine, questioned, and put in a
line-up. There were five hundred formal identity parades, and many

nmore i nformal ones. Joe Beattie and the third victinls sister would stand
there and concentrate on faces, physiques, speech. Then there'd be a
shake of the head, and Joe woul d be back to square one.

“You'l |l want to see the Barrow and next, eh?' his driver said. Rebus
shook his head. He'd had enough. The Barrowl and wouldn't tell him
anything he didn't already know.

"Do you know a bar called The Lobby?' he said instead. The driver

nodded. “Let's go there then.'

He paid off the cabbie, adding a flyer as a tip, and asked for a receipt.
"No receipts, sorry, pal.'’

“You don't happen to work for Joe Toal, do you?

The man glared at him "~Never heard of him' Then he shifted into

first and sped off

I nsi de The Lobby, Ancram was standing at the bar, |ooking rel axed,

the focus of a lot of attention: two nen and two wonen in a huddl e

around him The bar was full of after-work suits, careerists plotting
furtively, wonmen on the scent.

“Inspector, what'll it be?

"My shout.' He pointed to Ancramis glass, then to the others, but
Ancr am | aughed.

“You don't buy themdrinks, they're journos.

“It's ny round anyway,' one of the wonen said. "Wat'll you have?

"My nother told ne never to accept drinks fromstrangers.'

She smled: lip gloss, eye-shadow, tired face trying for enthusiasm



“Jenni fer Drysdal e.' Rebus knew why she was tired: it was hard work
acting like “one of the boys'. Mine Henderson had told himabout it -
the pattern was changing only slowy; a lot of surface gloss about
equality sloshed over the sanme ol d wall paper.

Jeff Beck on the sound system "Hi-Ho Silver Lining' . Stupid lyric,
and a hook that had | asted two decades and nmore. It conforted himthat
a place with The Lobby's pretensions should still cling to ol d hooks.
“Actually,' Ancram was saying, ~we should be making tracks. Right, John?
"Right.' The use of his first nane a hint: Ancram wanted out.

The reporters didn't |look so happy any nore. They flung questions

at Ancram Johnny Bi ble. They wanted a story, any story.

"I would if | could, but there's nothing to give.' Ancram had his
hands up, trying to placate the foursonme. Rebus saw that sonmeone had
pl aced a recordi ng Wl knan on top of the bar

“Anyt hing,' one of the nen said. He even gl anced towards Rebus, but
Rebus was staying out of it.

“If you want a story,' Ancram said, pushing through the bodies, " get
yoursel ves a psychic detective. Thanks for the drinks.'

Qutside, the smle fell fromAncramis face. An act, it had been no
nmore than that. “Bastards are worse than | eeches.'

"And like |l eeches, they have their uses.

“True, but who would you rather have a drink with? |I've no car, do
you m nd wal ki ng?'

“Where to?

"The next bar we find.'

But in fact they had to wal k past three pubs -~not places a policenman
could drink in safely - until they hit one Ancramliked the | ook of. It
was still raining, but mld. Rebus could feel sweat glueing his shirt to his
back. Despite the rain, Big Issue sellers were out in force, not that
anyone was buyi ng: good-cause fatigue.

They shook thenselves dry and settled on stools at the bar. Rebus

ordered - malt, gin and tonic - and |it a cigarette, offering one to
Ancram who shook his head.

"So where have you been?

“Uncle Joe's.' Anpbng other places.

"How did you get on?

| spoke to the man.' And paid nmy respects

"Face to face?' Rebus nodded; Ancram apprai sed him ~Were?

"At his house.'

"The Ponderosa? He let you in without a search warrant?

“The place was i nmacul ate.'

"He' d probably spent half an hour before you got there sticking al
the booty upstairs.'



"His son was upstairs when | got there.

“Standing guard on the bedroom door, no doubt. Did you see Eve?
"Who's she?

“Uncle Joe's clippie. Don't be fooled by the wheezing ol d pensioner
routine. Eve's around fifty, still in good nick.

"l didn't see her.'

“You' d've renmenbered. So, did anything rattle |oose fromthe shaky
ol d bugger?'

"Not much. He swore Tony El's been off the payroll for a year, and
he hasn't seen him'

A man cane into the bar, saw Ancram and was about to do a U-turn.
But Ancram had al ready spotted himin the bar mrror, so the nan
wal ked up to him brushing rain off his hair.

“Hiya, Chick.'

"Dusty, how s things?

“No' bad.'

“You' re doing away then?'

“You know e, Chick.' The man kept his head | ow, spoke in an
undertone, shuffled off to the far end of the bar.

“Just soneone | know,' Ancram expl ai ned: neaning, a snitch. The
man was ordering a half and a "hauf': whisky with a half-pint of beer to
chase it down. He opened a packet of Enbassy, nade too nuch of a
poi nt of not |ooking along the bar.

"So was that all Uncle Joe gave you?' Ancram asked. "1'mintrigued,
how did you get to hin®
A patrol car dropped me, | wal ked the rest of the way.'

“You know what | nean.'
“Uncl e Joe and | have a mutual friend.' Rebus finished his malt.
" Sane agai n?' Ancram asked. Rebus nodded. “Well, | know you

visited the Bar-L.' Jack Morton talking? "And | can't think of too nany
peopl e there who have Uncle Joe's ear ... Big Ger Cafferty?" Rebus gave
silent applause. Ancram | aughed for real this tine, not a show for
reporters. “And the old sod didn't tell you anything?

“Just that he thought Tony El had noved south, maybe to London.'
Ancram pi cked the [ ermon out of his drink, discarded it. "Really?

That's interesting.'

"Wy ?'

"Because |'ve had ny friends reporting in.' Ancram nade the

slightest novenent with his head, and the snitch fromthe far end of the
bar slid off his stool and cane towards them ~Tell Inspector Rebus
what you told nme, Dusty.'

Dusty licked non-existent |lips. He | ooked the kind who snitched to

feel inmportant, not just for noney or revenge.



"Word is,' he said, face still bowed so Rebus was | ooking at the top of
his head, "Tony El's been working up north.'

“Nort h?'

"Dundee ... north-east.’

" Aber deen?'

“Up that way, aye.'

" Doi ng what ?'

A fast shrug of the shoul ders. | ndependent operator, who knows.

He's just been seen around.'

"Thanks, Dusty,' Ancram said. Dusty sloped back to his end of the
bar. Ancramsignalled for the barmaid. "Two nore,' he said, "and
what ever Dusty's drinking.' He turned to Rebus. ~So who do you
believe, Uncle Joe or Dusty?

“You think he lied just to wind ne up?

"Or wind you down.'

Yes, down as far as London, a false trail that could have eaten into
the investigation: wasted tine, manpower, effort.

“The victi mworked out of Aberdeen,' Rebus said.

"Al'l roads leading to.' The drinks had arrived. Ancram handed over a
twenty. "Don't bother with change, keep it to pay for whatever else
Dusty drinks, and give himwhat's left at the end. Plus one for yourself.'
She nodded, knew the routine. Rebus was thinking hard, routes

| eading north. Did he want to go to Aberdeen? It would keep hi m anay
from The Justice Programme, naybe keep him from thinki ng about
Lawson Geddes. Today had been like a holiday in that respect.

Edi nburgh was too full of ghosts; but then so was d asgow - Jim

St evens, Jack Morton, Bible John and his victins

"Did jack tell you I'd been to the Bar-L?'

I pulled rank on him don't blane Jack.'

"He's changed a lot.'

"Has he been naggi ng you? | wondered why he chased after you at

I unchtime. The zeal of the converted.'

"l don't get it.' Rebus lifted the glass to his lips, poured it in
smoot hl y.

"Didn't he say? He's joined AA, and | don't nean breakdown

i nsurance.' Ancram paused. " Cone to think of it though, naybe | do.'

He wi nked, smled. There was sonet hing annoying about his smle; it
was |ike he was party to secrets and notives - a patronising smle.

A very d aswegian sort of smle.

"He was an al coholic,' Ancramwent on. “| nmean, he still is. Once an

al ky, always an al ky, that's what they say. Sonething happened to him
in Falkirk, he ended up in hospital, nearly in a cona. Sweats, spew ng,
slime dripping off the ceiling. Gave hima hell of a fright. First thing he



did when he got out was | ook up the phone nunber for Sanaritans, and

they put himon to the Juice Church.' He | ooked at Rebus's gl ass.

“Christ, that was quick. Here, have another.' The barnmaid already had a
gl ass in her hand.

"Thanks, | will,"' said Rebus, wishing he didn't feel so calm " Since

you seemto be so |loaded. Nice suit, too.'

The humour left Ancramis eyes. "There's a tailor on Argyle Street,

ten per cent di scount for serving officers.' The eyes narrowed. "Spit it out.'
"No, it's nothing really, just that when | was going through the files

on Toal, | couldn't help noticing that he al ways seened to have i nside info.'
“Careful, |addie.'

The "l addie' rankled; it was neant to.

"Well,' Rebus went on, “everyone knows the west coast is open to

bungs. Not al ways cash, you understand. Could be watches, ID

bracel ets, rings, maybe even a few suits ...°

Ancram | ooked around the bar, as though begging for witnesses to

Rebus' s renarKks.

"Whul d you care to nanme any nanes, inspector, or is hearsay good

enough for Edi nburgh CID? The way | hear it, there's no cupboard-

space left in Fettes, they're so jam packed with skel etons.' He picked up
his drink. “And half those skel etons seemto have your fingerprints al
over them'

The smile again, sparkling eyes, |laughter lines. How did he know?
Rebus turned to go. Ancram s voice foll owed himout of the pub

"We can't all go running to friends in Barlinnie! 1'll see you around,
| nspect or

Chapter 7

Aber deen.

Aberdeen nmeant away from Edi nburgh; no Justice Programme,

no Fort Apache, no shite for himto skite in. Aberdeen | ooked good.

But Rebus had things to do in Edi nburgh. He wanted to see the |ocus

in daylight, so drove out there, not risking his own Saab; leaving it at
Fort Apache and taking the spare Escort. Jim MacAskill wanted hi mon
the case because he hadn't been around | ong enough to nake enem es;
Rebus was wondering how you ever nmade friends in Niddrie. The place
was if anything bl eaker by day: bl ocked-in w ndows, glass |ike shrapnel
on the tarmac, kids playing in the sunshine with no real enthusiasm
eyes and nouths narrowing as his car cruised past.

They' d knocked a | ot of the estate down; behind it was better

housi ng, sem -detached. Satellite dishes a status synbol: the owners
status - unenpl oyed. The estate boasted a derelict pub - insurance job



bl aze - and one all-purpose corner shop, its wi ndow full of video
posters. The kids nade this last their base. BMX bandits bl ow ng

bubbl e-gum Rebus drove past slowy, his eyes on them The death flat
wasn't quite on the edge of the estate, not quite visible from N ddrie
Mai ns Road. Rebus was thinking: Tony El didn't cone fromround

here, and if he'd picked the spot by chance, there were other derelict
flats nearer the main road.

Two nmen plus the victim Tony El and an acconpli ce.

The acconplice had | ocal know edge.

Rebus clinbed the stairs to the flat. The place had been seal ed, but he
had keys to both padl ocks. The living roomas before, upside-down

tabl e, blanket. He wondered who'd slept there, maybe they'd seen
somet hi ng. He reckoned his chances of finding themwere one per cent;

of getting themto talk, slightly less. Kitchen, bathroom bedroons,
hal | way. He kept close to the walls, so as not to fall through the fl oor.
There was no one living in the block, but the next block along had gl ass
in a couple of its windows: one on the first storey, one on the second.

Rebus knocked on the first door. A dishevell ed wonan answer ed, an
infant clinging round her neck. He didn't need to introduce hinself.
I don't know anything, and | didn't see or hear anything.' She made
to close the door

“You married?

She opened the door again. "Wat's it to you?

Rebus shrugged; good questi on.

"He's down the boozer, nost likely,' she said.

“How many ki ds have you got?

“Three.'

“Must be pushed for space.'

"That's what we keep telling them Al they'll say is our nane's on the
list.'

“What age is your ol dest?

Eyes narrowi ng. " El even.'

“Any chance he saw sonet hi ng?

She shook her head. "He'd've told ne.'

“What about your man?'

She smiled. "He'd have seen everything twce.'

Rebus smiled too. "Well, if you hear anything ... fromthe kids or
your man

“Aye, right.' Slowy, so as not to cause offence, she shut the door on
hi m

Rebus clinbed the next flight. Dog shit on the | anding, a used
condom he tried not to connect the two. Felt-marker graffiti on the
door - Wanker, HMFC, cartoon coitus. The occupi er had given up



trying to wipe it off. Rebus pushed the doorbell. No answer; he tried
agai n.

A voice fromw thin: ~Bugger offl.'

"Could | have a word?'

"Wio is it?

"aDbD!

A chain rattled, and the door opened two inches. Rebus saw half a
face: an old woman, or maybe an old nman. He showed his warrant card
“You're not noving me out. |'lIl be here when they pull the place
down. '

I don't want to nove you out.'

Rebus rai sed his voice. "Nobody wants to nove you out.'
“Aye they do, but I'mnot noving, you can tell themthat.' Rebus
caught foul breath, a neaty snell.

"Look, have you heard what happened next door?

" Eh~'

Rebus peered through the gap. The hallway was littered with sheets

of newspaper, enpty cat-food tins. One nore try.

" Sonreone was kil led next door.'

"Don't try your tricks with nme, boyo!' Anger in the voice.

“I'"'mnot trying any ... ach, to hell with it.' Rebus turned, started back
downstairs. Suddenly the outside world | ooked good to himin the

warm sunshine. It was all relative. He wal ked over to the corner shop,
asked the kids a few questions, handed out mints to anyone who want ed
one. He didn't |earn anything, but ended up with an excuse to go inside.
He bought a packet of extra-strong, put it in his pocket for |ater, asked
the Asian behind the counter a couple of questions. She was fifteen,
maybe sixteen, extraordinarily pretty. A video was playing on the TV,
hi gh up on one wall. Hong Kong gangsters shooting chunks out of each
other. She didn't have anything to tell him

"Do you like Niddrie? he asked.

“It's all right.' Her voice was pure Edinburgh, eyes on the TV.

Rebus drove back to Fort Apache. The Shed was enpty. He drank a

cup of coffee and snoked a cigarette. Niddrie, Craigmllar, Wster
1-lailes, Miirhouse, Pilton, Granton ... They all seenmed to himlike

sone horrible experinent in social engineering: scientists in white coats
sticking famlies down in this maze or that, seeing what woul d happen,
how strong they'd have to becone to cope, whether or not they'd find

the exit ... He lived in an area of Edi nburgh where six figures bought
you a three-bedroomflat. It amused himthat he could sell up and be
suddenly rich ... except, of course, that he'd have nowhere to |ive, and

couldn't afford to nove anywhere nicer in the city. He realised he was



just about as trapped as anyone in Niddrie or Craignillar, nicer nodel
of trap, that was all.

H s phone rang. He picked it up and wi shed he hadn't.

"I nspector Rebus?' A wonan's voice: administrative. Could you

attend a nmeeting tonorrow at Fettes?

Rebus felt a chill run the length of his spine. "Wat sort of neeting?
A cool smling voice. "I don't have that information. The request
cones fromthe ACC s office.’

The Assistant Chi ef Constable, Cohn Carswell. Rebus called himthe
"CC Rider'. A Yorkshireman - as close to a Scot as the English got.
He'd been with Lothian and Borders two and a half years, and so far
nobody had a bad word to say about him which should have put himin
the Qui nness Book of Records. There had been a hairy few nonths after

the last Deputy Chief Constable resigned and before they appointed a
new one, but Carswell had coped. Sonme were of the opinion that he was
just too good, and therefore would never nake it to Chief Constable.
Lot hi an and Borders used to boast one DCC and two ACCs, but one of
the ACC posts had now becone "Director of Corporate Services', about
whi ch no one on the force seened to know anything at all

“What tinme?

"Two o'clock, it shouldn't take |ong.'

"WIIl there be tea and biccies? |I'mnot coning otherw se.'

A shocked pause, then a rel ease of breath as she realised he was

joking. "We'll see what we can mmnage, |nspector.’
Rebus put down the phone. It rang again and he picked it up
“John? It's G111, did you get ny nessage?

“Yes, thanks.'
“Ch. | thought you might have tried to call ne.

“Mm'
“John? |'s sonething wong?
He shook hinself. "I don't know. The CC R der wants to see ne.'

“What ever for?'

“Nobody' s saying.'

A sigh. “What have you been up to this tinme?

“Absolutely nothing, GIIl, that's the God's honest truth.

“Made any enem es yet at your new posting? As she spoke, Bain and
Macl ay wal ked t hrough the door. Rebus nodded a greeting.

"No enemies. Do you think |I'm doing something wong? Maclay and
Bai n were sheddi ng jackets, pretending not to be interested.
“Listen, about that nessage | left ...?

“Yes, Chief |Inspector? Maclay and Bain dropped the pretence.
“Can we neet ?'

"l don't see why not. Dinner tonight?'



“Tonight ... yes, why not?

She lived in Mrningside, Rebus in Marchnont ... nmake it a

Tol i cross rendezvous.

"Brougham Street,' Rebus said, "that Indian place with the slat blinds.
Hal f ei ght?

“Sure.'

"See you there, Chief Inspector.'

Bai n and Macl ay went about their business, said nothing for a minute
or two. Then Bain coughed, swall owed, spoke.

" How was Rai nt own?'

I got out alive.'

"Find out anything about Uncle Joe and Tony El?' Bain's finger went

to the nick bel ow his eye.

Rebus shrugged. "~ Maybe sonet hi ng, maybe not hi ng.

"Al'l right, don't tell us,' Maclay said. He | ooked funny, sitting at his
desk. An inch had been sawn off each of the I egs of his chair, so his
thighs would fit under the lip of the desk. When Rebus had first arrived,
he' d asked why Maclay hadn't just lifted the table legs up an inch. Unti
then, Maclay hadn't thought of it - sawing the chair |egs had been
Bain's idea

"Nothing to tell,' Rebus argued. "Except this - word is, Tony El's a
free agent, working out of the north-east, so we need to contact

Granpi an CI D and ask about him

Il fax themhis details,' Mclay said.

I take it there's been no sign? Rebus asked.

Bai n and Macl ay shook their heads.

“I1'Il et you into the secret though,' Bain said.

“What ?'

"There are at | east two I ndians on Brougham Street with slatted

blinds."'

Rebus wat ched t hem have a good | augh about that, then asked what

t he background check on the decedent had produced.

"Not much,' Bain said, |eaning back in his chair and waving a sheet of
paper. Rebus got up, took the paper from him

Al'lan Mtchison. Only child. Born in Grangenouth. H s nother died

in childbirth; his father went into decline, followed her two years |ater.
Infant Allan was taken into care - no other kin found. Children's hone,
then a foster famly. Put up for adoption, but was an unruly kid, a
troubl e-maker. Screaming fits, tantruns, then long sul ks. He always ran
away eventually, always found his way back to the children's hone.

Gew up into a quiet teenager, still prone to black sul ks, the occasional
out burst, but talented in some school subjects - English, geography, art,
music - and nostly docile. Still preferred the children's hone to foster



life. Left school at seventeen. Having seen a docunentary on life on a
North Sea platform decided he Iiked the look of it. Mles from
anywhere, andan exi stence not unlike the children's home-

reginented. He liked group life, dormitories, shared roons. Painter. His
work pattern was uneven - he'd spent time onshore as well as off - a
spell of training at RA T-0OSC ..

"What's RA T- OsSC?'

Macl ay had been waiting for the question. "Robert Gordon Institute

of Technol ogy's O fshore Survival Centre.

“Is that the same as Robert Gordon's University?

Macl ay and Bain | ooked at one anot her, shrugged.

"Never mnd,' Rebus said, thinking: Johnny Bible's first victimhad
attended RGU

M tchi son had al so worked at the Sullom Voe term nal on Shetl and, a
few other locations. Friends and workmates: plenty of the latter,
precious few of the fornmer. Edi nburgh had proved a dead end: none of
hi s nei ghbours had ever cl apped eyes on him And the word from
Aberdeen and points north was only a little nore encouragi ng. A couple
of names: one on a production platform one at Sull om Voe

"Are these two willing to be interviewed?

Bain: “Christ, you're not thinking of going up there? First d asgow,
now teuchter-land - didn't you get a holiday this year?

Macl ay' s hi gh-pitched | aughter.

Rebus: | seemto be a sitting target down here. | had a thought today
- whoever picked out that flat knew the area. |I'mthinking a | ocal
Ei t her of you have snitches in Niddrie?

"Of course.’

"Then get talking to them a nman answering Tony El's description, he
m ght' ve been hangi ng around the pubs and clubs, |ooking for |oca
talent. |Is there anything on decedent's enpl oyer?

Bain |ifted another sheet, waved it, smling. Rebus had to get up
again, go fetch it.

T-Bird G| got its nane from Thom Bird, who had been co-founder

with “Major' Randall Weir.

“ Maj or ?'

Bai n shrugged. "“That's what they call him WMjor Wir.'

Weir and Bird were both Anericans, but with strong Scottish roots.
Bird had died in 1986, |leaving Weir in charge. It was one of the smaller
conpani es hoovering up oil and gas from bel ow the sea bed

Rebus realised that he knew al nbst nothing about the oil industry.

He had sone pictures in his head, nostly disasters - Piper Al pha, the
Br aer.

T-Bird had its UK base in Aberdeen, near Dyce Airport, but the



global HQ was in the US, and the conpany held other oil and gas
interests in Alaska, Africa, and the @ulf of Mexico.

"Boring, eh?" Maclay offered.

“Is that neant to be a joke?'

“Just nmaking conversation.'

Rebus got to his feet, put his jacket on. "Well, nuch as | could |isten
to your dulcet tones all day ...

“Where are you goi ng?'
“Station to station.'

No one seemed very interested in his return to St Leonard's; a couple of
wool Iy suits stopped to say hello - it turned out they didn't even know
he' d been transferred.

I don't know who that says nore about - ne or you.'

In the CID offices he saw Si obhan O arke at her desk. She was on

t he phone, and waved her pen at him as he passed. She wore a white
short-sl eeved bl ouse, and her bare arns were deeply tanned, as were her
neck and face.

Rebus kept | ooking, and acknow edged a few | ukewar m greetings.

Jings, but it was rare to be "hone'. He thought of Allan Mtchison and
his enpty flat: he'd cone back to Edi nburgh because it was as close to a
home as he had.

Eventual ly he spotted Brian Hol nes, chatting up a WPC, giving it

pl enty.

"Hello, Brian, how s the wife?

The WPC turned red, munbl ed some excuse and | eft.

"Fla fucking ha,' Hol mes said. Now that the WPC had gone, he

| ooked dead done in, shoul ders slunped, skin grey, specks of stubble

eft behind by a too-casual razor.

“That favour ...  Rebus pronpted.
“I"'mon it.'

“And?"

“I"'mon it!'

"Go easy, son, we're all friends here.'

Hol nes seened to deflate. He rubbed his eyes, clawed fingers
through his hair.

“Sorry,' he said. "I'mbeat, that's all it is.
"Woul d cof fee hel p?

"Only if you can buy it by the vat.'

The canteen could stretch to an "Extra Large'. They sat down,
Hol nes tearing open sachets of sugar and pouring themin.
"Look,' he said, “about the other night, Mental Mnto ...°

"We don't talk about that,' Rebus said firmy. "It's history.'



"Too much history around here.'

“What el se have the Scots got?

“You two | ook about as happy as nuns on a Club 18-30.' Siobhan
Clarke pulled out a chair and sat down.

"Ni ce holiday?" Rebus asked.

"Rel axi ng.'

"l see the weather was |ousy.'

She ran a hand up one arm ~Took hours of work on the beach to get
this.'

“You' ve al ways been conscientious.'

She sipped Diet Pepsi. "So why's everyone so down in the dunps?
“You don't want to know.'

She rai sed an eyebrow, but didn't say anything. Two tired, grey nen;
one young worman, tanned and brimming with |life. Rebus knew he'd
have to gee hinmself up for his evening date.

"So,' he asked Hol nes casually, "that thing | asked you to | ook
into ...?

“It's slow going. If you want ny opinion,' he | ooked up at Rebus,
“whoever wote up the notes was a master of circum ocution. There's a
lot of circling around the subject. |I'd guess nobst casual readers would
give up rather than plough on.'

Rebus sniled. "Wiy would the witer have done that?

"To put people off reading it. He probably thought they'd flick to the
sunm ng-up, mss out all the rubbish in the nmiddle. Thing is, you can
| ose things that way, bury themin the text.

"Excuse nme,' Siobhan said, “have | wal ked into a nmasoni c neeting by

m stake? Is this sone code |'m not supposed to get?'

"Not at all, Brother Clarke,' Rebus said, getting to his feet. " Maybe
Brother Holnmes will tell you about it.'

Hol mes | ooked to Siobhan. "Only if you prom se not to show ne any
hol i day snaps."

"I wasn't intending to.' Siobhan straightened her back. "1 know
naturi st beaches aren't your thing.'

Rebus was purposely early for the rendezvous. Bain hadn't been |ying:
there were two restaurants with wood-slatted blinds. They were eighty
yards apart, and Rebus wal ked rel ays between the two. He saw G ||
roundi ng the corner at Tollcross and waved to her. She hadn't over-
dressed for the occasion: new |l ooking denins, plain cream blouse, and a
yel | ow cashnere junper tied around her neck. Sungl asses, gold-chain
neckl ace, and two-inch heels - she liked to make a noi se when she



wal ked.

“Hell o, John.'
"Hya, GII.'

“Is this the place?

He | ooked at the restaurant. "“There's another one just up the road if
you'd prefer. Or there's French, Tha

"This is fine." She pulled open the door, wal ked in ahead of him "Did
you book a table?

"Didn't think they'd be busy,' Rebus said. The restaurant wasn't

enpty, but there was a spare table for two by the wi ndow, directly
beneath a distorting | oudspeaker. G 1| renoved her brown | eather

shoul der-bag and laid it under her chair.

“Sonething to drink? their waiter asked.

“Whi sky and soda for nme,' Gl said.

“Whi sky, no additives,' Rebus ordered. As the first waiter left,

anot her appeared with nenus, popaduns and pickles. After he'd gone,
Rebus | ooked around, saw that no one at the other tables was paying
attention, and reached up to tug at the speaker-cable, disconnecting it.
The nusi c above them st opped.

"Better,' Gl said, smling.

"So,' Rebus said, laying his napkin across his thighs, “is this business
or social?

"Both,' GIIl admitted. She broke off as the drinks arrived. The waiter
knew sonet hi ng was wong, eventually placed it. He | ooked up at the

sil ent speaker.

"It can be easily nmended,' he told them They shook their heads, then
studi ed the nenus. Having ordered, Rebus raised his gl ass.

" Skuinte.'

“Cheers.' G Il took a gulp of her drink, exhal ed afterwards.

"So,' Rebus said, "niceties taken care of ... to business.'

"Do you know how many wonen nmake chief inspector in the Scottish force?
I know we're talking the fingers of a blind carpenter's hand.'
"Exactly.' She paused, realigned her cutlery. | don't want to screw up.'
“Who does?

She glanced at him smled. Rebus: world's supply of fuck-ups, his

life a warehouse filled to the rafters with them Harder to shift than
eight-track cartridges.

"OK,' he said, “so I'man authority.

“And that's good.'

"No."' He shook his head. “Because |I'mstill fucking up.'

She smiled. “Five months, John, and | haven't nade a good collar yet.'
“But that's about to change?'

I don't know.' Another gulp of courage. "~ Soneone's passed ne sone



i nformati on about a drug deal ... a biggie.'

Wi ch protocol dictates you should pass on to the Scottish Crine
Squad. "’

She gave hima |l ook. “And hand those | azy bastards the glory? Cone

on, John.'

“I've never been a great believer in protocol nyself. Al the sane

Al the sane: he didn't want G |1 fucking up. He could see this was
important to her: naybe too inportant. She needed perspective, sane as
he needed on Spaven.

"So who passed you the info?

"Fergus MclLure.'

"Feardi e Fergie?" Rebus pursed his lips. "Wasn't he one of Flower's
snitches?'

G Il nodded. "I took over Flower's |list when he noved.'

“Jesus, how nmuch did he screw out of you?

"Never you mnd.'

"Most of Flower's grasses are worse than anyone they could possibly
snitch on.'

"Neverthel ess, he gave ne his list.'

"Feardi e Fergie, eh?

Fergus McLure had been in and out of private hospitals half his life.

A nervous wreck, he drank nothing stronger than Ovaltine, and coul dn't
wat ch anything nore exciting than Pets Wn Prizes. H's constant supply
of prescription drugs bolstered the profits of the British pharmaceutica
i ndustry. This said, he ran a nice little enpire which just bordered on
the legal: jeweller by trade, he also put on sales of Persian rugs, fire-
damaged and wat er - danaged merchandi se, receivership auctions. He

lived in Ratho, a village on the edge of the city. Feardie Fergie was a
known honpbsexual, but lived quietly - unlike sone judges of Rebus's
acquai nt ance.

G 1l crunched on a popadum dribbled chutney on the remaining piece.
"So what's the problen? Rebus asked.

“How wel | do you know Fergus MLure?

Rebus shrugged, lied. "Reputation only. Wy?

"Because | want this watertight before | act onit.'

"Problemw th snitches, GIll, you can't always have corroboration.'

"No, hut | can have a second opinion.'

“You want me to talk to hin®

“John, for all your flaws -,

“For which | am fanous.'

- you're a good judge of character, and you know enough about
informers.'

"My back-up subject for Masternind.'



I just want to know if you think he's on the level. | don't want to go
to all the trouble and effort of opening an investigation, naybe setting
up surveillance, taps, even a sting operation, only to have the carpet
pull ed out from under ne.'

“Under st ood, but you know the Squaddies will be peeved if you keep
themin the dark. They've got the manpower and experience for this
sort of thing.'

She just stared at him ~Since when did you start going by the book?
"We're not talking about ne. |I'mthe L& bad apple - doubtless they
think one's nore than enough.'

Their food arrived, the table filling with platters and di shes, a nan
bread bi g enough to be plotting world domi nation. They | ooked at one
another, realising they didn't feel that hungry any nore.

A couple nore of the sane,' Rebus said, handing the waiter his

enpty glass. To GIl: "So tell me Fergie's story.'

“It's sketchy. Sonme drugs are comng north in a consignment of
antiques. They're going to be handed over to the dealers.'

"The dealers being ...?

She shrugged. “MlLure thinks they're Americans.'

Rebus frowned. “~Who? The sellers?

"No, the buyers. The sellers are Gernman.

Rebus went through the maj or Edi nburgh dealers, couldn't think of a
singl e Aneri can.

"I know,' G Il said, reading his thoughts.

"New boys trying to break in?

"McLure thinks the stuffs headed further north.'

" Dundee?"

She nodded. " And Aberdeen.'

Aber deen again. Jesus. Atown called nalice. "So how s Fergie

i nvol ved?'

"One of his sales would be the perfect cover.'

"He's fronting?

Anot her nod. She chewed on a piece of chicken, dipped nan bread

into the sauce. Rebus watched her eat, renenmbering little things about
her: the way her ears nmoved when she chewed, the way her eyes flicked
over the different dishes, the way she rubbed her fingers together
afterwards ... There were rings around her neck that hadn't been there

five years ago, and maybe when she visited her hairdresser they added
sone col our to her roots. But she | ooked good. She | ooked great.

" So0?' she asked.

“Is that all he told you?

"He's scared of these dealers, too scared to tell themto get |ost. But
the last thing he wants is us catching on and putting himin jail as an



accessory. That's why he's grassing.

“Even though he's scared?

“Mnhm'

"When's all this supposed to happen?

“When they phone him'

I don't know, GII. If it were a peg, you couldn't hang a fucking
hankie on it, never mnd your coat.'

"Colourfully put.'

She was staring at his tie as she said it. It was a loud tie, purposely so:
it was supposed to distract attention fromhis unironed shirt with the
m ssi ng button.

"OK, I'I'l go talkies tonorrow, see if | can wing any nore out of him
"But gently.'

"He' Il be putty in my hands.'

They ate only half the food, still felt bloated. Coffee and m nts cane:
GIl put both mints into her bag for later. Rebus had a third whisky. He
was | ooki ng ahead, seeing them standing outside the restaurant. He

could offer to wal k her home. He could ask her back to his flat. Only she
couldn't stay the night: there mght be reporters outside in the norning.
John Rebus: presunptuous bastard.

"Why are you smling? she asked.

"Use it or lose it, they say.'

They split the bill, the drinks coming to as nuch as the food. And

then they were outside. The night had grown cool

"What are my chances of finding a taxi?* G Il was | ooking up and

down the street.

“Pubs aren't out yet, you should be OK My car's back at the flat
“Thanks, John, |I'Il be all right. Look, here's one.' She waved to it.

The driver signalled and pulled over with a squeak of brakes. "Tell ne
how you get on,' she said.

"Il phone you straight after.’

"Thanks.' She pecked his cheek, a hand on his shoul der to steady

hersel f. Then she got into the taxi and cl osed the door, giving her

address to the driver. Rebus watched the cab execute a slow U-turn into
the traffic heading for Tolicross.

Rebus stood there for a nonent, |ooking at his shoes. She'd wanted a
favour, that was all. Good to know he was still useful for sone things.
"Feardie Fergie', Fergus McLure. A nane fromthe past; one-tine

friend of a certain Lenny Spaven. Worth a nmorning trip to Ratho for
definite.

He heard another taxi com ng - unm stakable engine sound. Its

yel low | i ght was on. He waved it down, got in.



"The Oxford Bar,' he said.

The nore Bible John thought about the Upstart ... the nore he |earned
about him... the surer he felt that Aberdeen was the key.

He sat in his study, door |ocked against the outside world, and stared
at the UPSTART file on his laptop. The gap between victins one and

two was six weeks, between victins two and three only four. Johnny

Bi ble was a hungry little devil, but so far he hadn't killed again. O if he
had, he was still playing with the body. But that wasn't the Upstart's
way. He killed them quick, then presented the bodies to the world.

Bi bl e John had worked back, and had found two newspaper stories -

both in the Aberdeen Press and Journal. A wonan attacked on her way
home froma nightclub, a nman attenpting to drag her into an alley.
She' d screaned, he'd panicked and fled. Bible John had driven out to
the scene one night. He stood in the alley and thought of the Upstart
standing there, biding his tine till the nightclub enptied. There was a
housi ng schene nearby, and the route hone passed the nouth of the
alley. Superficially, it was the perfect spot, but the Upstart had been
nervous, ill-prepared. He'd probably been waiting there for an hour or
two, standing back in the shadows, afraid someone woul d stunbl e upon
him H s nerve had come and gone. Wen he'd finally picked a victim

he hadn't disabled it quickly enough. A screamwas all it had taken to
send hi m runni ng.

Yes, it could well be the Upstart. He'd studied his failure, conme up
with a better plan: go into the nightclub, get talking to the victim... put
the victimat its ease, then strike.

Second newspaper item a woman conpl ai ni ng of a peeper in her

back garden. Wen police were called, they found marks on her kitchen
door, clunsy attenpts at entering. Maybe connected to the first story,
maybe not. Story one: eight weeks before the first nurder. Story two: a
further four weeks back. A pattern of nonths establishing itself. And

anot her pattern on top of the first: peeper beconing attacker. O course,
there could be other stories he'd nmissed, ones fromother cities, making
for different theories, but Bible John was happy to go w th Aberdeen.
First victim often the first victimwas local. Once the killer's confidence
was up, he would range further afield. But that first success was so very
i nportant.

A timd knock at the study door. “|'ve nade coffee.’

1"l be out soon.'

Back to his conputer. He knew the police would be busy conpiling

their own conposites, their psychol ogical profiles, renmenbered the one

a psychiatrist had conpiled of him You knew he was “an authority'



because of all the letters after his nane: BSc, BL, MA, MB, ChB,

LLB, DPA, FRCPath. Meaningless in the w der schene, as was his
report. Bible John had read it in a book years back. The few things
about himit got right, he attenpted to renmedy. The serial nurderer
was supposedly withdrawn, with few close friends, so he had forced

hi nsel f to beconme gregarious. The type was known for a |lack of drive
and fear of adult contacts, so he took a job where drive and contacts

were crucial. As for the rest of the thesis ... rubbish, nostly.
Serial killers not infrequently had a history of honbsexual activity -
not guilty.

They were usually unmarried - tell that to the Yorkshire Ripper.

They often heard two voices inside their heads, one good and the

other evil. They coll ected weapons, and gave them pet nanes. Many
dressed up in wonen's cl othes. Sonme showed an interest in black magic

or in nonsters, and collected sadistic pornography. Many had a "private
pl ace' where objects such as hoods, dolls and rubber diving-suits would
be kept.

He | ooked around his study and shook his head.

There were only a few points where the psychiatrist got it right. Yes,
he woul d say he was egocentric - like half the population. Yes, he was
neat and tidy. Yes, he had an interest in the Second Wrld War (but not
sol ely Nazismor concentration canps). Yes, he was a plausible liar - or
rather, people were gullible listeners. And yes, he planned his culls well
in advance, as it appeared the Upstart was now doi ng.

The librarian had not yet finished conmpiling his newspaper list. A
check of requests for Bible John literature had drawn a bl ank. That was
the had news. But there was good news too. Thanks to the recent

upsurge of interest in the original Bible John case, he had newspaper
details of other unsolved murders, seven of them Five took place in
1977, one in ~78, and one much nore recently. These gave hima second

thesis. The first had the Upstart just beginning his career; the second
had hi mrecommencing it after a | ong gap. He m ght have been out of

the country, or in sone institution, or even in a relationship where he
did not feel it necessary to kill. If the police were being neticul ous -
whi ch he doubted - they'd be | ooking at recent divorces of nen who

had narried in “78 or ~79. Bible John did not have the neans at his

di sposal to do this, which was frustrating. He got up and stared at his
shel ves of books, not really seeing them There was an opinion that the
Upstart znas Bible John, that the eyew tness descriptions were flawed. As
aresult, the police and the nedia had dusted off their photofits and
artists' inpressions.

Dangerous. He knew the only way to quash such specul ati on was to

| ocate the Upstart. Imtation was not the sincerest formof flattery. It



was potentially lethal. He had to find the Upstart. Either that or |ead the
police to him One way or another, it would be done.

Chapter 8

He was in a six a.m opener, drinking off a good sl eep.

He' d woken up way too early, got dressed, and decided to go

for a wal k. He crossed the Meadows, headed down George |V Bridge

and the High Street, left on to Cockburn Street. Cockburn Street:
shoppi ng nmecca to teenagers and hi ppi es; Rebus renenbered Cockburn
Street market when it was a dammed sight nore disreputable than these
days. Angi e Riddell had bought her necklace in a shop on Cockburn
Street. Maybe she'd worn it the day he'd taken her to the café, but he
didn'tthink so. Heswitched off the thought, turned down a

passageway, a steep flight of steps, and took another |eft on Market
Street. He was opposite Waverley Station, and there was a pub open. It
catered to night-shift workers, a drink or two before honme and bed. But
you saw businessnmen in it too, bracing themsel ves for the day ahead.
Wth newspaper offices nearby, the regulars were printworkers and

subs, and there were always first editions available, the ink just dry.
Rebus was known here, and no one ever bothered him Even if a

reporter was having a drink, they didn't hassle himfor stories or quotes
- it was an unwitten rule, never breached.

This norning, three teenagers sat slunped at a table, barely touching
their drinks. Their dishevelled and sleepy state told Rebus they'd just
conpleted a "twenty-four': round-the-clock drinking. The daytine was
easy:. you started at six in the norning - sonewhere like this - and the

pubs were licensed till mdnight or one o' clock. After that, it had to be
cl ubs, casinos, and you finished the marathon at a pizza parlour on
Lot hian Road, open till six am, at which point you returned here for

the last drink of the session.

The bar was quiet, no TV or radio, the fruit nachine not yet plugged
in: another unwitten rule. At this time of day, what you did in this
pl ace was drink. And read the papers. Rebus poured a hel ping of water
into his whisky, took it and a paper to a table. The sun outside the
wi ndows was skin-tone pink against a mlky sky. It had been a good

wal k; he liked the city quiet: taxis and early risers, first dogs being
exercised, clear, clean air. But the night before still clung to the pl ace:
a

litter-bin upturned, a bench on the Meadows with a broken back, traffic
cones hoisted on to bus shelter roofs. It was true of the bar too: |ast
night's fug had not had time to dissipate. Rebus Iit a cigarette and read



hi s paper.

A story on the inside page caught his attention: Aberdeen was hosting

an international convention on offshore pollution and the role of the oi
i ndustry. Del egates from si xteen countries were expected to attend.
There was a smaller story tacked on to the article: the Bannock oil and
gas field, 100 mles north-east of Shetland, was coming to the end of its
“useful economic life', and was about to undergo deconmi ssi oni ng.

Envi ronnental i sts were naking an issue of Bannock's main production
platform a steel and concrete structure wei ghing 200,000 tonnes. They
want ed to know what the owners, T-Bird G, planned to do with it. As
requi redby | aw, the conpany had subnitted an Abandonnent

Programme to the Ol and Gas Division of the Departnent of Trade

and Industry, but its contents had not been nmade public.

The environnmental ists were saying that there were over 200 oil and

gas installations on the UK Continental Shelf, and they all had a finite
production |ife. The governnent seened to be backing an option which
woul d | eave the majority of the deep-water platfornms in place, with only
m ni mal mai nt enance. There was even talk of selling themoff for
alternative use - plans included prisons and casi no/ hotel conpl exes.

The governnent and the oil conpanies were tal king cost-effectiveness,
and about striking a balance between cost, safety and the environnent.
The protesters' line was: the environnment at any cost. Stoked up from
their victory over Shell with the Brent Spar, the pressure groups were
pl anni ng to nmake Bannock an issue too, and woul d be hol di ng marches,
rallies, and an open-air concert close to the site of the Aberdeen
conventi on.

Aber deen: fast becom ng the centre of Rebus's universe.

He finished his whisky, decided against a second, then changed his

m nd. Flicked through the rest of the paper: nothing new on Johnny

Bi bl e. There was a property section; he checked the Marchnont/

Sci ennes prices, then |aughed at sonme of the New Town specs:

"l uxurious townhouse, elegant living on five floors ... ; “garage for sale
separately, £20,000'. There were still a few places in Scotland where
£20, 000 woul d buy you a house, maybe with the garage thrown in. He

| ooked down the “Country Property' list, saw nore wild prices,
flattering photos attached. There was a place on the coast south-east of

the city, picture windows and sea views, for the price of a Marchnont
flat. Dreamon, sailor

He wal ked hone, got in his car, and drove out to Craignillar, one
area of the city not yet represented in the property section, and not
likely to be for sone tinme to cone.

The night shift was just about to cone off. Rebus saw officers he hadn't



seen before. He asked around: it had been a quiet night; the cells were
enpty, ditto the biscuit-tins. In the Shed, he sat at his desk and saw new
paperwork staring up at him He fetched hinself a coffee and picked up
the first sheet.

More dead ends on Allan Mtchison; the head of his children's hone
interviewed by local CID. A check of his bank account, nothing am ss.
Not hi ng from Aberdeen CID on Tony El. A woolly suit canme in with a
package addressed to Rebus. Postnarked Aberdeen, a printed |abel: T-
Bird Ql. Rebus opened it. Publicity material, a conplinment slip from
Stuart M nchell, Personnel Dept. Half a dozen A4 panphlets, quality

| ayout and paper, colour throughout, facts kept to a m nimum Rebus,

aut hor of five thousand reports, knew waffle when he saw it. M nchel
had encl osed a copy of "T-BIRD O L - STRI KING THE BALAN-

CE', identical to the one in the side pocket of Mtchison's rucksack
Rebus opened it, saw a nmap of the Bannock field, laid out across a grid
showi ng which blocks it occupied. A note explained that the North Sea
had been divided into blocks of 100 square mles apiece, and oi
conpanies initially nade bids for exploration rights to these bl ocks.
Bannock was sl ap-bang up against the international boundary - a few

m |l es east and you canme to nore oil fields, but this time Norwegi an
rather than British.

“Bannockwi Il be the first T-Bird field to undergo rigorous
decommi ssi oning,' Rebus read. There seened to be seven options

avail able, from Leave In Place to Total Renoval. The conpany's

“nmodest proposal' was for nothballing: |eaving the structure to be dealt
with at a later date.

“Surprise, surprise,' Rebus muttered, noting that nothballing ~would

| eave funds available for future exploration and devel opnent'.

He put the panmphlets back in their envel ope and shoved it in a

drawer, returning to his paperwork. A sheet of Lax paper was hi dden
near the bottom He pulled it out. It was from Stuart M nchell, sent the
previ ousday at seven in the evening: further details on Allan

M tchison's two worknmates. The one who worked at the Sull om Voe

term nal was called Jake Harley. He was on a wal ki ng/ bi rdwat chi ng

hol i day somewhere on Shetland, and probably hadn't yet heard of his
friend' s dem se. The one who worked offshore was called WIllie Ford.

He was hal fway through a sixteen-day stint, and "~of course' had |earned
about Allan Mtchison.

Rebus pi ckedup his tel ephone, reached into the drawer for

M nchell's conplinent slip. He got the nunber fromit and pushed the
buttons. It was early; all the sane

" Personnel .

“Stuart M nchell, please.'



" Speaking.' Bingo: Mnchell a conpany man, early starter.

"M Mnchell, it's Inspector Rebus again.'

“lInspector, you're lucky | picked up the phone. Usually | just let it
ring, only way | can get sone work done before the rush.'

“Your fax, M Mnchell - why did you say "of course" WIllie Ford

had | earned of Allan Mtchison's death?

" Because they worked together, didn't | tell you?

O fshore?

“Yes.'

“Which platform M M nchell?

"Didn't | tell you that either? Bannock.

"The one that's being nothball ed?

“Yes. Qur Public Relations teanmis got its work cut out there.' A
pause. ‘Is it inmportant, I|nspector?

"Probably not, sir,' Rebus said. "“Thanks anyway.' Rebus put down

the receiver, drunmed his fingers against it.

He went out to the shops, bought a filled roll for breakfast - corned
beef and onion. The roll was too floury, and stuck to the roof of his
mout h. He bought hinself a coffee to wash it down. Wen he got back
to the Shed, Bain and Maclay were at their desks, feet up, tabloid
readi ng. Bain was eating a dough-ring; Maclay burping sausage- neat.
"Snitch reports? Rebus asked.

"Nothing so far,' Bain said, not taking his eyes fromthe paper.
“Tony El ?

Macl ay' s turn: "Description's gone out to every Scottish force,

not hing's cone back.'

"l phoned Granpian CID nyself,' Bain added, "told themto check

out Mtchison's Indian restaurant. Looks |ike he was a regul ar, they
m ght know sonet hi ng."'

"Nice one, Dod,' Rebus said.

"Not just a pretty face, is he?" Maclay said.

The weat her forecast was for sunshine and showers. It seenmed to Rebus,

as he drove out to Ratho, that they were conming at ten-nminute intervals.
Bri sk black clouds, shafts of sunlight, blue skies, then clouds gathering
again. At one point, it started raining when there didn't seemto be a
cloud in the sky.

Rat ho was surrounded by farm and, with the Union Canal bordering

it to the north. It was popular in the sumrer: you could take a boat trip
on the canal, or feed the ducks, or eat at a waterfront restaurant. Yet it
was less than a nmile fromthe MB, two niles from Turnhouse Airport.

Rebus drove out al ong Cal der Road, trusting to his sense of direction.
Fergus McLure's house was on Hallcroft Park. He knew he could find

it: there were only a dozen streets in the whole village. MLure was



known to work from home. Rebus had deci ded agai nst phoni ng ahead:

he didn't want Fergi e forewarned.

When he reached Ratho, it took himfive mnutes to | ocate Hallcroft

Park. He found Fergie's address, stopped the car, and wal ked up to the
door. There was no sign of life. He rang the bell a second tine. Net
curtains stopped himpeering through the w ndow.

" Shoul d have phoned,' Rebus nuttered.

A worman was wal ki ng past, terrier straining on its |leash. The snal

dog made terrible choking sounds as it sniffed the pavenent.

“I's he not in?" she asked.

“No. '

“Funny, his car's here.' She had tinme to nod in the direction of a

par ked Vol vo before the dog haul ed her away. It was a blue 940 estate.
Rebus | ooked in through the wi ndows, but all he saw was how cl ean the
interior |ooked. He checked the nileage: |low. A new car. The tyre-walls
hadn't even had time to | ose their shine.

Rebus got back into his own car - mleage to date fifty tines the

Vol vo's - and decided to head back into town by the d asgow Road

But as he made to drive over the canal bridge, he saw a police car at the
far end of the restaurant car park, sitting on the slip-road down to the
canal. There was an anbul ance parked next to it. Rebus braked,

reversed, and turned into the car park, crawing towards the scene. A
wool |y suit cane to warn himoff but Rebus had his warrant card ready.
He parked and got out.

"What is it?" he asked.

" Sonmebody went for a dip with their clothes on.'

The constable foll owed Rebus down to the jetty. There were cruise

boats noored there, and a couple of tourist-types who | ooked |like they'd
cone for a trip on one of them The rain had started again,

pockmarki ng the surface of the canal. The ducks were keeping their

di stance. A body had been haul ed out of the water, clothes sodden, and
| aid on the wooden slats that constituted the jetty. A man who | ooked
li ke a doctor was checking for signs of life, no real hope in his face. The
back door to the restaurant was open, staff menbers standing there,
faces interested but full of horror.

The doctor shook his head. One of the tourists, a wonman, began to

cry. Her conpanion, a man, cradled his video camera and put an arm
around her.

"He nust've slipped and fallen in,' soneone said, "“banged his head.'
The doctor checked the corpse's head, found a cl ean gash.

Rebus | ooked up towards the staff. "~Anyone see anythi ng?' Head-

shakes. “Who reported it?

I did.'" The woman tourist, English accent.



Rebus turned to the doctor. "How | ong has he been in the water?
“I"'mjust a GP, not an expert. Al the sane, if you want a guess

not long. Certainly not overnight.' Something had rolled out of the
drowned nan's jacket pocket and wedged between two of the slats. A
small brown bottle with white plastic top. Prescription pills. Rebus

| ooked at the bloated face, fixed it to a nmuch younger man, a man he'd
interviewed in 1978 about his connection to Lenny Spaven.

"He's a local,' Rebus told the conmpany. "His name's Fergus MLure.'

He tried phoning GIIl Tenpler, couldn't track her down, ended up

| eavi ng nmessages for her in half a dozen different places. Back home, he
polished his shoes and changed into his best suit, picked out the shirt
with the fewest creases, and found the nost sober tie he had (excepting
his funeral one).

He | ooked at hinself in the mrror. He'd showered and shaved, dried

his hair and conbed it. The knot in his tie | ooked OK and for once

he'd found a matching pair of socks. He | ooked fine, felt anything but.
It was half past one, tine to go to Fettes.

The traffic wasn't too bad, the lights with him like they didn't want
to hold up his appointnment. He was early at L& HQ t hought of

driving around, but knew it would only nake hi m nbre nervous.

| nst ead, he went inside, and sought out the Murder Room It was on

the second floor, a large central office space with smaller compartnents
off for the senior officers. This was the Edi nburgh side of the triangle
Johnny Bible had created, the heart of the Angie Riddell investigation.
Rebus knew sonme of the faces on duty, smled, nodded. The walls were
covered with maps, photographs, charts - an attenpt at order. So nuch

of police work was putting things in some kind of order: fixing
chronol ogy, getting the details right, tidying up after the nmess of
people's lives as well as their deaths.

Most of the people on duty this afternoon | ooked tired, |acking

ent husiasm They were waiting by tel ephones, waiting for the elusive
tip-off~ the missing link, a nane or a sighting, waiting for the man
They' d been waiting a long tinme. Someone had nocked up a photofit of
Johnny Bible: horns curling fromthe head, w sps of snoke fromthe
flared nostrils, fangs and a serpent's forked tongue.

The Bogeyman.

Rebus | ooked cl oser. The photofit had been done on conputer. The
starting-point had been an old photofit of Bible John. Wth the horns
and fangs, he bore a vague |likeness to Alister Flower

He exam ned the photographs of Angie Riddell in life, kept his eyes
away from her autopsy pics. He renenbered her the night he'd arrested
her, remenbered her sitting in his car talking, alnmost too full of life.



Her hair seened to be dyed a different colour in alnost every picture,
i ke she was never quite happy with herself. Maybe she'd just needed to
keep changing, running fromthe person she'd been, laughing to stop
hersel f crying. Circus clown, painted smle

Rebus checked his watch. Fuck it: it was tine.

Chapter 9

There was just the CC Rider himself, Cohn Carswell, waiting for

Rebus in the confortable and carpeted office.

"Take a seat, won't you?' Carswell had half-risen to wel cone Rebus,
now sat down agai n. Rebus sat opposite him studying the desktop,

| ooki ng for clues. The Yorkshireman was tall, with a body that sagged
towards a beer drinker's gut. His hair was brown, thinning, his nose
small, alnost flat like a pug's. He sniffed. “Sorry, can't oblige with your
request for biscuits, but there's tea or coffee if you want it.'
Rebus renenbered the phone call: WII there be tea and biccies? |I'm
not com ng otherwi se. The remark had been passed al ong.

“I'"'mfine, thanks, sir.'

Carswel |l opened a folder, picked sonething up, a newspaper

clipping. ~Dammed shane about Lawson Geddes. | hear he was an
exceptional officer in his day.'

The story concerned Geddes' suici de.

“Yes, sir,' Rebus said.

"They say it's a coward's way out, but | know | woul dn't have the
guts.' He | ooked up. “~Wat about you?

I hope | never have to find out, sir.'

Carswel|l smled, put the cutting back, closed the folder. “John, we're
getting flak fromthe nedia. At first it was just that TV crew, but now
everyone seens to want to join the circus.' He stared at Rebus. " Not
good. '

"No sir.'

"So we've decided - the Chief Constable and nysel f- that we should
make an effort.'

Rebus swal | owed. "~ You're reopening the Spaven case?

Carswel | brushed invisible dust off the folder. “Not straight away.
There's no new evidence, therefore no real need to.' He | ooked up

qui ckly. “Unl ess you know sone reason why we shoul d?

"It was cut and dried, sir.'

“Try telling the nedia that.'
| have, believe ne.'
"We're going to open an internal inquiry, just to satisfy ourselves that



not hi ng was overl ooked or ... untoward ... at the tine.'

“Putting nme under suspicion.' Rebus could feel his hackles rising.
"Only if you' ve got something to hide.'

“Come on, sir, you reopen an investigation, everyone begins to | ook
dirty. And with Spaven and Lawson Geddes dead, |'mleft carrying the
can.'

"Only if there's a can to carry.'

Rebus |l eapt to his feet.

"Sit down, Inspector, |'ve not finished with you yet!

Rebus sat down, nade his hands grip the sides of the chair. He felt if
he let go, he might fly clean through the ceiling. Carswell was taking a
second to regain his own conposure.

"Now, to keep things objective, the inquiry will be headed by

sonmeone from outside Lothian and Borders, reporting directly to ne.
They' |l go through the original files ...~

Warn Hol nes.

do any followup interviews deened necessary, and conpile their
report.’
“I's this going to be nmade public?
"Not until | have the finished report. It can't |look |ike a whitewash,
that's all 1'll say. If any breach of the rules has taken place anywhere
down the line, it'll be dealt with. Is that clear?
“Yes, sir.'

"Now, is there anything you'd like to tell ne?

“Just between us, or do you want to bring the strongarmin?

Carswell allowed this as a joke. "I'mnot sure you could call himthat.'
H m

"Who's in charge, sir?

“An officer from Strathclyde, DCI Charles Ancram'

Oh dear Jesus fucking Christ. His goodbye to Ancram an accusation

of graft. And Ancram had known, all that day he'd known this was

com ng, the way he'd sniled, |ike he had secrets, the way he'd studied
Rebus, |ike they m ght well becone adversari es.

"Sir, there may be sonme bad bl ood between CI Ancram and nysel f.'
Carswel |l stared at him “Care to el ucidate?

"No, sir, with respect.'

“Well, | suppose | could get Chief Inspector Flower instead. He's the
bee's knees just now, nabbing that MP's son for cannabis growing ...°

Rebus swal lowed. “1'd prefer CI Ancram sir.
Carswel|l glowered. “It's not your bl oody decision, is it, Inspector?
"No, sir.'

Carswel | sighed. “Ancramls already been briefed. Let's stick with him
if that's all right with you?



"Thank you, sir.' How did | get here, Rebus thought: thanking the
man for putting Ancramon ny tail ... “Can | go now, sir?

"No.' Carswell was looking in the folder again, while Rebus tried to
get his heart-rate down. Carswell read a note, spoke w thout |ooking up.
“What were you doing in Ratho this norning?

Sir?

“A body was haul ed out of the canal. |'ve had word you were there.
Not exactly Craigmllar, is it?

"I was just in the area.’

“Apparently you ID d the body?

“Yes, sir.'

“You're a handy nman to have around.' Heavy with irony; "~How did

you know hi n?'

Blurt it out or clamup? Neither. Dissenmble. | recognised himas one
of our snitches, sir.'
Carswel | | ooked up. “Wose in particular?

"Dl Flower's.'

"Were you | ooking to poach hin?' Rebus kept his nmouth shut, letting
Carswel |l draw his own conclusions. "On the very norning he took a
tumble into the canal ... strange coinci dence?'

Rebus shrugged. "These things happen, sir.' He fixed his eyes on
Carswel |l 's. They stared one another out.

"Di smissed, |nspector,' Carswell said.

Rebus didn't blink until he was back in the corridor.

He phoned St Leonard's from Fettes, his hand shaking. But G || wasn't
there, and nobody seened to know where she was. Rebus asked the
switchboard to page her, then asked to be put through to CID. Siobhan
answer ed.

“I's Brian there?

"l haven't seen himfor a couple of hours. Are you two cooking
sonet hi ng up?'

“The only thing cooking around here is ny fucking goose. When you
see him tell himto call. And pass the sane nessage along to G|
Tenpl ar .

He broke the connection before she could say anything. Probably

she'd have offered to help, and the one thing Rebus didn't want right
now was anyone el se involved. Lying to protect hinself ... lying to
protect GII Tenpler ... GII ... he had questions for her, urgent
guestions. He tried her home number, left a nmessage on the answering
machi ne, then tried Hol nes's honme nunber: another machi ne, sane
nmessage. Call ne.

Wai t. Thi nk.



He' d asked Hol nes to read up on the Spaven case, and that neant

goi ng through the files. Wen Geat London Road police station had

been burnt to the ground, a lot of files had gone up with it, but not the
ol der stuff, because by then the older files had been shipped out to nake
space. They were stored with all the other ancient cases, all the clanking
ol d skel etons, in a warehouse near G anton Harbour. Rebus had

guessed Hol mes woul d sign them out, but maybe not

It was a ten-minute drive fromFettes to the warehouse. Rebus did it

in seven. He allowed hinself a grin when he saw Hol nes's car in the car
park. Rebus wal ked over to the main door, pulled it open, and was in a
vast, dark, echoing space. Reginented rows of green netal shelves ran

the length of the warehouse, filled with heavy-duty cardboard boxes,

i nside which lay the noul dering history of the Lothian and Borders

force - and the City of Edinburgh force until its denmise - fromthe

1950s to the 1970s. Docunments were still arriving: tea-chests with |abels
hangi ng fromthem sat waiting to be unpacked, and it |ooked like a
changeover was taking place - |lidded plastic boxes replacing heavy-duty

board. A small elderly man, very trim wth a black noustache and jam
jar glasses, was marchi ng towards Rebus.

“Yes, can | help you?'

The man defined “clerical'. Wen he wasn't | ooking at the floor, he
was staring off somewhere past Rebus's right ear. He wore a grey nylon
overall over a white shirt with frayed collar and green tweed tie. Pens
and pencils protruded fromhis top pocket.

Rebus showed his warrant card. "|I'mlooking for a coll eague, DS

Hol mes, | think he nay be | ooking through sone old casenotes.'

The man was studying the warrant card. He wal ked over to a

clipboard and wote down Rebus's nane and rank, plus date and tine of
arrival .

“Is that necessary?' Rebus asked.

The man | ooked like he'd never in his Iife been asked such a thing.
“Paperwork,' he snapped, |ooking around at the warehouse's contents.
“It's all necessary, or | wouldn't be here.'

And he sniled, the overhead lighting glinting fromhis |enses. "This
way. '

He | ed Rebus down an all eyway of boxes, then took a right turn and
finally, after a nonent's hesitation, a left. They came into a clearing,
where Brian Hol nes sat at what | ooked Iike an old school desk, inkwell
intact. There was no chair, so he was using an upturned box. H s el bows
rested on the desk, head in hands. There was a | anp on the desk,

bat hing the scene in light. The clerk coughed.

“Sonmeone to see you.'

Hol mes turned, stood up when he saw who it was. Rebus turned



qui ckly to the clerk.
"Thanks for your help.'

"No trouble. | don't get many visitors.

The little man shuffl ed away, footsteps receding into the distance.

"Don't worry,' Holnes said. "I've laid a trail of breadcrunbs so we

can find our way back.' He |ooked around. “Isn't this the creepiest place

you' ve ever been?

“It's straight into the top five. Listen, Brian, there's a problem' He
held up his right hand. "Fan.' Then his left, “Shit.' He clapped both
hands together. The sound reverberated t hrough the warehouse.

“Tell ne.!

"The CC Rider's opening an inquiry into the Spaven case, prior to
reopening the case itself. And he's managed to put in charge soneone
recently rubbed up the wrong way.'

"Silly you.'

"Silly me. So no doubt they'Il be down here sone day soon to lift the
casenotes. And | don't want themlifting you.'

Hol mes | ooked at the bulging files, the faded black ink on each cover.
"The files could get lost, couldn't they?

"They could. Two problens. One, that would | ook highly suspicious.
Two, |'massunming M dipboard knows which files you' ve been
consulting."'

"That's true,' Holnes conceded. "And it went down on his sheet.'
"Along with your nane.'

"We could try slipping himsonme cash.'

"He doesn't |l ook the type. He's not in this for noney, is he?

Hol mes | ooked t houghtful. He .also | ooked terrible: unevenly shaven,
his hair unconbed and needing a trim The bags under his eyes could
have carried half a hundredwei ght of coal.

"Look,' he said at last, “I'mhal fway through nore than hal fway. If

| burn the candle tonight, nmaybe speed up nmy reading, | could have it
finished by tonorrow. '

Rebus nodded slowly. "Wiat do you think so far?' He was al npst

scared to touch the files, to flip through them It wasn't history, it was
ar chaeol ogy.

I think your typing hasn't inproved. Straight answer: there's

sonet hi ng dodgy going on, that much | can read between the lines. |

can see exactly where you're covering up, rewiting the true story to fit
your version. You weren't quite so subtle in those days. Geddes' version
reads better, nore confident. He gl osses over stuff, he's not afraid to
understate. What 1'd like to know is, what was the story with himand
Spaven in the first place? I know you told nme they served together in
Burma or somewhere; how did they come to fall out? See, if we knew



that, we'd know how valid the chip on Geddes' shoul der was, and
maybe how far it would take him'

Rebus cl apped his hands again, this time in nuffled appl ause.
"That's good going.'

"So give ne anot her day, see what else | come up with. John, | want
to do this for you.'

"And if they catch you?

11l talk ny way out, don't worry.'

Rebus' s pager sounded. He | ooked to Hol nes.

' Sooner you go,' Holnes said, "sooner | can get back to it.'

Rebus patted him O the shoul der and headed back al ong the stacks.
Brian Holnes: friend. Difficult to equate with the person who had
roughed up Mental M nto. Schizophrenia, the policeman's ally: a dua
personality came in handy

He asked the clerk if he could use a tel ephone. There was one on the
wall. He called in

"Dl Rebus.'

“Yes, Inspector, apparently you've been trying to reach DC

Templ er.'

“Yes.'

"Well, | have a location for her. She's in Ratho, at sone restaurant.

Rebus sl amred down t he phone, cursing hinself for not thinking of
it sooner.

The wooden wal kway where MLure's body had | ain had been bl own
dry by the wind, |leaving nothing to indicate that a death had occurred
so recently. The ducks were skimmng the water; one of the boats had

just left with half a dozen passengers; diners in the restaurant chewed on
their food and stared out at the two figures on the canal bank.

"I was in neetings half the day,' GIll| said. "I didn't hear about it unti
an hour ago. What happened?’

She had her hands deep in coat pockets, the coat a cream Burberry.

She | ooked sad.

“Ask the pathol ogist. There was a cut on MLure's head, but that

doesn't tell us a lot. He could have hit it when he slipped.’

"Or he could have been whacked and pushed in.

"Or he could have junped.' Rebus shivered; the death rem nded him

of the Mtchison options. "My guess is, all the autopsy will tell us is
whet her he was alive when he hit the water. Right now I'Ill tell you he
was probably alive, which still doesn't answer the question: accident,
sui cide, or a whack and a push?' He watched G Il turn away, begin to
wal k the towpath. He caught up with her. It was starting to rain again,
smal | drops, sparse. He watched them | and on her coat, darkening it by



degrees.

"Bang goes ny big collar,' she said, an edge to her voice. Rebus
turned up the collar of her coat, and she caught the joke, snil ed.
"There'll be others,' he told her. "Meantine, a man's dead - don't
forget that.' She nodded. "Listen,' he said, "the ACC had nme on the
carpet this afternoon.’

" The Spaven case?'

He nodded. "Plus he wanted to know what | was doing out here this

nmor ni ng. '
She gl anced towards him “~Wat did you say?
"I didn't say anything. But the thing is ... MLure ties in to Spaven.'

“What ?* He had her full attention now.

"They pall ed around years back.'

“Jesus, why didn't you tell nme?

Rebus shrugged. "It didn't seeman issue.'’

GIl was thinking hard. "But if Carswell links MLure to Spaven ...?
“Then ny being out here on the very norning Feardie Fergie nmet the
big cheerio is going to |l ook just a tad suspicious.'

“You have to tell him'

"l don't think so.'

She turned to him her hands gripping his lapels. “You're protecting
me fromthe fallout.'

The rain was growi ng heavier, drops sparkling in her hair. “Let's just
say |'mradiation-proof,' he said, |eading her by the hand into the bar.
They ate a snack, neither of them bringing an appetite with them

Rebus's cane with a whisky; GIl's with H ghland spring water. They
sat facing one another at an al cove table. The place was a third full,
nobody near enough to overhear.

"Who el se knew?' Rebus said.

“You're the first person |'ve told."'

"Well, they could find out anyway. Maybe Fergie's nerve went,

maybe he owned up. Maybe they just guessed.'

"Plenty of naybes.'

“What el se have we got?' He paused, chew ng. ~Wat about the other
snitches you inherited?

“What about thenf'

“Snitches hear things, naybe Fergie wasn't the only one who knew
about this drugs thing.'

G 1l was shaking her head. | asked himat the tine. He seened
confident it was being kept very quiet. You' re assumng he was kill ed.
Renmenber, he has a history of bad nerves, nental problens. Maybe the
fear just got too nuch for him'

"Do us both a favour, Gll, stick close to the investigation. See what



t he nei ghbours say: did he have any visitors this norning? Anyone out
of the ordinary or suspicious? See if you can check his phone calls. MW
bet is it'll go down as an accident, which means no one's going to be
working too hard on it. Push them ask favours if you have to. Did he
normal |y go for norning wal ks?'

She was noddi ng. "~ Anything el se?

“Yes ... who's got the keys to his house?

G Il made the calls, and they drank coffee until a DC turned up with

the keys, fresh fromthe nortuary. GIIl had asked about the Spaven
case, Rebus giving only vague answers. Then they'd tal ked about
Johnny Bible, Allan Mtchison ... all shop-talk, steering a wi de berth

around anything personal. But at one point they'd | ocked eyes, shared a
smle, knowi ng the questions were there, whether they asked them or not.
"So,' Rebus said, “what do you do now?'

“About the gen McLure gave ne?' she sighed. "There's nowhere to

go withit, it was all so vague - no nanmes or details, no date for the
meeting ... it's gone.'

"Well, maybe.' Rebus lifted the keys, shook them " Depends whet her

you want to cone snooping or not.'

The pavenents in Ratho were narrow. To keep his distance from

GIl, Rebus wal ked on the road. They didn't say anything, didn't need

to. This was their second evening together; Rebus felt confortable
sharing everything but close proximty.

“That's his car.'

G 1l wal ked around the Vol vo, peered in through the wi ndows. On

t he dashboard a snmall red light was blinking: the automatic al arm
“Leat her uphol stery. Looks straight out of the showoom'

"Typical Feardie Fergie car though: nice and safe.'’

I don't know,' G Il nused. “It's the turbo version.'
Rebus hadn't noticed. He thought of his own aged Saab. "~ Wnder
what' || happen to it

“Is this his house?

They wal ked up to the door, used a nortise and a yale to open it.
Rebus turned on the hail lights.

"Do you know if any of our |lot has been in here~' Rebus asked.

“As far as | know, we're the first. \Vhv~

“Just trying out a scenario or two. Say soneone came to see him here
and they frightened him Say they told himto take a walk ...~

“Yes?'

"Well, he still had the presence of mnd to double-lock the door. So
either he wasn't that scared ...~

"Or whoever was with himdoubl e-l ocked the door, assuning that's



what MLure would normally do.'

Rebus nodded. "One nmore thing. Alarmsystem' He pointed to a box

on the wall, its light a steady green. "It hasn't been switched on. If he
was in a flap, he might forget. If he thought he wasn't com ng back
alive, he wouldn't bother."'

"He might not bother for a short stroll either though.'

Rebus conceded the point. ~Final scenario: whoever double-| ocked

the door forgot or plain didn't know the alarmwas there. See, door

doubl e-1 ocked but alarm systemoff - it's not consistent. And soneone
like Fergie, Volvo driver, ny guess is he'd always be consistent.
"Well, let's see if he had anything worth nicking.'

They wal ked into the living room It was cramed to bursting with
furniture and ni ck-nacks, sone nodern, a |lot |ooking like they'd been
handed down the generations. But though overfilled, the roomwas neat,
dust-free, with expensive-looking rugs on the floor - far fromfire-
damaged st ock.

" Supposi ng soneone did cone to see him' Gl said. ~\laybe we

shoul d dust for prints.'

"Definitely maybe. Get forensics on to it first thing.'

“Yes, sir.'

Rebus sniled. "Sorry, ma'am'

They kept their hands in their pockets as they wal ked through the

room the reflex to touch things was always strong.

"No signs of a struggle, and nothing |ooks like it's been put back in
t he wong pl ace.

T Agreed.’

Past the living roomthere was another, shorter hallway, leading to a
guest bedroom and what had probably once been the | ounge: only used
when visitors called. Fergus McLure had turned it into an office. There
was paperwork everywhere, and on a fold-out dining table sat a new

| ooki ng conput er

"l suppose soneone's going to have to go through this lot,' GII| said,
not relishing the task.

I hate conputers,' Rebus said. He had noticed a fat notepad beside
the keyboard. He slipped a hand from his pocket and picked it up by its
edges, angling it into the light. There were indents in the paper from
the last witten sheet. GIl cane over to see.

"Don't tell ne.'

"Can't make it out, and | don't think the pencil trick would help.'
They | ookcd at one anot her, spoke their thoughts together.

" Howdenhal I .

“Check the bins next?' 4Gl said.

“You do it, I'Il look upstairs.'



Rebus went back into the front hall, saw nore doors, tried them a
smal | ol d-fashioned kitchen, famly pictures on the walls; a toilet; a box
room He clinbed the stairs, his feet sinking into deep-pile carpeting
which muffled all sound. It was a quiet house; Rebus got the feeling it
had been qui et even when MLure had been there. Another guest

bedroom || arge bathroom - unnoderni sed |ike the kitchen - and main
bedroom Rebus gave his attention to the usual places: beneath the bed,
mattress and pillows; bedside cabinets, chest of drawers, wardrobe.
Everyt hi ng was obsessively arranged: cardigans fol ded just so and

| ayered by col our; slippers and shoes in a row - all the browns together
then the blacks. There was a small bookcase boasting an uni nspired
collection: histories of carpets and Eastern art; a photographic tour of
the vineyards of France.

Alife without conplications.

Either that or the dirt on Feardi e Fergi e was el sewhere.

"Found anything?" Gl called up the stairs. Rebus wal ked back al ong

the corridor.

"No, but you might want to have soneone check his business

prem ses.'

"First thing tonorrow.'

Rebus cane back down. "~ What about you?'

“Not hi ng. Just what you'd expect to find in bins. Nothing saying,
"Dope deal, two-thirty Friday at the carpet auction".

"Pity,' Rebus said with a smile. He checked his watch. "~ Fancy anot her
dri nk?'

G 1l shook her head, stretched. "1'd better get hone. It's been a |ong
day.'

“Anot her | ong day.'

“Anot her long day.' She angl ed her head and | ooked at him ~ What
about you? Are you heading off for another drink?'

" meani ng?"'

' Meani ng you drink nore than you used to~~

“ Meani ng?'

Her | ook was intent.' Meaning | w sh you woul dn't.

"So how rmuch should | drink, doctor?

"Don't take it like that.'

“How do you know how ruch | drink? Who's been squeal i ng?

"W went out |ast night, renenber?

I only had two or three whiskies.'

“And after | left?

Rebus swal | oned. " Strai ght hone to bed.'

She smled sadly. “You liar. And you were back at it first thing: a
patrol car saw you | eavi ng that pub behi nd Waverl ey.



"' munder surveillance!'

"There are people out there who're worried about you, that's all.’
"l don't believe this.' Rebus threw open the door.

“Where are you goi ng?'

"I need a fucking drink. You can conme if you like."'

Chapter 10

As he drove into Arden Street, he saw a group of people outside the
mai n door to his tenement. They were shuffling their feet and

cracking jokes, trying to keep norale up. One or two were eating chips
fromnewspaper - a nice irony, since they had the | ook of reporters.
“Shit.!

Rebus drove past and kept going, watching in his rearview There

was nowhere to park anyway. He turned right at the junction, then next
left, and ended up in a parking space outside Thirl estane Baths. He
turned off the ignition and punched the steering-wheel a fewtines. He
could always drive away, maybe head for the MBO, race up to Dundee

and back, but he didn't feel like it. He took a few deep breaths, feeling
the bl ood pound through him a rushing noise in his ears.

“Let's do it,' he said, getting out of the car. He wal ked down

Mar chnont Crescent to his chippie, then headed hone, feeling the fried
fat burning his pal mthrough the |ayers of paper. He took his tine

wal king up Arden Street itself. They weren't expecting himto be on
foot, and he was al nbst on them before soneone recogni sed him

There was a canera crew, too: Redgauntlet - cameraman, Kayl eigh

Bur gess, and Eanonn Breen. Caught on the hop, Breen flicked a
cigarette on to the road and grabbed his nicrophone. The vi deocam had
a spot attached. Spotlights always made you squint, which in turn nmade
you |l ook guilty, so Rebus kept his eyes nice and wi de.

A journalist got in the first question.

"l nspector, any comment on the Spaven inquiry?

“Is it true the case is being reopened?

"How did you feel when you heard Lawson Geddes had killed hinself?

At that question, Rebus glanced towards Kayl ei gh Burgess, who had

the grace to | ook down at the pavenent. He was hal fway up the path
now, only feet fromthe tenenent's mai n door, but surrounded by

reporters. It was |ike wading through broth. He stopped and turned to
face them

“Ladi es and gentlenen of the press, | have a short statenment |1'd |ike
to nmake.'

They | ooked at each other, eyes registering surprise, then held out
their tape recorders. A couple of older hacks near the back, who' d been



here too often to raise any enthusiasm were using pen and not epad.

The noi se di ed down. Rebus held his wapped package al oft.

"On behalf of the chip-eaters of Scotland, 1'd like to thank you for
provi di ng our nightly wappings.'

He was inside the door before they could think of anything to say.

In the flat, he left the lights off and wal ked over to the Iiving-room
wi ndow, peering down on to the scene outside. A few of the reporters
were shaking their heads, calling in on nobile phones to see if they'd be
al l oned hone. One or two were already making for their cars. Eanonn
Breen was tal king to canera, |ooking full of hinself as usual. One of the
younger journalists raised two fingers above Breen's head, turning them
into rabbit's ears.

Looki ng across the road, Rebus saw a nman standi ng agai nst a parked

car, arns folded. He was gazing up at Rebus's window, a smle on his
face. He unfol ded his arns | ong enough to give Rebus a silent round of
appl ause, then got into his car and started the engine.

Ji m St evens.

Rebus turned back into the room sw tched on an Angl epoi se | anp,

sat down in his chair to eat the chips. But he still didn't have nmuch of an
appetite. He was wondering who had | eaked the story to the vultures.

The CC Rider had only told himthis afternoon, and he'd told no one
except Brian Holnmes and G Il Tenpler. The answering machi ne was

blinking furiously: four messages. He managed to work the machi ne

wi t hout recourse to the nanual, and was feeling pleased until he heard
the G aswegi an accent.

"I nspector Rebus, it's Cl Ancram here.' Brisk and businesslike. "Just

to let you know |I'Il probably arrive in Edi nburgh tomorrow to get the

i nqui ry underway, sooner we start, sooner it'll be over with. Best for al
concerned, eh? | did |l eave a nessage at Craigmllar for you to phone

me, but you don't seemto have been around to act on it.'

"Thank you and good ni ght,' Rebus grow ed.

Beep. Message two.

“Inspector, it's nme again. It would be very useful to know your

pl anned novenents for the next week or so, just to naximse ny tine

effectively. If you could type out as full a breakdown as possible, |I'd
appreciate it.'
"l feel like I'mhaving a fucking breakdown.

He went back to the wi ndow. They were clearing off. The

Redgaunt | et canera was being | oaded into the estate car. Message three.
At the sound of the voice, Rebus turned slack-jawed to watch the

machi ne.

"I nspector, the inquiry will be based at Fettes. |'ll probably bring one
of my own men with nme, but otherwise will utilise officers and civilian



staff from Fettes. So as from tonorrow norning you can contact me
there.'

Rebus wal ked over to the machi ne and stared down at it, daring it
daring it

Beep. Message four.

"Two tonorrow afternoon for our first nmeeting, |Inspector. Let ne
know if this-'

Rebus snatched up the machine and flung it at the wall. The lid flew
open, ejecting the tape.

H s doorbell rang.

He checked through the spyhole. Could not believe it. Opened the
door wi de.

Kayl ei gh Burgess took a step back. “Christ, you look fierce.'

I feel fierce. Wat the hell do you want?'

She brought a hand from behi nd her back, showing a bottle of
Macal | an. "~ Peace offering,' she said.

Rebus | ooked at the bottle, then at her. “Is this your idea of
entrapnent ?'

“Absol utely not.'

“Any microphones or cameras about your person?

She shook her head. Strands of curling brown hair canme to rest

agai nst her cheeks and the sides of her eyes. Rebus stepped back into the
hal | .

“Lucky for you I've a drouth on ne,' he said.

She wal ked ahead of himinto the living room giving himthe chance
to study her body. It was every bit as tidy as Feardi e Fergi e's house.
“Listen,' he said, 'I'msorry about your tape nmachine. Send ne the
bill, |I mean it.'

She shrugged, then saw the answering machine. "What is it with you
and technol ogy?'

“Ten seconds, and already the questions have started. Wait here, 1"l
get the glasses.' He went into the kitchen and cl osed the door behind

him then gathered up the press cuttings and newspapers fromthe table,
flinging theminto a cupboard. He rinsed two gl asses, and took his tine
drying them staring at the wall above the sink. What was she after?
Information, naturally. Gll's face cane into his mnd. She'd asked him
for a favour, and a man had died. As for Kayleigh Burgess ... maybe
she' d been responsi ble for Geddes' suicide. He took the glasses through.
She was crouched in front of the hi-fl, studying al bum spi nes.

“I've never owned a record player,' she said.

I hear they're the next big thing.' He opened the Macallan and

poured. “1've no ice, though | could probably chip a block off the inside
of the freezer.'



She stood up, took her glass fromhim “Neat's fine.'

She was wearing tight black denins, faded at bum and knees, and a
denim jacket with fleece Iining. Her eyes, he noticed, were slightly
bul bous, her eyebrows arched - natural, he thought, not plucked.
Scul pt ed cheekbones, too.

"Sit down,' he said.

She sat on the sofa, legs slightly apart, el bows on knees, hol ding the
drink up to her face.

“It's not your first today, is it? she asked him

He sipped, put the glass on the armof his chair. | can stop any tine
want.' He held his arns wi de. " See?

She smiled, drank, watching himabove the rimof the glass. He tried
to read the signals: coquette, mnx, relaxed, sharp-eyed, cal culating,
amused

"Who tipped you off about the inquiry? he asked.

“You nmean who tipped the nedia in general, or ne personally?

“Wi chever .’

I don't know who started the story, but one journalist told another
and it spread fromthere. A friend of mne on Scotland on Sunday
phoned nme; she knew we were covering the Spaven case al ready.'

Rebus was thinking: Jim Stevens, standing on the sideline like the

t eam nmanager. Stevens, d asgow based. Chick Ancram d asgow

based. Ancram knowi ng Rebus and Stevens went way back, spilling the
story

Bastard. No wonder he hadn't invited Rebus to call him Chick

"l can al nost hear the cogs turning.'

Athin snmle. "Pieces falling into place.' He reached for the bottle -
had left it within grabbing distance. Kayleigh Burgess rested agai nst the
back of the sofa, sliding her |egs under her, |ooking around.

"Nice room Big.'

It needs redecorating.'

She nodded. " Cornices for definite, naybe around the w ndow. |'d

turf that out though.' She was referring to a painting above the
fireplace: a fishing-boat in a harbour. “Were's it supposed to be?'
Rebus shrugged. "~ Sonewhere that's never existed.' He didn't like the
painting either, but couldn't conceive of throwing it out.

“You could strip the door,' she went on, “it'd cone up well fromthe
l ook of it.' She saw his look. “I've just bought ny own place in

d asgow. '

"Nice for you.'

"The ceilings are too high for nmy Iliking, but - H s tone of voice
caught her. She stopped.

“Sorry,' Rebus said, 'I'ma bit rusty on chit-chat.'

“But not on irony.'



"l get plenty of practice. How s the progranme goi ng?

"l thought you didn't want to discuss it.'

Rebus shrugged. "Got to be nobre interesting than DIY.' He got up

to refill her gl ass.

“It's going OK.' She | ooked up at him he kept his eyes on her gl ass.
"Be better if you agreed to be interviewed.'

"No." He went back to his chair

"No,' she echoed. "Well, with you or wthout you, the progranme

will go out. It's already schedul ed. Have you read M Spaven's book?
“"I"mnot a great one for fiction.

She turned to stare at the piles of books near the hi-fl. They called
hima liar.

“I've seldomnet a prisoner who didn't profess his or her innocence,’
Rebus went on. "It's a survival nmechanism'

"l don't suppose you've ever come across a mscarriage of justice
either?

“I've seen plenty. But the thing is, usually the "m scarriage" was that
the crimnal was getting away with it. The whole | egal systemis a

m scarriage of justice.'

“Can | quote you on that?

"This conversation is strictly off the record.

“You' re supposed to nake that clear before you say anything.'

He wagged a finger at her. "Of the record.

She nodded, raised her glass in a toast. "Here's to off the record
remarks.'

Rebus put his glass to his lips, but didn't drink. The whisky was

| oosening himup, mxing with the exhaustion and a brain that seened

full to bursting. A dangerous cocktail. He knew he'd have to be nore
careful, starting straight away.

"Want sone nusic?' he asked

“Is that a subtle change of subject?

“Questions, questions.' He went over to the hi-fl, slotted in a tape of
Meddl e.

"Who is it? she asked.

“Pink Floyd.'
"Ch, | like them Is it a new al bunf
"Not exactly.'

He got her tal king about her job, how she got into it, her life all the
way back to chil dhood. Now and agai n she asked a question about his

past. but hed shake his head and | ead her hack into her own story,

She needs a break, he thought, as in a rest But she was obsessed with

her job. may he this was as close as she could allow herself to cone to a
respite: she was with him so it counted as work. It cane down to guilt



again, guilt and the work ethic. He thought of a story: Wrld War One,
Christmastine, the opposing sides enmerging fromtheir trenches to
shake hands, play a gane of football, then back into the trenches,

pi cking up their guns again

After an hour and four whiskies, she was Iying on the sofa with one
hand behi nd her head, the other resting on her stomach. She'd taken

her jacket off, and was wearing a white sweatshirt beneath. She'd rolled
the sl eeves up. The | anmplight made gol den filanments of the hairs on her
arns.

"Better get a taxi ... she said quietly, Tubular Bells in the
background. “~Who's this again?

Rebus didn't say anything. There was no need to: she was asleep. He
could wake her, help her into a taxi. He could drive her horme, d asgow
under an hour away at this time of night. But instead he covered her
with his duvet, left the nusic on so |l ow he could barely hear Viv
Stanshall's intros. He sat in his chair by the window, a coat covering
him The gas fire was on, warm ng the room He'd wait till she woke up
in her own tine. Then he'd offer a taxi or his services as driver Let her
choose,

He had a lot of thinking to do, a lot of planning. He had an idea about
tomorrow and Ancramand the Inquiry. He was turning it. shaping it,
adding layers. A lot of thinking to do

He awoke to streetlanp sodiumand the feeling that he hadn't been
asl eep long, | ooked at the sofa and saw Kavl ei gh had gone. He was

about to close his eyes again when he noticed her denimjacket still lying
on the floor where she'd thrown it.

He got up fromthe chair, still groggy and suddenly not wanting to

be. The hall Iight was on. The kitchen door was open. The |ight was on
in there too

She was standing by the table, paracetanol in one hand, a glass of

water in the other. The newspaper clippings were spread in front of her.
She started when she saw him then | ooked at the table.

I was | ooking for coffee, thought it mght sober me up. | found these

i nstead.'

" Casework,' Rebus said sinmply.

I didn't know you were attached to the Johnny Bible inquiry.'
"I"'mnot.' He gathered up the sheets and put them back in the

cupboard. “There isn't any coffee, |'ve run out.

"Water's fine.' She swallowed the tablets.

" Hangover ?'

She gul ped water, shook her head. | think maybe | can head it off.

She | ooked at him °| wasn't snooping, it's inportant to ne that you



bel i eve that.'

Rebus shrugged. “If it finds its way into the programme, we'll both
know. '

"Why the interest in Johnny Bible?

"No reason.' He saw she couldn't accept that. "It's hard to explain.'
"Try me.’

"l don't know ... call it the end of innocence.'

He drank a couple of glasses of water, let her wander back into the
living roomby herself. She cane out again with her jacket on, pulling
her hair out from behind the collar.

“I'd better go.

"Do you want ne to run you sonewhere?' She shook her head. "~ What

about the bottle?

“Maybe we can finish it another tine.'

"I can't guarantee it'll still be here.'

"I can live with that.' She wal ked to the front door, opened it, turned
back towards him

"Did you hear about the drowning in Ratho?

“Yes,' he said, face expressionless.

"Fergus McLure, | interviewed himrecently.'

"Real | y?'

"He was a friend of Spaven.'

I didn't know that.'

"No? Funny, he told nme you pulled himin for questioning during the
original case. Anything to say to that, Inspector? She sniled coldly.
" Thought not .

He | ocked the door and heard her wal ki ng downstairs, then went

back into the living roomand stood beside the w ndow, | ooking down.
She turned right, heading for The Meadows and a taxi. There was one
light on across the road; no sign of Stevens' car. Rebus fixed his eyes on
his own reflection. She knew about the Spaven-MLure connection,

knew Rebus had interviewed MlLure. It was just the kind of ammop

Chi ck Ancram needed. Rebus's reflection stared back at him nockingly
calm It took all his willpower to stop himpunching out the gl ass.

Chapter 11

Rebus was on the run - noving target and all that - norning

hangover failing to slow himdown. He'd packed first thing, a

suitcase only half full, left his pager lying on the mantel pi ece. The
garage where he usually had his MOl done rmanaged to give the Saab a
once-over: tyre pressure, oil level. Fifteen mnutes for fifteen quid. Only



probl em they found, the steering was sl ack.

"So's ny driving,' Rebus told them

He had calls to nake, but avoiding his flat, Fort Apache, or any other
cop-shop. He thought of the early-opening pubs, but they were |ike

of fices - he was known to work out of them Too big a chance that
Ancram woul d find him So he used his local |aunderette, shaking his
head at the offer of a service wash - ten per cent discount this week. A
“pronotional offer'. Since when did |aunderettes need pronotiona

of fers?

He used the change nmachine to turn a five-pound note into coins, got
coffee and a chocol ate biscuit from another machine, and dragged a

chair over to the wall-phone. First call: Brian Holnmes at his house, a
final red card on the "investigation'. No answer. He didn't |eave a
message. Second call: Holnes at work. He disguised his voice and

listened to a young DC tell himBrian was a no-show so far.

“I's there any nmessage?’

Rebus put down the receiver w thout saying anything. Maybe Brian
was wor ki ng fromhone on the “investigation', not answering the
phone. It was possible. Third call: GII Tenpler at her office.

"DCl Tenpl er speaking.'

“It's John.' Rebus | ooked around the | aunderette. Two custoners
with their faces in nmagazi nes. Soft notor sound of washers and tunble
driers. The smell of fabric conditioner. The nanageress was | oadi ng
powder into a machine. Radio on in the background: “Double Barrel'
Dave & Ansel Collins. ldiot lyric.

“You want an update?'

"Wiay el se would I be phoni ng?'

“You're a snooth operator, DI Rebus.'

"Tell that to Sade. What have you done about Fergie?

"The notepad's at Howdenhall, no result yet. A forensic teamis going
nto the house today, checking for prints and anything el se. They
wonder ed why they were needed.'

“You didn't tell then®?

I pulled rank. After all, that's what it's for.

Rebus smiled. ~Wat about the conputer?

1" mgoing back there this afternoon, |ook through the disks nyself.
"Il also question the neighbours about visitors, strange cars, all that.
“And Fergie's business premni ses?

“I"'moff to his salesroomin half an hour. How am | doi ng?
"So far, | can't conplain.'

" ood,

“I'1l phone you later, see howit's going

“You sound funny



“Funny how

“Like you're up to sonething.'

“I'"'mnot the type. Bye, GII."'

Next call: Fort Apache, direct line to the Shed. Maclay picked up.
"Hell o, Heavy,' Rebus said. "Any nmessages for ne?

“Are you kidding? | need asbestos mitts for this phone.’

"DCl Ancr an?

"How did you guess?'

"ESP. |'ve been trying to reach him'

“Where are you anyway?'

“Laid low, flu or sonething.'

“You don't sound too bad.'

“I"mputting on a brave face.'

“Are you at hone?

"At a friend's. She's nursing ne.'

“Ch aye? Tell me nore.'’

"Not just now, Heavy. Look, if Ancram phones again ...°

“Which he will.®

"Tell himl'mtrying to reach him

“Does your Florence N ghtingal e have a nunber?

But Rebus had hung up. He called his own flat, checking the
answer phone was still working after the abuse he'd given it. There were
two nessages, both from Ancram

"G ve ne a break,' Rebus said under his breath. Then he finished his

coffee and ate the chocol ate biscuit, and sat there staring at the w ndows
of the tunble driers. Hs head felt Iike he was inside one, |ooking out.

He made two nore calls - T-Bird Ol and Granpian CID - then

decided to take a quick run out to Brian Holmes's, chancing that Nel
woul dn't be there. It was a narrow terraced house, a nice size for two
peopl e. There was a tiny patch of garden out front, in desperate need of
wor k. Hangi ng baskets were sited either side of the door, gasping for
water. He'd thought Nell a keen gardener.

No one answered the door. He went to the w ndow and | ooked in.

They didn't have net curtains; sone younger couples didn't bother
these days. The living roomwas a bonb-site, the floor littered with
newspapers and magazi nes, food w appings, plates and nugs and enpty

pi nt gl asses. The wast epaper-bin was spilling beer cans. The TV pl ayed
to an enpty room daytime soap, a tanned couple face to face. They

| ooked nore convi nci ng when you coul dn't hear them

Rebus deci ded to ask next door. A toddler opened the door to him
“Hiya, cowboy, is your numin?

A young worman was coning fromthe kitchen, w ping her hands on a



di sht owel .

“Sorry to bother you,' Rebus said. | was |ooking for M Hol nes, he
Iives next door."'

She | ooked out of the door. "His car's gone, he always has the sane
spot.' She pointed to where Rebus's Saab was parked.

“You haven't seen his wife this norning, have you?

"Not for ages,' the worman said. "She used to drop by with sweets for
Danon.' She rubbed the kid's hair. He shrugged her off and gall oped
back into the house.

"Wl |, thanks anyway,' Rebus said.

"He shoul d be back this evening, he doesn't go out nuch.'

Rebus nodded. He was still noddi ng when he got to his car. He sat in
the driver's seat, hands rubbing the wheel. She'd wal ked out on him
How | ong ago? Why hadn't the stubborn sod said anything? Ch sure,
cops were famous for releasing their enotions, talking out their persona
crises, Rebus hinself a case in point.

He drove to the warehouse: no sign of Holnes, but the clerical clerk
said he'd been working right up until closing tine |ast night.

"Did he look Iike he was finished?

The clerk shook his head. "Said he'd see ne today.'

Rebus t hought about |eaving a nessage, decided he couldn't risk it.

| got back into the car and drove.

He drove through Pilton and Miirhouse, didn't want to cut too early

on to the busy Queensferry Road. Traffic wasn't bad headi ng out of
town - at least it was noving. He got change ready for the toll at the
Forth Bri dge.

He was going north. Not just to Dundee this trip. He was going to
Aberdeen. He didn't know if he was running away, or heading for a
confrontati on.

No reason it couldn't be both. Cowards nade good heroes

sonetines. He stuck a tape into the cassette player. Robert Watt, Rock
Bott om

"Been there, Bob,' he said. And later: “~Cheer up, it might never
happen.'

Sayi ng which he switched tapes. Deep Purple playing “Into the Fire'
The car accel erated just enough.

Furry Boot town

Chapter 12



It was a couple of years since Rebus had been in Aberdeen, and then

only for an afternoon. He'd been visiting an aunt. She was dead now;
he'd found out only after the funeral. She'd lived near Pittodrie
Stadi um her ol d house surrounded by new devel opnents. The house

was probably gone now, flattened. For all the associations with granite,
Aberdeen had a feeling of inpernmanence. These days it owed al npst
everything it had to oil, and the oil wouldn't be there for ever. G ow ng
up in Fife, Rebus had seen the same thing with coal: no one planned for
the day it would run out. Wen it did, hope ran out with it.

Li nwood, Bathgate, the Cyde: nobody ever seened to |earn.

Rebus recalled the early oil years, the sound of Low anders scurrying
north looking for hard work at high wages: unenpl oyed shi pbuil ders

and steelworkers, school -l eavers and students. It was Scotl and's

El dorado. You sat in Saturday afternoon pubs in Edi nburgh and

A asgow, the racing pages fol ded open, dream horses circled, and spoke
of the great escape you could make. There were jobs going spare, a

m ni -Dal |l as was being constructed fromthe husk of a fishing port. It
was unbelievable, incredible. It was nagic.

Peopl e watching J. R schene his way through anot her episode found

it easy to fantasise that the sane scenario was being played out on the
nort h-east coast. There was an Anerican invasion, and the Anmericans -
roughnecks, bears, roustabouts - didn't want a quiet, self-contained
coastal town; they wanted to raise hell, and started building fromthe
ground up. So the initial stories of Eldorado turned into tales fromthe
dar ksi de: brothels, blood-baths, drunken braw s. Corruption was
everywhere, the players spoke millions of dollars, and the locals resented
the invasion at the sane tinme as they took the cash and avail abl e work.
For worki ng-cl ass mal es based south of Aberdeen, it seemed like the

word made flesh, not just a man's world but a hardman's world, where
respect was demanded and bought with money. it took only weeks for

the switch: fit men canme back shaking their heads, nuttering about

sl avery, twelve-hour shifts, and the nightmare North Sea.

And somewhere in the mddle, between Hell and El dorado, sat

sonet hing approxi mating the truth, nothing |like as interesting as the

myt hs. Economically the north-east had profited fromoil, and relatively
pai nl essly at that. Like Edi nburgh, comercial devel opnment had not

been allowed to scar the city centre too deeply. But on the outskirts you
saw the usual industrial estates, the lowrise factory units, a lot of them
wi th nanmes connecting themto the of fshore industry: On-Of,

Granmpian Q|; PlatTech

However, before this there was the glory of the drive itself. Rebus

stuck as far as possible to the coastal route, and wondered at the m nd-
set of a nation who would design a golf course along a clifftop. Wen he



stopped at a petrol station for a break, he bought a nmap of Aberdeen and
checked the location of Granpian Police HQ It was on Queen Street,

in the city centre. He hoped the one-way systemwasn't going to be a
problem He'd been to Aberdeen maybe half a dozen tinmes in his life,
three of those for childhood holidays. Even though it was a nodern city,
he still joked about it the way a lot of Low anders did: it was full of
teuchters, fish-gutters with funny accents. Wen they asked you where
you were from it sounded |like they were saying " Furry boot ye frae?
Thus, Furry Boot Town, while Aberdonians stuck to Ganite Gty'.

Rebus knew he was going to have to keep the jokes and jibes in check, at
|l east until he had a feel for the place.

Traffic was bottl e-necked heading into the centre, which was fine - it
meant he had time to study both nap and street nanmes. He found

Queen Street and parked, wal ked into Police HQand told them who he

was.

"I spoke to someone on the phone earlier, a DC Shanks.'

Il try CDfor you,' the uniformon reception said. She told himto
take a seat. He sat down and watched the novenent of bodies in and

out of the station. He could tell the plainclothes officers fromordinary
punters - when you nade eye contact, you knew. A couple of the nen
sported Cl D noustaches, bushy but neatly trimed. They were young,
trying to ook older. Sone kids were sitting across fromhim | ooking
subdued but with a gleamin their eyes. They were fresh-faced and
freckly, with bloodless lips. Two of themwere fair-haired, one red-
headed.

"I nspect or Rebus?'

The man was standing over to his right, could, have been there a

coupl e of mnutes or nore. Rebus stood up and they shook hands.

“I'"'m DS Lunmsden, DC Shanks passed your nessage on. Sonething
about an oil conpany?

"Based up here. One of their enployees took a flight out of an
Edi nburgh tenenent.'

" Junped?’

Rebus shrugged. "~There were others on the scene, one of thenis a

known villain called Anthony Ellis Kane. |'ve had word he's working up
here.'

Lunmsden nodded. "Yes, | heard Edi nburgh CI D were aski ng about

that nane. Doesn't nean a thing to ne, sorry. Normally, we'd assign
the G Liaison Oficer to | ook after you, but he's on holiday and |'m
filling in, which nakes ne your guide for the duration.' Lunsden
smled. "Welconme to Silver City.

Silver for the River Dee which ran through it. Silver for the col our of



the buildings in sunlight - grey granite transforned into shi mrering
light. Silver for the nmoney the oil boom had brought. Lunsden

expl ai ned as Rebus drove them back down on to Union Street.

“Anot her nyth about Aberdeen,' he said, "is that the folk are nean.

Wait till you see Union Street on a Saturday afternoon. It nust be the
busi est shopping street in Britain.'

Lunsden wore a blue blazer with shiny brass buttons, grey trousers,

bl ack slip-on shoes. H's shirt was an el egant blue and white stripe, his
ti e sal non-pink. The clothes nade himl ook |ike the secretary of sone
excl usive golf club, but the face and body told another story. He was siXx
feet two, wiry, with cropped fair hair enphasising a widow s peak. His
eyes weren't so nmuch red-rinmed as chlorinated, the irises a piercing

bl ue. No wedding ring. He could have been anywhere between thirty

and forty years old. Rebus couldn't quite place the accent.

"English?" he asked.

"From G llinghamoriginally," Lunsden acknow edged. "The famly

moved around a bit. My dad was in the forces. You did well to spot the
accent, nost people think |'ma Borderer.'

They were driving to a hotel, Rebus having declared that he'd

probably be staying at |east the one night, naybe nore.

"No problem' Lunsden had said. | know just the place.'

The hotel was on Union Terrace, overl ooking the gardens, and

Lunmsden told himto park outside the entrance. He took a piece of card
fromhis pocket and pressed it to the inside of the windscreen. It stated
OFFI Cl AL GRAMPI AN POLI CE BUSI NESS. Rebus got his case

out of the boot, but Lunsden insisted on carrying it. And Lunsden

took care of the details at reception. A porter took the case upstairs,
Rebus fol | owi ng.

“Just neke sure you like the room' Lunsden told him “And I'Il see

you in the bar.'

The roomwas on the first floor. It had the tallest wi ndows Rebus had
ever seen, and gave hima view down on to the gardens. The room was
baki ng hot. The porter closed the curtains.

“It's always like this when we get the sun,' he explained. Rebus gave

the rest of the rooma once-over. It was probably the fanciest hotel room
he'd ever been in. The porter was watching him

“What, no chanpagne?

The porter didn't get the joke, so Rebus shook his head and handed

hi ma pound note. The porter explained how the in-house novies

wor ked, told himabout room service, the restaurant, and other facilities,
t hen handed Rebus his key. Rebus followed the man back downstairs.

The bar was quiet, the lunchtine crowd havi ng di sappeared back to

wor k, leaving their plates, bows and gl asses behind. Lunsden was



perched on a stool at the bar, munching peanuts and watchi ng MIV.
There was a pint of beer in front of him

"Forgot to ask your tipple,' he said as Rebus sat down next to him

"A pint of the sanme,' Rebus told the barnman.

“I-low s the roonf'

"A bit rich for ny taste, to be honest.'

"Don't worry, Granpian CIDwill pick up the tab.' He winked. "It's

a courtesy thing,'

I must visit nore often.’

Lunsden smiled. "So tell ne what you want to do while you' re here.'
Rebus gl anced at the TV screen, saw the Stones hamring it up in

their |l atest production. Jesus, they |ooked old. Stonehenge with a bl ues
riff.

"Talk to the oil conpany, maybe see if | can track down a coupl e of
the deceased's friends. Find out if there's any sign of Tony El.'

“Tony H ?

"Anthony Ellis Kane.' Rebus reached into his pocket for his

cigarettes. Do you m nd?'

Lunsden shook his head twi ce: once to say he didn't mind, and again

to refuse Rebus's offer of one.

“Cheers,' Rebus said, taking a nmouthful of beer. 1-le smacked his lips,
it was OK. Beer was fine. But the row of optics kept trying to attract his
attention. “So how s the Johnny Bible case goi ng?

Lunsden scooped nore peanuts into his mouth. "It isn't. Dead sl ow
to stop. Are you attached to the Edi nburgh side?

"Only by association. |'ve interviewed a few flutters.'

Lunsden nodded. "Me, too. I'd like to throttle sone of them | had

to interview sone of our RPOs, too.' He made a face. RPGs:

Regi stered Potential O fenders. These were the “usual suspects', a list of
known perverts, sex attackers, flashers and peepers. In a case |like
Johnny Bible, they all had to be interviewed, alibis provided and

checked.

"l hope you took a bath afterwards."

"Hal f a dozen at |east.'

"No new | eads then?

" Not hi ng."

“You think he's |ocal?

Lunmsden shrugged. | don't think anything: you need to keep an
open mind. Wiy the interest?

“What ?'

"The interest in Johnny Bible.'
It was Rebus's turn to shrug. They sat in silence for a nonment, until
Rebus thought of a question. “Wat does an G| Liaison Oficer do?



"Blunt answer: liaises with the oil industry. It's a najor player up

here. The thing is, Ganpian Police isn't just a dry-land force - our

beat includes the offshore installations. If there's a theft on a platform
or a fight, or whatever, anything they bother to report, it's down to us to
i nvestigate. You can end up flying three hours out to the niddle of hel

on a paraffin budgie.'

“Paraffin budgie?

"Hel i copter. Three hours out, chucking your guts up along the way,

SO you can investigate some mnor conplaint. Thank Christ we don't

usual Iy get involved. It's areal frontier out there, withfrontier policing.'
One of the d asgow uniforns had said the same about Uncle Joe's

estate.

“You nmean they police thensel ves?'

“It's a bit naughty, but effective. And if it saves nme a six-hour round
trip | won't say I'msorry."'

“What about Aberdeen itsel f?

"Reasonably qui et, except at weekends. Union Street on a Saturday

ni ght can be |ike downtown Saigon. There are a lot of frustrated kids
around. They've grown up with noney and stories of noney. Now they

want their share, only it's not there any nore. Christ, that was quick."'

Rebus saw that he'd finished his pint; only the top inch was m ssing
fromLunmsden's. "I like a man who's not afraid to bevvy.

“I'1l get this one,' Rebus said. The barman was standi ng ready.
Lumsden didn't want another, so Rebus ordered an abstenious half.
First inpressions and all that.

"The rooms yours for as long as you need it,' Lunsden said. "“Don't
pay cash for that drink, charge it to the room Mals aren't included,
but I can let you have a few addresses. Tell themyou' re a cop, you'l
find the bill pretty reasonable.’

“Tut tut,' Rebus said.

Lunmsden smiled again. “~Sonme fellow officers | wouldn't tell that to,
but sonehow | think we're on the same wavel ength. Am | right?'

“You could be.'

“I"mnot often wong. Who knows, ny next posting could be

Edi nburgh. A friendly face is always an asset.'

" Speaking of which, | don't want nmy presence here broadcast.'

T Ch?'

"The nedia are after nme. They're nmaking a programre about a case,
ancient history, and they want to talk to ne,’

| get the idea.'

"They may try tracking ne down, phoning up pretending to be

col | eagues ...~

"Well, no one knows you're here except ne and DC Shanks. ['Il try



to keep it that way.'

“1'd appreciate it. They may try using the nane Ancram That's the
reporter.’

Lunsden wi nked, finished the bow of peanuts. "~Your secret's safe
with ne.'

They finished their drinks and Lunsden said he had to get back to
the station. He gave Rebus his tel ephone nunbers - office and hone -
and took note of Rebus's room nunber.

“Anything | can do, give ne a call,' he said.

" Thanks.'

“You know how to get to T-Bird G ?

“I've got a map.'

Lunsden nodded. ~Wat about tonight? Fancy going for a neal ?
"Great.’

“I'1l drop by about seven-thirty.'

They shook hands agai n. Rebus watched him| eave, then headed hack
to the bar for a whisky. As advised, he charged it to the room and took
it upstairs. Wth the curtains closed, the roomwas cool er but stil

airless. He looked to see if he could open the wi ndows, but couldn't.
They had to be twelve feet high. Wth the curtains closed, he lay on the
bed and slipped off his shoes, then replayed his conversation with
Lunmsden. It was something he did, usually finding things he could have
said, better ways of saying them Suddenly he sat up. Lunsden had
nmentioned T-Bird G|, but Rebus couldn't recall telling himthe nane

of the conpany. Maybe he had ... or naybe he'd mentioned it to DC
Shanks over the phone, and Shanks had tol d Lunsden.

He didn't feel relaxed any nore, so prow ed the room In one of the
drawers he found material about Aberdeen, tourist stuff, PR stuff. He
sat down at the dressing table and started to go through it. The facts
cane with a zealot's force.

Fifty thousand people in the Granpian region worked in the oil and

gas industry, twenty per cent of total enploynent. Since the early
seventies, the area's popul ation had increased by sixty thousand,
housi ng stock had increased by a third, creating nmajor new suburbs
around Aberdeen. A thousand acres of industrial |and had been

devel oped around the city. Aberdeen Airport had seen a tenfold increase
i n passenger nunbers, and was now the world's busiest heliport. There
wasn't a negative comment anywhere in the literature, except for the

m nor nention of a fishing village called Ad Torry, which had been
granted its charter three years after Colunbus |anded in America. Wen
oil came to the north-east, Od Torry was flattened to nake way for a
Shel | supply base. Rebus raised his glass and toasted the nenory of the
vi | | age.



He showered, changed his clothes, and headed back to the bar. A
flustered-1ooking woman in long tartan skirt and white bl ouse cane
bustling up to him

"Are you with the convention?

He shook his head, and renenbered reading about it: pollution in the
North Sea or something. Eventually the woman shepherded three

cor pul ent busi nessnmen out of the hotel. Rebus went into the | obby and
wat ched a |inp take them away. He checked his watch. Tinme to go.

Fi ndi ng Dyce was easy, he just followed signs to the airport. Sure
enough, he saw helicopters in the sky. The area around the airport was a
m x of farming land, new hotels, and industrial conplexes. T-Bird Q|
had its headquarters in a nodest three-storey hexagon, nost of it
snoked gl ass. There was a car park at the front, and | andscaped gardens
with a path neandering through themto the building itself. In the
distance, light aircraft were taking off and | andi ng.

The reception area was spacious and light. Under glass there were

nmodel s of the North Sea oilfields and of some of T-Bird's production

pl atfornms. Bannock was the biggest as well as the ol dest. A scale-sized
doubl e-decker bus had been placed beside it, dwarfed by the rig. There
wer e huge col our photos and diagranms on the walls, along with a sl ew of
franed awards. The receptionist told himhe was expected, and shoul d
take the lift to the first floor. The lift was mrrored, and Rebus
exam ned himsel f. He remenbered taking the Ilift up to Allan
Mtchison's flat, Bain shadow boxing his reflection. Rebus knew if he
tried that just now, his reflection would probably win. He crunched
down on anot her mnt.

A pretty girl was waiting for him She asked himto follow her, not
exactly an onerous task. They noved t hrough an open plan office, only
hal f the desks in current use. There were TVs switched on to Tel et ext
news, share indices, CNN. They canme out of the office into another
corridor, much quieter, deep carpeting underfoot. At the second door,
whi ch was open, the girl gestured for Rebus to enter.

Stuart M nchell's nanme was on the door, so Rebus assuned the man
rising to his feet to shake hands was M nchel |

"I nspector Rebus? Nice to neet you at last.'

It was true what they said about voices, you could seldompin the

right face and body to them M nchell spoke with authority, but | ooked
too young - md-twenties tops, with a sheen to his face. red cheeks,
short slicked-back hair. He wore round netal -franed gl asses and had
thick dark eyebrows, making the face seem m schi evous. He still
affected wide red braces with his trousers. Wen he hal f-turned, Rebus
saw his hair at the back had been coaxed into the beginnings of a ponytail.
“Coffee or tea?" the girl was asking.



"No tine, Sabrina,' Mnchell said. He opened his arns wi de to Rebus

i n apol ogy. "~ Change of plan, Inspector. | have to be at the North Sea
Conference. | did try reaching you to warn you.'

"That's all right.' Rebus was thinking: shit. If he called Fort Apache,
that neans they'll know |I'm up here.

"I thought we could take ny car, talk on the way out there. 1 should
only be half an hour or so. |If you' ve any questions, we can talk
afterwards.'

"That' Il be fine.'

M nchell was shrugging into his jacket.

"Files,' Sabrina rem nded him

“Check.' He picked up half a dozen, stuffed theminto a briefcase.

" Busi ness cards."'

He opened his Fil ofax, saw he had a supply. " Check.'

" Cel | phone."

He patted his pocket, nodded. "Is the car ready?

Sabrina said she'd check, and went to find her phone.

"W nmay as well wait downstairs,' Mnchell said

" Check,' said Rebus.

They waited for the lift. Wen it came, there were already two nen
inside, which still left room Mnchell hesitated. He | ooked |i ke he was
about to say they'd wait, but Rebus had already stepped into the lift, so
he followed, with a slight bow to one of the nmen, the elder of the two.
Rebus watched in the mrror, saw the el der man staring back at him

He had | ong yellowsilver hair swept back fromhis forehead and behi nd
both ears. He rested his hands on a silver-topped cane and wore a baggy
linen suit. He |looked |like a character out of Tennessee WIllians, his face
chiselled and frowning, gait only slightly stooped despite his years.
Rebus | ooked down and noticed the man was wearing a pair of well-

worn trainers. The man brought a notepad out of his pocket, scribbled
sonething on it while still holding his cane, tore the sheet off and
handed it to the second man, who read it and nodded.

The lift opened at the ground floor. M nchell physically held Rebus

back until the other two had got out. Rebus watched them march to the
front door of the building, the man with the note veering off to nmake a
call at reception. There was a red Jaguar parked directly outside. A
Iivened chauffeur held the back door open for Bi g Daddy.

M nchel | was rubbing his browwith the fingers of one hand.

"Wio was that?' Rebus asked.

“That was Major Weir.'

"Wsh I'd known, |'d've asked himwhy | can't get Green Shield

stanps with ny petrol any nore.'

M nchell wasn't in the nood for a joke.



“What was the note all about?' Rebus asked.

"The Major doesn't say nuch. He communi cates better on paper.'
Rebus | aughed: conmuni cati on breakdown. “|'m serious,' M nchel

said. "I don't think I've heard himsay nore than a couple of dozen
words all the tinme |I've worked for him'

" Somet hing wwong with his voice?

"No, he sounds fine, alittle croaky, but that's to be expected. Thing
is, his accent is Anerican.'

" So?'

"So he wishes it was Scottish.'

Wth the Jag gone, they wal ked out to the car park. "He's got this

obsession with Scotland,' Mnchell went on. "His parents were Scots
mgrants, used to tell himstories about the "old country". He got
hooked. He only spends naybe a third of the year here - T-Bird Q|
stretches around the globe - but you can tell he hates to | eave.'
“Anyt hing else | shoul d know?'

"He's a strict teetotaller, one whiff of alcohol froman enpl oyee and
they' re out.'

“I's he married?

"Wdower. His wife's buried on Islay or somewhere like that. This is
ny car.'

It was a midnight-blue Mazda raci ng nodel, |owslung with just

enough room for two bucket seats. Mnchell's briefcase all but filled the
back. He hooked his phone up before turning the ignition

"He had a son,' Mnchell went on, “but | think he died, too, or was
di sinherited. The Major won't talk about him Do you want the good
news or the bad?

“Let's try the bad.'

“Still no sign of Jake Harley, he hasn't returned from his wal ki ng
holiday. He's due back in a couple of days.'

“I'd like to head up to Sullom Voe anyway,' Rebus said. Especially if
Ancram were going to be able to track himto Aberdeen.

"No problemwith that. W'll get you up there on a chopper.'

"What's the good news?

"Good news is, |'ve arranged for you to take another chopper out to
Bannock to talk to Wllie Ford. And as it's a day-trip, you won't need
any survival training. Believe me, that's good news. Part of the training,
they belt you into a simulator and tip you into a swi nm ng pool .
“You' ve been there?

“Ch, yes. Anyone making nore than ten day-trips a year has to.

Scared the hell out of ne.'

"But the helicopters are safe enough?'

“Don't worry about that. And you're lucky just now. a nice w ndow.'



He saw Rebus's blank | ook. “A window in the weather, no nmajor storns
brewing. See, oil is an all-year industry, but it's also seasonal. W can't
al ways get to and fromthe platforns, it depends on the weather. If we
want to towa rig out to sea, we need to plot a wi ndow, then hope for the
best. The weat her out there ...  Mnchell shook his head. "Sonetines it
can make you believe in the Al mighty.'

"Add Testanment variety? Rebus guessed. Mnchell smled and

nodded, then nmade a call on his phone.

They canme out of Dyce and into Bridge of Don, follow ng signhs to

t he Aberdeen Exhibition and Conference Centre. Rebus waited until
M nchell had finished his call before asking a question.

“Where was Maj or Weir headed?'

"Sanme place we are. He's got to namke a speech.'’

"I thought you said he doesn't speak.'

"He doesn't. That nman with himwas his PR guru, Hayden Fl etcher.
He'll read the speech. The Major will sit beside himand listen.'
"Does that count as eccentric?

"Not when you're worth a hundred nmillion dollars.

Chapter 13

The Conference Centre car park was full of upper-tier nanagenent

nodel s: Mercs, Beaners, Jags, the occasional Bentley or Roller. A
huddl e of chauffeurs snoked cigarettes and swapped anecdot es.

"M ght have been better PRif you'd all come on bikes,' Rebus said,
getting his first view of a deno outside the prism shaped donme which
mar ked the entrance to the Centre. Soneone had unfurled a huge

banner fromthe roof, painted green on white: DON T KILL OUR

OCEANS! Security personnel were up there, trying to haul it in while
still retaining their balance and dignity. Sonmeone with a negaphone was
| eadi ng the chant. There were denonstrators in full conbat kit and

radi ati on hoods, and others dressed up as nermai ds and nernen, plus

an inflatable whal e which, gusted by the wind, was in danger of
snapping its moorings. Uniformed police patrolled the denp, speaking
into their shoul der radi os. Rebus guessed there'd be a wagon near by
with the heavier artillery: riot shields, visors, US-style defence batons
It didn't ook Iike that kind of denpb, not yet.

"We're going to have to go through them' Mnchell said. | hate this.
W' re spending nillions on environnental protection. |'meven a

menber of G eenpeace, Oxfam you name it. But every bloody year it's
the same.' He grabbed his briefcase and cel |l phone, renpte-|ocked the
car and set its alarm then headed for the doors.
“You' re supposed to have a del egate badge to get in,

he expl ai ned.



"But just show a warrant card or something. |'msure it won't be a
problem’

They were close to the main deno now. There was background

musi ¢ through a portable PA, a song about whal es, or maybe it was
Wal es. Rebus recogni sed the vocal style: The Dancing Pigs. People
were shoving flyers at him He took one of each and t hanked them A
young wonman was pacing in front of himlike a caged | eopard. She
controlled the negaphone. Her voice was nasal and North Anerican
“Deci sions nade now will affect your children's grandchildren! You

can't put a price on the future! Put the future first, for everybody's
sake!"’

She | ooked at Rebus as he passed her. Her face was blank, no hate, no
recrimnation, just working. Her bleached hair was rat-tailed, threaded
with bright braids, one of which fell down the m ddle of her forehead.
"Kill the oceans and you kill the planet! Put Mther Earth befbre
profits!’

Rebus was convi nced even before he reached the door.

There was a bin inside, where the flyers were bei ng dunped. But

Rebus fblded his and put themin his pocket. Two guards wanted to see
ID, but his warrant card, as predicted, was effective. There were nore
guards patrolling the concourse private security, unifornmed, wearing
shiny caps whi ch nmeant nothing. They'd probably had a one-day crash
course in nenacing pleasantry. The concourse itself was full of suits.
Messages were being relayed over a PA system There were static

di splays, tables piled high with literature, sales pitches for God knows
what. Sone of the booths | ooked to be doi ng good business. M nchel
excused hinmself and said he'd neet Rebus at the nmain doors in about
hal f an hour. He said he had to do sone “schnpozing'. This seened to
nmean shaki ng hands with people, sniling, giving thema few words and
in some cases his business card, then noving on. Rebus quickly | ost
hi m

Rebus didn't see too nmany pictures of rigs, and those he did see were
tension | egs and sem -subnersi bl es. The real excitenent seenmed to be
FPSCs - Floating Production, Storage and O fl oadi ng Systens -

which were like tankers, but did away with the need for a platform
altogether. Flow ines connected straight to the FPSO and it could
store 300,000 barrels of oil.

"I npressive, isn't she?" a Scandinavian in a salesman's suit asked
Rebus. Rebus nodded.

"No need for a platform'

“And easier to scrap when the tine comes. Cheap and environnental .’
The man paused. “Interested in |easing one?

"Where would | park it?" He wal ked off before the sal esman coul d



transl ate.

Maybe it was his tracker's nose, but he found the bar with no

difficulty and settled at the far end with a whisky and a bow of nibbles.
Lunch had been a petrol station sandw ch, so he tucked in. A nan cane

and stood next to him w ped his face with a huge white handkerchi ef

and asked for a soda water with lots of ice.

"Why do | still cone to these things?" the man growl ed. H s accent

was pitched somewhere in nmid-Atlantic. He was tall and thin, his
reddi sh hair thinning. The flesh around his neck was slack, putting him
in his early fifties, though he could have passed for five years younger
Rebus didn't have an answer for him so said nothing. The drink

arrived, and he downed it in one, then ordered another. ~Want one?' he
asked.

“No, thanks.'

The man noticed that Rebus's photocard was missing. Are you a

del egat e?'

Rebus shook his head. " Cbserver.'

" The newspaper ?'

Rebus shook his head agai n.

“Thought not. Ql's only news when sonething goes wong. It's

bi gger than the nuclear industry, but gets half the coverage.'

"That's good, isn't it, if the news they're printing is all bad?

The man t hought about this, then | aughed, show ng perfect teeth.

“You've got ne there.' He wiped his face again. ~So what exactly are you
observi ng?'

“I'moff duty right now'

“Lucky you.'

"So what do you do?'

"I work ny guts out. But | have to tell you, ny conpany's just about
given up trying to sell to the oil industry. They'd rather buy Yank or
Scandi navi an. Well, fuck them No wonder Scotland's down the pan

and we want independence.' The man shook his head, then | eaned

forwards over the bar. Rebus did |ikew se: co-conspirator. ~Mstly what
| dois, | attend boring conventions like this. And | go honme at night
and wonder what it's all about. You sure about that drink?

"Go on then.'

So Rebus let the man buy hima drink. The way he had said "fuck

them made Rebus think he didn't swear that often. It was just
sonething he did to break the ice, to show he was speaking nan to nan
off the record, as it were. Rebus offered a cigarette, but his friend shook
hi s head.

"CGave themup years ago. Don't think I'mnot still tenpted.' He

paused, |ooked around the bar. "Know who |'d like to be?" Rebus



shrugged. “~Go on, guess.'

1 wouldn't know where to start.'

“Sean Connery.' The man nodded. " Think about it, with what he

earns per film he could give a pound to every man, worman and child in

this country, and still have a couple of mlIl left over. Isn't that
i ncredi bl e?

"So if you were Sean Connery, you'd give everyone a pound?

“I'd be the world' s sexiest man, what would | need noney for?'

It was a good point, so they drank to it. Only thing was, talking about
Sean rem nded Rebus of Ancram Sean's | ookalike. He checked his

wat ch, saw that he had to | eave

“Can | buy you one before | go?

The man shook his head, then produced his business card, doing so
in a slick novenent, like a magician. "In case you ever need it. M
nane's Ryan, by the way.' Rebus read the card: Ryan Sl ocum Sales
Manager, Engi neering Division, and a conpany mast head: Eugene

Const ructi on.

“John Rebus,' he said, shaking Sl ocum s hand.

“John Rebus,' Sl ocum said, nodding. “~No business card, John?
“I"'ma police officer.'

Sl ocum s eyes widened. "Did | say anything incrimnating?

"Woul dn't bother me if you did. |I'm based in Edi nburgh.'

"Along way fromhone. Is it Johnny Bible?

“Why do you say that?'

"He's killed in both cities, hasn't he?

Rebus nodded. "No, it's not Johnny Bible. Take care, Ryan.'

“You too. It's a mad bad world out there.'

“Isn't it just?

Stuart M nchell was waiting for himat the doors. "Anything el se
you'd like to see, or shall we head back?'

“Let's go.'

Lunsden called up to his room and Rebus cane downstairs to neet

him Lunsden was wel | -dressed, but casual - the bl azer swapped for a
cream jacket, yellow shirt open at the neck.

"So,' Rebus said, “do | call you Lumsden all night?

"First nane's Ludovic.'

“Ludovi ¢ Lunsden?'

"My parents had a sense of hunour. Friends call ne Ludo.

The evening was warm and still light. Birds were noisy in the
gardens, and fat seagulls were picking their way al ong the pavenents.
“It'1l stay light till ten, rmaybe el even,' Lunmsden expl ai ned

"Those are the fattest seagulls |'ve ever seen.'



"l hate them Look at the state of the pavenents.'

It was true, the slabs underfoot were speckled with birdshit. “Were

are we goi ng?" Rebus asked.

“Call it a nystery tour. It's all within wal king distance. You Ilike
nmystery tours?

I like having a guide."'

Their first stop was an Italian restaurant, where Lunsden was well

known. Everyone seened to want to shake his hand, and the proprietor
took himaside for a quiet word, apologising to Rebus beforehand.

"The Italians up here are docile,' Lunsden explained |ater. "~They

never quite managed to run the town.

" So who does?

Lunsden consi dered the question. A mixture.

“Any Anericans?'

Lunsden | ooked at him nodded. ~Thev run a |ot of the clubs and

some of the newer hotels, Service industry stuff. They arrived in the
seventies, never noved away. Do you want to go to a club later?

Rebus shrugged. "It sounds al nost respectable.’

Lunsden | aughed. " Ch, you want sl eaze? That's supposed to be what
Aberdeen's about, right? You' ve got the wong idea. The city is strictly
corporate. Later on, if you really want, 1'll take you down by the docks:
strippers and hard drinkers, but a tiny mnority.'

“Living down south, you hear stories.'

"Of course you do: high-class brothels, dope and porn, ganbling and

al cohol. W& hear the Stories, too. But as for seeing the stuff...' Lunsden
shook his head. "The oil industry's pretty tane really. The roughnecks
have all but disappeared. Gl's gone legit.'

Rebus was al nost convi nced, but Lunmsden was trying too hard. He

kept tal king, and the nore he tal ked the | ess Rebus believed. The owner
canme over for another word, drew Lunsden away to a corner of the
restaurant. Lunmsden kept a hand on the nman's back, patting it. He
flattened his tie as he sat down again.

"His son's running wild,' Lunsden expl ai ned. He shrugged, as if

there were nothing nore to say, and told Rebus to try the neatballs.
Afterwards, there was a ni ghtclub, where businessnen vied with

young turks for the attentions of the dayti ne shopworkers turned Lycra
vi xens. The music was | oud and so were the cl othes. Lunsden nodded

his head to the pulse, but didn't look |ike he was enjoying hinself. He
| ooked Ii ke a tour guide. Ludo: player of ganes. Rebus knew he was

being sold a line, the same line any tourists to the north would be sold -
this was the country of Baxter's soups, nen in skirts, and granny's

hi el and hane; oil was just another industry, the city and its people had



risen above it. There was still a sense of Highland perspective

There was no down side.

"l thought you might find this place interesting,' Lunsden yelled

over the nusic.

"Wy ?'

“It's where Mchelle Strachan nmet Johnny Bible.'

Rebus tried to swallow, couldn't. He hadn't noticed the name of the
club. He | ooked with new eyes, saw dancers and drinkers, saw
proprictorial arns around unwi |l ling necks. Saw hungry eyes and noney
used for mating. |I-1c inmagi ned Johnny Bible standing quietly by the bar,
ticking off possibles in his nind, narrowing the options down to one.
Then asking Mchelle Fifer for a dance

When Rebus suggested they nove on, Lunsden didn't disagree. So

far, they'd paid for one round of drinks: the restaurant neal had been
“taken care of, and the bouncer on the door of the club had nodded

t hem t hrough, bypassi ng the cash desk

As they left, a man escorted a young woman past them Rebus half-
turned his head.

' Soreone you know?' Lunsden asked.

Rebus shrugged. "Thought | recognised the face.' He'd seen it only
that afternoon: dark curly hair, glasses, olive conplexion. Hayden
Fletcher, Major Wir's "PR guru'. He was | ooking |ike he'd had a good
day. Fletcher's conpanion glanced back at Rebus and smil ed.

Qutside, there were still slants of purple light in the sky. In a
cenetery across the road, starlings were nobbing a tree.

“Where now?' Lumsden said

Rebus stretched his spine. “Actually, Ludo, |I think I'Il just head back
to the hotel. Sorry to winp out like this.'

Lunsden tried not to |l ook relieved. “So what's your itinerary

t onor r ow?"

Suddenly Rebus didn't want himto know. ~Another neeting with the
deceased' s enpl oyer.' Lunsden seened sati sfied.

“And then hone?

“In a couple of days.'

Lunsden tried not to | et his disappointment show “~WlIl,"' he said,

“get a good night's sleep. You know your way back?'

Rebus nodded and they shook hands. Lunsden headed of f one way,

Rebus the other. He kept walking in the direction of the hotel, taking
his tine, w ndow shopping, checking behind him Then he stopped and

consulted his map, saw that the harbour area was al nost wal ki ng
di stance. But the first taxi that came along, he flagged it down.
"Where to?' the driver asked.

"Somewhere | can get a good drink. Sonewhere down by the docks.'



He thought: ~Down Where the Drunkards Roll.

“How rough do you want ?'

“As rough as it gets.'

The man nodded, started off. Rebus | eaned forward in his seat. |
thought the city would be livelier.'

“Ach, it's a bit early yet. And nind, the weekends are wild. Pay-
packets coming off the rigs.'

"Alot of drinking.'

"Alot of everything.'

I hear all the clubs are owned by Anericans.'

“Yanks,' the driver said. “They're everywhere.'

“Illegal as well as |egal ?

The driver stared at himin his rearview ~Wat were you after in
particul ar?'

“Maybe sonet hing to get nme high.

“You don't | ook the type.'

“What does the type | ook |ike?

"It doesn't look like a copper.'

Rebus | aughed. "Of-duty and playing away from hone.

“Where's hone?'

" Edi nbur gh.'

The driver nodded thoughtfully. “If | wanted to get high,' he said,
“1'd maybe think about Burke's Club on College Street. This is us.'
He pulled the cab to a stop. The neter read just over two pounds;
Rebus handed over five and told himto keep the change. The driver

| eaned out of his w ndow.

“You weren't a hundred yards from Burke's when | picked you up.'

"I know.' O course he knew. Burke's was where Johnny Bi bl e had

met M chell e.

As the cab drew away, he took stock of his surroundings. Right across
the road was the harbour, boats moored there, |ights show ng where
men were still working - maintenance crews probably. This side of the
road was a mix of tenenments, shops and pubs. A couple of girls were
working the street, but traffic was quiet. Rebus was outside a place
called the Yardarm It prom sed karaoke nights, exotic dancers, a happy
hour, guest beers, satellite TV, and “a warm wel cone'.

As Rebus pushed open the door, he felt the warnth straight off It

was broiling inside. It took hima full mnute to work his way to the bar,
by which tine the snoke was stinging even his hardened eyes. Sonme of

the custoners | ooked |ike fishermen - cherry faces, slick hair and thick
jerseys. O hers had hands bl ackened with oil - docksi de nmechanics. The
wonen had eyes droopi ng from drunkenness, faces either too heavily
made-up or el se needing to be. At the bar, he ordered a doubl e whisky.



Now that the nmetric system had taken over, he could never renenber

whet her thirty-five nmls was I ess or nore than a quarter gill. Last tine
he'd seen so many drunks in the sane place had been after a Hi bs/

Hearts match. He'd been drinki ng down Easter Road, and Hi bs had

won. Pandenoni um

It took himfive nminutes to engage in conversation with his

nei ghbour, who used to work on the rigs. He was short and wry,

al ready conpletely bald in his thirties, and wore Buddy Holly gl asses
with jamjar |enses. He had worked in the canteen.

"Best of fucking food every day. Three nenus, two shifts. Top

quality. The new arrivals always stuffed thensel ves, but they soon

| earned.’

"Did you work two weeks on, two off?

"Everybody did. Seven-day weeks at that.' The man's face was

poi nti ng down at the bar as he spoke, like his head was too heavy to lift.
“You got hooked on it. The tinme | spent on land, | couldn't settle,
couldn't wait to get back offshore.’

" So what happened?

"Times got tougher. | was surplus to requirenents.'

I hear the rigs are hoaching with dope. Did you ever see any?

"Fuck aye, all over the place. Just for relaxation, understand? Nobody
was daft enough to go out to work wired up. One fal se nobve, a pipe can

have your hand off - | know, |I've seen it. O if you | ose your bal ance,
mean, it's a two-hundred fucking foot drop to the water. But there was
pl enty of dope, plenty of booze. And I'Il tell you, there m ght not have

been any wonen, but we had scud nags and filns up to our ears. Never
seen the like. Al tastes catered for, and sone of themwere pretty
di sgusting. That's a man of the world tal king, so you know what |
nmean.'

Rebus thought he did. He bought the wee man a drink. If his
conpani on | eaned any | ower over the bar, his nose would be in the

gl ass. Wien soneone announced that the karaoke would start in five
m nutes, Rebus knew it was tine to | eave. Been there, done that. He
used his nmap to guide himback towards Union Street. The night was
growing livelier. Goups of teenagers were roaning, police wagons -

plain blue Transits - checking themout. There was a strong uniforned
presence, but nobody seened intim dated. People were roaring, singing,
cl apping their hands. M dweek Aberdeen was |ike Edi nburgh on a bad
Saturday night. A couple of woolly suits were discussing sonething
with two young nen, while girlfriends stood by chewing gum A wagon
was parked next to them its back doors open.

["mjust a tourist here, Rebus told hinself, wal king past.

I-1c took a wong turn sonewhere, ended up approaching his hotel



fromthe opposite direction, passing a large statue of WIIliam Wall ace
brandi shing a cl aynore.

“Evening, Mel,' Rebus said.

He clinbed the hotel steps, decided on a nightcap, one to take up to
his room The bar was hill of conventioneers, sone of themstill wearing
their del egate badges. They sat at tables awash with enpty gl asses. A
| one woman was perched at the bar, snoking a black cigarette, blow ng
the snoke ceilingwards. She had peroxide hair and wore a | ot of gold.
Her two-piece suit was crinson, her tights or stockings black. Rebus

| ooked at her and deci ded they were stockings. Her face was hard, the
hair pulled back and held with a |large gold clasp. There was powder on
her cheeks, and dark gloss lipstick on her |ips. Maybe Rebus's age;
maybe even a year or two older - the sort of woman nen call ed
“handsonme'. She'd had a coupl e of drinks, which was perhaps why she
sm | ed.

"Are you with the convention?' she asked.

“No.'

“Thank Christ for that. | swear every one of thems tried chatting ne
up, hut all they can talk about is crude.' She paused. "As in crude oil -
dead crude and live crude. Did you know there was a difference?

Rebus snil ed, shook his head and ordered his drink. Do you want

anot her, or does that count as a chat-up |ine?

"It does and | will." She saw him | ooking at her cigarette. " Sobranie.'
"Does the bl ack paper make themtaste any better?

"The tobacco nmakes themtaste better.'

Rebus got out his own pack. "|'m a wood-shavings man nysel f.'

"So | see.’

The drinks arrived. Rebus signed the chit to charge themto his

room

"Arc you here on business? Her voice was deep, west coast or

t her eabout's, worki ng-cl ass educat ed.

“Sort of. What about you?

"Busi ness. So what do you do?

Wrld s worst reply to a chat-up: "I'ma police officer.’

She rai sed one eyebrow, interested. "ClD?

“Yes.'

"Are you working on the Johnny Bible case?

"No.'

"The way the papers tell it, |I thought every policerman in Scotland
was. '

“I'mthe exception.'

"I renmenber Bible John,' she said, sucking on the cigarette. | was

brought up in d asgow. For weeks ny mumwouldn't let nme out of the



house. It was like being in the clink.'

"He did that to a |ot of wonen.'

"And now it's all happening again.' She paused. “Wen | said |
remenbered Bi bl e John, your |ine should have been, "You don't | ook
ol d enough"."’

“Which proves |'mnot chatting you up.'

She stared at him “Pity,' she said, reaching for her drink. Rebus used
his own glass as a prop, too, buying tine. She'd given himall the

i nformati on he needed. He had to decide whether to act on it or not.
Ask her up to his roon? O plead ... what exactly? Quilt? Fear? Self-
| oat hi ng?

Fear.

He saw the way the night could go, trying to extract beauty from
need, passion froma certain despair.

“I'mflattered,' he said at | ast.

“Don't be,' she said quickly. His nove again, an amateur chess player
t hrown agai nst a pro.

"So what do you do?'

She turned to him Her eyes said that she knew every tactic in this
game. I'min sales. Products for the oil industry.' She angled her head
towards the rest of the nen in the bar. | nmay have to work with them
but nobody says | have to share ny tine off with them

“You live in Aberdeen?

She shook her head. "Let me get you anot her.

“I've an early start tonorrow.'

"One nore won't hurt.'

"It mght,' Rebus said, holding her gaze.

"Well,' she said, “bang goes the perfect end to a perfectly shitty day.'
“Sorry. '

“Don't worry about it.'

He felt her eyes on himas he wal ked out of the bar towards

reception. He had to force his feet up the stairs towards his room Her
pull was strong. He realised he didn't even know her narne.

He switched on the TV while he got undressed. Sone sub-Hol | ywood

gar bage: the wonen | ooked |ike skeletons with lipstick; the men acted
with their necks - he'd seen barbers with nmore Met hod. He thought of
the woman agai n. Was she on the ganme? Definitely not. But she'd hit on
himquick. He'd told her he was flattered; in truth, he was benused.
Rebus had al ways found rel ati onships with the opposite sex difficult.
He'd grown up in a mining village, a bit behind the tines when it cane
to things like prom scuity. You stuck your hand in a girl's bl ouse and
next thing her father was after you with a | eather belt.



Then he'd joined the arny, where wonen were by turns fantasy

figures and untouchabl es: slags and nmadonnas, there seenmed no middle
ground. Rel eased fromthe armnmy, he'd joined the police. Married by

then, but his job had proved nore seductive, nore all-consuning than
the relationship - than any relationship. Since then, his affairs had

| asted nonths, weeks, mere days sonetinmes. Too |late now, he felt, for
anyt hi ng nore permanent. Wnen seened to like him- that wasn't the
problem The problem | ay sonewhere inside him and it hadn't been

eased by things like the Johnny Bi ble case, by wonen abused and then
killed. Rape was all about power; killing, too, in its way. And wasn't
power the ultimate mal e fantasy? And didn't he sonmetines dreamof it,

t 00?

He'd seen the post nortem photos of Angie Riddell, and the first

t hought that had cone to him the thought he'd had to push past, was:
good body. It had bothered him because in that instant she'd been just
anot her object. Then the pathol ogi st had got to work, and she had

st opped bei ng even that.

He was asl eep as soon as his head touched the pillow His prayer, as
every night, was that there would be no dreans. He woke up in

darkness, his back drenched in sweat, and to a ticking noise. It wasn't a
clock, not even his watch. H s watch was on the cabinet. This was
closer, nmuch nore intimate. Was it conming fromthe wall? The

headboard? He switched the light on, but the sound had stopped.
Wodwor m maybe? He couldn't find any holes in the headboard's

wooden surround. He switched the |anp off and cl osed his eyes. There

it was again: nore geiger counter than netronone. He tried to ignore it,
but it was too close. It was inescapable. It was the pillow, his feather
pillow. There was sonething inside, sonmething alive. Wuld it want to
crawl into his ear? Lay its eggs there? Miutate or pupate or just enjoy a

snack of wax and eardrunf? Sweat cool ed on his back and on the sheet
beneath him There was no air in the room He was too tired to get up,
too nervy to sleep. He did what he had to do - tossed the pillow towards
t he door.

No nore ticking, but still he couldn't sleep. The ringing phone cane

as a relief. Maybe it was the wonman fromthe bar. He'd tell her, |I'man
al coholic, a fuck-up, I'mno good for any other human being.

“Hel | 0?'

“It's Ludo here, sorry to wake you.'

I wasn't asleep. What's the probl en?'

“A patrol car's coming to pick you up.' Rebus grimaced: had Ancram
tracked hi m down al ready?

“What for?'

A suicide in Stonehaven. Thought you might be interested. The



nane appears to be Anthony Ellis Kane.'

Rebus shot out of bed. "~Tony El? Suicide?

"Looks like. The car should be there in five m nutes.
1"l be ready.'’

Now t hat John Rebus was in Aberdeen, things were nore dangerous.

John Rebus.

The librarian's list had first thrown up the name, along with an
address in Arden Street, Edinburgh EH9. Wth a short-termreader's

ti cket, Rebus had consulted editions of The Scotsman from February

1968 to Decenber 1969. Four others had consulted the same sets of

m crofil mduring the previous six nonths. Two were known to Bible

John as journalists, the third was an author - he'd witten a chapter on
the case for a book on Scottish nmurderers. As for the fourth ... the
fourth had given his name as Peter Manuel. It woul d have neant

nothing to the librarian witing out another short-termreader's ticket.
But the real Peter Manuel had killed up to a dozen people in the 1950s,
and been hanged for it at Barlinnie Prison. It becanme clear to Bible
John: the Upstart had been reading up on fanobus nurderers, and in the
course of his studies had cone across both Manuel and Bible John.
Narrowi ng his search, he'd decided to concentrate his research on Bible
John, | earning nore about the case by readi ng newspapers fromthe
period. " Peter Mnuel' had requested not only Scotsmans from 1968- 70,
but d asgozv Heral ds too.

H s was to be thorough research. And the address on his reader's

ticket was as fictitious as his nane: Lanark Terrace, Aberdeen. The rea
Peter Manuel had carried out his killing spree in Lanarkshire.

But though the address be fal se, Bible John wondered about

Aberdeen. His own investigations had already led himto site the
Upstart in the Aberdeen area. This seened a further connection. And
now John Rebus was in Aberdeen, too ... Bible John had been

pondering John Rebus, even before he knew who he was. He was at first
an enigma, and now a problem Bible John had scanned sone of the
Upstart's npbst recent cuttings into the conputer, and browsed through
them whil e he wondered what to do about the policeman. He read

anot her policeman's words: ~This person needs hel p, and we woul d ask
himto cone forward so that we can help him' Foll owed by nore

specul ation. They were whistling in the dark.

Except that one of themwas in Aberdeen.

And Bi bl e John had given him his business card.

He'd al ways known that it woul d be dangerous, tracking down the
Upstart, hut he could hardly have expected to bunp into a policenan



al ong the way. And not just any officer, hut someone who' d been

| ooki ng at the Bible John case. John Rebus, policeman, based in

Edi nburgh, address in Arden Street, currently in Aberdeen ... He

decided to open a new file on his conputer, dedicated to Rebus. He had

| ooked through sonme recent papers, and thought he'd found why Rebus

was in Aberdeen: an oil-worker had fallen froma tenenment w ndow in

Edi nburgh, foul play suspected. Reasonable to conclude that Rebus was

wor ki ng that case rather than any other. But there was still the fact that
Rebus had been reading up on the Bible John case. Wiy? What busi ness

was it of his?

And a second fact, nore problematical still: Rebus now had his
business card. It wouldn't nean anything to him couldn't, not yet. But
there might cone atine ... the closer he cane to the Upstart, the nore

ri sks he would face. The card night nmean sonmething to the policeman
sonetime down the road. Could Bible John risk that? He seened to

have two options: quicken his hunt for the Upstart.

O take the policenan out of the gane.

He would think it over. Meantinme, he had to concentrate on the

Upstart.

Hi s contact at the National Library had informed himthat a reader's
ticket required proof of identity: driver's licence, sonething like that.
Maybe the Upstart had forged hinself a whole new identity as "~ Peter
Manuel ', but Bible John doubted it. Mre likely he had managed to talk
hi nsel f past proving his identity. He would be good at tal king. He'd be

ingratiating, wheedling. He wouldn't | ook like a nonster. H's would be

a face wonen - and nen - could trust. He was able to wal k out of night
clubs with women he'd net only an hour or two before. Getting round a
security check woul d have posed hi mfew probl ens.

He stood up and examined his face in the mrror. The police had

i ssued a series of photofits, conputer generated, ageing the origina
photofit of Bible John. One of themwasn't a bad |ikeness, but it was one
anongst nmany. Nobody had so nuch as | ooked at himtw ce; none of

his coll eagues had remarked on any resenbl ance. Not even the

pol i ceman had seen anything. He rubbed his chin. The bristles showed

t hrough red where he hadn't shaved. The house was silent. H s wife was

el sewhere. He'd married her because it had seened expedient, one nore

lie to the profile. He unlocked the study door, wal ked to the front door
and made sure it was | ocked. Then he clinbed the stairs to the upstairs
hail, and pulled down the sliding | adder which led up into the attic. He
liked it up here, a place only he visited. He | ooked at a trunk, on top of
which sat a couple of old boxes - canouflage. They hadn't been noved.

He lifted them off now and took a key frpm his pocket, unlocked the

trunk and snapped open the two heavy brass clasps. He |istened again,



hearing only silence past the dull beat of his own heart, then lifted the
lid of the trunk

Inside, it was filled with treasure: handbags, shoes, scarves, trinkets,
wat ches and purses - nothing with any neans of identifying the

previ ous owner. The bags and purses had been enptied, checked

thoroughly for telltale initials or even bl em shes and di sti ngui shing
marks. Any letters, anything with a nanme or address, had been
incinerated. He settled on the floor in front of the open trunk, not
touching anything. He didn't need to touch. He was renenbering a girl
who'd lived on his street when he'd been eight or nine - she'd been a
year younger. They'd played a gane. They would take it in turns to lie
very still on the ground, eyes closed, while the other one tried to renove
as much of their clothing as they could without the one being stripped
feel i ng anyt hi ng.

Bi bl e John had been quick to feel the girl's fingers on him- he'd

pl ayed by the rules. But when the girl had lain there, and he'd started
working at buttons and zips ... her eyelids had fluttered, a smle on her
lips ... and she'd lain there unconplaining, even though he knew she

must be able to feel his clunmsy fingers.

She' d been cheating, of course.

Now hi s grandnother canme to him w th her constant warnings:

bewar e wonen who wear too nuch perfune; don't play cards with
strangers on trains

The police hadn't said anything about the Upstart taking souvenirs.

No doubt they wanted to keep it quiet; they'd have their reasons. But
the Upstart woul d be taking souvenirs. Three so far. And he'd be
hoarding themin Aberdeen. He'd slipped just a little, giving Aberdeen

as his address on the reader's card ... Bible John stood up suddenly~ He
saw it now, saw the transaction between the librarian and " Peter

Manuel ' . The Upstart claimng that he needed the use of a reference
library. The librarian asking for details, for proof of identity ... The

Upstart flustered, saying he'd left all that sort of thing at hone. Could
he go and fetch it? Inpossible, he'd cone down from Aberdeen for the

day. Along way to travel, so the librarian had relented, issued the ticket.
But now the Upstart was obliged to give Aberdeen as his address.

He was in Aberdeen.

Revi ved, Bible John |ocked the trunk, replaced the boxes exactly as

t hey had been, and went back downstairs. It grieved himthat wi th John
Rebus so cl ose, he might have to nove the trunk ... and hinself with it.
In his study, he sat at his desk. Have the Upstart based in Aberdeen but
mobi | e. Have himlearn fromhis first m stakes. So now he plans each

cull well in advance. Are the victins chosen at random or is there sone
pattern there? Easier to choose prey that wasn't random but then easier,



too, for the police to establish a pattern and eventually catch you. But
the Upstart was young: maybe that was one | esson he lzadn "t yet |earned.
H s choice of “Peter Manuel' showed a certain cockiness, teasing anyone
who was able to track himthat far. He either knew his victins or he
didn"t. Two routes to follow. Route one: say he did know them say

there existed sone pattern linking all three to the Upstart.

One profile: the Upstart was a travelling man - lorry driver, conpany
rep, a job like that. Lots of travel throughout Scotland. Travelling nen
could be lonely nmen, sonetines they used the services of a prostitute.
The Edi nburgh victimhad been a prostitute. Oten they stayed in

hotel s. The d asgow vi cti m had worked as a chanbermaid. The first
victim- the Aberdeen cull - failed to fit that pattern.

O did she? Was there sonmething the police had m ssed, sonething he

m ght find? He picked up his tel ephone, called Directory Enquiri es.
“It's a dasgow nunber,' he told the voice on the other end

Chapter 14

In the mddle of the night, Stonehaven was only twenty mnutes south

of Aberdeen, especially with a maniac at the wheel.

"He'l'l still be dead when we get there, pal,' Rebus told the driver

And so he was, dead in a bed & breakfast bathroom one arm over the

side of the bath Marat-style. He'd slashed his wists by the book - up
and down rather than across. The water in the bath | ooked cold. Rebus
didn't get too close - the armover the side had | eaked bl ood all across
the floor.

"The | andl ady didn't know who was in the bathroom' Lunsden

expl ai ned. "~ She just knew whoever it was had been in there | ong enough.
She got no answer, so went to fetch one of her "boys" - this place caters
to oil-workers. She tells nme she thought M Kane was an oil -worKker.
Anyway, one of her | odgers got the door open and they found this.'
“Nobody saw or heard anyt hi ng?'

"Suicide tends to be a quiet affair. Follow ne.'

They went al ong narrow passages and up two short flights of stairs to
Tony El's bedroom It was fairly tidy. "“The |andlady vacuuns and dusts
twice a week, sheets and towels are changed twice a week too.' There

was a bottle of cheap whisky with the top unscrewed, about a fifth of the
bottle left. An enpty glass stood beside it. “Look over here.

Rebus | ooked. On the dressing table sat a full set of works: syringe,
spoon, cotton wool, lighter, and a tiny pol ythene bag of brown powder.

"I hear heroin's back in a big way,' Lunsden said.

I didn't see marks on his arns,' Rebus said. Lunmsden nodded t hat

they were there, but Rebus went back to the bathroomto make sure. Yes,
a couple of pinpricks on the inside |left forearm He went back to the



bedroom Lunsden was seated on the bed, flicking through a rmagazi ne
"He hadn't been using long,' Rebus said. "His arns are pretty clean.
didn't see the knife.’

"Look at this stuff,' Lunsden said. He wanted to show Rebus the

magazi ne. A woman with a plastic bag over her head was being entered
from behi nd. " Sonme people have sick mnds.'

Rebus took the magazine fromhim It was called Snuff Babes. On the
front inside page it stated that it was printed "with pride' in the USA It
wasn't just illegal; it was the hardest core Rebus had ever seen. Pages
and pages of nock-up deaths with sex attached.

Lunsden had reached into his pocket, drew out an evi dence bag.

I nsi de was a bl ood-stained knife. But no ordinary knife: a Stanley.
"I"mnot so sure this was suicide,' Rebus said quietly.

So then he had to explain his reasons: the visit to Uncle Joe, how
Uncl e Joe's son cane by his nicknanme, and the fact that Tony El used
to be one of Uncle Joe's henchmen.

"The door was | ocked fromthe inside,' Lunsden said.

"And it hadn't been forced when | got here.'

* So?'

"So how did the I andl ady's "boy" get in?" He took Lunmsden back to
the bathroom and t hey examined the door: with the turn of a
screwdriver, it could be | ocked and unl ocked fromthe outside.

“You want us to treat this as nurder?' Lunsden said. “You think this
guy Stanley wal ked in here, spiked M Kane, dragged himalong to the
bat hroom and sliced his wists open? W just passed half a dozen
bedroom doors and cane up two flights of stairs - don't you think
sonebody mi ght have noticed?

“Have you asked then?'

“I'"'mtelling you, John, no one saw anyt hi ng.

"And I'mtelling you this has Joseph Toal witten all over it.'
Lunsden was shaking his head. He'd rolled up the nagazine. It was

sticking out of his jacket pocket. "All | see here is a suicide. And from
what you've told ne, I'"'mglad to see the back of the fucker, end of
story.'

The sane patrol car took Rebus back into the city, still keeping the

wrong side of the speed limt.

Rebus felt w de awake. He paced his room snoked three cigarettes.

The city outside his cathedral wi ndows was finally asleep. The adult
pay-novi e channel was still available. The only other thing on offer was
beach vol l eyball from California. For want of any other distraction he
got out the flyers fromthe denmp. They nmade depressing readi ng.

Mackerel and ot her species of fish were now commercially extinct' in



the North Sea, while others, including haddock - staple of the fish
supper - wouldn't survive the millennium Meantine, there were 400

oil installations out there which would one day becone redundant, and
if they were sinply dunped along with their heavy nmetals and

chem cals ... bye-bye fishies.

O course, it mght be that the fish were for the crow road anyway:
nitrates and phosphates from sewage, plus agricultural fertilisers ... al
drained into the seas. Rebus felt worse than ever, tossed the flyers into
the bin. One of themdidn't make it, and he picked it up. It told him
there was going to be a narch and rally on Saturday, with a benefit
concert headlined by the Dancing Pigs. Rebus binned it and decided to
check his answering nachine at honme. There were two calls from
Ancram agitated verging on furious, and one fromGIIl, telling himto
call her whatever the hour. So he did.

"Hel | 0?' She sounded |i ke soneone had gunmmed up her nout h.

“Sorry it's so late.'

“John.' She paused to check the tine. "It's so late it's practically
early.’

“Your nessage said ...’

"I know.' She sounded |ike she was struggling to sit up in bed,
yawned mghtily. ~Howdenhall worked on that nessage pad, used

ESDA on it, electrostatics.'

" And?

“Cane up with a phone nunber.'

“Wher eabout s?'

" Aber deen code."'

Rebus felt his spine tingle. “Were in Aberdeen?

“It's the payphone in some di scot heque. Hang on, |'ve got the nane
here ... Burke's Cub.'

Cickety-click.

"Does it nmean anything to you?' she said.

Yes, he thought, it neans |'mup here working at |east two cases,
maybe three

“You said a payphone?

“A public phone. | know because | called it. Not far fromthe bar by
the sound of it.'

"G ve ne the nunmber.' She did. "“Anything el se?

"The only fingerprints found bel onged to Fergie hinself. Nothing
interesting on his home conputer, except that he was trying a few tax
dodges. '

"Hold the front page. And his business prem ses?

"Not hing so far. John, are you OK?'

“Fi ne, why?



“You sound ... | don't know, sort of distant.'

Rebus allowed hinself a smile. "I'mright here. Get sone sleep, GII."'
“Ni ght, John.'
"Ni ght - ni ght .'

He decided to try phoning Lunsden at the cop-shop. Conscientious:
nearly three a.m and he was there.

“You should be in the land of Nod,' Lunsden told him

"Sonmething | neant to ask earlier.’

“What ?

"That club we were in, the one where Mchelle Strachan nmet Johnny
Bi bl e.'

" Burke' s?'

"I just wondered,' Rebus said. "Is it above board?

“Moderately.'

" Meani ng what ?'

"It skates on thin ice sonetinmes. There's been a bit of drug dealing on
the prem ses. The owners tried to clean it up, | think they've done a
pretty good job.'

"Who owns it?

“A coupl e of Yanks. John, what's this about?

Rebus took | ess than a second constructing his lie. "The Edi nburgh
junmper, ~he had a book of matches in his pocket. They were from
Burke's.'

“It's a popul ar spot.'

Rebus made a sound of agreenent. " These owners, what were their
nanes agai n?'

I didn't say.' Cagey now.

“Is it a secret?

A hunourl ess | augh. "No.'

“Maybe you don't want ne bothering thenf'

“Jesus, John ... A theatrical sigh. "Erik-with-a-k Stemons, Judd
Fuller. | don't see the point in talking to them'
"Me neither, Ludo. | just wanted their nanmes.' Rebus attenpted an

American accent. “Ci ao, baby.' He was smling when he put down the
receiver. He |ooked at his watch. Ten past three. It was a five-mnute

wal k to College Street. But would the place still be open? He got out the
phone book, |ooked up Burke's - the nunber |isted was the sane one

Gl had given him He tried it: no answer. He decided to leave it at that
for the nonent.

Spinning in a narrowi ng gyre: Allan Mtchison ... Johnny Bible

Uncle Joe ... Fergus MLure's drug deal.

Beach Boys: "God Only Knows'. Segue to Zappa and the Mbthers:



"More Trouble Every Day'. Rebus picked his pillow off the floor,
listened to it for a full mnute, threwit back on to the bed, then lay him
down to sleep

He was awake early and didn't feel |ike breakfast, so went for a walk
instead. It was a glorious norning. The seagulls were busy hoovering up
the night before's leftovers, but the streets were otherw se uncrowded.
He wal ked up to the Mercat Cross, then left along King Street. He
knew he was heading in the vague direction of his aunt's house, but
doubted he could find it on foot. Instead, he cane to something | ooking
like an old school building but calling itself RAT Ofshore. He knew
RGA T was Robert Gordon's Institute of Technol ogy, and that Allan

M tchison had studied for a tine at RA T-0OSC. He knew Johnny

Bible' s first victimhad studied at Robert Gordon's University, but not
what she had studied. Had she taken classes here? He stared ~it the grey
granite walls. The first murder was in Aberdeen. Only later did Johnny
Bi bl e nmove to d asgow and Edi nburgh. Meani ng what? Di d Aberdeen

hol d sonme particular significance for the killer? He'd wal ked the victim
froma nightclub to Duthie Park, but that didn't nmean he was | ocal:

M chelle “herself could have shown himthe way. Rebus got out his map
again, found College Street, then traced a finger fromBurke's Club to
Duthie Park. A long walk, residential, nobody had seen themthe whole

Il ength of the route. Had they taken especially quiet back roads? Rebus
fol ded the nmap and put it away.

He headed past the City Hospital and ended up on the Esplanade: a

| ong expanse of grass links with bow ing green, tennis and putting.
There were amusenents, all closed this early. People were on the

Espl anade - jogging, wal king their dogs, morning constitutionals. Rebus
joined them G oynes divided the nostly sandy beach into neat
conpartrents. It was as clean a part of the city as he'd seen, excepting

the graffiti - an artist called Zero had been hard at work, naking this his
or her personal gallery.
Zero the Hero: a character from somewhere ... Gong. Jesus, he

hadn't thought of them for years. Pot-head pixies with stoned synths.
Fl oati ng anarchy.

At the end of the Esplanade, next to the harbour, stood a couple of
squares of housing, a village within the city. The squares thensel ves
conprised drying greens and garden sheds. Dogs barked a warning as

he passed. It rem nded himof the east neuk of Fife, fishermen's

cottages, brightly painted but unpretentious. A taxi was cruising the
har bour. Rebus waved it down. The R&R was over

There was a deno outside the headquarters of T-Bi:d G|. The young



worman with the braided hair who'd been s~ persuasive th~ previous day
was sitting cross-1egged on the grass, snoking a rodl-up~ looking |ike she
was on her break. The young man currently on t h~~gaphone didn't

have hal f her anger or el oquence, but his friends cheered himon

Maybe he was new to the denonstrating gane.

Two young wool ly suits, no older than the activists, were in

consultation with three or four environnentalists in red boiler-suits and
gas masks. The policenen were saying that if they took the gas masks off,
conversation night be | ess of a chore. They were al so asking that the
denonstration nove off land owned by T-Bird GI. Namely, the patch of
grass in front of the main entrance. The denobnstrators were saying
somet hi ng about the | aws of trespass. Legal know edge cane with the
territory these days. It was |like rules of unarnmed conbat to a squaddie.
Rebus was offered the sanme literature as the day before.

"I already took,' he said with a smle. Braid-hair |ooked up at himand
squinted, |ik~e she was taking a photograph.

In the reception area, soneone was vi deoing the denp through the

wi ndows. Maybe for police intelligence; maybe for T-Bird's own files.
Stuart M nchell was waiting for Rebus.

“Isn't it unbelievable? he said. | hear there are groups |like that one
outsi de each of the Six Sisters, plus snaller operations |ike ours.'

"The Six Sisters?

"The big North Sea players. Exxon, Shell, BP, Mbil ... |I forget the

other two. So, ready for the trip?

“I'"'mnot sure. What are ny chances of getting a kip?

"It might be pretty bunpy. Good news is, we've a plane headi ng up,

so you'll be spared a budgie - at least for today. You'll fly in to Scatsta.
It used to be an RAP base. Saves the hassle of changing at Sunburgh.'
"And it's near Sull om Voe?

"Ri ght next door. Soneone'll be there to neet you.'

| appreciate this, M Mnchell."'

M nchel | shrugged. "~ Ever been to Shetland?' Rebus shook his head.

"Well, you're probably not going to see nuch of it, except fromthe air.
Just renenber, when that plane takes off, you're not in Scotland tiny
nmore. You're a "Sooth-Mother" heading for mles and nmiles of bugger all.

Chapter 15

M nchell drove Rebus to Dyce Airport. The plane was a tw n-

propel l er nodel with seats for fourteen, but today carrying only

hal f a dozen passengers, all nen. Four of themwore suits, and were
qui ck to open their briefcases, disgorging sheafs of paper, ring-bound
reports, calculators, pens and | aptops. One wore a sheepskin jacket and
| acked what the others would probably call "~proper groom ng' . He kept



his hands in his pockets and stared out of the w ndow. Rebus, who
didn't nmind an aisle seat, decided to sit beside him

The man tried to stare himel sewhere. Hi s eyes were bl oodshot, grey

st ubbl e covering cheeks and chin, in reply, Rebus fastened his seat-belt.
The man grow ed, but shifted upright, allowi ng Rebus half an armrest.
Then he went back to wi ndow watching. A car was draw ng up outside.

The engine started up, propellers turning. There was a stewardess at
the back of the cranped conpartnent. She hadn't closed the door yet.
The man in the wi ndow seat turned to the assenbly of suits.

"Prepare to shite yourselves.' Then he started | aughi ng. Whisky

fumes fromthe night before wafted over Rebus, naking himglad he'd

ski pped breakfast. Sonmeone el se was boardi ng the plane. Rebus peered
down the aisle. It was Major Wir, dressed in a kilt, sporran attached.
The suits froze. Sheepskin was still chuckling. The door slammed shut:
Seconds later, the plane began to taxi. -

' Rebus-, who hated flying, tried to think hinself into a nice Intercity
125, speeding along terra firma, no intention of suddenly pushing
skywar ds.

"Grab that armrest any harder,' his neighbour said, “and you'l

uproot the fucking thing.'

The ascent was |i ke an unpaved road. Rebus thoiight he could fee
fillings popping | oose and hear the plan~'s various bolts and sol dered
joins snapping. But then they were levelling out, and things settled
down. Rebus started breathing again, noticed sweat on his pal ms and
brow. He adjusted the air-intake above him

"Better? the man said

"Better,' Rebus agreed. The wheels retracted, covers closing. The
sheepski n expl ai ned what the sounds were. Rebus nodded his thanks.

He coul d hear the stewardess behind them

“I'"'msorry, Major, if we'd known you were com ng we'd have

arranged for coffee to be served.'

She got a grunt for her trouble. The suits were staring at their work,
but couldn't concentrate. The plane hit some turbul ence, and Rebus's
hands went to the armrests again.

“Fear of flying,' sheepskin said with a w nk.

Rebus knew he had to get his mnd off the flight. "Do you work at

Sul I om Voe?'

"Practically run the place.' He nodded towards the suits. | don't work
for this lot you know. I"'mjust cadging a lift. |I work for the consortium'
"The Six Sisters?

"And the rest. Thirty-odd at the |ast count.

“You know, | don't know a dammed thing about Sull om Voe.

Sheepski n gave hima sidelong |ook. “You a reporter?



“I"'ma CID detective.'

“Just so long as you're not a reporter. I'mthe relief Mintenance
Manager. We're always getting grief in the press about cracked pipes
and spills. I'lIl tell you, the only | eaks around nmy terninal are the ones to

the fucking papers!' He stared out of the wi ndow again, as if their
conversation had reached a natural end. But a full mnute |ater he
turned to Rebus.

"There are two pipelines into the termnal - Brent and Ninian - plus

we offload fromtankers. Four jetties in near-constant use. | was here
fromthe start, 1973. That's only four years after the first exploration
shi ps chugged into Lerwick. By Christ, |I'd have loved to' ve seen the

| ooks on the fishernmen's faces. They probably thought it was the start of
bugger all. But oil came and oil stayed, we got to fuck with the islands,
and they screwed every penny they could out of the consortium Every

| ast penny.'

As sheepskin tal ked, his nouth began to rel ax. Rebus thought he

m ght still be drunk. He spoke quietly, nostly with his face to the

wi ndow.

“You should have seen the place in the seventies, kiddo. It was like

the Klondi ke - trailer parks, shanty towns, the roads churned to nud.

We had power cuts, not enough fresh water, and the locals fucking

hated us. | loved it. There was about one pub we could all drink in. The

consortiumwere choppering in supplies |like we were at war. Puck,
maybe we were.'

He turned to Rebus.

"And the weather ... the wind' Il strip the skin off your face.'

"So | needn't have brought a razor?

The big man snorted. ~Wat takes you to Sull om Voe?

" A suspicious death.'

“On Shetl and?'

"I n Edi nburgh.'

" How suspi ci ous?

" Maybe not very, but we have to check.'

I know all about that. It's like at the term nal, we run hundreds of
checks every day, whetherthey're needed or not. The LPG chill down
area, we had a suspected problemthere, and | stress suspected. I'IIl tell
you, we had nore nen on stand-by than God knows what. See, it's not
that far fromthe crude oil storage.'

Rebus nodded, not sure what the man was getting at. He seened to
be drifting off again. Tine to reel himin.

"The man who died worked for a while at Sullom Voe. Allan

Mt chi son."’

"M tchison?



“He might've been on nmintenance. | think that was his speciality."'

Sheepski n shook his head. “~Nane doesn't ... no.'

“What about Jake Harl ey? He works at Sul |l om Voe.

“Ch aye, |'ve cone across him Don't nuch Iike him but | know the
face.'

"Why don't you like hinf

"He's one of those Green bastards. You know, ecology.' He al npst

spat the word. "Wat the fuck's ecol ogy ever done for us?

"So you know him'

“Who?'

“Jake Harl ey?

"l said so, didn't |?

"He's off on sonme wal ki ng holiday."'

"On Shetl and?' Rebus nodded. "~ Aye, sounds about right. He's al ways

on about archaeol ogy and whatsit, bird-watching. The only birds I'd
spend all day watching don't have fucking feathers on them let ne tel
you. '

Rebus to hinmself: | thought | was bad, but this guy redefines all the
terms.

"So he's off wal king and bird-watching: any idea where he'd go?

“The usual places. There are a few bird-watchers at the termnal. It's
like pollution control. We know we're doing all right as long as the birds
don't suddenly start turning up their toes. Like with the Negrita.' He

al nrost bit off the end of the word, swallowed hard. "Thing is, the wind's
so fierce, and the currents are fierce too. So you get dispersal, like with
the Braer. Sonebody told me Shetland has a conpl ete change of air

every quarter hour. Perfect dispersal conditions. And fuck it, they're
only birds. What are they good for, when it cones down to it?

He rested his head agai nst the wi ndow.

“When we get to the termnal, I'll get a map for you, mark sone of

the places he nmght go ...  Seconds later, his eyes were closed. Rebus

got up and went to the back of the cabin, where the toilet was. As he
passed Major Weir, who was seated in the very back row, he saw he was

deep in the Financial Tines. The toilet was no snaller than a child's
coffin. If Rebus had been any w der, they'd have had to starve himout.

He flushed, thinking of his urine splashing into the North Sea - as far as
pol lution went, a nmere drop in the ocean - and tugged open the

accordi on doors. He slid into the seat across the aisle fromthe Mjor.
The stewardess had been sitting there, but he could see her up front in

t he cockpit.

"Any chance of a keek at the racing results?

Major Wir lifted his eyes fromthe newsprint, swivelled his head to

take in this strange new creature. The whol e process couldn't have



taken longer than half a minute. He didn't say anything.

"We net yesterday,' Rebus told him "My nane's Detective |nspector
Rebus. | know you don't say nmuch ... he patted his jacket ... “1've a
notepad in ny pocket if you need one.'

“In your spare tinme, Inspector, are you sonme sort of conedian?' The
voice was a cultured drawl ; urbane just about summed it up. But it was
also dry, alittle rusty.

“Can | ask you sonething, Major? Wiy did you name your oilfield

after an oatcake?'

Weir's face reddened with sudden rage. "It's short for Bannockburn!'
Rebus nodded. "Did we win that one?

“Don't you know your history, |addie? Rebus shrugged. | swear,
sonmetines | despair. You're a Scot.'

" So?'

"So your past is inportant! You need to know it so you can |earn.
“Learn what, sir?
Weir sighed. "To borrow a phrase froma poet - a Scots poet, he was

tal ki ng about words - that we Scots are "creatures tamed by cruelty".
Do you see?

I think I''m having trouble focusing.'

Weir frowned. “Do you drink?

"Teetotal is ny mddle name.' The Major grunted his satisfaction
“Trouble is," Rebus went on, “my first nane's Not-at-all.

He got it eventually and grudged a frowning smle, the first tine
Rebus had seen the trick

"The thing is, sir, I"'mup here-'

I know why you're up here, Inspector. Wen | saw you yesterday, |
had Hayden Fl etcher find out who you were.'

“Can | ask why?'

"Because you stared back at nme in the elevator. |'mnot used to that
sort of behaviour. It neant you didn't work for ne, and since you were
with nmy personnel nanager

“You thought | was after a job?

"I meant to see to it you didn't get one.'

“I'mflattered.'

The Major | ooked at himagain. “So why is my conpany flying you to
Sul I om Voe?'

"I want to talk to a friend of Mtchison's.'

“Allan Mtchison.'

“You knew hi nf'

“Don't be ridiculous. | had Mnchell report to ne yesterday evening
I like to know everything that's going on in ny conpany. | have a
question for you.'



"Go ahead.'
“Could M Mtchison's death have anything to do with T-Bird Q1?

At the nmonent ... | don't think so.

Maj or Weir nodded, lifted his newspaper to eye level. The interview
was over

Chapter 16

Wel cone to the Mainland,' Rebus's guide said, meeting himon the tarmac.
Maj or Weir had al ready been installed in a Range Rover and was

speeding fromthe airfield. A row of helicopters stood in repose nearby.
The wind was ... well, the wind was serious. It was flapping the
helicopters' rotor blades, and it was singing in Rebus's ears. The

Edi nburgh wi nd was a pro; sonetines you wal ked out your front door

and it was |ike being punched in the face. But the Shetland wind ... it
wanted to pick you up and shake you.

The descent had been rocky, but before that he'd had his first

sighting of Shetland proper. "Mles and mles of bugger all' didn't do it
justice. Hardly any trees, plenty of sheep. And spectacul ar barren
coastline with white breakers crashing into it. He wondered if erosion
was a problem The islands weren't exactly large. They'd crossed to the
east of Lerw ck, then passed sone dormitory towns, which, according to
Sheepskin's comrentary, had been nere ham ets in the 1970s. He'd

woken up by then, and had cone armed with a few nore facts and

f anci es.

“Know what we did? The oil industry, | nean? W kept Maggie

Thatcher in power. Ol revenue paid for all those tax cuts. O revenue
paid for the Fal klands War. O | was punping through the veins of her
whol e fucking reign, and she never thanked us once. Not once, the
bitch.' He laughed. “You can't help liking her.'

“Apparently there are pills you can take.' But Sheepskin wasn't

| i st ening.
“You can't separate oil and politics. The sanctions against lraq, whole
point was to stop himflooding the market with cheap oil.' He paused.

"Norway, the bastards.'
Rebus felt he'd missed sonmething. " Norway?'
~They' ve got oil, too, only they've banked the noney, used it to

ki ckstart other industries. Maggie used it to pay for a war and a bl oody
election ...°

As they swung out to sea past Lerw ck, Sheepskin had pointed out

sonme boats - bl oody big boats.

"Kl ondi kers,' he said. "Factory ships. They're busy processing fish.



Probabl y doi ng nore environnmental damage than the whole North Sea

oil industry. But the locals just let themget onwithit, they don't give a
bugger. Fishing's a heritage thing with them... not like oil. Aah, fuck
the lot of them'

Rebus still hadn't |earned the man's name when they parted on the

runway. There was soneone waiting for Rebus, a slight grinning man
with too many teeth in his head. And he said, "Wlcone to the
Mai nl and.' Then expl ai ned what he nmeant in the car, during the short

trip to the Sullom Voe termnal. "That's what Shetlanders call the main
i sland: ©Mainland, as opposed to nainland with a small m which nmeans
well, the mainland.' A snort for a laugh. He had to wi pe his nose on

the sl eeve of his jacket. He drove the way a kid would when seated in its
father's car: bent forward, hands overly busy on the steering-wheel.
H s nane was Wal ter Rowbotham and he was a new recruit to the
Sul l om Voe Public Rel ations Departnent.

“I'd be happy to show you around, Inspector,' he said, still grinning,
trying too hard to pl ease.

"Maybe if there's tine,' Rebus conceded.

"My pleasure entirely. You know, of course, that the term nal cost
one thousand three hundred nmillion just to construct. That's pounds,
not dollars.'’

“Interesting.’

Rowbot hami s face practically lit up, encouraged now. ~The first oi
flowed into SullomVoe in 1978. It is a najor enployer and has hel ped
contribute greatly to Shetland' s | ow unenploynent rate, currently
around four per cent or half the Scottish average.'

“Tell ne sonet hing, M Rowbot ham

"Walter, please. O Valt if you like.'

"Walt.' Rebus smiled. "Had any nore trouble with the LPG

chi |l down?'

Rowbot hanmi s face turned pickled baby beet. Jesus, Rebus thought,

the nedia were going to | ove him

They ended up driving through half the installation to get to where
Rebus wanted to be, so he heard nost of the tour narration anyway and
| earned nore than he hoped he'd ever have to know about debut ani si ng,
de- et hani si ng and depropani sing, not to nmention surge tanks and

integrity meters. Whuldn't it be great, he thought, if you could fit
integrity nmeters to human bei ngs?

At the main administration building they'd been told that Jake Harl ey
worked in the process control room and that his coll eagues were

wai ting there and knew a police officer was coming to talk to them
They passed the inconmng crude lines, the pigging station, and the fina
hol di ng basin, and at one point VWalt thought they were | ost, but he had



alittle orientation map with him

Just as well: Sullom Voe was huge. It had taken seven years to build,
breaking all sorts of records in the process (and Walt knew every one of
then), and Rebus had to adnmit that it was an inpressive nonster. He'd
been past Grangenoputh and Mossnorran dozens of times, but they just
weren't in the picture. And if you | ooked out past the crude oil tanks
and the unloading jetties, you saw water - the Voe itself to the south;
then Quss Isle over to the west, doing a good inpression of unspoilt
wilderness. It was like a sci-fi city transported to prehistory.

For all of which, the process control roomwas about as peaceful a

pl ace as Rebus had ever been. Two nen and a wonan sat behind

computer consoles in the centre of the room while the walls were taken
up with electronic charts, softly flashing lights indicating the oil and gas
flows. The only sounds were those of fingers on keyboards, and the
occasi onal muted conversation. Walt had decided that it was his job to
i ntroduce Rebus. The atnbsphere had quieted him as if he'd wal ked

into the mddle of a church service. He went to the central consol e and
spoke in an undertone to the trinity seated there.

The el der of the two nmen stood up and cane to shake Rebus's hand.

"I nspector, ny nane's M| ne. How can we hel p?

"M Mlne, | really wanted to speak to Jake Harley. But since he's

made hi nsel f scarce, | thought maybe you could tell nme a little about
him Specifically, about his friendship with Allan M tchison.

M|l ne wore a check shirt, its sleeves rolled up. He scratched at one
arm whi | e Rebus spoke. He was in his thirties, with tousled red hair and
a face pitted fromteenage acne. He nodded, half-turning to his two

col | eagues, assunming the role of spokesman.

"Well, we all work beside Jake, so we can tell you about him
Personally, | didn't know Allan very well, though Jake introduced us.'
"l don't think |'ve ever met him' the wonman said.

"I nmet himonce,' the other man added.

“Allan only worked here for two or three nonths,' MIne went on. |
know he struck up a friendship with Jake.' He shrugged. "Really, that's
about it.'

“If they were friends, they nmust have had sonething in common. Was

it bird-watching?

I don't think so.'

"Green issues,' the wonan said.

"That's true,' Mne said, nodding. O course, in a place like this, we
al ways end up tal ki ng about ecol ogy sooner or later - sensitive subject.
“Is it a big thing with Jake?

"I wouldn't go that far.' MIne | ooked to his coll eagues for support.
They shook their heads. Rebus realised that nobody was tal ki ng much



above a whi sper.

“Jake works right here? he asked.

"That's right. W alternate shifts.'

"So sonetimes you' re working together

"And sometinmes we're not.'

Rebus nodded. He was | earning nothing; wasn't sure he'd ever
actual ly thought he would learn anything. So Mtchison had been into
ecology - big deal. But it was pleasant here, relaxing. Edi nburgh and al
his troubles were a long way away, and felt it.

"This | ooks like a cushy job,' he said. “~Can anyone apply?

MlIne sniled. “You'll have to hurry, who knows how long the oil wll
| ast ?'

"A while yet surely?

M| ne shrugged. "It's down to the economcs of retrieval. Conpanies
are beginning to look west - Atlantic oil. And oil fromwest of Shetland
is being landed at Flotta.'

"On Orkney,' the woman expl ai ned.

"They won the contract fromus,' MIne went on. "Five or ten years
fromnow, the profit margin may be bigger out there.'

"And they'l|l nothball the North Sea?

Al'l three nodded, like a single beast.

"Have you tal ked to Briony?' the wonman asked suddenly.

"Who's Briony?

“Jake's ... | don't know, she's not his wife, is she? She |ooked to
M | ne.

“Just a girlfriend, | think.'

“Where does she live?" Rebus asked.

“Jake and her share a house,' Mnme said. "In Brae. She works at the
swi mmi ng pool .’

Rebus turned to Walt. “How far is it?

"Six or seven mles.'

" Take ne.'

They tried the baths first, but she wasn't on shift, so they tracked down
her house. Brae | ooked to be suffering a crisis of identity, like it had
suddenly pl opped into being and didn't know what to nake of itself.

The houses were new but anonynous; there was obviously noney

around, but it couldn't buy everything. It couldn't turn Brac back into
the village it had been in the days before Sull om Voc.

They found the house. Rebus told Walt to wait in the car. A wonan

in her early twenties answered his knock. She was wearing joggi ng
bottons and a white singlet, her feet bare.

"Briony? Rebus asked.

“Yes.'



“Sorry, | don't know your last name. Can | cone in?

"No. Who are you?'

1" m Detective Inspector John Rebus.' Rebus showed his warrant

card. '|I'mhere about Allan Mtchison.

"M tch? What about hin®

There were a | ot of answers to that question. Rebus picked one. "He's
dead.' Then he watched the colour drain fromher face. She clung on to
the door as if for support, but she still wasn't letting himin.
"Wuld you like to Sit down?' Rebus hinted.

“What happened to hin?

"We're not sure, that's why | want to talk to Jake.'

“You' re not sure?

"Coul d be an accident. I'mtrying to fill in some background.'

“Jake isn't here.'

I know, 1've been trying to reach him'

" Sonebody from personnel keeps phoning.'

"On ny behal f.'

She nodded slowy. "Well, he's still not here.' She hadn't taken her
hand of f the janb.

“Can | get a nessage to hin®'

I don't know where he is.' As she spoke, the colour started to return
to her cheeks. “Poor Mtch.'

“You' ve no idea where Jake is?

"He sonetinmes goes off on a wal k. He doesn't know hinsel f where

he'l'l end up.'

"He doesn't phone you?

"He needs his space. So do I, but I find mne when I swim Jake
wal ks.'

"He's due back tomorrow though, or the day after?
She shrugged. "~Who knows?'

Rebus reached into a pocket, wote on a page of his notebook, tore it

out. He held it out to her. "It has a couple of phone nunbers. WII you
tell himto call ne?
“Sure.’

"Thanks.' She was staring dully at the piece of paper, her eyes just
short of tears. "Briony, is there anything you can tell me about Mtch?
Anyt hi ng that m ght hel p?'

She | ooked up fromthe card to him

"No,' she said. Then, slowly, she closed the door on his face. In that
final glinpse of her before the door separated them Rebus had found
her eyes, and seen sonething there. Not just bew | dernent or grief.
Sonet hing nore like fear. And behind it, a degree of cal cul ation.



It struck himthat he was hungry, and gasping for coffee. So they ate in
the Sullom Voe canteen. It was a clean white space with potted plants
and no snoking signs. Walt was rattling on about how Shetl and

remai ned nore Norse than Scots; nearly all the place nanes were

Nor wegi an. To Rebus, it was |ike the edge of the world, and he I|iked
that. He told Walt about the man on the plane, the one in sheepskin
"Ch, that sounds like Mke Sutcliffe.'

Rebus asked to be taken to him

M ke Sutcliffe had changed out of his sheepskin and was dressed in
crisp work clothes. They finally found himin heated conversation
besi de the ballast water tanks. Two underlings were listening to him
conpl ain that they could be replaced by gi bbons and nobody woul d
notice. He pointed up at the tanks, then out towards the jetties. There
was a tanker nmoored at one of them it couldn't have been any bigger
than half a dozen football pitches. Sutcliffe saw Rebus and | ost the
thread of his argument. He dismissed the workers and began to nove
away, only he had to get past Rebus first.

Rebus had a smile ready. "M Sutcliffe, did you get ne that map?'
“What map?' Sutcliffe kept wal ki ng.

“You said you m ght have an idea where | could find Jake Harley.'
‘Did 1?

Rebus was al nbst having to jog to keep up with him He wasn't

wearing the snmile any nore. "Yes,' he said coldly, “you did.'
Sutcliffe stopped so suddenly, Rebus ended up in front of him

“Look, lnspector, i'mup to nmy gonads in thistles right now | don't
have time for this.'

And he wal ked, his eyes not neeting Rebus's. Rebus narched

al ongsi de, keeping silent. He kept it up for a hundred yards, then

stopped. Sutcliffe kept going, looking Iike he mght walk right along the
jetty and across the water if he had to.

Rebus went back to where Walt was standing. He took his tine,

t houghtful. The bumis rush and then sone. Wat or who had changed
Sutcliffe's mnd? Rebus pictured an old white-haired man in kilt and
sporran. The picture seened to fit.

Wal't took Rebus back to his office in the main adm n building. He

showed Rebus where the phone was, and said he'd be back with two

cof fees. Rebus cl osed the office door, and sat down behind the desk. He
was surrounded by oil platforns, tankers, pipelines, and Sull om Voe
itself - huge framed photos on the walls; PR literature stacked high; a
scal e nodel of a super tanker on the desk. Rebus got an outside |ine and
t el ephoned Edi nburgh, wei ghing up di pl onacy agai nst bulishit and
deciding it mght save tinme to just tell the truth.



Mai ne Hender son was at horme.

" Mai ne, John Rebus.'

“Ch, Christ,' she said.

“You' re not working?

"Haven't you heard of the portable office? Fax-nodem and a

tel ephone, that's all you need. Listen, you owe ne.'

"How so0?' Rebus tried to sound aggri eved.

"All that work | did for you, and no story at the end of it. That's not
exactly quid pro quo, is it? And journalists have | onger nenories than
el ephants.’

| gave you Sir lain's resignation.'

"A full ninety mnutes before every other hack knew. And it wasn't

exactly the crine of the century to begin with. | knozi' you held back on
ne. '
“Maine, |I'mhurt.'

"Good. Now tell ne this is purely a social call.

“Absolutely. So how are you keepi ng?'

A sigh. "What do you want?'

Rebus swung ninety degrees in the chair. It was a confortable chair
good enough to sleep in. | need sone digging.'

"I amconpletely and utterly surprised.'

“The nanme's Weir. He calls hinmself Major Weir, but the rank nmay be
spurious.'

"T-Bird G1?

Mai ne was a very good journalist. “That's the one.'

"He just nade a speech at that convention.'

"Well, he had soneone else read it out.'

A pause. Rebus flinched. “John, you're in Aberdeen?

“Sort of,' he confessed.

“Tell ne.’

“Later.

"And if there's a story ...?

“You're in pole position.'

"Wth sonething |onger than a ninety-mnute lead tine?'

“Absol utely.'

Silence on the line: she knew he could be Iying. She was a journalist;
she knew t hese things.

"OK, so what do you want to know about Weir?

"l don't know. Everything. The interesting stuff.'

" Busi ness or personal |ife?

“Both, mminly business.'

"Do you have a nunber in Aberdeen?

"Maine, I'mnot in Aberdeen. Especially if anyone asks. |'ll get back



to you.'

"l hear they're reopening the Spaven case.'

"An internal inquiry, that's all.’

"Prelimnary to a reopeni ng?

Walt opened the door, brought in two beakers of coffee. Rebus stood

up. " Look, | have to go.'

“Cat got your tongue?'

"Bye, Mine.'

"I checked,' Walt said, “your plane leaves in an hour.' Rebus nodded
and took the coffee. | hope you've enjoyed your visit.'

Christ, Rebus thought, he nmeans it, too.

Chapter 17

That evening, once he'd recovered fromthe flight back to Dyce,

Rebus ate at the same Indian restaurant Allan Mtchison had
frequented: no coincidence. He didn't know why he wanted to see the

pl ace for hinself; he just did. The neal was decent, a chicken dopi aza
nei ther better nor worse than he could find in Edi nburgh. The diners
were coupl es, young and niddl e-aged, their conversations quiet. It

didn't look the sort of restaurant you'd raise hell in after sixteen days
of fshore. If anything, it was a place for contenplation, always supposing
you were dining alone. Wien Rebus's bill canme, he recalled the suns on

Mtchison's credit-card statenment - they were about doubl e the present
figure.

Rebus showed his warrant card and asked to speak to the nanager.

The man cane bounding up to his table, nervous smle in place.

“I's there sone problem sir?

"No problem' Rebus said.

The manager lifted the bill fromthe table and was about to tear it up,
but Rebus stopped him
“1'd prefer to pay,' he said. "I only want to ask a couple of questions.'

"OF course, sir.' The manager sat down opposite him “~Wat can | do
to hel p?'

“A young nman called Allan Mtchison used to eat here regularly,
about once a fortnight.'

The manager nodded. A policeman cane in to ask ne about him'
Aberdeen CID: Bain had asked themto check up on Mtchison, their
report back an al nost total bl ank.

"Do you remrenber hinf? The customer, | mean?'

The nmanager nodded. "Very nice nan, very quiet. He cane maybe
ten tines.'

" Al one?'

“Sonetinmes al one, sonetines with a | ady.



“Can you describe her?

The manager shook his head. There was a clatter fromthe kitchen
distracting him "1 just renenber he was not always al one.'

"Why didn't you tell the other policeman this?

The man didn't seemto understand the question. He got to his feet,
the kitchen decidedly on his nind. "But | did," he said, noving away.
Sonet hi ng Aberdeen CI D had conveniently left out of their

report

There was a different bouncer on the door at Burke's C ub, and Rebus

paid his entrance noney the sane as everybody else. Inside, it was
seventies night, with prizes for the best period costunme. Rebus watched
the parade of platformshoes, Oxford bags, nidis and maxis, kipper ties.
Ni ghtmare stuff: it all rem nded himof his weddi ng photos. There was

a Saturday N ght Fever John Travolta, and a girl who was doing a

passable imtation of Jodie Foster in Taxi Driver.

The nmusic was a mx of kitsch disco and regressive rock: Chic,

Donna Summer, Mud, Showaddywaddy, Rubettes, interspersed with

Rod Stewart, the Stones, Status Quo, a blast of Hawkw nd and bl oody
"Hi-Ho Silver Lining'.

Jeff Beck: up against the wall now

The odd song clicked with him had the power to send himreeling in

the years. The DJ sonehow still had a copy of Montrose's " Connec-

tion', one of the very best cover versions of a Stones song. Rebus in the
arny listened to it in his billet late at night, playing on an early Sanyo
cassette player, an earpiece plugged in so nobody else could hear. Next
nmorni ng, he'd be deaf in one ear. He switched the earpi ece about each

ni ght so he wouldn't suffer |ong-term danmage.

He sat at the bar. That seened to be where the single nen

congregated in silent appraisal of the dance fl oor. The booths and tables
were for couples and office parties, squawks of wonmen who genui nely

| ooked to be enjoying thenselves. They wore | ow cut tops and short

tight skirts, and in the shadowy hal f-light they all |ooked terrific. Rebus
deci ded he was drinking too quickly, poured nore water into his whisky
and asked the barman for nore ice, too. He was seated at the corner of
the bar, less than six foot fromthe payphone. Inpossible to use it when
t he nusic was pounding, and there hadn't been nuch of a let-up yet.

Whi ch made Rebus think - the only sensible tine to use the payphone

woul d be out of hours, when the place was quiet. But at that tinme

there'd be no punters on the prenises, just staff

Rebus slipped off his stool and circuited the dance floor. The toilets
wer e signposted down a passageway. He went inside and listened to



someone in one of the cubicles snorting something. Then he washed his
hands and waited. The toilet flushed, the I ock clicked, and a young nman
in a suit came out. Rebus had his warrant card ready.

“You're under arrest,' he said. “Anything you say-

"Hey, wait a mnute!' The man still had flecks of white powder in his
nostrils. He was mid-twenties, |ower nanagenment struggling to be

m ddle. Hi s jacket wasn't expensive, but at least it was new. Rebus
pushed hi m agai nst the wall, angled the hand-drier and pushed the
button so the hot air blew across his face.

"There,' he said, “blow sonme of that talc away.'

The man turned his face away fromthe heat. He was shaking, his

whol e body |inp, beaten before they really got started.

“One question,' Rebus said, "and then you wal k out of here ... how
does the song go? As free as a bird. One question.' The man nodded.
“Where did you get it?

“What ?'

Rebus pushed a bit harder. “~The stuff.'

"I only do this on a Friday night!'

“Last tinme: where did you get it?

“Just sone guy. He's here sonetines.'

“I's he here tonight?

"l haven't seen him'

“What does he | ook |ike?

“Not hi ng special. M Average. You said one question.'

Rebus let the man go. "I lied.'

The man sniffed, straightened his jacket. “Can | go?

“You' re gone.'

Rebus washed his hands, |oosened the knot in his tie so he could

undo his top button. The sniffer mght go back to his booth. He m ght
decide to |l eave. He might conplain to the nanagenent. Maybe they

paid their way so busts like this wouldn't happen. He left the toilet and
went | ooking for the office, couldn't find one. Qut in the foyer, there
was a staircase. The bouncer was parked in front of it. Rebus told the
tux he wanted to speak to the manager

"No can do.'

“It's inportant.

The bouncer shook his head slowy. His eyes didn't nove from

Rebus's face. Rebus knew what he saw. a m ddl e-aged | ush, a pathetic
figure in a cheap suit. It was tinme to di sabuse him He opened his
warrant card.

"CID," he told the tux. “People are selling drugs on these prem ses

and |'ma heartbeat away fromcalling in the Drugs Squad. Non' do | get
to talk to the boss?



He got to talk to the boss.

"My nane's Erik Stemmons.' The man canme around fromhis desk to

shake Rebus's hand. It was a small office, but well furnished. Good
sound- proofing too: the bass fromthe dance floor was as nmuch as you
could hear. But there were video screens, half a dozen of them Three
showi ng the main dance floor, two the bar, and one a general view of the
boot hs.

“You want to put one in the bogs,' Rebus said, "that's where the
action is. You ve got two on the bar: staff problens?

"Not since we put the canmeras in.' Stemmobns was dressed in jeans

and a white T-shirt, the arns of which he'd rolled up to his shoul ders.
He had long curling | ocks, maybe perned, but his hair was thinning and
there were tell-tale lines down his face. He wasn't nuch younger than
Rebus, and the younger he tried to | ook the ol der he seened.

"Are you with Granpi an Cl D?

“No.'

“Thought not. We get npst of themin here, good custoners. Sit

down, won't you?

Rebus sat down. Stemmons got confortabl e behind his desk. It was
covered wi th paperwork.

"Frankly I'm surprised by your allegation,' he went on. "W cooperate
fully with the Iocal police, and this club is as clean as any in the city.
You know of course that it's inmpossible to rule narcotics out of the
equation.'

" Soneone was snooking up in the toilet.'

St emmons shrugged. "~ Exactly. What can we do? Strip search

everyone as they enter? Have a sniffer dog roam ng the prem ses?" He

| aughed a short |augh. " You see the problem'

"How | ong have you lived here, M Stenmmons?'

"l came over in ~78. Saw a good thing and stayed. That's nearly two
decades. |'mopractically integrated.' Another |augh; another no reaction
from Rebus. Stemmons placed his palns on the desktop. ~Werever
Americans go in the world - Vietnam GCernany, Panama - entrepre-

neurs follow And so |ong as the pickings stay good, why should we
eave?' He | ooked down at his hands. “Wat do you really want?'

I want to know what you can tell me about Fergus MlLure.'

"Fergus McLure?

“You know, dead person, lived near Edinburgh.'’
St enmons shook his head. "1'msorry, that nanme neans nothing to
ne. '

Oh, Vienna, Rebus nearly sang. “You don't seemto have a phone in
here."'



" Excuse ne?'

" A phone."

I carry a nobile.'

"The portable office.’

“Open twenty-four hours. Look, if you' ve a beef, take it up with the
|l ocal cops. | don't need this grief.

“You haven't seen grief yet, M Stenmmons.'

"Hey.' Stemmons pointed a finger. "If you' ve got sonething to say,
say it. OQtherwi se, the door's the thing behind you with the brass
handl e. '

"And you're the thing in front of ne with the brass neck.' Rebus
stood up and | eaned across the desk. "Fergus MlLure had information
on a drug ring. He died suddenly. Your club's phone nunmber was |ying
on his desk. MLure wasn't exactly the cl ubbing type.

" So?'

Rebus coul d see Stemmons in a court of |law, saying the exact sane
thing. He could see a jury asking itself the question too.

"Look,' Stenmopns said, relenting. "If | was setting up a drug deal
would | give this guy McLure the number of the club's payphone,

whi ch anyone might pick up, or would | give himny nobile nunber?
You're a detective, what do you think?

Rebus saw a judge tossing the case out.

“Johnny Bible nmet his first victimhere, didn't he?

“Jesus, don't drag that up. Wat are you, a ghoul or sonething? W
had CI D hassling us for weeks.'

“You didn't recognise his description?

“Nobody did, not even the bouncers, and | pay themto renenber
faces. | told your colleagues, naybe he net her after she left the club.
Who's to say?

Rebus went to the door, paused.

“Where's your partner?

“Judd? He's not in tonight.'

"Does he have an office?

“Next door.'

"Can | see it?

I don't have a key.'

Rebus opened the door. “~Does he have a nobil e phone too?

He'd caught Stemmons off guard. The Anerican coughed a
response.

"Didn't you hear the question?

“Judd doesn't have a nobile. He hates tel ephones."

"So what does he do in an emergency? Send up snoke signal s?
But Rebus knew dammed wel | what Judd Ful |l er woul d do.



He' d use a payphone.

He thought he'd earned a last drink before home, but froze halfway to
the bar. There was a new couple in one of the booths, and Rebus
recogni sed both of them The worman was the blonde fromhis hotel bar.
The man sitting beside her, arnms draped al ong the back of the booth,

was her junior by about twenty years. He wore an open-necked shirt

and a lot of gold chains around his neck. He'd probably seen soneone
dressed that way in a filmonce. Or nmaybe he was going in for the fancy-
dress contest: seventies villain. Rebus knew the warty face strai ght away.
Mad Mal ky Toal .

St anl ey.

Rebus made the connection, made al nost too many of them He felt

di zzy, and found hinmsel f | eaning against the wall-phone. So he picked
up the receiver and slanmed hone a coin. He had the phone nunber in

hi s notebook. Partick police station. He asked for DI Jack Morton,

wai ted an age. He pushed nore noney hone, only to have soneone

cone on and tell himMrton had left the office.

"This is urgent,' Rebus said. "My nane's DI John Rebus. Do you

have his home nunber?

"I can get himto call you,' the voice said. "Wuld that do, |nspector?
Wuld it? dasgow was Ancramis hone turf. |If Rebus handed over

hi s nunber, Ancramcould get to hear of it, and would know where he

was ... Fuck it, he was only here another day. He reel ed the nunber off
and put down the receiver, thanking God the DJ had been playing a
sl ow nunber: Python Lee Jackson, “In a Broken Dreani.

Rebus had those to spare.

He sat at the bar, his back to Stanley and his worman. But he could

see themdistorted in the mrror behind the optics. Dark distant figures,
coiling and uncoiling. O course Stanley was in town: hadn't he killed
Tony El ? But why? And two bigger questions: was he here in Burke's

Cl ub by coi nci dence?

And what was he doing with the blonde fromthe hotel ?

Rebus was starting to get inklings. He kept an ear out for the

t el ephone, prayed for another slow record. Bowie, “John, I'mOnly

Dancing'. A guitar like sawing through netal. It didn't matter: the
phone didn't ring.

"Here's OFICwe'd all rather forget,' the DJ drawied. "But | want to see
you up dancing to it anyway, otherwise | mght just have to play it
again.'

Li eut enant Pigeon: “Muldy O d Dough'. The tel ephone rang. Rebus

|l eapt to it.

“Hel | &



“John? Got the hi-fl |oud enough?

“I'"'mat a disco."'

At your age? |Is this the enmergency - you want nme to talk you out of

t here?'

"No, | want you to describe Eve to ne.’

" Eve?

“Uncl e Joe Toal's wonman.'

“I've only seen her in photos.' Jack Mrton thought about it. "Bl onde
out of a bottle, face that could bend nails. Twenty or thirty years ago
she m ght have | ooked |i ke Madonna, but |'m probably being generous.'
Eve, Uncle Joe's lady - chatting Rebus up in an Aberdeen hot el

Coi nci dence? Hardly. Readying to punp himfor information? Nap

hand. And up here with Stanley, the two of them | ooking pretty cosy

He remenbered her words: "I'min sales. Products for the oil industry.
Yes, Rebus coul d guess now what kind of products
“John?'

“Yes, Jack?

"Thi s phone nunber, is that an Aberdeen code?

"Keep it to yourself. No grassing ne up to Ancram

“Just one question ...?

“What ?

"Can | really hear "Muldy O d Dough"?

Rebus cl osed the conversation, finished his drink and |eft. There was
a car parked on the other side of the road. The driver |lowered his
wi ndow so Rebus could see him It was DS Ludovic Lunsden

Rebus snil ed, waved, started to cross the road. He was thinking:
don't trust you.

"Hiya, Ludo,' he said. Just a man who'd been out for a drink and a
dance. "“What brings you here?

“You weren't in your room | guessed you might be here.'

" Sonme guess.'

“You lied to ne, John. You told nme about a book of matches from
Burke's Club.'

"Right.’

"They don't do books of matches.

“Oh.!

"Can | give you a lift?

“The hotel's only two m nutes away.'

“John.' Lunmsden's eyes were cold. "Can | give you a |ift?
“Sure, Ludo.' Rebus wal ked around the car and got into the
passenger seat.

They drove down to the harbour, parked on an enpty street. Lunsden



turned off the ignition and turned in his seat.

" So?

“So what ?'

"So you went to Sullom Voe today and didn't bother to tell nme. So
why has ny patch suddenly beconme your patch? How would you like it
if | started creeping around Edi nburgh behi nd your back?

"Am | a prisoner here? | thought | was one of the good guys.'

“It's not your town.'

“I'"'mbeginning to see that. But naybe it's not your town either.’
“What do you nean?'

"I mean who really runs the place, behind the scenes? You' ve got kids
going mad with frustration, you' ve got a ready audi ence for dope and
anything el se that mght give their Iife a kick. Inthat club tonight, | saw
the lunatic | told you about, Stanley.'

“Toal 's son?

"That's him Tell ne, is he up here for the floral displays?

"Did you ask hin®'

Rebus lit a cigarette, wound down the wi ndow so he could flick the
ash out. "He didn't see ne.'

“You think we should question himabout Tony El.' A statenent of
fact, no answer required. "Wiat would he tell us - "sure, | didit"?
Cone on, John.'

A worman was knocki ng on the wi ndow. Lunsden |lowered it, and she

was into her spiel.

"Two of you, well, | don't nornmally do threesones but you | ook |ike
nice ... Ch, hello M Lunsden.'

"Evening, Ceo.'

She | ooked at Rebus, then Lunsden again. | see your tastes have
changed. "'

"Lose yoursel f, Ceo.' Lumsden wound the w ndow back up. The
worman di sappeared into the darkness.

Rebus turned to face Lunsden. "Look, | don't know just how bent

you are. | don't know whose nobney will be paying for nmy stay at the
hotel. There's a lot | don't know, but |'m beginning to get the feeling I
knozv this city. | know it because it's nmuch the same as Edi nburgh.

know you could live here for years w thout glinpsing what's beneath
the surface."'
Lunsden started to | augh. " You've been here - what? - a day and a

hal f? You're a tourist here, don't presune to knozv the place. |'ve been
here a hell of a lot |onger, and even | couldn't claimthat.'
"Al'l the sane, Ludo ...  Rebus said quietly.

“I's this | eadi ng sonewhere?'
"I thought you were the one who wanted to talk.'



“And you're the one who's talking.'

Rebus sighed, spoke slowy as to a child. “Uncle Joe controls

@ asgow, including - my guess - a fair bit of the drug trade. Now his
son's up here, drinking in Burke's Cub. An Edi nburgh snitch had sone
gen on a consi gnment headed north. He al so had the phone nunber of
Burke's. He ended up dead.' Rebus held up a finger. "That's one strand.
Tony El tortured an oil-worker, who consequently died. Tony El

scurried back up here but neatly passed away. That's three deaths so far,
every one of them suspicious, and nobody's doing nmuch about it.' A
second finger. "Strand two. Are the two connected? | don't know. At the
monent, all that connects themis Aberdeen itself. But that's a start.

You don't know nme, Ludo, a start is all | need.'

“Can | change the subject slightly?

"o ahead.'

"Did you get anything on Shetl and?

“Just a bad feeling. Alittle hobby of mne, |I collect them'

“And tonorrow you' re going out to Bannock?

“You' ve been busy.'

A few phone calls, that's all it took. Know sonething? Lunsden
started the car. "I'll be glad to see the back of you. My life was sinple
until you cane al ong.'

"Never a dull nmonent,' Rebus said, opening the door

“Where are you goi ng?'

1"l walk. Nice night for it.'

"Suit yoursel f.'

"I always do.'

Rebus wat ched the car nove off, turn a corner. He listened to the
engi ne fade, flicked his cigarette on to the tarnmac and started to wal k.
The first place he passed was the Yardarm It was Exotic Dancer night,

with a scarecrow on the door chargi ng adm ssion. Rebus had been there,
done that. The heyday of the exotic dancer had been the | ate seventies,
every pub in Edinburgh seemed to have them nmen watching from

behi nd pint glasses, the stripper selecting her three records fromthe
j ukebox, a collection afterwards if you wanted her to go a bit further.
"Only two quid, pal,' the scarecrow called, but Rebus shook his head
and kept wal ki ng.

The sane nighttinme sounds were around him drunken whoops,

whi stles, and the birds who didn't know how late it was. A prow of
wool Iy suits was questioning two teenagers. Rebus passed by, just

anot her tourist. Maybe Lunsden was right, but Rebus didn't think so.
Aberdeen felt so nuch |ike Edi nburgh. Sonetinmes, you visited a town

or city and couldn't get a handle on it, but this wasn't one of those.
On Union Terrace a | ow stone wall separated himfromthe gardens,



which were in a gully below. He saw his car still parked across the road
directly outside the hotel. He was about to cross when hands grabbed at
his arns and haul ed hi m backwards. He felt the small of his back hit the

wal |, felt hinmself tipping backwards, up and over.
Falling, rolling ... Skidding down the steep slope into the gardens,
not able to stop hinself, so going with the roll. He hit bushes, felt them

tear at his shirt. Hi s nose gouged the earth, tears springing into his eyes.
Then he was on the flat. dipped grass. Lying wi nded on his back
adrenal i n maski ng any i medi at e danage. ©Mre sounds: crashing

t hrough bushes. They were following himdown. He half rose to his

knees, but a foot caught him sent himsprawing on to his front. The
foot canme down hard on his head, held it there, so he was sucking grass,
his nose feeling ready to break. Someone w enched his hands behind his
back and up, the pressure just right: excruciating pain couldn't
overcone the know edge that if he noved, he'd pop an armout of its
socket .

Two nen, at |east two. One with the foot. One working the arns.

The al coholic streets seened a |long way off, traffic a distant drone. Now
somet hing cold against his tenple. He knew the feeling - a handgun,
colder than dry ice

A voice hissing, close to his ear. Blood pounding there, so he had to
strain to hear it. A hiss close to a whisper, hard to identify.

"There's a nessage, so | hope you're listening.'

Rebus couldn't speak. His mouth was full of dirt.

He waited for the nessage, but it didn't conme. Then it did.

Pi st ol -whi pped to the side of his head, just above the ear. An

expl osion of |ight behind his eyes. Then darkness.

He woke up and it was still night. Sat up and | ooked around. Hi s eyes
hurt when he noved them He touched his head - no blood. It hadn't

been that kind of thwack. Blunt, not sharp. Just the one by the feel of
things. After he'd | ost consciousness they'd left him He searched his
pockets, found noney, car keys, warrant card and all his other cards.
But of course it hadn't been a robbery. It had been a nessage, hadn't
they told himso thensel ves?

He tried standing. Hi s side hurt. He checked, saw that he'd grazed it
com ng down the slope. A graze on his forehead too, and his nose had
bled a little. He checked the ground around him but they hadn't |eft
anything. It wouldn't have been professional. Al the sane, he tried as
best he could to trace the route they'd come down, just in case
sonet hi ng had been | eft behind.

Not hi ng. He haul ed hi nsel f back over the wall. A taxi driver | ooked

at himin disgust and pressed harder on the accelerator. He'd seen a
drunk, a tranp, a | oser.



Last year's nan.

Rebus |inped across the road into the hotel. The woman behi nd the
recepti on desk was reaching for the phone, ready to sumon back- up,
but then recognised himfromearlier.

“What ever happened to you?

"Fell down sone steps.'

"Do you want a doctor?

“Just ny key, please.’

"We've a first aid kit.'

Rebus nodded. "Have it sent up to nmy room'

He took a bath, a good |ong soak, then towelled off and exani ned the
damage. Hi s tenple was swol Il en where the butt had connected, and he

had a headache worse than half a dozen hangovers. Sone thorns had

| odged in his side, but he was able to pick themout with his fingernails.
He cl eaned the graze, no need for plasters. He night ache in the
nmor ni ng, but he'd probably sleep, so long as the ticking noise didn't
come back. A double brandy had arrived with the first aid; he sipped it,
hand trenbling. He lay on his bed and phoned hone, checking the

machi ne. Ancram Ancram Ancram It was too |late to phone Mi ne,

but he tried Brian Holmes's nunber. A lot of rings |ater, Hol nmes picked
up.

T Aye?

"Brian, it's ne.

"What can | do you for?

Rebus had his eyes screwed shut; difficult to think past the pain.
"Why didn't you tell nme Nell had wal ked out ?

"How do you know?'

"l came by your house. | know a batch pad when | see one. Do you
want to tal k about it?

“No. '

“Is it the sane probl em as before?

“She wants nme to | eave the force.'

“And?"

“And maybe she's right. But |'ve tried before, and it's hard.
I know.'

"Well, there's nore than one way of | eaving.

"How do you nean?'

"Nothing.' And he wouldn't say any nore about it. He wanted to talk
about the Spaven case. The bottomline fromhis reading of the notes:
Ancram woul d snell collusion, a certain econony with the truth; which
wasn't to say there was anything he could do about it.

I also notice you interviewed one of Spaven's friends at the tineg,



Fergus McLure. He's just died, you know.

" Deane ne.

"Drowned in the canal, out Ratho way.'

"What did the post nortem say?

"He received a nasty bunp to the head sone tinme before entering the
water. It's being treated as suspicious, so

" So?'

"So if | were you, |'d steer clear. Don't want to hand Ancram any
nore amo. '

" Speaki ng of Ancram...’

"He's |l ooking for you.'

"l sort of missed our first interview'

“Where are you?'

“Laying low.' Wth his eyes closed and three paracetanol in his
st omach.

I don't think he went for your flu story.'

"That's his problem'

" Maybe. '

"So you're finished on Spaven?'

“Looks like.'

“What about that prisoner? The one who was the last to speak to
Spaven?'

“I"'mon it, but | think he's no fixed abode, could take a while.'

"l really appreciate it, Brian. Do you have a story ready if Ancram
finds out?

"No problem Take care, John.'

“You too, son.' Son? Wiere had that cone fron? Rebus put down the
phone, picked up the TV renote. Beach volleyball would just about do
him for tonight

DEAD CRUDE

Chapter 18

O l: black gold. The North Sea's exploration and exploitation rights

had been divvied up |ong ago. The oil conpanies spent a | ot of

money on that initial exploration. A block mght yield no oil or gas at
all. Vessels were sent out |aden with scientific equipnent, their data
studi ed and discussed - all this before a single test well was sunk. The
reserves mght lie three thousand netres beneath the sea bed - Mt her
Nat ure not keen to give up the hidden trove. But the plunderers had



ever nore technical expertise; water depths of two hundred netres no

| onger bothered them In fact, the | atest discoveries - Atlantic oil, two
hundred kil onmetres west of Shetland - involved a water depth of

bet ween four and six hundred netres.

If the test drilling proved successful, showing reserves worth the

game, a production platformwould be built, along with all the various
modul es to acconpany it. In sone parts of the North Sea the weat her

was too unpredictable for tanker |oading, so pipelines would have to be
installed - the Brent and N nian pipelines took crude directly to Sullom
Voe, while other pipelines carried gas to Aberdeenshire. Al this, and

still the oil proved stubborn, in many fields, you could expect to recover
only fbrty or fifty per cent of the available reserve, but then the reserve
m ght consist of one and a half billion barrels.

Then there was the platformitself, sonetinmes three hundred netres

hi gh, a jacket weighing forty thousand tonnes, covered in eight hundred
tonnes of paint, and with additional weight of nodul es and equi pnent
totalling thirty thousand tonnes. The figures were staggering. Rebus
tried to take themin, but gave up after a while and decided just to be
awestruck. He'd only ever once seen a rig, when he'd been visiting
relatives in Methil. The street of prefab bungal ows | ed down to the
construction yard, where a three-dinensional steel grid lay on its side,
towering into the sky. Froma distance of a mle, it had been spectacul ar
enough. He recalled it now, staring at the gl ossy photographs in the
brochure, a brochure all about Bannock. The platform he read, carried

fifteen hundred kilometres of electrical cable, and could accomodate
nearly two hundred workers. Once the jacket had been towed out to the
oilfield and anchored there, over a dozen nodul es were placed atop it,
everything fromacconmmodation to oil and gas separation. The whol e
structure had been designed to withstand wi nds of one hundred knots,
and storns with hundred-foot waves.

Rebus was hoping for cal m seas today.

He was sitting in a lounge at Dyce Airport, only a little nervous about
the flight he was about to take. The brochure assured himthat safety
was paranmount in “such a potentially hazardous environnent', and
showed hi m photos of fire-fighting teans, a safety and support vessel on
constant standby, and fully equipped |ifeboats. ~The | essons of Piper
Al pha have been learned.' The Piper Al pha platform north-east of

Aber deen: over a hundred and sixty fatalities on a sumer's night in
1988.

Very reassuring

The fl unkey who'd handed himthe brochure had said he hoped

Rebus had brought sonmething to read.

“Why?'



"Because the flight can take three hours total, and nost of the tine it's
too noisy for chit-chat."'

Three hours. Rebus had gone into the term nal's shop and bought

hi nsel f a book. He knew the journey conprised two stages - Sumnburgh
first, and then a Super Punma helicopter out to Bannock. Three hours
out, three hours back. He yawned, checked his watch. It wasn't quite
eight o' clock yet. He'd skipped breakfast - didn't Iike the idea of
boaking it back up on the flight. H s total consunption this norning
four paracetanol, one glass of orange juice. He held his hands out in
front of him trenors he could put down to aftershock.

There were two anecdotes he liked in the brochure: he |learned that a
“derrick’ was naned after a seventeenth-century hangman; and that the
first oil had cone ashore at Cruden Bay, where Bram Stoker once took
his holidays. Fromone kind of vanpirismto another ... only the
brochure didn't put it |ike that.

There was a television on in front of him playing a safety video. It
told you what to do if your helicopter went down into the North Sea. It
all | ooked very slick on the video: nobody pani cked. They slid out of
their seats, located the inflatable life-rafts and | aunched themon to the
cal mwaters of an indoor pool.

"Holy God, what happened to you?

He | ooked up. Ludovic Lunsden was standing there, newspaper
folded in his jacket pocket, a beaker of coffee in his hand.
“Mugged,' Rebus said. "~ You wouldn't know anything about it, would
you?'

" Mugged?'
"Two men were waiting for ne |ast night outside the hotel. Threw
me over the wall into the gardens, then stuck a gun against ny head.'

Rebus rubbed the lunp on his tenple. It felt worse than it | ooked.
Lunsden sat down a couple of seats away, |ooked aghast. "Did you
get a look at then'

“No. '

Lunmsden put his coffee on the floor. "Did they take anything?
"They weren't after anything. They just had a nessage for ne.'
“What ?'

Rebus tapped his tenple. “A thunping.'

Lumsden frowned. " That was the message?

I think I was supposed to read between the lines. You wouldn't be
any good at translating, would you?'

“What do you nean?'

"Not hing.' Rebus stared at himhard. “~What are you doi ng here?
Lunmsden was staring at the tiled floor, mnd el sewhere. “1'm coni ng
with you.'



“\Way ?'

"Gl Liaison. You're visiting arig. | should be there.'

" Keepi ng an eye on ne?

“It's procedure.' He | ooked towards the television. "Don't worry

about ditching, |1've had the training. What it boils down to is, you' ve
got about five mnutes fromthe tine you hit the water.'

"And after five m nutes?

"Hypothermia.' Lunsden lifted his coffee cup, drank fromit. ~So

pray we don't hit a stormout there.

After Sunmburgh Airport, there was nothing but sea and a sky wi der

than any Rebus had seen before, thin clouds strung across it. The tw n-
engi ned Puma flew | ow and | oud. The interior was cranped, and so

were the survival suits they'd been nade to put on. Rebus's was a bright
orange one-piece with a hood, and he'd been ordered to keep it zipped

up to his chin. The pilot wanted himto keep his hood up, too, but

Rebus found that sitting down with the hood tight across his head, the

|l egs of the suit threatened to dissect his scrotum He'd been in choppers
before - back in arnmy days - but for short hops only. Designs m ght

have changed over the years, but the Puma didn't sound any quieter

than the old buckets the arnmy had used. Everyone, however, wore ear-
protectors, through which the pilot could talk to them Two other nen
contract engineers, flewwith them Fromflying height, the North Sea

| ooked tranquil, a gentle rise and fall showing the currents. The water

| ooked bl ack, but that was just cloud cover. The brochure had gone into
great detail concerning anti-pollution nmeasures. Rebus tried to read his
book, but couldn't. It juddered on his knees, blurring the words, and he
couldn't keep his mind on the story anyway. Lunmsden was | ooki ng out

of the window, squinting into the light. Rebus knew Lunmsden was

keeping an eye on him and he was doi ng so because Rebus had touched

a nerve |ast night. Lunsden tapped his shoul der, pointed through the

wi ndow.

There were three rigs below them off to the east. A tanker was

nmovi ng away fromone of them Tall flares sent bright yell ow flanmes
licking into the sky. The pilot told themthey would pass to, the west of
the Ninian and Brent fields before reaching Bannock. Later, he cane

back on the radio.

“This is Bannock com ng up now.'

Rebus | ooked past Lunsden's shoul der, saw the single platform

coming into view The tallest structure on it was the flare, but there
were no flanmes. That was because Bannock was coming to the end of its
useful life. Very little gas and oil were left to exploit. Next to the flare
was a tower, like a cross between an industrial chimey and a space



rocket. It was painted with red and white stripes, like the flare. It was
probably the drilling tower. Rebus nade out the words T-Bird QI on

the jacket belowit, along with the bl ock nunber - 211/7. Three | arge
cranes stood agai nst one edge of the platform while a whole corner was
given over to a helipad, painted green with a yellow circle surroundi ng
the letter H Rebus thought: one gust could have us over the side.

There was a two hundred foot drop to the waiting sea. Orange |ifeboats
clung to the underside of the jacket, and in another corner sat |ayers of
white portacabins, |ike bulk containers. A ship sat al ongside the
platform- the safety and support vessel

"Hello,' said the pilot, "what's this?

He'd spotted another boat, circling the platformat a distance of

maybe half a mle

"Protesters,' he said. "Bloody idiots.'

Lunsden | ooked out of his w ndow, pointing. Rebus saw it: a narrow

boat painted orange, its sails down. It |ooked to be very close to the
safety ship.

"They coul d get thenselves killed,' Lunsden said. "~And good

ri ddance.'

"I do like a copper with a bal anced view.'

They swept out to sea again and banked sharply, then headed for the
hel i port. Rebus was deep in prayer as they seened to weave wildly, only
fifty feet or so above the deck. He could see the helipad, then

whi t ecapped water, then the helipad again. And then they were down,

I andi ng on what | ooked like a fishing net, covering the white capital H
The doors opened and Rebus renpved his ear-protectors. The |ast

words he heard were, ~Keep your head down when you get out.'

He kept his head down when he got out. Two nmen in orange overalls,
wearing yellow hard hats and ear-protectors, led themoff the helipad
and handed out hard hats. The engi neers were | ed one way, Rebus and
Lunmsden anot her.

“You'l | probably want a mug of tea after that,' their guide said. He
saw that Rebus was having trouble with the hat. "~ You can adjust the
strap.' He showed hi mhow. There was a fierce wind blow ng, and

Rebus said as nuch. The nan | aughed.

"This is dead calm' he yelled into the w nd.

Rebus felt like he wanted to hang on to sonething. It wasn't just the
wind, it was the feeling of how fragile this whole enterprise was. He'd

expected to see and snell oil, but the nbst obvious product around here
wasn't oil - it was seawater. The North Sea surrounded him nmassive
conpared to this speck of welded netal. It insinuated itself into his

lungs; the salt gusts stung his cheeks. It rose in vast waves as if to engul f
him It seened bigger than the sky above it, a force as threatening as any



in nature. The guide was smling.

"1 know just what you're thinking. | thought the sanme thing nyself

first tinme | came out here.'

Rebus nodded. The Nationalists said it was Scotland's oil, the oi
conmpani es had the exploitation rights, but the picture out here told a
different story: oil belonged to the sea, and the sea wouldn't give it up
wi thout a fight.

Their guide led themto the relative safety of the canteen. It was cl ean
and quiet, with brick troughs filled with plants, and long white tables
ready for the next shift. A couple of orange overalls sat drinking tea at
one table, while at another three nmen in checked shirts ate chocol ate
bars and yoghurt.

"This place is mad at nealtinmes,' the guide said, grabbing a tray. "Tea
all right for you?

Lunsden and Rebus agreed that tea was fine. There was a | ong
serving-hatch, and a woman at the far end snmling at them

"Hello, Thelma,' their guide said. "Three teas. Lunch snells good.'
"Ratatouille, steak and chips, or chilli."' Thelnma poured tea froma
huge pot.

“Canteen's open twenty-four hours,' the guide told Rebus. " Mbst

guys, when they first arrive, they overeat. The puddings are lethal.' He
sl apped his stonmach and | aughed. “Isn't that right, Thel ma?' Rebus
recalled the man in the Yardarmtelling himmch the sanme thing.

Even seated, Rebus's legs felt shaky. He put it down to the flight.
Their guide introduced hinself as Eric, and said that seeing how they
were police officers, they could skip the introductory safety video.
“Though by rights |'m supposed to show you it.'

Lumsden and Rebus shook their heads, and Lunsden asked how

close the platformwas to decommi ssi oning.

“Last oil's already been punped out,' Eric said. "Punp a final |oad of
seawater into the reservoir and nost of us will ship out. Mintenance
crew only, until they decide what to do with her. They'd better nake up
their minds soon, manning this even just with maintenance shifts is an

expensi ve business. You still have to get the supplies out here, the shift
changeovers, and you still need the safety ship. It all costs noney.'
"Waich is all right so long as Bannock is producing oil?

"Exactly,' said Eric. "But when it's not producing ... well, the

accountants start having palpitations. W |ost a couple of days' worth
| ast nonth, some problemw th the heat exchangers. They were out

here, waving their calculators about ...  Eric |aughed.

He was nothing like the roustabout of |egend, the nyth of the
roughneck. He was a skinny five and a half feet and wore steel -rinmed
gl asses above a sharp nose and pointed chin. Rebus | ooked at the other



men in the canteen and tried to equate themw th the picture of the oi
“bear', face blackened with crude, biceps expanding as he fought to
contain a gusher. Eric saw hi m| ooking.

"The three over there,' meaning the checked shirts, "work in the
Control Room Nearly everything these days is conputerised: |ogic
circuits, conmputer nmonitoring ... You should ask for a look round, it's
Ii ke NASA or sonmething, and it only takes three or four people to work
the whol e system W' ve cone a long way from"Texas Tea".

"W saw sone protesters in a boat,' Lunmsden said, scooping sugar

into his mug.

"They're off their noggins. These are dangerous waters for a craft that

size. Plus they circle too close, all it'd take is a gust to blowtheminto
the platform'

Rebus turned to Lumsden. "“You're the G anpian Police presence

here, maybe you shoul d do sonet hi ng.

Lunsden snorted and turned to Eric. "“They haven't done anything
illegal yet, have they?

"Al'l they're breaking so far are the unwitten maritine rules. Wen
you' ve finished your tea, you'll want to see Wllie Ford, is that right?
"Right,' Rebus said.

"I told himwe'd neet himin the recky room'

"1'd like to see Allan Mtchison's room too.'

Eric nodded. "WIllie's room the cabins here are twin berths.'

“Tell ne,' Rebus said, "the decommissioning - any idea what T-Bird

are going to do with the platforn®

"M ght still end up sinking it.'

"After the trouble with Brent Spar?

Eric shrugged. "The accountants are in favour. They only need two
things: the governnent on their side, and a good public relations
canpaign. The latter's already well under way.'

"Wth Hayden Fl etcher in charge? Rebus guessed.

"That's the man.' Eric picked up his hard hat. “All finished?

Rebus drained his mug. “Lead the way.'

Qutside, it was now “blustery' - Eric's description. Rebus held on to a
rail as he wal ked. Some workers were | eaning over the side of the

pl atform Beyond them Rebus could see a huge spune of water. He

went up to the rail. The support ship was sending jets of water in the
direction of the protest boat.

"Trying to scare themoff,' Eric explained. "Keep themfromgetting
too close to the legs.'

Christ, thought Rebus, why today? He could just see the protest boat
ranm ng the platform forcing an evacuation ... The jets conti nued
their work, all four of them Soneone passed hima pair of binoculars



and he trained themon the protest vessel. Orange oilskins - half a dozen
figures on the deck. Banners tied to the rails. NO DUWPI NG SAVE

OUR OCEANS

"That boat doesn't |ook too healthy to ne,' soneone said.

Fi gures were goi ng bel ow, reappearing, waving their arns as they
expl ai ned sonet hi ng.

" Stupid buggers, they've probably let the engine flood.'

"She can't be left to drift.’

"Coul d be a Trojan horse, |ads.'

They all laughed at that. Eric noved off, Rebus and Lunsden

followi ng. They clinbed up and down | adders. At certain points, Rebus
could see clear through the latticework of steel flooring to the churning
sea below. There were cabl es and pi pes everywhere, but nowhere you

could trip over them Eventually, Eric opened a door and | ed them

down a corridor. It was a relief to be out of the wi nd; Rebus realised
they' d been outdoors for all of eight mnutes.

They passed roons with pooi tables in them and table-tennis tables,

dart boards, video ganes. The vi deo ganes seened popul ar, Nobody

was pl ayi ng tabl e-tennis.

“Sone platforns have swimiing pools,' Eric said, "but not us.'

“Is it my inmagination,' Rebus asked, "or did | just feel the floor nove?
"Ch aye,' Eric said, "there's a bit of give, has to be. In a swell, you'd
swear she was going to break free.' And he | aughed again. They kept
wal ki ng along the corridor, passing a library - no one init - and a TV
room

"We've three TV roons,' Eric explained. "Satellite telly only, but

nmostly the |ads prefer videos. WIllie should be in here.'

They entered a large roomwith a couple of dozen stiff-backed chairs

and a | arge-screen TV. There were no wi ndows, and the lights had

been di mmed. Eight or nine nen sat, arns folded, in front of the screen.
They were conpl ai ni ng about sonething. A man was standing at the

vi deo recorder, holding a tape in his hand, turning it over. He shrugged.
“Sorry about this,' he said.

"That's Wllie,' Eric said.

Wllie Ford was in his early forties, well built but slightly hunched,
with a regul ation nunmber one haircut: down to the wood. H s nose

covered a quarter of his face, a beard protected nost of the rest. Wth
nmore of a tan, he might have passed for a Muslim fundanentali st.

Rebus wal ked up to him

“Are you the policeman?' WIllie Ford asked. Rebus nodded

"The natives | ook restless.'

“It's this video. It was supposed to be Black Rain, you know, M chael
Douglas. But instead it's sone Jap flick with the sanme nane, all about



H roshima. Close but no cigar.' He turned to the audi ence. "~ Sone you
win, guys. You'll have to settle for something else.' Then shrugged and
moved away, Rebus follow ng. The four of them went back al ong the
corridor and into the library.

"So you're in charge of entertainment, M Ford?

"No, | just like videos. There's a place in Aberdeen does fortnight
rentals. | usually bring sonme out with ne.' He was still holding the
video. "I can't believe this. The last foreign |anguage filmthat | ot
wat ched was probably Emmanuel | e.

“You get porn films?' Rebus asked, |ike he was just making

conver sati on.
“Dozens of them'
" How strong?'

It varies.' An anused |ook. “Inspector, did you fly out here to ask ne
about dirty videos?
"No, sir, | came to ask you about Allan Mtchison.'

Ford's face clouded like the sky outside. Lunsden was watching from
t he wi ndow, naybe wondering if they'd have to stay the night

“Poor Mtch,' Ford said. "I still can't believe it.'

“You shared a roonf'

"These past six nonths.'

"M Ford, we don't have too much tinme, so you'll forgive me if |I'm
blunt.' Rebus paused to let himdigest this. His nmnd was half on
Lumsden. "M tch was killed by a man called Anthony Kane, a thug for
hire. Kane used to work for a d asgow ganglord, but recently he's
apparently been operating freelance out of Aberdeen. The night before
|l ast, M Kane turned up dead, too. Do you know u'/ly Kane woul d kil
M tch?

Ford | ooked stunned, blinked a few tines and let his jaw drop open.
Eric was | ooking disbelieving, too, while Lunsden affected a | ook of
nmerely professional interest. Finally Ford was able to speak

“I've ... I've no idea,' he said. "Could it be a m stake?

Rebus shrugged. "It could be anything. That's why I'mtrying to

conpose a picture of Mtch's Iife. For that, | need his friends' help. WII

you help nme?
Ford nodded. Rebus sat down on a chair. “Then you can start,' he
said, by telling nme about him tell nme anything and everything you can.'

At sone point, Eric and Lunsden wandered off for |unch. Lumsden

br ought sandwi ches back for Rebus and WIllie Ford. Ford talked,

pausing only to take drinks of water. He told Rebus what Allan

Mt chison had told himof his background - the parents who weren't

his real parents; the special school with its dorns. That was why Mtch



liked the rigs - the sense of fell owship, and the shared accommopdati on.
Rebus began to see why his flat in Edinburgh had remai ned unl oved.

Ford knew a | ot about Mtch, knew that his hobbies included hill-
wal ki ng and ecol ogy.

“I's that how he cane to be friends with Jake Harl ey?

“I's he the one at Sullom Voe?' Rebus nodded. Ford nodded with him
“Yes, Mtch told nme about him They were both keen on ecol ogy.'

Rebus thought of the denp boat outside ... thought of Allan

M tchi son working in an industry that was a target for Green protest.
“How i nvol ved was he?'

"He was pretty active, | nean, the work schedul e here, you can't be
active all the tine. Sixteen days out of every nonth, he was offshore.
We get TV news. but not nuch in the way of newspapers - not the

kind Mtch |iked to read. But that didn't stop himorganising that
concert. Poor sod was |ooking forward to it.

Rebus frowned. "~What concert?

“In Duthie Park. Tonight, | think, if the weather holds.'

"The protest concert?' Ford nodded. "Allan Mtchison organised it?
"Well, he did his bit. Contacted a couple of the bands to see if they'd
play.'

Rebus's head birled. The Dancing Pigs were pla~ing that gig.

M tchison was a big fan of theirs Yet he hadn't had a ticket for their
Edi nburgh gi g No, because he hadn't needed one - he ivoul dbe on the
guest list! Which nmeant what exactlv

Answer: hugger all

Except that Mchelle Strachan had been rmurdered in Duthie Park

"M Ford, weren't Mtch's enployers worried about his ... loyalty?
“You don't haze to he in favour of raping the world to get a job in this
industry. In fact, as industries go it's a lot cleaner than sone.’
Rebus mulled this over. "M Ford, can | take a | ook at your cabin?
“Sure.'

The cabin was small. You wouldn't want to suffer claustrophobia of a
ni ght. There were two narrow single beds. Above Ford's bed were

pi nned pictures; nothing above the other bed but hol es where the
drawi ng- pi ns had been.

"l packed away all his stuff,' Ford explained. "Do you know if there's
anyone ...7

"There's no one.'

" Oxfamthen, naybe.'

“What ever you like, M Ford. Let's call you the unofficial executor.
That did it. Ford slunped on his bed, head in hands. “Ch, Jesus,' he
sai d, rocking. “Jesus, Jesus."



Tactful, John. The silver-tongued clarion of bad news. Wth tears in
his eyes. Ford excusedd hinself and left the room

Rebus got to work.

He opened drawers and the small built-in wardrobe, but eventually
found what he wanted beneath Mtchison's bed. A bin-bag and a series
of carrier bags: the deceased' s worldly goods.

They didn't amount to much. Maybe M tchison's background had

something to do with it. If you didn't burden yourself with stuff, you
could high-tail it out of anywhere, any tinme. There were sone cl othes,
some books - sci-fi, political econonics, The Dancing Wi-Li Masters.
The | ast one sounded to Rebus like a ballroomconpetition. He found a
coupl e of envel opes of photographs, went through them The platform
Wirknmat es. The budgie and its crew. O her groups, onshore this tine:
trees in the background. Only these didn't | ook |ike workmates - |ong
hair, tie-dye T-shirts, reggae hats. Friends? Friends of the Earth? The
second packet seened light. Rebus counted the photos: fourteen. Then
he pulled out the negatives: a count of twenty-five. Eleven short. lie
held the negs up to the light, but couldn't nake out nuch. The nissing
phot os seened nore of the same; group portraits, a couple of themwth
only three or four figures. Rebus put the negs in his pocket, just as
WIllie Ford cane back into the room

“Sorry about that.'

"My fault, M Ford. | spoke w thout thinking. You know earlier

asked you about porn?

“Yes.'

“What about drugs?

"l don't use them

"But if you did ...°

“It's a closed circle, Inspector. | don't use, and no one's offered ne
any. As far as |I'm concerned, people could be shooting up round the
corner and |'d never know, because |I'mnot in the ioop.'

"But there is a | oop?

Ford smiled. “Maybe. But on R&R tine only. I'd knoir if | was

wor ki ng besi de soneone who was wi red. They know better than to do
that. Working on a platform you need all the wits you've got and any
you can borrow. '

"Have there been accidents?

"One or two, but our safety record's good. They weren't drug-

related."’

Rebus | ooked thoughtful. Ford seened to renmenber sonething.

“You shoul d see what's happeni ng outside.'

“What ?'

"They're bringing the protesters aboard.



So they were. Rebus and Ford went out to take a | ook. Ford donned

his hard hat, but Rebus carried his: he couldn't get it to sit right, and
the only thing threatening to fall fromthe skies was rain. Lunmsden and
Eric were already there, along with a few other nmen. They watched the
bedraggl ed figures clinmb the last few steps. Despite their oilskins, they
| ooked soaked - courtesy of the power hoses. Rebus recogni sed one of
them it was braid-hair again. She | ooked gl umverging on furious. He
moved towards her, until she was | ooking at him

"W nust stop neeting like this,' he said.

But she wasn't paying himany attention. Instead, she yelled "NOWN'

and snaked to her right, bringing her hand out of her pocket. She

al ready had one half of the handcuffs clanped around her wist, and

now attached the other firmy around the top rail. Two of her
conmpanions did |ikew se, and started yelling protests at the tops of their
voi ces. Two others were haul ed back before they could conplete the
process. The cuffs were snapped shut on thensel ves.

"Who's got the keys?' an oil-worker was yelling.

"W left themon the mainland!'

“Christ.' The oilman turned to a colleague. "Go fetch the oxy-
acetylene.' He turned to braid-hair. "Don't worry, the sparks may burn,
but we'll have you out of there in a jiffy.

She ignored him kept on chanting with the others. Rebus sniled:

you had to adnmire it. Trojan horse with knobs on.

The torch arrived. Rebus couldn't believe they were really going to

do it. He turned to Lunsden.

"Don't say a word,' the policeman warned. "~ Renmenber what | said

about frontier justice. W're well out of it.'

The torch was lit, alittle flare of its own. There was a helicopter
overhead. Rebus had half a mind - maybe nore than half- to throw the
torch over the side

“Christ, it's the telly!'

They all | ooked up. The helicopter was hovering |low, a video canera

poi nted straight at them

“Fucking TV news.'

Oh great, Rebus thought. That's just spot on. Really | ow key, John.

Nati onal tel evision news. Maybe he should just send Ancram a

postcard

Chapter 19
Back in Aberdeen, he thought he could still feel the deck moving

beneath him Lunmsden had headed off hone, carrying with hima
prom se from Rebus that he'd be packed and off the foll ow ng norning.



Rebus hadn't nentioned he ni ght be back.

It was early evening, cool but bright, the streets busy with | ast
shoppers trudgi ng hone and Saturday night revellers starting early. He
wal ked down to Burke's Club. A different bouncer again, so no grief
there. Rebus paid his noney |like a good boy, waded through the nusic
until he reached the bar. The place hadn't been open long, only a few
punters in, looking like they'd be moving on if things didn't start
happeni ng. Rebus bought an overpriced short |oaded with ice, gave the
pl ace a once-over in the mirror. No sign of Eve and Stanley. No sign of
any obvious dealers. But Wllie Ford was right about that: what did
deal ers | ook |ike? Leave aside the junkies and they | ooked nmuch |ike
anyone el se. Their trade was in eye contact, in a shared know edge with
the person whose eyes they were neeting. A cross between a transaction
and a chat-up

Rebus inmagi ned M chelle Strachan dancing in here, beginning the

| ast nmovenents of her life. As he sloshed the ice around his glass, he
decided to walk a route fromthe club to Duthie Park. It m ght not be
the route she took, and he doubted it would throw up anything like a
clue, but he wanted to do it, sanme as he'd driven down to Leith to pay
his respects to Angie Riddell's patch. He started off down South
College Street, saw fromhis map that if he kept to this route he'd be
wal ki ng a main thoroughfare al ongside the Dee. Lots of traffic: he
deci ded M chelle woul d have cut through Ferryhill, so did |ikew se.
Here the streets were narrower and quieter; big houses, leafy. A
confortabl e m ddl e-cl ass encl ave. A couple of corner shops were stil
doi ng business -- nilk, ice-lollies, evening papers. He could hear
children playing in back gardens. M chelle and Johnny Bible had

wal ked down here at two am It would have been deserted. If they'd

been nmeki ng any noise, it would have been noted behind the net

curtains. But no one had reported anything. Mchelle couldn't have

been drunk. Drunk, her student friends said, she got |oud. Miybe she

was a bit nerry; just enough to have |ost her survival instinct. And
Johnny Bible ... he'd been quiet, sober, his snile failing to betray his
t hought s.

Rebus turned on to Polmuir Road. Mchelle's digs were hal fway

down. But Johnny Bible had persuaded her to keep wal king down to the
park. How had he managed it? Rebus shook his head, trying to clear it

of jumble. Maybe her digs were strict, she couldn't invite himin. She
liked it there, didn't want to be kicked out for an infraction of the rules.
O maybe Johnny had commented on the nice mld night, how he

didn't want it to end, he liked her so nuch. Couldn't they just walk
down to the park and back? Maybe wal k t hrough the park, just the two

of them Wuldn't that be perfect?



Di d Johnny Bi bl e know Dut hi e Park?

Rebus coul d hear sonething approximating nusic, then silence, then

appl ause. Yes: the protest concert. The Dancing Pigs and friends.

Rebus went into the park, passed a children's play area. Mchelle and
her beau had conme this way. Her body had been found near here, not

far fromthe Wnter Gardens and the tea-room... There was a huge

open space at the heart of the park, and a stage had been erected.
Several hundred kids conprised the audi ence. Bootl eggers had spread

out their nerchandi se on the grass, alongside tarot readers, hairbraiders,
and herbalists. Rebus forced a smle: it was the Ingliston concert in
m ni ature. People were passing through the crowd, rattling collecting
tins. The banner which had adorned the roof of the Conference Centre

- DON' T KILL QUR OCEANS! - was now fl apping atop the stage.

Even the inflatabl e whale was there. A girl in her m d-teens approached
Rebus.

“Souvenir T-shirts? Programes?'

Rebus shook his head, then changed his mnd. "Gve nme a

progranme. '

" Three pounds.'

It was a stapled Xerox with a col our cover. The paper was recycled,

and so was the text. Rebus flicked through it. Right at the back there
was a |list of Thank Yous. H's eye caught a nane a third of the way
down: Mtch, "with love and gratitude'. Allan Mtchison had played his
part organising the gig, and here was his reward - and nenorial .

“I'1l see if |I can do better,' Rebus said, rolling the programme into his
pocket .

He made for the area behind the stage, which had been cordoned off
by nmeans of arranging lorries and vans into a sem-circle, inside which
the bands and their entourages noved |ike zoo exhibits. H s warrant
card got himwhere he wanted to be, as well as a few dirty | ooks.
“You in charge?' he asked the overweight man in front of him The
man was in his fifties, Jerry Garcia with red hair and a kilt, sweat
showi ng through a stained white vest. Beads of perspiration dripped
from hi s overhangi ng brow.

"Nobody's in charge,' he told Rebus.

"But you hel ped organi se-"'

“Look, what's your problem man? The concert's licensed, the |ast
thing we need is grief.'

“I"'mnot giving any. | just have a question about the organisation.'
“What about it?

“"Allan Mtchison - Mtch.'

“Yes?'

"Did you know hi nP'



“No. '

"1 hear he was responsible for getting the Dancing Pigs to play.'

The man t hought about it, nodded. "Mtch, right. | don't know him

| mean, |'ve seen himaround.'

“Anyone | could ask about hin®

“Why, man, what's he done?'

"He's dead.’

"Bad nunber.' He shrugged. "Wsh | could help.'

Rebus made his way back to front-of-stage. The sound system was

the usual travesty, and the band didn't sound nearly as good as on their
studi o al bum Notch one up for the producer. The nusic stopped
suddenly, the nonmentary silence sweeter than any tune. The singer
stepped up to the m ke.

"We've got sone friends we'd like to bring on. A few hours back they
were fighting the good fight, trying to save our seas. Put your hands
together for them'

Appl ause, cheering. Rebus watched two figures wal k onstage, stil
dressed in orange oilskins: he recognised their faces from Bannock. He
wai ted, but there was no sign of braid-hair. Wen they started their
speeches, he turned to go. There was one last collecting tin to be
avoi ded, but he thought better of it, folded a flyer in through the slot.
And decided to treat hinmself to dinner in his hotel: putting it on the
room of course

I nsi st ent noi se.

Rebus folded it into his dream then gave up. One eye open: chinks of
I'ight through the heavy curtains. Wat fucking tine was it? Bedside

| anp: on. He clawed at his watch, blinked. Six a.m Wat? Dd

Lumsden want rid of himthat badly?

He swung out of bed, wal ked stiff-legged to the door, working his

muscl es. He'd washed a great dinner down with a bottle of wine. In
itself the wi ne woul d have posed no problem but as a digest~f he'd put
away four malts, in flagrant disregard of the drinker's rule: never mx
the grape and the grain.

Thunp, thunp, thunp.

Rebus pul | ed open the door. Two woolly suits stood there, |ooking

like they'd been up for hours.

"I nspect or Rebus?'

“Last time | | ooked.'

"Wl you get dressed, please, sir?

“You don't like the outfit?' Y-fronts and a T-shirt.

“Just get dressed.'

Rebus | ooked at them decided to conply. Wien he wal ked back into

the room they foll owed, |ooked around the way cops al ways do.



“What have | done?'

"Tell themat the station.'

Rebus | ooked at him “Tell ne you're fucking joking.'

“Language, sir,' the other uniform said.

Rebus sat on the bed, pulled on clean socks. "I'd still like to know
what this is all about. You know, on the g.t., officer to officer.’
“Just a few questions, sir. Quick as you can.'

The second uni form tugged open the curtains, |ight stabbing Rebus's
eyebal I s. He seened inpressed by the view

"W had a brawl in the gardens a few nights ago. Renenber, Bill?
Hi s col |l eague joined himat the wi ndow. ~And soneone junped off

the bridge a fortnight back. Wee, smack on to Denburn Road.'
"Wirman in the car got an awful fright.'

They snmiled at the nenory.

Rebus stood up, |ooked around him wondering what to take.
“Shouldn't be too long, sir.'

They were smiling at himnow Rebus's stomach did a back-flip. He
tried not to think about tinbale of haggis ... cranachan with a fruit
coulis ... wine and whisky

"Feeling a bit rough, sir?

The uni form | ooked about as solicitous as a razor bl ade.

Chapter 20

My nanme's Chief Inspector Edward Grogan. W've a few

questions for you, |nspector Rebus.'

So everyone keeps telling nme, Rebus thought. But he didn't say
anything, just sat there with arns fol ded and a wonged nan's

snoul dering | ook. Ted Grogan: Rebus had heard of him Hard bastard.

He | ooked it, too: bull-necked and bald, his physique nore Frazier than
Au. Thin eyes and thick |lips; a street-taught fighter. Jutting forehead;
sim an.

“You al ready know DS Lunsden.' Sitting over by the door, head

bowed, | egs apart. He | ooked exhausted, enbarrassed. G ogan sat down
opposite Rebus at the table. They were in a biscuit-tin, though they
probably had another nane for it in Furry Boot Town.

"No point beating around the bush,' G ogan said. He | ooked about as
confortable on the chair as a prize Aberdeen Angus. "~ How did you get

t he bruises?'

I told Lunsden.'

“Tell ne.'

"I was mugged by a couple of nmessage-boys. Their nessage was a

pi st ol whi pping."'

“Any ot her scars?'



"They pushed ne over a wall, | hit a thorn-bush on the way down.
My side's scratched.’

“Is that it?

"That's it. Look, | appreciate your concern, but-'

"But that's not our concern, Inspector. DS Lunsden says he dropped
you of f down by the docks, night before |ast."'

"That's right.'
"I believe he offered you a lift to your hotel .’
“Probably.'

"But you didn't want that.'

Rebus | ooked over at Lunsden. Wat the fuck is going on? But

Lunsden's gaze was still concentrated floorwards. | felt like a walk."'
"Back to your hotel ?
"Right.’

“And on the way, you were beaten up?

"Wth a pistol.'

A snile, mxing synpathy with disbelief. “In Aberdeen, |nspector?
"There's nore than one Aberdeen. | don't see what this has to do
wi t h anyt hing.'

"Bear with ne. So you wal ked hone?'

"To the very expensive hotel G anpian Police provided for ne.'

“Ah, the hotel. W'd pre-booked for a visiting Chief Constable, only
he cancelled at the last mnute. W'd have ended up payi ng anyway. |
bel i eve DS Lunsden used his initiative and decided you m ght as well
stay there. Hi ghland courtesy, Inspector.’

H ghl and fabrication nmore |ike.

“If that's your story.'

“It's not nmy story that's inportant here. On this wal k home of yours,
did you see anyone, speak to anyone?

"No.' Rebus paused. | saw a crew of your finest in discussion with a
coupl e of teenagers.'

“You spoke to thenf'

Rebus shook his head. "Didn't want to interfere. This isn't ny patch.’
"Fromwhat DS Lunsden tells nme, you've been acting like it was.'
Rebus caught Lunsden's eyes. They stared right through him

"Did a doctor | ook at your injuries?

"I fixed nyself up. Hotel reception had a first aid kit.

"They asked you if you wanted a doctor.' A statenent.

"I said it wasn't necessary. Low and self-reliance.'

A cool snile from Grogan. "~ You spent yesterday on an oil rig,
bel i eve.'

"Wth DS Lunsden at ny heels.'

“And | ast night?



I had a drink, went for a walk, ate dinner at the hotel. | put it on the
tab, by the way.'

“Where did you drink?'

"Burke's Club, a dope-dealer's paradise on College Street. My bet is,

my attackers started life there. What's the going rate up here for hiring
hard men? Fifty for a duffing? Seventy-five per broken |inmb?

Grogan sniffed, rose to his feet. "Those prices mght be a wee bit on
the high side."’

“Look, with respect, |I'mabout two hours fromout of here. If this is
some kind of warning, it's too much too late.'
Grogan spoke very quietly. "It's not a warning, |nspector.'

"What is it then?

“You say when you |left Burke's you went for a wal k?'

“Yes.'

“\Wher e?'

"Duthie Park.'

A fair hike.'

“I"'ma big Dancing Pigs fan.'

“Danci ng Pigs?

A band, sir,' Lunsden said, “they were playing a concert |ast night.'
It talks.'

"No need for that, Inspector.' Gogan was standi ng behi nd Rebus.

The invisible interrogator: did you turn to face him or did you stare at
the wall ? Rebus had played the trick himself nmany a tinme. Objective:
unnerve the prisoner.

Prisoner - Jesus.

“You'll remenber, sir,' Lunsden said, voice alnpst atonal, "that's the
route Mchelle Strachan took.'

"That's true, isn't it, Inspector? | expect you knew that.'

"How do you nean?'

"Well, you've been taking a great interest in the Johnny Bible case,
haven't you?'

“1've been involved tangentially, sir.'

“Ch, tangentially? G ogan canme back into view, showi ng yellow teeth
that | ooked like they'd been filed short. "Well, that's one way of putting
it. DS Lunsden says you seened very interested in the Aberdeen side

of the case, kept asking himquestions.'

"Wth respect, that's DS Lunsden's interpretation.'’

“And what's yours?' Leaning over the desk, fists resting on it. Getting
in close. Objective: cow the suspect, show hi mwho's boss.

"Mnd if | snoke?'

“Answer the question!'

"Stop treating me |ike a fucking suspect P



Rebus regretted the outburst i mrediately - sign of weakness, sign he

was rattled. In arnmy training, he' d survived days on end of interrogation
techni ques. Yes, but back then his head had been enptier; there' d been
less to feel guilty about.

"But, Inspector,' G ogan sounding hurt by the flare-up, "that's

precisely what you are.'

Rebus grabbed at the edge of the table, feeling its rough netal edge.

He tried to stand, but his legs failed him He probably |ooked |ike he
was crapping hinself, forced his hands to rel ease the table.

“Yesterday evening,' Gogan said coolly, “a wonman's body was found

in a crate on the dockside. Pathol ogi st reckons she was killed sone tine
the previous night. Strangl ed. Raped. One of her shoes is mssing.'
Rebus was shaki ng his head. Sweet Jesus, he was thinking, not

anot her one.

“There's no sign that she fought back, no skin beneath the fingernails,
but she could have |lashed out with her fists. She had the | ook of a strong
woman, tenacious.'

I nvoluntarily, Rebus touched the bruise on his tenple.

“You were down near the docks, Inspector, and in a foul npod

according to DS Lunsden.'

Rebus was on his feet. "He's trying to stitch me up!' Attack, they said,
was the best form of defence Not necessarily true, but if Lunsden
wanted to play dirty. Rebus would give as good as he got.

"Sit down, I|nspector.’

"He's trying to protect his fucking clients! How nmuch do you take a
week, Lunmsden? How rmuch do they slip you?

"l said sit down?

"Sod you,' said Rebus. It was like a boil had burst; he couldn't halt
the outpour. “You're trying to tell nme |I'm Johnny Bible! |I'm nearer

Bi bl e John's age, for Christ's sake.'

"You were at the docks around the tine she was murdered. You

arrived back at your hotel cut and bruised, your clothes a nmess.'

"This is bullshit! | don't have to listen to this!'

“Yes you do.'

“Charge nme then.'

"We've a few nore questions, Inspector. This can be as painless as

you like, or it can be absol ute bastardi ng agony. You choose, but before
you do that - sit down!'

Rebus stood there. Hi s nouth was open, and he wiped saliva fromhis
chin. He | ooked over at Lunmsden, who was still seated, albeit tensed
ready to junp if words becane deeds. Rebus wouldn't give himthe

sati sfaction. He sat down.

Grogan took a deep breath. The air in the room- what was left of it



- was beginning to snell bad. It wasn't even half past seven.
"Bovril and oranges at half tinme?" Rebus asked.
"That might be a long way off.' Grogan wal ked to the door, opened it

and stuck his head out. Then he held the door w de open so soneone
out side could come in.
Chi ef Inspector Chick Ancram

"Saw you on the news, John. Not exactly tel egenic, are you?' Ancram
slipped off his jacket and placed it carefully over the back of a chair.
| ooked Ii ke he was about to enjoy hinmself. "~You weren't wearing your
hard hat, mightn't have recognised you otherwi se.'" G ogan wal ked over
to where Lunsden was sitting, like a tag-teamwestler |eaving the ring.
Ancram started rolling up his sleeves.

"Going to be a hot one, John, eh?

“A scorcher,' Rebus nuttered. Now he knew why CID |iked dawn

raids: he felt exhausted already. Exhaustion played tricks with your
mnd; it nmade you nake m stakes. “Any chance of a coffee?
Ancram | ooked to Grogan. | don't see why not. How about you,

Ted?'

I could do with a cup nyself.' He turned to Lunsden. “~On you go,
son."'

" Fucki ng nessage-boy,' Rebus couldn't hel p saying.

Lumsden sprang to his feet, but Grogan had a restraining hand out.
"Easy, son, just go get those coffees, eh?

“And DS Lunsden?' Ancram call ed. "~Make sure | nspector Rebus

gets decaf, we don't want himgetting all jumpy.'

“Any junpier and |I'd be a kangaroo. Lunsden? | |ike hundred per

cent decaf, no pissing or howking into it, OK?

Lunsden left the roomin silence.

“Now t hen.' Ancram sat down across from Rebus. “You're a hard man
to catch.'

“You' ve gone to a lot of trouble.'

I think you're worth it, don't you? Tell me sonething about Johnny
Bi ble.'

“Li ke what ?'

“Anyt hing. Hi s nmethods, background, profile.

"That could take all day.'

"We've got all day.'

“Maybe you have, but my roomis got to be vacated by el even, or else
it's another day's rate.'

“Your roonms already enmpty,' Grogan said. “Your stuff's in ny

of fice.'

"I nadm ssi bl e as evidence: you should have had a search warrant.'



Ancram shared a | augh with Grogan. Rebus knew why they were

| aughi ng, he'd've been doing it too if he'd been where they were. But he
wasn't. He was where a lot of men and wonen, sone of them barely

adult, had been before him Same chair, same sweaty room sane set-

up. Hundreds and thousands of them suspects. In the eyes of the | aw

i nnocent until proven guilty. In the eyes of the interrogator, the other
way round. Sometines to prove to yourself that a suspect was innocent
you had to break them Sonetinmes you had to go that far before you

were sure in your mnd. Rebus didn't know how many sessions like this
he'd sat in on ... hundreds, certainly. He'd broken maybe a dozen
suspects only to find they were innocent. He knew where he was, knew
why he was there, but that didn't nmake it any easier

“I'1l tell you sonething about Johnny Bible,' Ancramsaid. "His profile
can fit several professions, and one of those is serving or retired police
of ficer, soneone who knows our nethods and is careful not to | eave
trace evidence.'

"We' ve a physical description of him |I'mtoo old.'

Ancram screwed up his face. “IDs, John, we all know their failings.'
“I'"'mnot Johnny Bible.'

“Doesn't nean you're not a copycat. Mnd, we're not saying you are.

All we're saying is, there are questions that have to be asked.'

"So ask them'

“You came to Partick.'

“Correct.'

"Ostensibly to talk to nme about Uncle Joe Toal .'

“Uncannily astute.'

“Yet if nenory serves, you ended up asking nme a | ot of questions

about Johnny Bible. And you seened to know a | ot about the Bible John
case.' Ancramwaited to see if Rebus had a smart coneback. None cane.
"While in Partick, you spent a lot of tine in the roomwhere the original
Bi bl e John files were being checked.' Ancram paused again. ~And now a
TV reporter tells nme you have cuttings and notes about Bi ble John and
Johnny Bi bl e stashed in your kitchen cupboards.'

Bi t ch!

"Now wait a minute,' Rebus said.

Ancram sat back. I'mwaiting.’

"Everything you've said is true. | aminterested in the two cases. Bible
John ... that takes a bit of explaining. And Johnny Bible ... well, for one
thing, | knew one of the victins.'

Ancram sat forward. "~ Which one?

"Angi e Riddell."'

"I n Edi nburgh?' Ancram and G ogan exchanged a | ook. Rebus knew



what they were thinking: another connection.

"I was part of the teamthat picked her up once. | saw her again after
t hat.'

" Saw her ?'

"Drove down to Lcith, passed the tine of day.'

Grogan snorted. "There's a euphemism|'ve not heard before.

"We talked, that's all. | bought her a cup of tea and a bridie.'
"And you didn't tell anyone? Do you know how that | ooks?
" Anot her black mark against me. |'ve got so nany, | could play A

Jol son on stage.'

Ancram got up. He wanted to pace the room but it wasn't big

enough. "This is bad,' he said.

"How can the truth be bad?' But Rebus knew Ancram was right. He
didn't want to agree with Ancram about anything - that would be to fal
into the interrogator's trap: enpathy - but he couldn't make hinself
di sagree on this one point. This n'as bad. H s life was turning into a
Ki nks song: "Dead End Street'.

“You're up to your oxters, pal,' Ancram said.

“Thanks for rem nding ne.'

Grogan lit a cigarette for hinmself~ offered one to Rebus, who refused
the ploy with a snile. He had his own if he wanted one.

He wanted one - but not enough yet. Instead, he scratched at his

pal ns, clawing his nails across them a wake-up call to his nerve-
endi ngs. There was silence in the roomfor a mnute or so. Ancram
rested his backsi de against the table.

“Christ, is he waiting for the coffee beans to grow or what?

Grogan shrugged. " Shift changeover, the canteen'|| be busy.

“You just can't get the staff these days,' Rebus said. Head down,
Ancram sm led into his chest. Then he gave a sideways | ook at the
seated figure.

Here we go, thought Rebus: the synpathy routine. Maybe Ancram

read his mnd, changed his own accordingly.

"Let's talk a bit nore about Bible John,' he said.

"Fine with ne.'

“I've started on the Spaven casenotes.'

"Ch aye?' Had he got to Brian Hol nes?

“Fasci nating reading.'

"W had a few publishers interested at the tine.'

No snmile for that one. "I didn't know,' the inquisitor said quietly,
“that Lawson Geddes worked on Bible John.'

" No?'
"Or that he was kicked off the inquiry. Any idea why that was?
Rebus didn't say anything. Ancram spotted the flaw in the arnour



stood up and | eaned over him

"You didn't know?

"1 knew he'd worked the case.'

"But you didn't know he'd been ordered off it. No, because he didn't
tell you. | found that particular nugget in the Bible John files. But no
mention of why.'

“I's this going anywhere other than up the garden path?

"Did he talk to you about Bi ble John?

“Maybe once or twice. He talked a | ot about his old cases.'

“I"'msure he did, the two of you were close. And fromwhat | hear,
Geddes liked to shoot his nouth off.

Rebus glared at him “~He was a good copper.'

“Was he?

"Believe it.'

"But even good coppers nake m stakes, John. Even good coppers can
crossthelineonceintheir lives. Little birdies tell nme you' ve crossed t hat
line nore than a few tines yourself.'

"Little birdies shouldn't shit in their own nests.'

Ancram shook his head. "~Your past conduct isn't an issue here.' He
strai ghtened up and turned away, letting that remark sink in. He stil
had his back to Rebus when he spoke. "~ You know sonet hing? This

media interest in the Spaven case, it coincided with the first Johnny
Bi bl e killing. Know what that m ght make peopl e think? Now he

turned round, held up a finger. A copper obsessed with Bible John,
remenbering stories his old sparring partner told himabout the case.
Second finger. “The dirt on the Spaven case is about to be uncovered,
years after said copper thought it was buried.' Third finger. " Copper
snaps. There's been this tine-bonb in his brain, and nowit's
activated ...~

Rebus got to his feet. “You knowit's not true,' he said quietly.

" Convi nce ne.'

“I'"'mnot sure | need to.'

Ancram | ooked di sappointed in him "We'll want to take sanples -
saliva, blood, prints.'

“What for? Johnny Bible hasn't left any clues.'

"I also want a forensic lab to |l ook at your clothes, and a teamto give
your flat the once-over. |If you haven't done anything, there should be

nothing to object to.' He waited for a reply, got none. The door opened.
“About fucking tine,' he said.

Lunsden bearing a tray swming with spilled coffee.

Break-time. Ancram and G ogan went into the corridor for a chat.

Lunsden stood by the door, arns fol ded, thinking he was on guard

duty, thinking Rebus wasn't punped-up enough to rip his head off.



But Rebus just sat there drinking what was left of his coffee. It tasted

di sgusting, so probably was unl eaded. He took out his cigarettes, lit one,
inhaled like it nmight be his last. He held the cigarette vertical, wondered
how sonething so snmall and brittle could have taken such a hold over

him Not so very different fromthis case ... The cigarette wavered: his
hands were shaki ng.

"This is you,' he told Lunsden. "You' ve sold your boss a story. | can
live with that, but don't think I'll forget.

Lunsden stared at him "Do | | ook scared?

Rebus stared back, snoked his cigarette, said nothing. Aricram and
Grogan cane back into the room all businesslike.

“John,' Ancramsaid, "CI Grogan and | have decided this would be

best dealt with in Edi nburgh.'

Meani ng they couldn't prove a thing against him If there was the
slightest possibility, then Grogan woul d want a hone coll ar.

"There are disciplinary matters here,' Ancram went on. “~But they can
be dealt with as part of ny inquiry into the Spaven case.' He paused.
" Shane about DS Hol nes.'

Rebus went for it, had to. ~Wat about hin®?'

“When we went to pick up the Spaven casenotes, sone clerk told us
there'd been a ot of interest in themrecently. Hol nes had consulted
themthree days in a row, apparently for hours at a tinme - when he
shoul d have been on regular duties.' Another pause. " Your nane was
down, too. Apparently you visited him Going to tell ne what he was
up to?

Si | ence.

" Renovi ng evi dence?'

“Fuck off.'

"That's the way it |ooks. Stupid nove, whatever it was. He's refusing
to talk, facing disciplinary action. He could be out on his ear.'
Rebus kept his face a blank; not so easy to blank his heart.

“Cone on,' Ancramsaid, ‘let's get you out of here. My driver can
take your car, we'll take m ne, maybe have a wee chat on the road."'
Rebus stood up, wal ked over to Grogan, who straightened his

shoul ders as if expecting physical assault. Lunsden clenched his fists,
ready. Rebus stopped with his face inches from G ogan's.

"Are you on the take, sir?" It was fun to watch the balloon fill with
bl ood, highlighting burst veins and ageing |ines.
“John ...~ Ancram war ned.

“It's an honest question,' Rebus went on. "See, if you're not, you
could do a |l ot worse than put a surveillance on two d asgow hoods who
seemto be holidaying up here - Eve and Stanley Toal, only his real
name's Mal ky. His dad's called Joseph Toal, Uncle Joe, and he runs



G asgow, where CI Ancram works, l|ives, splashes out noney and buys
his suits. Eve and Stanley drink at Burke's C ub, where coke isn't
something in a long glass with ice. DS Lunsden took nme there, |ooked
Iike he'd been before. DS Lunsden rem nded nme that Johnny Bible

had picked out his first victimthere. DS Lunsden drove nme down to
the harbour that night, | didn't ask to be taken there.' Rebus | ooked
over at Lunsden. "He's a canny operator, DS Lunmsden. The ganes he

pl ays, no wonder he's called Ludo.'

"I won't have malicious comments nmade about ny nen.'

“Surveillance on Eve and Stanley,' Rebus stressed. "And if it's bl own,
you know where to | ook.' Same place he was | ooki ng now.

Lunsden flew at him hands at his throat. Rebus threw himoff.
"You're as dirty as bilge-water, Lunmsden, and don't think |I don't
know it!"’

Lunsden swung a punch; it didn't connect. Ancram and G ogan

pulled the two of them apart. Grogan pointed to Rebus, but spoke to
Ancram

“Maybe we'd better keep himhere after all.'’

“I'"'mtaking himback with nme.'

“I'"'mnot so sure about that.'

I said I'mtaking himback, Ted.'

“Long tine since | had two nen fighting over nme,' Rebus said with a
smle.

The two Aberdeen officers were | ooking ready to plough a field with
him Ancram sl apped a proprietorial hand on to his shoul der.

"I nspector Rebus,' he said, | think we'd best be going, don't you?

"Do nme one favour,' Rebus said.

“What ?' They were in the back of Ancrami s car, heading for Rebus's
hotel, where they'd pick up his car.

“A quick detour down to the docks.'

Ancram gl anced at him ~Wy?

"I want to see where she died."'

Ancram | ooked at hi magain. ~Wat for?

Rebus shrugged. "To pay ny respects,' he said.

Ancram had only a vague idea where the body had been found, but it
didn't take long to find the runs of bright police tape which were there
to secure the scene. The docks were quiet, no sign of the crate in which
the body had been discovered. It would be in a police | ab sonewhere.
Rebus kept the right side of the cordon, |ooked around him Huge white
gulls strutted at a safe distance. The wind was fresh. He couldn't tel
how cl ose this was to the spot where Lunsden had dropped him of f.

“What do you know about her?' he asked Ancram who stood, hands



i n pockets, studying him
"Nane's Hol den, | think. Twenty-seven, twenty-eight.'
"Did he take a souvenir?

“Just one of her shoes. Listen, Rebus .. all this interest is because
you once bought a prostitute a cup of tea?
"Her name was Angie Riddell.' Rebus paused. " She had beautifu

eyes.' He gazed towards a rusting hul k chai ned dockside. "There's a
question |'ve been asking nyself. Do we let it happen, or do we nake it
happen?' He | ooked at Ancram ~Any idea?

Ancram frowned. “I'mnot sure | understand.’

"Me neither,' Rebus admitted. “Tell your driver to be careful with ny
car. The steering's a bit |oose.'

The Panic O Dreans

Chapter 21

They were chasing himup and down nonkey-puzzle | adders, the

tunmorous sea ragi ng beneath, buckling weakened netal. Rebus | ost

his grip, tunbled down steel steps, gashed his side and dabbed a hand
there, finding oil instead of blood. They were twenty feet above him and
| aughi ng, taking their time: where was there for himto go? Maybe he
could fly, flap his arns and |l eap into space. The only thing to fear was
t he drop.

Li ke I andi ng on concrete.

Was that better or worse than | anding on spikes? He had decisions to
make; his pursuers weren't far behind. They were never far behind, yet
he al ways stayed in front of them even wounded. | could get out of this,
he t hought.

| could get out of this!

A voice directly behind him “In your dreans.' Then a push out into
space.

Rebus started awake so suddenly his head hit the car roof. Hi s body
surged with fear and adrenalin

“Christ,'" Ancramsaid fromthe driver's seat, regaining control of the
st eeri ng-wheel, “what happened?

“How | ong was | asl eep?

"I didn't realise you were.'

Rebus | ooked at his watch: maybe only a couple of mnutes. He

rubbed his face, told his heart it could stop hamrering any tine it |iked.
He could tell Ancramit was a bad dream he could tell himit was a



panic attack. But he didn't want to tell himanything. Until proven

ot herwi se, Ancram was the eneny as surely as any gun-toting thug.

“What were you saying?' he said instead.

"I was outlining the deal .’

"The deal, right.' The Sunday papers had slid from Rebus's |lap. He

pi cked them of f the floor. Johnny Bible's | atest outrage had nmade only
one front page; the others had been printed too early.

"Right now, |'ve enough against you to have you suspended,' Ancram

said. “Not such an unusual situation for you, Inspector.'

“1've been there before.'

"Even if | overlook the Johnny Bible questions, there's still the matter
of your distinct |ack of cooperation with my inquiries into the Spaven
case.'

1 had flu.'
Ancramignored this. "W both know two things. First, a good cop is
going to get into trouble fromtinme to tine. |'ve had conpl ai nts nmade

against ne in the past. Second, these TV programes al nost never
uncover new evidence. It's all specul ation and maybes, whereas a police
investigation is neticulous, and the gen we gather is passed to the
Crown Ofice and pored over by what are supposed to be sonme of the
finest crimnal lawers in the country.

Rebus turned in his seat to study Ancram wondering where this was
leading. In the mrror, he could see his own car being driven with due
care and attention by Ancram s | ackey, Ancram kept his eyes on the

r oad.

"See, iohn. what I'msaving is. why run when you' ve nothing to fear?
"Who says |'ve nothing to fear?

Ancram sniled. The old pals routine was just that - a routine. Rebus
trusted Ancramthe way he'd trust a paedophile in a play-park. Al the
sanme, when Uncle Joe had |ied about Tony El, it was Ancram who'd

come up with the Aberdeen info ... Wose side was the man on? Was

he playing a double game? O had he just thought Rebus woul dn't get
anywhere, info or no info? Was it a way of covering up that he was in
Uncl e Joe's pocket ?

“If I"'mhearing you right,' Rebus said, “you're saying |'ve nothing to
fear fromthe Spaven case?'

"This could be true.'

“You'd make it true?'" Ancram shrugged. “In return for what?

“John, you've ruffled nore feathers than a puma in a parrot-house,

and you' ve been about as subtle.

“You want me to be nore subtle?

Ancraml s voice tightened. | want you to sit on your arse for once.'
"Drop the Mtchison inquiry? Ancramdidn't say anything. Rebus



repeated the question.

"You might find it does you the world of good.'

“And you'd have done Uncle Joe Toal another good turn, eh,
Ancr an?'

"Wake up to reality. This isn't a linoleumfloor, big squares of black
and white.'

"No, it's grey silk suits and crisp green cash.'

“It's give and take. People Iike Uncle Joe don't go away: you get rid of
hi mand a young pretender starts making clains.'

"Better the devil you know?

"Not a bad notto.'

John Martyn: "|I'd Rather Be the Devil'.

"Here's another,' Rebus said, “don't rock the boat. Sounds like that's
what you're telling ne.'

“I'"'madvising you for your own good.'

"Don't think | don't appreciate it.'

“Christ, Rebus, | begin to see why you're always out on a linb: you're
not easy to like, are you?'

"M Personality six years running.'

"l don't think so.'

"I even cried on the catwal k.' A pause. "Did you ask Jack Mrton

about ne?'

“Jack has a bizarrely high opinion of you, sonmething | put down to
sentinent.’

"Big of you.'

"This is getting us nowhere.'

"No, but it's passing the tinme.' Rebus saw signs for a service area.
"Are we stopping for lunch?

Ancram shook hi s head.

“You know, there's one question you haven't asked ne.
Ancram consi dered not asking, then caved in. ~Wat?'
“You haven't asked what Stanley and Eve were doing in Aberdeen.'
Ancram signalled to pull into the service area, braking hard. The
driver in Rebus's Saab nearly missed the slip-road, tyres squealing on
tar mac.

"Trying to | ose hin?' Rebus enjoyed seeing Ancramrattl ed.

" Coffee break,' Ancram snarled, opening his door.

Rebus sat with the tabloid on the table in front of him reading about
Johnny Bible. The victimthis time was Vanessa Hol den, twenty-seven
and married - none of the others had been narried. She was director of
a conpany which put on “corporate presentations': Rebus wasn't
entirely sure what that neant. The photo in the paper was the usual



smle-for-the-canmera job, taken by a friend. She had shoul der-I|ength

wavy hair, nice teeth, probably hadn't thought about dying nmuch short
of her eightieth birthday.

"We've got to catch this nonster,' Rebus said, echoing the |ast
sentence of the story. Then he crunpl ed the paper and reached for his
coffee. @ ancing down at the table, he caught a sideways glinpse of
Vanessa Hol den, and got the feeling he'd seen her before sonewhere,
just a fleeting glance. He covered her hair with his hand. A d photo
maybe she'd changed hairstyle. He tried to see her face with a few nore
mles on its clock. Ancramwasn't watching, was talking to the | ackey, so
he didn't see the shock of recognition hit Rebus's face.

I have to nake a phone call,' Rebus said, rising. The public phone
was beside the front door; he'd be in view of the table. Ancram nodded.
"What's the problen?' he said.

"Today's Sunday, | should' ve been at church. The minister will be
worried."'

"This bacon's easier to swallow than that.' Ancram stabbedhis fork at
the offending article. But he |let Rebus go.

Rebus made the call, hoped he'd have enough change: Sunday, cheap
rate. Soneone at Ganpian Police HQ picked up.

"DCl Grogan, please,' Rebus said, his eyes on Ancram The

restaurant was busy with Sunday drivers and their famlies; no chance
of Ancram hearing him

“I'"'mafraid he's busy at the nonent.'

"This is about Johnny Bible's latest victim |'min a phone-box and
nmoney's tight.'

"Hol d on, please.’

Thirty seconds. Ancram watching him frowning. Then: " DC

Grogan speaki ng.

“It's Rebus.'

Grogan sucked in breath. “Wat the hell do you want?'

"I want to do you a favour.'

" Ch aye?'

"It could rmake your career.'

“I's this your idea of a joke? Because let nme tell you-

"No joke. Did you hear what | said about Eve and Stanl ey Toal ?

"l heard.'

“Are you going to do anything?

“ Maybe. '

"Make it a definite ... as a favour to ne.'

“And then you'll do ne this premer-|eague favour of yours?

“That's right.'



Grogan coughed, cleared his throat. “All right,' he said.

“For real ?

"l keep ny promses.'

"Then listen. |I've just seen a photo of Johnny's latest victim'
" And?'

"And |'ve seen her before.'

A monent's silence. "\Were?

“She was wal king into Burke's Club one night as Lumsden and | were
eavi ng.'

" So?'

"So she was on the arm of sonmeone | knew.'

“You know a | ot of people, Inspector.'

“Which doesn't nmean |'mconnected to Johnny Bible. But maybe the
man on her armis.’'

"Do you have a nane for hin®'

"Hayden Fl etcher, works for T-Bird Q. Public relations.~

Grogan was witing it down. “I'Il look into it,' he said.
“Don't forget your promse.'
"Did | make a promise? | don't recall.' The |ine went dead. Rebus

want ed to hanmmrer the receiver, but Ancram was watching, and besi des

there were children nearby, drooling over a toy display and devi sing

pl ans of attack on their parents' pockets. So he replaced the receiver just
I i ke any ot her human bei ng and wal ked back to the table. The driver got

up and went outside, didn't once | ook at Rebus, so Rebus knew he was

under orders.

"Everything OK?' Ancram asked

“Hunky dory.' Rebus sat down opposite Ancram "~ So when does the

i nqui sition begin?

"As soon as we can find a vacant torture chanber.' They both ended

up smling. "“Look, Rebus, personally | don't give a mdge' s |IQ what
happened twenty years ago between your pal Geddes and this Lenny

Spaven. |'ve seen villains stitched up before: you can't nail themfor the
t hing you know they did, so you nail them for sonething el se

sonething they didn't do.' He shrugged. "It happens.

"There were runours it happened to Bible John.'

Ancram shook his head. | don't think so. But see, here's the crux of
the matter. |If your chum Geddes becane obsessed with Spaven, and
stitched himup - with your help, wittingly or unwittingly ... Well, you

know what that neans?'
Rebus nodded, but couldn't say the words: they'd been choking him
for weeks. They'd choked himback then for a few weeks, too

"It nmeans,' Ancramwent on, “the real killer got away with it.
Nobody's ever tried | ooking for him he's scot free.'" He smled at this



| ast phrase, then sat back in his chair. "Now|I'mgoing to tell you
sonet hi ng about Uncle Joe.' He had Rebus's attention. “He's probably
involved in drug dealing. Big profits, unlikely he wouldn't want sone.
But d asgow was sewn up years ago, and rather than get into a war we
think he's been casting his net wider.'

"As far as Aberdeen?

Ancram nodded. "We're conpiling a file prior to setting up a
surveillance op in conjunction with the Squaddies.'

“And every surveillance you' ve tried in the past has failed.'
"There's a double loop to this one: if soneone |eaks word to Uncle
Joe, we'll know where the |eak started.'

"So you end up with either Uncle Joe or the grass? It might work

if you don't go around telling everyone about it.'

“I"mtrusting you.'

"Wy ?'

" Because you could fuck things up, pure and sinple.'

“You know, |'ve been here before, people telling me to lay off, |eave
everything to them'

" And?’

“And they've usually had sonething to hide.'

Ancram shook his head. "Not this time. But | do have sonething to
offer. Like | say, personally |I've no interest in the Spaven case, but
professionally |'mduty bound to do ny job. Thing is, there are ways

and ways of presenting a report. | could mininmse your part in the
whol e thing, | could | eave you out altogether. I'mnot telling you to
drop any investigation; |'mjust asking you to freeze it for a week or so.'

"And let the trail grow cold, nmaybe enough tinme for a few nore
sui ci des and acci dental deaths?

Ancram | ooked exasper at ed.

“Just do your job, Chief Inspector,' Rebus said. "And I'Il do mne.'
Rebus got to his feet, |ooked for the paper with the Johnny Bible story,
stuffed it in his pocket.

"Here's the deal,' Ancram said, snouldering. “I'mgoing to have a

man with you at all tinmes, reporting back to me. It's either that or a
suspensi on.'

Rebus jerked his thunb towards the wi ndow. "Himout there? The

driver was enjoying a snoke in the sunshine. Ancram shook his head.

" Sonmreone who knows you better.'

Rebus canme up with the answer a second before Ancram spoke.

“Jack Morton.'

He was waiting for Rebus outside the flat. Water was dribbling down
the dishels from where nei ghbours were cleaning their cars. Jack had



been sitting in his own car, wi ndows rolled down, his paper open at the
crossword. Now he was out of the car and had his arns fol ded, head
inclined to the sun's rays. He was dressed in a short-sleeved shirt and
faded jeans, newi sh white trainers on his feet.

"Sorry to rmuck up your weekend,' Rebus told him as he got out of
Ancram s car.

"Renenber,' Ancramcalled to Jack, "don't let himout of your sight.

I f he goes for a dunp, | want you keeking through the key-hole. If he
says he's putting the rubbish out, | want you inside one of the bags.
Under st ood?'

“Yes, sir,' Jack said.

The police driver was aski ng Rebus where he should park the Saab

Rebus pointed to the double yellow line at the bottomof the sireet. The
wi ndscreen still boasted its G anpian Police Business sign. Rebus was
in no hurry to tear it off. Ancramgot out of his driving seat and opened
the rear door. His driver handed Rebus the keys to the Saab and his
suitcase out of the boot, and got into his boss's car, adjusting the seat
and the rearview. Rebus and Jack watched Ancram bei ng driven away.

"So,' Rebus said, | hear you're with the Juice Church these days.'
Jack wrinkled his nose. | can take or |leave the holy roller stuff, but
it's hel ped ne give up the hooch.'

"That's great.'

"How come | never know when you're being serious?

“Years of practice.’

"Ni ce holiday?

"Nice doesn't begin to describe it.'

"l see your face took a dunt.'’

Rebus touched his tenple. The swelling was goi ng down. " Sone

peopl e get tenperanental when you beat themto the sunbeds.'

They clinbed the stairwell, Jack a couple of steps behi nd Rebus.

"Are you seriously not going to |let nme out of your sight?

"That's what the boss wants.'

“And what he wants he gets?

“If I know what's good for me. It's taken ne a lot of years to cone to
the conclusion that | do want what's good for ne.'

"So speaks the phil osopher.' Rebus put his key in the | ock, pushed

the door open. There was sonme nmail on the hail carpet, but not mnuch.

“You realise this is probably against a couple of dozen laws. | nean, you
can't just followne around if | don't want you to.'

"So take it to the Court of Human Rights.' Jack followed Rebus into

the living room The suitcase stayed out in the hall.

“Fancy a drink?' Rebus asked.

"Ha ha.'



Rebus shrugged, found a clean gl ass and poured hinsel f sonme of
Kayl ei gh Burgess's whisky. It went down without touching the sides.
He exhal ed noisily. “~You nust miss it though?

"All the tine,' Jack adnitted, slunping on to the sofa.

Rebus poured another. I know | would.'

"That's half the battle.’

“What ?'

Admitting you' d have a problemw thout it.'

I didn't say that.'

Jack shrugged, got to his feet again. "Mnd if | nmake a phone call?'
"My hone is your hone.'

Jack wal ked over to the tel ephone. "“Looks like you've got sone
messages. Want to play thenf'

“They'll all be from Ancram'

Jack lifted the receiver, pressed seven digits. "It's ne,' he said at |ast.
"We're here.' Then he put the tel ephone down.

Rebus | ooked at hi m above the rimof the gl ass.

"There's a teamon its way,' Jack explained. “To | ook the place over.
Chick said he'd tell you.'

"He told ne. No search warrant, | suppose?

“If you want it, we can get one. But if | were you, |I'd just sit back and
let it happen - quick and painless. Plus ... if anything ever conmes to
court, you'll have the prosecution on a technicality.'

Rebus sniled. "Are you on ny side, Jack?' Jack sat down again, but
didn't say anything. “You told Ancram|'d phoned you, didn't you?
Jack shook his head. "I kept my trap shut when maybe | shouldn't.’

He sat forward. "~ Chick knows we go back, you and nme, that's why |I'm
here.'

"l don't get it.'

“It's aloyalty thing, he's testing ny loyalty to him pitting the past -
that's you and ne - against ny future.

“And how | oyal are you, Jack?'

"Don't push it.'

Rebus drained his glass. "This is going to be an interesting few days.

What happens if | get |ucky w nching? Are you going to want to hide
beneath the bed, |ike a piss-pot or the fucking bogeyman?

“John, don't get-'

But Rebus was on his feet. "This is ny hone, for Christ's sake! The

one place | can hide fromall the shite flying around out there! Am|
supposed to just sit here and take it? You standing guard, forensics
sniffing around |ike nongrels at a | anp-post - am | supposed to sit here
and |l et you get on with it?

“Yes.'



“Well fuck that, Jack, and fuck you, too.' The doorbell rang. "~ You get
it," Rebus said. "They're your dogs.'

Jack | ooked hurt as he nmade for the door. Rebus went into the hall
grabbed his case and took it into his bedroom He threw it on the bed
and opened it. Woever had packed it had just stuffed everything in,
clean and dirty. The whole ot would have to go to the [aunderette. He
lifted out his wash-bag. There was a note folded belowit. It told him
that “certain itens of clothing' had been held back by Ganpian Police
for forensic “exploration'. Rebus |ooked: his grass-stained trousers and
torn shirt fromthe night he'd been attacked, they were m ssing. G ogan
was having themtested, just in case Rebus had killed Vanessa Hol den
Fuck him fuck themall. Fuck the whole fucking |ot of them Rebus
threw the open case across the room just as Jack cane to the doorway.
“John, they say they won't be long.'

"Tell themto take as long as they Ilike.

“And tonmorrow norning there'Il be blood tests and a saliva sanmple.’
1"l have no trouble with the latter. Just stand Ancramin front of ne.
"He didn't ask for this job, you know.'

“Fuck off, Jack.'

"I wish | could."'

Rebus pushed past himinto the hall. He glanced into the living room
There were nen in there, sone of them he knew, all dressed in white

boi l ersuits and pol yt hene gl oves. They were lifting the cushions from
his sofa, ruffling the pages of his books. They didn't |ook Iike they were
enjoying it: small consolation. It nade sense that Ancram woul d use

| ocal people: easier than hauling a consignment from weegie-land. The
one crouching in front of the corner cupboard got up, turned. Their
eyes met.

"Et tu, Siobhan?'

“Afternoon, sir,' Siobhan O arke said, ears and cheeks reddening

It was about all Rebus needed. He grabbed his jacket, headed for the door.
“John?' Jack Morton called after him

“Catch me if you can,' Rebus said. Hal fway down the stairs, Jack did
just that.

“Where are we goi ng?'

"We're going to a pub,' Rebus told him "W'Ill take nmy car. You

won't be drinking, so you can drive nme hone afterwards. That way we
stay the right side of the law.' Rebus pulled the door open. "Now let's
see just how strong your Juice Church really is.

Qutside, Rebus alnost collided with a tall man with black curly hair,
turning grey. He saw the nicrophone, heard the man rattle off a
question. Eanonn Breen. Rebus ducked his head just enough to catch
Breen on the bridge of his nose: no power in the “d asgow kiss', just



enough to | et Rebus past.

"Bastard!' Breen spluttered, dropping the m ke and cuppi ng both
hands over his nose. "Did you catch that? Did you?

Rebus gl anced back, saw bl ood dripping between Breen's fingers, saw
t he cameranman noddi ng, saw Kayl ei gh Burgess over to one side, a pen
in her mouth, | ooking at Rebus with half a snile.

" She probably thought you' d prefer to have a friendly face around,' Jack
Mort on sai d.

They were standing in the Oxford Bar, and Rebus had just told him

about Si obhan.

"G ven the circunstances, | know | would.' Jack was hal fway down a

pint of fresh orange and | enponade. Ice rattled in the glass when he
tipped it. Rebus was on his second pint of Beihaven Best, nmotoring in
fifth: nice and snoboth. Sunday evening in the Ox, only twenty m nutes
after opening tinme, the place was quiet. Three regul ars stood besi de
them at the bar, heads angled up towards the tel evision, sone quiz
programre. The qui zmaster had topiary where his haircut should have

been and teeth transplanted froma Steinway. H's job was to hold a card
up to just below his face, read out the question, stare at the canera, then
repeat the question as though nucl ear disarmanment depended on the
answer .

"So, Barry,' he intoned, “for two hundred points: which character

pl ays the Wall in Shakespeare's A M dsumer Night's Dreanf'

"Pink Floyd,' said the first regular.

“Snout,' said the second.

“Cheerio, Barry,' said the third, waving his fingers at the tel evision,

where Barry was clearly in trouble. A buzzer sounded. The qui zmaster
opened the question to the other two contestants.

"No?' he said. "No takers?' He seened surprised, but had to refer to
his card to find the answer. "Snout,' he said, |ooking at the hapless trio,
then repeating the nane just so they'd renenber next tinme. Another

card. “Jasmine, for a hundred and fifty points: in which Arerican state
woul d you find the town of Akron?

"Chio,' said the second regular.

“Isn't he a character in Star Trek?' asked the first.

“Cheerio, Jasnmine,' said the third.

"So,' Jack asked, “are we talking?

"It takes nmore than ny hone being raided, my clothes confiscated,

and a suspicion of nultiple nurder hanging over ny head to put nme in
the huff. OF course we're fucking talking.'

"Well, that's all-fucking-right then.'

Rebus snorted into his drink, then had to wi pe foamoff his nose. I



can't tell you how much | enjoyed nutting that wanker.'

"He probably enjoyed the fact that the whole thing was being filnmed.'
Rebus shrugged, reached into his pocket for cigarettes and |ighter.
"Go on then,' Jack said, "give nme one.'

“You' ve stopped, renenber?

“Aye, but there's no AA for snokers. Cone on.'

But Rebus shook his head. | appreciate the gesture, Jack, but you're
right.’

" About what ?

" About | ooking out for your future. You're dead right. So don't cave
in, stick toit. No booze, no cigs, and report my doi ngs back to Chick
Ancram'

Jack | ooked at him "~ You nean that?

"Every word of it,' Rebus drained his glass. "Except the bit about
Ancram of course.'

Then he ordered anot her round.

"The answer's Ohio,' the quizmaster said, no surprise to anyone in

t he bar.

"I think," Jack said a little later on, halfway down his second pint of
juice, "we're about to hit our first crisis of faith.'

“You need a piss? Jack nodded. "Well forget it,' Rebus said, "|'m not
going in there with you.'

"G ve ne your word you'll stay put.'

“Where would | go?

“John ...°

TOK, K. Wuld | get you into trouble, Jack?

I don't know, would you?

Rebus wi nked at him "Of you go to the bog and find out.'

Jack stood his ground as long as he could, then turned and fl ed.

Rebus | eaned his el bows on the bar, snoking his cigarette. He was
wonderi ng what Jack would do if he ran out on himright now would

he report it to Ancram or would he keep quiet? Wuld he be doing

hi msei f any favours by reporting it? After all, it showed himin a bad
light, and he wouldn't want that. So naybe he'd keep quiet. Rebus
coul d go about his business wi thout Ancram know ng.

Except that Ancram had ways of knowi ng. The man wasn't solely
dependent on Jack Mdrton. It was an interesting point, nevertheless: a
poi nt of faith, apt enough on a Sunday ni ght. Maybe Rebus woul d drag
Jack along to see Father Conor Leary later on. Jack used to be a real

hun, a bl ue-nose, maybe still was. A drink with a Catholic priest night
send himscurrying into the night. He | ooked round and saw jack at the
top of the steps, looking relieved - in both senses of the word.

Poor bastard, Rebus thought. Ancramwasn't being fair on him You



could see the strain around Jack's nmouth. Rebus felt tired suddenly,
remenbered he'd been up since six, and had been on the rack ever
since. He drained his glass and gestured towards the door. Jack seened
only too glad to be | eaving.

When they got outside, Rebus asked him "~How close were you in there?
"To what ?'

"Ordering a real drink.

"As close as | ever get.

Rebus | eaned on the roof of the car, waiting for Jack to unlock it.
"Sorry | did that to you,' he said quietly.

“What ?'

" Brought you here.'

"I should have the willpower to go into a pub wi thout drinking.'
Rebus nodded. "~ Thanks,' he said.

And he had a little smle to hinself. Jack would be OK Jack

woul dn't shop him The man had | ost too nuch sel f-respect already.
"There's a spare room' Rebus said, getting into the car, "but no
sheets or anything. We'll make up the sofa if that's OK'

“That' Il be fine,' Jack said.

Fine for Jack, yes, but not so fine for Rebus. It nmeant he'd have to
sleep in his bed. No nore nights half-dressed on the chair by the

wi ndow. No nore Stones at two a.m He knew he had to get busy, had

to finish this as fast as he could, one way or another.

Begi nni ng t onor r ow.

As they left the Ox, Rebus decided on a detour, directed Jack down
towards Leith, let himdrive themaround for a bit, then pointed to a
dar kened shop doorway.

"That was her pitch,' he said.

“Whose?' Jack stopped the car. The street was |ifeless, the working
girls busy el sewhere.

"Angie Riddell's. | knew her, Jack. | nmean, |1'd nmet her a couple of
times. First time, it was business, | was pulling her in. But then | came
down here looking for her.' He | ooked at Jack, expecting a jokey
conment, but Jack's face was serious. He was listening. "W sat and
tal ked. Next thing | knew, she was dead. It's different when you know
soneone. You renenber their eyes. | don't nean the col our or

anything, | nmean all the things their eyes told you about them' He sat
in silence for a monent. "~Woever killed her, he couldn't have been

| ooki ng at her eyes.'

“John, we're not priests, you know. | nean, this is a job, right? You
have to be able to lay it aside sonetines.'

“I's that what you do, Jack? Home after a shift, and suddenly
everything's OK? Doesn't matter what you' ve seen out there, your



honme is your castle, eh?

Jack shrugged, hands rubbing the steering-wheel. “It's not ny life,
John."
"Good for you, pal.' He |ooked towards the doorway again, expecting

to see sonething of her there, the trace of a shadow, sonething |eft
behind. But all he saw was darkness.
"CGet me hone,' he told Jack, closing his eyes with both thunbs.

The Fairnmount Hotel was situated in G asgow s west end, just off the

main traffic routes. Fromthe outside, it was an unassum ng sl ab of
concrete. Inside, it was a niddl e-nmanagenent sort of place, its main

busi ness taki ng place during the week. Bible John booked for the

Sunday ni ght only.

News of the Upstart's latest victimhad broken on Sunday nor ning,

too late for coverage in the quality press. Instead, he caught the hourly
news bulletins on the radio in his room tuning between half a dozen
stations, and watched what TV news he coul d, nmaking notes between

times. The Tel etext flashes were brief paragraphs. Al nost all he knew

was that the victim a married wonan in her late twenties, had been
found near the harbour in Aberdeen.

Aberdeen again. It was all fitting together. At the sane tinme, if it was
:he Upstart, he was breaking his pattern - his first married victim and
perhaps his ol dest. Wich mght mean that the pattern had never been
there inthe first place. It didn't of necessity negate an existing pattern
it just meant that that pattern had yet to be established.

Whi ch was what Bi bl e John was counting on

Meanti me, he opened the UPSTART file on his |aptop and read the

notes on the third victim Judith Cairns, known to her friends as Ju-Ju.
Twenty-one years old, shared a rented flat in Hllhead, just across

Kel vi ngrove Park - he could al nbst see Hillhead fromhis w ndow.

Al 't hough she was regi stered unenpl oyed, Judith Cairns had worked the

bl ack econony - sonme bar work at lunchtimes; a chip shop in the

eveni ngs; and weekend nornings as a chanbermaid at the Fairnount

Hotel . Wi ch was, Bible John was guessing, how the Upstart had cone

to nmeet her. A travelling man frequented hotels: he should know. He
wonder ed how cl ose he was to the Upstart - not physically, but

mentally. He didn't want to feel close in any way to this brash
pretender, this usurper. He wanted to feel unique.

He paced his room wanting to be back in Aberdeen while the | atest

i nqui ry unfol ded, but he had work here in d asgow, work he coul d not
accomplish until the mddle of the night. He stared out of the w ndow,

i magi ning Judith Cairns crossing Kelvingrove Park: she nust have done



it dozens of times. And one tinme she did it with the Upstart. Once was
al | he needed.

During the course of the afternoon and evening, nore news filtered

down of the latest victim She was now being described as a "successfu
twenty-seven-year-ol d conpany director'. The word busi nessman was

like a shriek in Bible John's head. Not a lorry driver or any other

prof ession; a sinple businessman. The Upstart. He sat down at his
computer and scrolled back to his notes on the first victim the student
at Robert Gordon's University, studying geol ogy. He needed to know

nmore about her, but couldn't think which route to take. And now t here
was a fourth victimto occupy him Perhaps study of nunber four

woul d mean he wouldn't need the first cull to conplete his picture.

Toni ght ~ m ght point the way.

He went out late for a walk. It was very pleasant, balny night air, not
much traffic about. d asgow wasn't such a bad place: he'd been to cities
in the States that could eat it for brunch. He remenbered the city of his
yout h, stories of razor gangs and bare-knuckl e bouts. d asgow had a

violent history, but that didn't tell the full story. It could be a beauti ful
city, too, a city for photographers and artists. A place for |overs

| didn "t want to kill them He would Iike to be able to tell d asgow
that, but of course it would be alie. At the tine ... at the |ast nonent
all he'd wanted in the world was their death. He had read intervi ews

with killers, sat through trial testinony a couple of tinmes, too, wanting
soneone to explain his feelings to him No one cane close. It was

i mpossi ble either to describe or to understand.

There were nmany who especially didn't understand his choice of

third victim It felt pre-ordained, he could have told them It didn't
matter about the witness in the taxi. Nothing mattered, it had all been
deci ded by some hi gher power.

O somre | ower one.

O nerely by some collision of chemicals in his brain, by a genetic

m smat ch.

And afterwards, there'd been his uncle's offer of a job in the States,

so he could afford to | eave G asgow. Leave the whole |ife behind him

and create a new one, a newidentity ... as if marriage and a career could
ever take the place of what he'd |l eft behind

He bought the next norning's edition of the Herald at a street corner

and retired to a bar to devour it. He drank orange juice and sat in a
corner. No one paid himany attention. There were nore details about

the Upstart's latest victim She worked in corporate presentations,

whi ch nmeant putting together packages for industry: videos, displays,
speech-witing, trade stands ... He studied the photo again. She'd

wor ked in Aberdeen, and there was really only one industry in



Aberdeen. G |l. He didn't recognise her, felt sure they'd never net. All
the same, he wondered why the Upstart had chosen her: could he be
sendi ng Bi bl e John a nessage? | npossible: it would nmean he knew who

Bi bl e John was. Nobody knew. Nobody.

It was m dni ght when he returned to the hotel. Reception was

deserted. He went up to his room dozed for a couple of hours, and had
the al arm wake himat half past two. He took the carpeted stairs down to
reception, which was still deserted. Breaking into the office took thirty
seconds. He cl osed the door after himand sat down in darkness at the
computer. It was switched on and in screen saver node. He nudged the
mouse to activate the screen, then got to work. He searched back six
weeks fromthe date of Judith Cairns's murder, checking room

regi strations and paynent methods. He was | ooking for accounts

charged to conpani es based in or near Aberdeen. His feeling was that

the Upstart hadn't cone to this hotel looking for a victim but had been

here on business, and had found her by chance. He was | ooking for the

el usive pattern to start emerging.

Fifteen minutes later, he had a list of twenty conpanies, and of the

i ndi viduals who had paid with a conpany credit card. For now, that was
all he needed, but he was left with a dilemma: delete the files fromthe
conmputer, or |leave then? Wth the information del eted, he would have
every chance of beating the police to the Upstart. Yes, but soneone
fromthe hotel staff would notice, and would be curious. They night
contact the police. There would probably be back-ups on floppy. He

woul d actually be hel ping the police, alerting themto his presence

No, | eave well alone. Do no nmore than is necessary. The maxi m had

served himwell in the past.

Back in his room he pored over the list in his notebook. It would be
easy to check where each conpany was based, what it did - work for

|ater. He had a neeting in Edinburgh tonorrow, and would use the trip

to do sonet hing about John Rebus. He checked Tel etext one last tine
before retiring for the night. After turning off the |lights, he opened the
curtains, then lay down on the bed. There were stars in the sky, a few of
t hem bri ght enough to be visible through the streetlight. Dead, a |ot of
them or so the astrononmers said. So many dead things around, what

di fference woul d anot her one nake?

None at all. Not one jot.

Chapter 22
They took Jack's car to Howdenhall, Rebus sitting in the back,

calling Jack his “chauffeur'. It was a gl oss-bl ack Peugeot 405, three
years old, turbo version; Rebus disregarded the No Snoking sticker and



lit up, but kept the w ndow open beside him Jack didn't say anything,
didn't even look in the rearview. Rebus hadn't slept well in the bed;
ni ght sweats, the sheets |ike a straitjacket. Chase dreans waki ng him
every hour or so, sending himshooting out of bed to stand naked and
trenbling in the niddle of the floor.

Jack for his part had conplained first thing of a stiff neck. H's second
conmplaint: the kitchen, bare fridge and all. He couldn't go out to the
shops, not without Rebus, so they'd nade straight for the car.
“I"magutting,' he conplained.

"So stop and we'll eat sonething.'

They stopped at a bakery in Liberton: sausage rolls, beakers of coffee,
a coupl e of macaroon cakes. Sat eating themin the car, parked double
yel l ow by a bus stop. Buses rattled themas they passed, hinting they
shoul d shift. There were nessages on the backs of sone of them Pl ease
G ve Way to This Bus.

"I don't mind the buses,' Jack said. "It's their drivers | object to. Half
of themcouldn't pass the tinme of day, never mnd a PSV test.'

Rebus's comment: “It's not buses that have the choke-hold on this

pl ace.'

“You' re cheery this norning.

“Jack, just shut your gub and drive.'

They were ready for himat Howdenhall. The team |l ast night at his

flat had taken away all his shoes, so the forensic bods could check for
footprints and fail to match them agai nst any left at the scene of Johnny
Bible's murders. First thing Rebus had to do this norning was renobve

the shoes he was wearing. They gave himplastic overshoes to wear, and
said his owm would be returned to himbefore he left. The overshoes

were too big, unconfortable - his feet slid around inside them and he
had to curl his toes to keep them from slipping off.

They deci ded against a saliva test - it was the least reliable - but

pl ucked hairs from his head.

"Coul d you graft themon to ny tenples when you're finished?

The worman with the tweezers smiled, went about her business. She

expl ained that she had to get the roots - PCR anal ysis wouldn't work
on shed hair. There was a test available in sone places, but

" But ?'

She didn't answer, but Rebus knew what she'd nmeant: but they were

just going through the notions with him Neither Ancram nor anyone

el se was expecting the expensive tests to yield any positive result. The
only result would be a nettled, unsettled Rebus. That's what the whole
thing was about. Forensics knew it; Rebus knewit.

Bl ood sanple - the need for a warrant had been waived - and
fingerprints next, plus they wanted sone strands and thre4ds fromhis



clothes. I'mgoing on the conputer, Rebus thought. For all that |I'm not

guilty, I"lIl still be a suspect in the eyes of history. Anyone digging the
files out in twenty years' tinme will see that a policeman was intervi ewed,
and gave sanmples ... It was a grimfeeling. And once they had his DNA

on record ... well, that was himon the register. The Scottish DNA

dat abase was just beginning to be conpiled. Rebus started to wish he'd
insisted on a warrant.

Thr oughout each process Jack Morton stood by, averting his face.

And afterwards, Rebus got his shoes back. It felt Iike the forensic
science staff were staring at him rmaybe they were, nmaybe they weren't.
Pete Hewitt wandered past - he hadn't been present at the fingerprint-
ing - and made a crack about the biter bit. Jack grabbed Rebus's arm
stopped himfromswi nging. Hewitt shuffled off double quick.

"We're due at Fettes,' Jack rem nded Rebus.

“I''mready.’

Jack | ooked at him "~Maybe we'll stop off sonmewhere first, get
anot her coffee.'

Rebus sniled. "Afraid I'Il take a swing at Ancran?'

“If you do, bear in mind he's a southpaw.'

"I nspector, do you have any objections to this interview being recorded?
“What happens to the recording?

“It'lIl be dated and tined, copies made: one for you. Transcripts ditto.'
"No objections.'

Ancram nodded to Jack Morton, who set the machine running. They

were in an office on the third floor of Fettes. it was cranped, and | ooked
like it had hastily been vacated by a disgruntled tenant. There was a

wast epaper-bin by the desk, waiting to be enptied. Paper-clips littered
the floor. The walls still bore marks where Sell otaped pictures had been
yanked down. Ancram sat behind the scratched desk, the Spaven

casenotes piled to one side. He was wearing a fornmal dark-blue pinstripe
with pale blue shirt and tie, and | ooked |like he'd been for a haircut first
thing. There were two pens in front of himon the desk - a blue fine-nib
Bic with yellow casing, and an expensive-looking | acquered rollerball

H's buffed and filed nails tapped against a clean pad of A4 paper. A
typed list of notes, queries and points to be raised sat to the right of the
pad.

"So, doctor,' Rebus said, “what are ny chances?

Ancram nerely sniled. Wien he spoke, it was for the benefit of the

tape machi ne.

"DCl Charles Ancram Strathclyde CID. It's -, he consulted a thin
wistwatch - “ten forty-five on Monday the twenty-fourth of June.
Prelimnary interview with Detective Inspector John Rebus, Lothian



and Borders Police. This interviewis taking place in office C25, Lothian
Pol i ce Headquarters, Fettes Avenue, Edi nburgh. Al so present is-'

“You forgot the postcode,' Rebus said, folding his arns.

"That was the voice of DI Rebus. Al so present is DI Jack Mborton,
Falkirk CID, currently on secondnent to Strathclyde Police, d asgow.'
Ancram gl anced at his notes, picked up the Bic and ran through the
first couple of lines. Then he picked up a plastic beaker of water and
sipped fromit, watching Rebus over the rim

“Any time you're ready,' Rebus told him

Ancram was ready. Jack sat by the table on which the tape machine
sat. Two mikes ran fromit to the desk, one pointing towards Ancram
one towards Rebus. From where he was sitting, Rebus couldn't quite
see Jack. It was just himand Ancram the chessboard set for play.

"I nspector,' Ancram said, “you know why you're here?

“Yes, sir. I'mhere because |'ve refused to give up an investigation
into possible Iinks between d aswegi an gangster Joseph Toal, the
Aberdeen drug market, and the rmurder of an oil-worker in Edinburgh.'
Ancram flicked through the casenotes, |ooking bored.

"I nspector, you know that interest in the Leonard Spaven case has
been revived?

I know the TV sharks have been circling. They think they can snell
bl ood. "

“And can they?

“Just a leaky old ketchup bottle, sir.'

Ancramsniled; it wouldn't come over on the recording.

"Cl Ancramsniles,' Rebus said, for the record.

“Inspector,' referring to his notes, "what started this nedia interest?
“Leonard Spaven's suicide, added to his public notoriety.'
"Notoriety?

Rebus shrugged. "The nedia get a vicarious thrill fromreforned

t hugs and nurderers, especially when they show sonme artistic |eaning.
The nedia often aspire to art thenselves.'

Ancram seened to expect nore. They sat in silence for a nonent.
Cassette whirr; notor noise. Soneone along the corridor sneezed. No
sunshine today: iron-clad skies forecasting rain; a bitter wind off the
Nort h Sea.

Ancram sat back in his chair. H s nessage to Rebus: | don't need the
notes, | know this case. "How did you feel when you heard Lawson
Geddes had killed hinsel f?

"Qutted. He was a good officer, and a good friend to ne.'

“You had your differences though?

Rebus tried to hold the stare; ended up blinking first. Thought: of
such accumnul at ed setbacks were battles | ost.



"Did we?' Ad trick, answer a question with a question. Ancranis

|l ook said it was a tired nove.

“I've had ny nen talk to sone serving officers fromthe tine." A

gl ance towards Jack, not even lasting a second. Drawi ng Jack in. Good
tactics, sow ng doubt.

"W had minor disagreenents, same as everybody el se.’

“You still respected hin®
"Present tense.'
Ancram bowed hi s head, acknow edging this. Fingered his notes, |ike

stroking a wonan's arm Possessive. But doing it for confort too, for
reassurance
" So, you worked well together?

“Pretty well. Mnd if | snoke?
W'l have a break at ...  checking his watch, “eleven forty-five. Fair
enough?’

I try to survive.'

“You're a survivor, Inspector. Your record speaks for itself.'

"So talk to ny record.’

A quick smile. "Wien did you find out that Lawson Geddes had it in
for Leonard Spaven?'

I don't understand the question.'

I think you do.'

" Thi nk again.'

Do you know why Geddes was kicked off the Bible John inquiry?

"No.' It was the one question that had power, real power: it could get
to Rebus.

Because he wanted to know t he answer.
“You don't? He never told you?

“Never.'

"But he tal ked about Bi ble John?

“Yes.'

"See, it's all a bit vague ...  Ancramwent into a drawer, hefted two
nmore bulging files on to the desk. "|'ve got Geddes's personnel file and

reports here. Plus sonme stuff fromthe Bible John inquiry, bits and

pi eces he was involved in. Seens he grew obsessed.' Ancram opened

one file, turned pages idly, then | ooked at Rebus. "Does that sound
famliar?

“You're saying he was obsessed with Lenny Spaven?

I know he was.' Ancramlet that sink in, nodding his head. | know it
frominterviews with officers fromthe tinme, but nore inportantly I
know it because of Bible John.'

The bastard had hooked Rebus. They were only twenty nminutes into

the interview Rebus crossed his legs, tried to | ook unconcerned. His



face was so taut, he knew the nuscles were probably visible beneath the
ski n.

"See,' Ancramwent on, ~Geddes tried to tie Spaven to the Bible John
case. Now, the notes aren't conplete. Either they were destroyed or

| ost, or else Geddes and his superior didn't wite down everything. But
Geddes was goi ng after Spaven, no doubt about that. Tucked away in

one of the files |I found sone ol d photographs. Spaven's in them'
Ancram hel d the photos up. "They're fromthe Borneo canpaign.

Geddes and Spaven were in the Scots Guards together. My feeling is

t hat sonet hi ng happened out there, and fromthen on Geddes was out

for Spaven's blood. How am | doing so far?

"Filling the time nicely till the ciggie break. Can | see those photos?
Ancram shrugged, handed t hem over. Rebus | ooked. O d bl ack and

whites with crinped edges, a couple of themno bigger than two inches
by an inch and a half, the rest four by sixes. Rebus picked Spaven out
strai ght away, the raptor grin hauling himinto history. There was a
mnister in the photos, army uni formand dog collar. Qher nmen posing,
dressed in baggy shorts and | ong socks, faces sweat-shiny, eyes al npst

scared. Sone of the faces were blurred; Rebus couldn't nmake out

Lawson Geddes in any of them The photos were exteriors, banboo

huts in the background, an old jeep nosing into one shot. He turned
them over, read an inscription - Borneo, 1965 - and sone nanes.

"Did these cone from Lawson Geddes?' Rebus asked, handing them

back.

“I've no idea. They were just in with all the other Bible John junk.'
Ancram sl i pped them back into the file, counting themas he did so.
"They're all there,' Rebus said. Jack ~\lorton's chair scraped the fl oor:
he was checking how long till the tape had to be sw tched.

"So,' Ancram said, “we've got Geddes and Spaven serving together in

the Scots Cuards; we've got Geddes chasing Spaven during the Bible

John inquiry - and getting booted off the case; then we wind forwards a
few years and what do we have? Geddes still chasing Spaven, but this
time for the murder of Elizabeth Rhind. And getting booted off the case
again.'

“Spaven definitely knew the victim'

"No argunent there, Inspector.' Pause: four beats. " You knew one of

the Johnny Bible victinms - does it nean you killed her?

“Cone up with her necklace in my flat and ask ne again.'

“Ah, well this is where it gets interesting, isn't it?

" Ch good.'

“You know the word serendi pity?'

| pepper ny speech with it.'

"Dictionary definition: the ability to nmake happy chance finds. Useful word.'



“Absol utely.'

"And Lawson CGeddes had the gift, didn't he? | nean, you get an
anonynmous tip-off about a consignment of stolen clock-radios. So you
hoof it over to a garage, no search warrant, no nothing, and what do you
find? Leonard Spaven, the clock-radios, and a hat and shoul der-bag -
both belonging to the murder victim 1'd call that a very happy chance
find. Except it wasn't chance, was it?

"We had a warrant.'

"Signed retrospectively by a tame jP.' Ancram sniled again. " You

think you' re doing all right, don't you? You think |I'mdoing all the
tal ki ng, which neans you're saying nothing incrimnating. Well listen,
' mtal ki ng because I want you to know where we stand. Afterwards,
you'll have every opportunity for rebuttal .’

“1'I'l look forward to that.'

Ancramreferred to his notes. Rebus's nind was still half on Borneo

and those photographs: what the hell could they have to do with Bible
John? He wished he'd | ooked at thema bit harder

“1've been readi ng your own version of events, |nspector,' Ancram

went on, “and | begin to see why you had your pal Hol nes take a good

| ook at them' He | ooked up. “~That was the idea, wasn't it?

Rebus sai d not hi ng.

"See, you weren't quite a seasoned officer back then, for all Geddes
had taught you. You wrote a good report, but you were too conscious of
the lies you were telling and the gaps you were having to create. |'m
good at reading between the lines, practical criticismif you like.'
Rebus had a picture in his nmind: Lawson Geddes shivering and wi | d-

eyed on his doorstep.

"So here's how | think it went. Geddes was follow ng Spaven - out

on alinb by this tinme; he'd been ordered off the case. He tracked him
to the |l ock-up one day, waited until Spaven was gone and then broke in.
Li ked the | ook of what he saw, and decided to plant sonme evidence.'
"No.'

"So he breaks in again, only this time he has sone of the victims stuff
with him Now, he didn't get it froman evidence | ocker, because
according to the records nobody renobved a hat or a bag fromthe
victims abode. So how did he get it? Two possibilities. One, he waltzed
back into her hone and took it. Two, he already had it on him because
right fromthe start he had the idea of fitting up Spaven.'

"No.'

"To the first or to the second?

“To both.'

“You'll stand by that?

“Yes.'



Ancram had been | eaning further over the desk as he'd nade each

point. Slowy he sat back again, glanced at his watch.

"Cigarette break?' Rebus asked.

Ancram shook his head. "No, | think that's enough for today. You

made so many cock-ups in the course of that false report, it's going to
take nme tine to list themall. W'Il go through them next neeting.'
“"I"mexcited already.' Rebus got up and reached into a pocket for his
cigarettes. Jack had switched off the recorder and ejected the tape. He
handed it to Ancram

"Il have a copy nade i medi ately and sent to you for verification,'
Ancram tol d Rebus.

“Thanks.' Rebus inhal ed, wi shed he could hold his breath for ever.

Sone peopl e, when they exhal ed no snoke came out. He wasn't that

sel fish. “~One question.'

“Yes?

"What am | supposed to tell my coll eagues when | drag Jack here into
the office with me?'

“You'll think of sonmething. You're a nore practised liar these days.'
"I wasn't fishing for a conplinent, but thanks anyway.' He nmade to

| eave.

"Alittle birdie tells ne you put the nut on a TV reporter.'

I tripped, fell into him'

Ancram al nost sniled. "Tripped? Waited till Rebus had nodded.

"Well, it's going to | ook good, isn't it? They got the whole thing on
vi deo.'

Rebus shrugged. "This little birdie of yours ... anyone in particular?
“Why do you ask?

"Well, you have your sources, don't you? In the press, 1 nmean. Jim

Stevens for one. Nice little friendship the two of you have got.'
"No comment, Inspector.' Rebus |aughed, turned away. ~One nore
thing,' Ancram said.

“What ?'

“When Geddes was trying to pin the murder on Spaven, you

i nterviewed some of Spaven's friends and associates, including ...~
Ancram made show of | ooking for the nane in his notes. " Fergus
McLure.'

“What of it?

"M McLure's recently deceased. | believe you went to see himthe
nmor ni ng he di ed?

Who' d been tal ki ng?

* So0?'

Ancram shrugged, |ooked satisfied. “Just another ... coincidence. By
the way, DCI Grogan called ne this norning.'



It nust be love.'

Do you know a pub in Aberdeen called the Yardarn®

“It's down by the docks.'

"Yes, it is. Ever been inside?

" Maybe. '

"A drinker in there says definitely. You bought hima drink, talked
about the rigs.'

The wee man with the heavy cranium ° So?

"So it shows you were at the docks the night before Vanessa Hol den

was rmurdered. Two nights in a row, Inspector. Grogan's beginning to
sound very edgy. | think he wants you back in his custody.'

"Are you going to hand ne over?' Ancram shook his head. "No, you
woul dn't want that, would you?

Rebus al nost bl ew sone snmoke in Ancramis face. Al nobst. Maybe he

was nore selfish than he thought

"That went as well as could be expected,' Jack Morton said. He was in
the driver's seat, Rebus electing to sit in the front with him

"Only because you thought there'd be a bl oodbat h.

"I was trying to renmenber nmy first aid training.

Rebus | aughed, rel easing tension. He had a headache.

“Aspirin in the glove conmpartnent,' Jack told him Rebus opened it.
There was a little plastic bottle of Vittel there, too. He washed down
three tablets.

"Were you ever in the Scouts, Jack?

"l was a sixer in the Cubs, never made the transfer to Scouts. | had
ot her hobbies by then. Are the Scouts still going?

“Last | heard.'

" Rerrenber Bob- a--Job week? You had to go round the nei ghbours,
washi ng wi ndows, digging their gardens. Then at the end, you handed
all the cash over to Akela.'

"Who pronptly stuck half in his pocket.'

Jack | ooked at him "“There's a touch of the cynic in you, isn't there?
" Maybe just a touch.'

"So where to now? Fort Apache?

"After what |'ve just been through?

"The Ox?'

“You're learning.'

Jack opted for tomato juice - watching his weight, he said - while Rebus
had a hal f-pint and, after a nmonent's thought, a nip. The lunchtine

trade wasn't in yet, but the pies and bridies were heating in preparation.
Maybe the barmaid had been in the Grl CGuides. They took their drinks



through to the back room settled at a corner table.

“It's funny being back in Edinburgh,' Jack said. “~Never used to drink
here, did we? Wiat was the name of the |ocal along Geat London

Road?’

"I don't renenber.' It was true; he couldn't even recall the pub's
interior, yet must have been in there two or three hundred tinmes. It was

just a place for drink and discussion; what life it had the drinkers
brought with them

“Jesus, the noney we wasted in there.'

"There speaks the reforned drinker.'

Jack forced a snmle, lifted his glass. “John, tell nme though, why do you
drink?'

"It kills nmy dreans.'

It kill you in the end, too.'

“Sonething's got to.'

" Know what soneone said to ne? They said you were the world's

| ongest surviving suicide victim'

"Who said that?

“Never mind.'

Rebus was | aughing. “~Maybe | should apply to the Gui nness Book of
Records.'

Jack drained his glass. "So what's the itinerary?'

"There's sonmeone |'m supposed to call, a journalist.' He | ooked at his
wat ch. 1 suppose she might be honme. |'m going back to the bar to use
t he phone. Are you com ng?

"No, I'Il trust you.'

“You sure?

“Fairly.’

So Rebus went to call Miine, but all he got was her answering

machine. He left a brief nessage, and asked the barmaid if there was a
phot ographer's within wal ki ng di stance. She nodded, gave him
directions, then went back to w ping glasses. Rebus sumobned Jack,

and they drifted out of the pub into a day that was grow ng war er.
There was still a bl anket of cloud overhead, oppressive, alnost

t hundery. But you just knew the sun was pumelling it, like a child
with its pillow Rebus took his jacket off, slung it over his shoulder. The
phot ogr apher's was one street further along, so they cut through Hil
Street.

The shop carried a wi ndow di splay of portraits - weddi ng coupl es
seeming to radiate light, young children beanm ng smles. Frozen
monents of happiness - the great deception - to frane and put in pride
of place in your cabinet or on top of the tel evision

"Hol iday snaps, is it?" Jack asked.



“Just don't ask how | got them' Rebus warned. He explained to the
assi stant that he wanted reprints nade of each negative. She jotted
down the instructions and told himit would be next day.

"No chance of one-hour?

"Not with reprints, sorry.'

Rebus took the receipt fromher and folded it into his pocket. CQutside
again, the sun had given up. It was raining. Rebus kept his jacket off,
sweating enough as it was.

"Look,' Jack said, “you don't have to tell me anything you don't want
to, but I wouldn't m nd knowing a bit about all this.'

TAll what ?
“Your trip to Aberdeen, all the little coded nessages between Chick
and you, just, well, everything.'

“Probably best you don't know.'

“Why? Because |'mworking for Ancrant

" Maybe. '

“Cone on, John.'

But Rebus wasn't |listening. Two shops down from the photograph-

er's was a small DIY store: paint and brushes and wal | paper rolls. It
gave Rebus an idea. Back at the car, he gave directions, telling Jack they
were on a nystery tour - renenbering Lunsden saying the same thing

to himhis first night in Furry Boot Town. Near St Leonard's Rebus

told Jack to make a left.

" Her e?'

“Here.'

It was a do-it-yourself superstore. The car park was al nost enpty, so

t hey parked close to the doors. Then Rebus hopped out and found a
trolley with four working wheels.

“You'd think in a place like this they'd have sonmeone who could fix

t hem'

“What are we doi ng here?

I need a few things.'

“You need provisions, not bags of plaster.'

Rebus turned to him “That's just where you're wong.'

He bought paint, rollers and brushes, turps, a couple of ground-

sheets, plaster, a hot-air gun, sandpaper (coarse and fine), and varni sh,
sticking it all on his credit card. Then he treated Jack to lunch at a
nearby café, a haunt of his from St Leonard's days.

And afterwards: hone. Jack hel ped himcarry everything upstairs.

"Brought any old clothes with you?' Rebus asked.

“I've a boilersuit in the boot.'

"Better bring it up.' Rebus stopped, stared at his open door, dropped
the paint and ran into the flat. A quick check told himthere was no one



there. Jack was exam ni ng the janb.
"Looks like soneone took a crowbar to it,' he said. “Wat's m ssing?

"The hi-fl and telly are still there.'

Jack wal ked in, checked the roons. "Looks much the same as when

we left it. Want to call it in?

"Why? W& both know this is Ancramtrying to rattle ne.'’

"l don't see that.'

"No? Funny | get a break-in when |'mbeing interrogated by him'

"We should call it in, that way the insurance will cover you for a new
door-frane.' Jack | ooked around him °Surprised nobody heard it.'

"Deaf neighbours,' Rebus said. "Edinburgh's fanous for them All

right, we'll call it in. You go back to the store and fetch another | ock or
somnet hi ng."'

“And what will you be doi ng?

"Sitting here, mnding the fort. | promse.'

The m nute Jack was out of the door, Rebus headed for the

tel ephone. He asked to be put through to DCI Ancram Then he

wai t ed, | ooking around the room Sonebody breaks in, then | eaves
without taking the hi-fl. It was alnpbst an insult.

“Ancram'’

It's ne.!

" Sonet hi ng on your mind, |nspector?

"My flat's been broken into.'

“I'"'msorry to hear it. Wat did they take?

"Not hing. That's where they slipped up. | thought you should tel

them'

Ancram | aughed. “You think |I had sonething to do with it?

“Yes.'

"Wy ?'

"I was hoping you'd tell ne. The word "harassment" springs to

mnd.' As soon as he said it, he thought of The Justice Progranme: how
desperate were they? Desperate enough for a spot of housebreaki ng? He
couldn't see it, not Kayl eigh Burgess. Eanbnn Breen, however, was
another matter entirely

“Look, this is a pretty serious allegation. I'mnot sure | want to |listen
toit. Wiy not cal mdown and think it over?

Rebus was doing just that. He hung up on Ancram got his wallet out

of his jacket pocket. It was full of scraps of paper, receipts, business
cards. He plucked out Kayl ei gh Burgess's, phoned her office.
“I'"'mafraid she's not here this afternoon,' a secretary told him °~Can
take a nessage?

“What about Eanmonn?' Trying to sound like a friend. “Is he in by any
chance?'



"Il just check. What's the nane?

“John Rebus.'

"Hold the line.'" Rebus held. "No, sorry, Eanmonn's out as well. Shall
tell himyou called?

"No, it's all right, 1I'Il catch up with himlater. Thanks anyway.'

Rebus went through the flat again, nore carefully this time. Hs first
t hought had been a straight break-in; his second some sort of ruse to
wi nd hi mup. But now he was thinking of other things sonmeone coul d

have been looking for. It wasn't easy to tell: Siobhan and her friends
hadn't exactly left the place as they'd found it. But nor had they been
particularly thorough. For instance, they hadn't spent time in the

ki tchen, hadn't opened the cupboard where he kept all his cuttings and
newspapers.

But sonmeone had. Rebus knew which cutting he'd last read, and it

was no longer on top of the pile. Instead, it had mgrated south three or
four layers. Maybe Jack ... no, he didn't think Jack had been snoopi ng.
But sonmeone had. Soneone nost definitely had.

By the tinme Jack got back, Rebus had changed into jeans and a gaudy
T-shirt bearing the | egend DANCI NG PI GS. A couple of woolly suits

had been round to inspect the damage and scribbl e sone notes. They

gave Rebus a reference nunber. His insurers would want it.

Rebus had al ready nmoved some of the furniture out of the living
roominto the hall, and placed a ground-sheet over everything else. The
ot her sheet went on the carpet. He lifted the fishing-boat painting off
the wal | .

I like that,' Jack said.

"Rhona gave it to nme, the first birthday | had after we were narri ed.
Bought it at a craft fair, thought it'd renmind ne of Fife.' He was
studyi ng the painting and shaki ng his head.

I take it it didn't?

"I conme fromwest Fife - mning villages, rough - not the East Neuk.'
Al'l fishing creels, tourists and retirement honmes. " | don't think she ever
understood.' He took the painting through to the hall

I can't believe we're doing this,' Jack said.

“And on police tinme. Wich would you rather do, paint the walls,

strip the door, or fit the |ock?

"Paint.'" Wth his blue boilersuit on, Jack | ooked the part. Rebus
handed himthe roller, then reached under the sheet to put the hi-fl on.
Stones, Exile on Main Street. Just right. The two of them got to work.

Chapter 23



They took a break and wal ked up Marchnont Road, buying

groceries. Jack kept his boilersuit on, said he felt |ike he was
undercover. He had a srmudge of paint on his face, but didn't bother
wiping it off. He was enjoying hinself. He'd sung along to the nusic
even though he didn't always know t he words. They bought junk food
nmostly, carbohydrate, but added four apples and a couple of bananas.
Jack asked if Rebus was going to buy any beer. Rebus shook his head,
chose Irn-Bru and bricks of orange juice instead.

"What's all this in aid of ?” Jack asked as they sauntered hone.
"Clearing the mnd," Rebus answered, "giving nme tinme to think .. |
don't know. Maybe I'mthinking of selling.'

"Selling the flat?

Rebus nodded.

“And doi ng what exactly?

"Well, | could buy a round-the-world ticket, couldn't |? Take off for
six months. Or stick the nmoney in the bank and live off the interest.
paused. "O maybe buy nyself a place outside town.

“Wher eabout s?

" Sormrewhere by the sea.'

"That'd be nice.'

"Ni ce?' Rebus shrugged. "Yes, | suppose so. | just fancy a change.'
"Right next to the beach?

"Could be a cliff-top, who knows?

“What's brought this on?'

Rebus thought about it. 'My hone doesn't feel |like my castle any

| onger .

“Yes, but we bought all the painting stuff before the break-in.'
Rebus didn't have an answer to that.

They worked the rest of the afternoon, wi ndows open to let out the
pai nt funes.

"Am | supposed to sleep in here tonight?' Jack asked

"The spare room' Rebus told him
The phone rang at half past five. Rebus got to it just as the answering
machi ne cut in.

“Hel | 0?'

“John, it's Brian. Siobhan told ne you were back.'
“Well, she should know. How are you?

“Shouldn't | be asking you that?

“I'"'mfine.'

“Me, too.'

“You're not pick of the week with DCl Ancram'
Jack Morton started to take an interest in the call



“Maybe not, but he's not ny boss.'
“He has pull, though.'
"So let himpull.'

“Brian, | know what you're up to. | want to talk to you about it. Can
we cone round there?
Tve?

“It's along story.'

“Maybe | coul d conme see you.

"This place is a building site. W'll be there in about an hour, al
right?

Hol nes hesitated, then said that would be fine.

"Brian, this is Jack Mdrton, an old friend of mne. He's with Falkirk
CID, currently seconded to DI John Rebus.'

Jack wi nked at Brian. He'd washed the paint off his face and hands.
"What he neans is, |'m supposed to keep himout of trouble.'

"UN Peacekeeper, eh? Well, cone in.'

Bri an Hol nes had spent the hour tidying the living room He saw
Rebus' s apprai sal .

“Just don't go into the kitchen - |looks like an Apache raiding party's
ridden through.'

Rebus sm | ed and sat on the sofa, Jack next to him Brian asked if

t hey wanted anything to drink. Rebus shook his head.

"Brian, |'ve told Jack a wee bit about what's happened. He's a good
man, we can speak in front of him OK?

Rebus was taking a calculated risk, hoping the afternoon's bondi ng

had worked. If not, at |east they'd nade progress on the room three
walls with first coats, and half of one side of the door stripped. Plus a
new | ock on the door.

Bri an Hol mes nodded and sat down on a chair. There were photos of

Nell on top of the gas fire. It |ooked like they'd been newy franmed and
pl aced there: a nakeshift shrine.

"I's she at her mum s?' Rebus asked.

Bri an nodded. "But nobstly working late shifts at the library.'

“Any chance she's com ng back?

I don't know.' Brian made to bite a fingernail, discovered there was
nothing there to bite.

“I"'mnot sure this is the answer.'

“What ?'

“You can't nmke yourself resign, so you're going to |let Ancram kick
you out: not cooperating, acting the mule.'

I had a good teacher.'

Rebus smiled. It was true, after all. He'd had Lawson Geddes; and



Brian had had him

"This happened to ne once before,' Brian went on. At school, | had
this really good friend, and we were going to go to university together,
only he'd decided to go to Stirling, so | said |'d go there, too. But ny
first choice had been Edi nburgh, and to knock Edi nburgh's offer on the
head "I had to fail Hi gher Gernan.'

" And?'

"And | sat in the examhall ... knowing if | just sat there and didn't
answer any of the questions, that would be it.'

"But you answered thenf

Brian sniled. "Couldn't help nyself. | got a C pass.'

" Same problemnow,' Rebus said. "If you go this way, you'll always
regret it, because in your heart you don't ~vant to |leave. You |like what
you' re doing. And beating yourself up about it

“What about beating other people up? Brian | ooked straight at him as
he asked the question. Mental Mnto, sporting bruises.

“You | ost the head once.' Rebus held up a finger for enphasis. "It was
once too often, but you got away with it. | don't think you'll do that to
anyone ever again.'

"l hope you're right.' Holnmes turned to Jack Mdrton. | had this

suspect in the biscuit-tin, | gave hima smack.'

Jack nodded: Rebus had told himall about it. “I've been there nyself,
Brian,' Jack said. | nmean, it's never cone to blows, but |'ve been close.

i 've skinned ny knuckles on a few walls.

Hol mes held up ten fingers: scrapes all across them

"See,' Rebus said, "like | say, you're beating yourself up. Mental's got
a few marks, but they' |l fade.' He tapped his head. "But when the
bruises are in here ...~

"I want Nell back.'

"OfF course you do.'

"But | want to be a copper.'

“You' ve got to make both those clear to her.

“Christ.' Brian rubbed his face. "1I've tried explaining it

“You've always witten a good, clear report, Brian.

“What do you nean?'

“If the words aren't coming out right, try witing them down.
“Send her a letter?

“Call it that if you like. Just put down what it is you want to say,
maybe try expl ai ni ng why you feel that way.'

“Have you been readi ng Cosnopolitan or sonething?

"Only the problem page.'

They had a | augh at that, though it didn't really nerit one. Brian
stretched in his chair. "1 need a sleep,' he said.



"Cet an early night, wite the letter first thing tonorrow. '

“Maybe | will, aye.'

Rebus started to get to his feet. Brian watched himrise.

"Don't you want to hear about M ck H ne?

"Who he?

"Ex-con, the last nman to speak to Lenny Spaven.'

Rebus sat down agai n.

I had a job tracking himdown. Turns out he was here in town all the
time, sleeping rough.'’

" And?’
"And | had a word with him' Brian paused. "And | think you shoul d,
too. You'll get a very different picture of Lenny Spaven, believe ne.'

Rebus believed him whatever he neant. He didn't want to, but he did.

Jack was utterly opposed to the idea.

“Look, John, ny boss is going to want to talk to this guy Hi ne, right?
"Right.’

"How s it going to | ook when he finds out not just that your pa
Brian's been there first, but that you've foll owed up?

“It's going to | ook bad, but he hasn't told ne not to.'

Jack growed his frustration. They'd dropped his car back at the flat,
and were now wal ki ng down on to Melville Drive. One side of the road
was Bruntsfield Links, the other the Meadows, a flat grassy stretch

whi ch could be wonderful on a hot summer's afternoon - a place to
relax, to play football or cricket - but scary at night. The paths were

lanp-lit, but it was |like the wattage had been turned down. Sone

nights, the walk was positively Victorian. But this was sumer, the sky
still pink. There were squares of light shining fromthe Royal Infirmary
and a couple of the tall university buildings huddl ed around Ceorge
Square. Feral e students crossed the Meadows in packs, a | esson

| earned fromthe animal world. Maybe there were no predators out

there tonight, but the fear was just as real. The governnent had pl edged
to conbat "the fear of crine'. It was reported on the TV news just
before the latest Hollywod shoot-'em up

Rebus turned to Jack. “You going to grass nme up?

1 shoul d.'

“Yes, you should. But will you?

1 don't know, John.'

"Well, don't let our friendship stand in your way.'

"That helps ne a lot.'

“Look, Jack, the water I'min is so deep, |'d probably die ¢ the bends
com ng back up. So I mght just as well stay down here.'

"Ever heard of the Marianas Trench? Ancram probably has one just



like it waiting for you.'
“You're slipping.'

“What ?'

"He was Chick before, now he's "Ancrani. You better watch
yoursel f'

“You' re sober, aren't you?

"As a judge.'

“Can't be Dutch courage then, which nmeans it's plain insanity.'

"Wl cone to ny world, Jack.'

They were headed for the back of the Infirmary. There were benches
provided just this side of the perinmeter wall. Dossers, travellers, down-
and-outs ... whatever you wanted to call them ... they used these
benches as beds in the sunmer. There used to be one old guy, Frank,
Rebus saw hi mevery sumer, and at the end of every sunmer he

di sappeared like a migrating bird, only to reappear the next year. But
this year ... this year Frank hadn't appeared. The honel ess peopl e
Rebus saw were a | ot younger than Frank, his spiritual children, if not
grandchildren; only they were different - tougher and nore frightened,
wired and tired. Different gane, different rules. Edinburgh's "gentle-
men of the road' : twenty years ago you coul d have neasured themin
mere dozens. But not these days. Not these days

They woke up a coupl e of sl eepers, who denied being Mck H ne and

said they didn't know who he was, and then hit lucky with the third

bench. He was sitting upright, a pile of newspapers beside him He had
a tiny transistor radio, which he held hard to his ear.

"Are you deaf or does it just need new batteries? Rebus asked.

"Not deaf, not dumb, not blind. He said anot her copper m ght want
totalk to ne. Do you want a seat?'

Rebus sat down on the bench. Jack Morton rested agai nst the wall

behind it, like he'd rather be somewhere out of earshot. Rebus drew out
a flyer.

"Here, get sone batteries.'

M ck Hi ne took the nobney. “So you're Rebus?' He gave Rebus a |ong

| ook. H ne was early forties, balding, with a slight squint. He wore a
decent enough suit, only it had holes in both knees. Beneath the jacket
was a baggy red T-shirt. Two supermarket carrier bags sat on the
ground beside him bulging with worldly goods. "Lenny tal ked about

you. | thought you'd be different.'

"Different?

“Younger.'

"I was younger when Lenny knew ne.'

“Aye, that's true. Only filmstars get younger, have you noticed that?
The rest of us get winkled and grey.' Not that H ne was either. His



face was lightly tanned, like polished brass, and what hair he had was jet

bl ack and worn long. He had grazes on his cheeks and chin, forehead,
knuckl es. Either a stunble or a beating.

"Did you fall over, M ck?

"l get dizzy sonetinmes.'

“What does the doctor say?'

" Eh?

No doctor consulted. "You know there are hostels, you don't need to

be out here.’

“Full up. | hate queueing, so |I'malways at the back. Your concern

has been noted by M chael Edward H ne. Now, do you want to hear the
story?

“In your own tine.'

I knew Lenny in prison, we shared a cell for nmaybe four nonths. He

was the quiet type, thoughtful. | know he'd been in trouble before, and
yet he didn't fit with prison life. He taught me how to do crosswords,
sort out all the junbled letters. He was patient with nme.' Hine seened
to be drifting off, but pulled hinself back. “The nan he wrote about is
the man he was. He told ne hinself, he'd done w ckedness and never

been punished for it. But that didn't nmake it any easier on his soul
bei ng punished for a crine he didn't commt. Tinme and again he told

me, "I didn't doit, Mck, | swear to God and anybody el se who's up
there." It was an obsession with him | think if he hadn't had his
writing, he mght have done away with hinmsel f sooner.

“You don't think he was got at?

H ne thought it over before shaking his head firmy. "1 believe he took
his own life. That |last day, it was |like he'd cone to a decision, nade
peace with hinself. He was cal ner, al nbst serene. But his eyes ... he
woul dn't look at nme. It was |ike he couldn't deal with people any nore.
He tal ked, but he was conversing with hinself. | |iked himsuch a |ot.
And his witing was beauti ful

"The | ast day?' Rebus pronpted. Jack was peering through the

railings at the hospital.

"The last day,' Hine repeated. "That |ast day was the nost spiritual of
my life. | really felt touched by ... grace.'

“Lovely girl,"' Jack nuttered. Hine didn't hear him

“You know what his |ast words were?' Hine closed, his eyes,
renenbering. ~"God knows |'minnocent, Mck, but I'mso tired of

saying it over and over."

Rebus was fidgeting. He wanted to be flippant, ironic, his usual self-
but now he found he could identify all too easily with Spaven's epitaph
even perhaps - just alittle - with the man hinself. Had Lawson Geddes
really blinded hin? Rebus hardly knew Spaven at all, yet had hel ped



put himin jail for nurder, breaching rules and regulations in the
process, aiding a man who was feverish with hatred, spellbound by
revenge.

But revenge for what?

“When Vheard he'd cut his throat, it didn't surprise ne. He'd been
stroking his neck all day.' Hine |leaned forward suddenly, his voice
rising. And to his dying day he insisted you set himup! You and your
friend!'

Jack turned towards the bench, ready for trouble. But Rebus wasn't
wor ri ed.

"Look at nme and tell me you didn't!' Hine spat. "~ He was the best

friend | ever had, the kindest, gentlest man. Al gone now, all gone ...°
Hi ne held his head in his hands and wept.

O all the options open to him Rebus knew whi ch he favoured -

flight. And that's exactly the option he took, Jack working hard to keep
up with himas he fled across the grass, back towards Melville Drive.
"Wait up!' Jack called. "Hold on there!' They were hal fway across the
playing-field, inthe twilit centre of a triangle bordered by foot paths.
Jack tugged at Rebus's arm tried to slow him Rebus turned and threw

the armoff, then swng a punch. It caught Jack on the cheek, spinning
him There was shock on his face, but he was ready for the second bl ow,
bl ocked it with a forearm then threw a right of his owmn - no southpaw
Fle feinted, made Rebus think he was aimng for the head, then | anded
one hard into yielding gut. Rebus grunted, felt the pain but rode with it,
took two steps back before launching hinmself. The two nen hit the
ground in a roll, their blows |acking force, westling for supremacy.
Rebus coul d hear Jack saying his nane, over and over. He pushed him
off, and came up into a crouch. A couple of cyclists had stopped on one
of the paths and were wat ching.

“John, what the fuck are you doi ng?

Teeth bared, Rebus swung again, even nore wildly, giving his friend
plenty of tinme to dodge and | aunch a punch of his own. Rebus al npost

def ended hi nsel f, but thought better of it. Instead, he waited for the
impact. Jack hit himlow, the sort of blow that could wind a nman

wi t hout doi ng damage. Rebus doubl ed over, fell to hands and knees,

and spewed on to the ground, spitting out nostly liquid. He went on
trying to cough everything out, even when there was nothing left to
expel . And then he started crying. Crying for hinself and for Lawson
Geddes, and mamybe even for Lenny Spaven. And nost of all for Elsie
Rhind and all her sisters, all the victins he couldn't help and woul d
never ever be able to help

Jack was sitting a yard or so away, forearns resting on his knees. He
was breat hing hard and sweating, pulling off his jacket. The crying



seened to take for ever, bubbles of snot escaping from Rebus's nose,

fine lines of~saliva fromhis nmouth. Then he felt the shuddering |essen,
stop altogether. He rolled on to his back, his chest rising and falling, an
arm across his brow.

“Christ,' he said, | needed that.'

"I haven't had a fight like that since | was a teenager,' Jack said. " Feel
better?

"Much.' Rebus got a handkerchi ef out, w ped eyes and nouth, then

blew his nose. "Sorry it had to be you.'

"Rather nme than sone innocent bystander.

"That's pretty accurate.’

“I's that why you drink? To stop this happeni ng?

“Christ, Jack, | don't know. | drink because |'ve always done it. | like
it; | like the taste and the sensation, | like standing in pubs.’

“And you like sleep without dreans?

Rebus nodded. "That nost of all.’

"There are other ways, John.'

“Is this where you try to sell nme the Juice Church?

“You're a big boy, make up your own mind.' Jack got to his feet,
pul l ed Rebus to his.

"I bet we look like a couple of dossers.

"Well, you do. | don't know about ne.'

"El egant, Jack, you | ook cool and el egant.’

Jack touched a hand to Rebus's shoul der. ~OK now?'

Rebus nodded. "It's daft, but | feel better than for ages. Cone on,
let's go for a wal k.'

They turned and headed back towards the Infirmary. Jack didn't ask

where they were going. But Rebus had a destination in mnd: the
university library in George Square. It was just closing as they wal ked
in, the departing students, folders huddled to chests, giving themplenty
of roomas they wal ked up to the main desk

“Can | help you?' a man asked, |ooking themup and, down. But

Rebus was wal ki ng around the desk to where a young wonan was

bowed over a pile of books.

“Hello, Nell.'

She | ooked up, couldn't place himat first. Then the bl ood |eft her

face.

“What' s happened?’

Rebus held up a hand. "Brian's fine. Jack here and ne ... well, we
“Tripped and fell,' Jack said.

“You shouldn't drink in pubs with stairs.' Now she knew Brian was

all right, she was regai ning her conposure fast, and with it her wariness.



“What ~ do you want ?'

"A word,' Rebus said. ~Maybe outside?

“1'"ll be finished here in five mnutes.'

Rebus nodded. "We'll wait.'

They went outside. Rebus went to light a cigarette but found the
packet crushed, its contents usel ess.

“Christ, just when | could do with one.'

"Now you know how it feels to give up.'

They sat on the steps and stared at George Square Gardens and the
buil di ngs surrounding it, a mshmash of old and new.

"YQU can alnpst feel all that brain power in the air,' Jack comrented.
"Hal f the force has been to university these days.'

"And | bet they don't go sw nging punches at their friends.'
“I've said |'msorry.'

"Did Sammy ever go to uni?

"College. | think she did sonething secretarial. She works for a
charity now.'
Wi ch one?

" SVEEP. '
"Working with ex-cons?
“That's it.'

"Did she do it to have a dig at you?

Rebus had asked hinself the sane question many tines. He
shrugged.

"Fat hers and daughters, eh?

The door swung open behind them It was Nell Stapleton. She was

tall, with short dark hair and a defiant face. No earrings or jewellery.
“You can walk me to the bus stop,' she told them

“Look, Nell,' Rebus started, realising that he shoul d have thought this
t hrough, shoul d have rehearsed, "all | want to say is, |I'msorry about

you and Brian.'

“Thanks.' She was wal ki ng qui ckly. Rebus's knee hurt as he kept up.

"I know |'munlikely material as marriage guidance, but there's
sonet hi ng you have to know. Brian's a born copper. He doesn't want to

|l ose you - it's killing him- but |leaving the force would be a sl ow death
initself. He can't nmake hinself |eave, so instead he's trying to get into
trouble, so the high hiedyins will have no alternative but to boot him

out. That's no way to sort a problem'

Nel| didn't say anything for a while. They headed for Potterrow,

crossed the road at the lights. They were headed for Geyfriars, plenty
of bus stops there.

I kndw what you're saying,' she said at last. “You're saying it's a no-
Wi n situation.'’



"Not at all.'

"Please, just listen to ne.' Her eyes were glistening in the sodi um
light. "I don't want to spend the rest of ny life waiting for the phone
call, the one that tells nme there's bad news. | don't want to plan
weekends of f and holi days away only to have them cancel |l ed because
some case or court appearance takes precedence. That's asking too
much. '

“It's asking a hell of a lot,' Rebus conceded. "It's a high-wire act
wi thout the safety net. But all the sane

“What ?'

“You can nake it work. A lot of people do. Maybe you can't plan
things too far in advance, maybe there'll be cancellations and tears.
When the chances cone, you take them

"Have | wandered into a Dr Ruth show by m stake?' Rebus sighed,

and she stopped wal ki ng, took his hand. "Look, John, | know why

you're doing this. Brian's hurting, and you don't like to see it. | don't
like it either.' A distant siren wailed, down towards the H gh Street, and
Nel | shivered. Rebus sawit, |ooked into her eyes, and found hinself
noddi ng. He knew she was right; his own wife had said the sane things.

And the way Jack was standing, the look on his face, he'd been here
before, too. Nell started wal ki ng again

"He' Il leave the force, Nell. He'll make them dunp him But for the

rest of his life ... He shook his head. "It won't be the same. He won't be
t he sane.'

She nodded. "I can live with that.'

“You don't know for sure.'

"No, | don't.'

“You'll take that risk, but you won't risk himstaying put? Her face

har dened, but Rebus didn't give her tinme for a coneback. “Here's your
bus. Just think about it, Nell.'
He turned and wal ked back towards the Meadows.

They' d made up a bed for Jack in the spare room- Samy's old

bedroom conplete with Duran Duran and M chael Jackson posters.

They' d washed t hensel ves and shared a pot of tea - no al cohol, no
ciggies. Rebus lay in bed and stared at the ceiling, knew sleep woul dn't
cone for ages, and that when it did his dreans would be fierce. He got
up and tiptoed through to the living room keeping the lights off. The
roomwas cool, they'd kept the wi ndows open late, but the fresh paint
and the old scorched paint fromthe door left a nice snmell. Rebus
uncovered his chair and dragged it over to the bay w ndow. He sat

down and pulled his blanket over him felt hinself relax. There were
lights on across the way and he concentrated on them |'m a peeper, he



t hought, a voyeur. Al cops are. But he knew he was nore than that: he
liked to get involved in the lives around him He had a need to know
whi ch went beyond voyeurism It was a drug. And the thing was, when

he had all this know edge, he then had to use booze to blank it out. He
saw his reflection in the wi ndow, two-dinensional, ghostly.

"' m al nrost not here at all, he thought.

Chapter 24

Rebus woke up and knew sonet hi ng was wong. He showered and

dressed and still couldn't put a name to it. Then Jack cane

sl ouching through to the kitchen and asked if he'd slept well.

And he had. That was what was different. He'd slept very well

i ndeed, and he'd been sober.

“Any word from Ancran?' Jack asked, staring into the fridge

"No. '

"Then you're probably clear for today.'

"He nust be in training for the next bout.'

"So do we crack on with the decorating, or actually go to work?

“Let's do an hour's painting,' Rebus said. So that's what they did,
Rebus keeping half an eye on the street outside. No reporters, no Justice
Programme. ©Maybe he'd scared them of f~ maybe they were biding their
time. He hadn't heard anything about an assault charge: Breen was
probably too happy with the video footage to consider any

further action. Plenty of tine to file a conplaint after the programe
went out

After the painting, they took Jack's car to Fort Apache. Jack's initial
response did not disappoint Rebus.

"What a shit-hole.'

Inside, the station was a frenzy of packing and nobving. Vans were

al ready taking crates and boxes to the new station. The desk sergeant
had becone a shirt-sl eeved foreman, making sure the cases were |abelled
and the noving crew knew where they were to go once they reached

their destination.

“It'1l be amracle if it goes to plan,' he said. "And | notice CID aren't
giving a hand.'

Jack and Rebus gave hima round of applause: an old joke, but well

i ntentioned. Then they went to the Shed.

Macl ay and Bain were in situ.

"The prodigal son!' Bain exclainmed. “Were the hell have you been?

"Hel ping CI Ancramwith his inquiries.'
“You should have called in. MacAskill wants a word, toot-sweet.'
"l thought | told you never to call ne that.



Bain smrked. Rebus introduced Jack Mdrrton. There were nods,
handshakes, grunts: the usual procedure.

“You better go see the Boss,' Maclay said. "He's been fretting.'
“1've been nmissing him too.'

"Did you bring us back anything from Aberdeen?

Rebus searched his pockets. "~Mist have slipped ny mnd.'

"Well,' Bain said, "you were probably busy.'

"Busier than you two, but that wouldn't be hard.

"Go see the Boss,' Maclay told him

Bai n was wagging a finger. “~And you should be nice to us, otherw se
we nmight not tell you what our snitches came up with.'

“What ?' Local snitches: word out for Tony El's acconpli ce.

“After you've talked to JVIacAskill.

So Rebus went to see his boss, |eaving Jack Morton outside the door.

“John,' Jim MacAskill said, “what have you been playing at?
"Different ganes, sir.'

"So | hear, and you've not proved proficient at any of them eh?
MacAskill's office was enptying, but there was sone way to go. His
filing cabinet stood with its drawers gutted, the files thensel ves spread
across the floor.

"Nightmare,' he said, noticing Rebus's |ook. "How s your own

packi ng com ng?'

I travel light, sir.'

"l forget, you've not been with us long. Sonetinmes it seens |like for
ever.'

"I have that effect on people.'

MacAskill smled. “Question one in nmy mnd, this reopening of the
Spaven case: is it going to go anywhere?

"Not if | have ny way.'

"Well, Chick Ancramis pretty persistent ... and thorough. Don't
depend on hi m over| ooki ng sonet hing.'
“Yes, sir.'

“I've had a word with your boss at St Leonard's. He tells me this is
par for the course.'

I don't know, sir, seens like |I'm playing under a handi cap.'

"Well, anything | can do, John ...~

" Thank you, sir.'

I know the way Chick will play it: attrition. He'll sweat the arse off
you, run you in circles. He nmakes it easier for you to lie and say you're
guilty than to keep telling the truth. Watch out for that.'

"WIl do.'

“Meantinme, question one: how are you feeling?



“I'mall right, sir.'

"Well, there's not nuch happeni ng around here that we can't handl e.
So any tinme off you need, take it.'

"l appreciate that.'

" Chick's west coast, John. He shouldn't be over here.' MacAskil

shook his head, went to his drawer for a can of Irn-Bru. " Bugger,' he
sai d.

"Problem sir?

“1've gone and bought the diet stuff.' He opened it anyway. Rebus |eft
himto his packing.

Jack was right outside the door.

"Did you catch any of that?

"I wasn't listening.'

"My boss just told me | can bunk off whenever | |ike.'

“Whi ch nmeans we can finish doing up the living room'

Rebus nodded, but he was thinking of finishing sonething else
instead. He went into the Shed and stood in front of Bain's desk.
Vel ?

"Well,' Bain said, sitting back, "we did what you asked, put word out
with our snitches. And they came up with a nane.

“Hank Shankl ey,' Macl ay added.

"He's not got much of a record, but he's ganme to nmake a few quid
where he can, no scruples attached. And he gets around. Wird is, he's
had a windfall and after a couple of drinks he was boasting about his
"d asgow connection".'

"Have you tal ked to hinf

Bai n shook his head. "Bided our tine.'

"Waiting for you to turn up,' Maclay added.

“Have you been rehearsing this routine? Wiere can | find hin®'

"He's a keen swi mmer.'

“Anywhere in particular?

"The Commi e Pool .'

“Description?

"Big building at the top of Dal keith Road.'

"1 nmeant Shankl ey.'

"You can't miss him' Mclay said. "Late thirties, six feet tall and
skinny as a pole, short fair hair. Nordic |ooking.'
"The description we got,' Bain corrected, "was al bino.'

Rebus nodded. | owe you for this, gents.'
“You haven't heard who it was spilled the beans.
“\Who?'

Bai n grinned. " Renenber Craw Shand?'
"Clainmed to be Johnny Bible? Bain and Macl ay nodded. "Wy didn't



you tell me he was a snitch of yours?

Bain shrugged. "Didn't want it broadcast. But Craw s a big fan of

yours. See, he likes it rough now and then ..."

Qut si de, Jack made for the car, but Rebus had other plans. He went

into a shop and cane out with six cans of irn-Bru, not diet, then

mar ched back into the station. The desk sergeant was sweating. Rebus
handed himthe carrier bag.

“You shouldn't have,' the sergeant said.

"They're for JimMacAskill,' Rebus said. "I want at least five to reach him'
Now he was ready to go.

The Commpbnweal t h Pool, which had been built for the Conmonweal t h

Ganes in 1970, was sited at the top of Dal keith Road, at the foot of
Arthur's Seat, and just over quarter of a mle fromSt Leonard' s police
station. In the days when he swam Rebus used the Comi e Pool at
lunchtimes. You found yourself a |lane - never an enpty lane, it was |ike
easing out of a slip-road on to a notorway - and you swam pacing

yourself so you didn't catch up with the person in front, or let the
person behind gain on you. It was OK, but a bit too regi nented. The

other option was to swimbreadths in the open pooi, but then you were
inwith the kids and their parents. There was a separate pool for infants,
plus three flumes Rebus had never been down, and el sewhere in the
bui I di ng were saunas, gym and a café.

They found a space in the overflow car park and went in by the main
entrance. Rebus showed ID at the kiosk and gave a description of Shankl ey.
"He's a regular,' the woman told him

"I's he here just now?'

"l don't know. |'ve only just come on.' She turned to ask the other

worman i n the booth, who was counting coins into polythene bank-bags.

Jack Morton tapped Rebus's arm and nodded.

Beyond the ki osk there was a wi de open space, with w ndows | ooking

down on to the nmain pool. And standing there, glugging Coke fromthe
can, stood a very tall, very thin man with danp, bleached hair. He had a
roll ed-up towel under one arm Wen he turned, Rebus saw that his
eyebrows and | ashes were fair. Shankley saw two nen exam ning him

pl aced them i mredi ately. Wien Rebus and Morton started towards

him he ran.

He turned a corner into the open-plan café, but couldn't see an exit
fromthere, so kept running, ended up beside the children's play area.
This was a large netted enclosure totalling three storeys, with slides and
wal kways and ot her challenges - a toddler assault course. Rebus |iked
sometines to sit with a post-swi m coffee watching the kids playing,
wonderi ng whi ch woul d make the best sol dier.



Shankl ey was cornered and knew it. He turned to face them Rebus

and Jack were smling. The inpulse to flee was still too strong: Shankl ey
pushed past the attendant, opened the door to the play area, ducked and
went in. Two huge padded rollers stood directly in front of him like a
giant nmangle. He was thin enough to squeeze between them

Jack Morton | aughed. "Were's he going to go fromthere?

"l don't know.'

“Let's grab a cup of tea and wait for himto get fed up.'

Rebus shook his head. He'd heard a noise fromthe top storey.

"There's a kid in there.' He turned to the attendant. “Isn't there?

She nodded. Rebus turned to Jack. " Possible hostage. |I'mgoing in.

Stay out here, tell ne where Shankley is.'

Rebus took off his jacket and went in.

The rollers were the first obstacle. He was too big to squeeze

t hrough, but managed to push his way through the gap between them

and the side netting. He renenbered his SAS training: assault courses
you woul dn't believe. Kept going. A pool of coloured plastic balls to
wade through, and then a tube curving upwards, leading to the first
floor. A slide nearby - he clinmbed that. Through the netting he could
see jack, pointing up and towards the far corner. Rebus stayed in a
crouch, |ooked around. Punch-bags, a net across a yawni ng gap, a
cylinder to crawl through ... nore slides and clinbing-ropes. There: far
corner, wondering what to do next. Hank Shankley. People in the café
were watching, no longer interested in swimrming. One floor further up
was the kid. Rebus had to get there before Shankley; either that or grab
Shankl ey first. Shankley didn't know anyone was in here with him Jack
was shouting up, distracting him

"Hey, Hank, we can wait here all day! Al night too if we have to!

Cone on out, we only want a chat! Hank, you look ridiculous in there
Maybe we' ||l just padlock it shut and keep you for an exhibit.

“Shut up!' Flecks of foam from Shankl ey's nouth. Skinny, gaunt

Rebus knew it was crazy to worry about H'V, but found hinself

worryi ng anyway. Edi nburgh was still HV city. He was about fifteen

feet from Shankl ey when he heard a swooshi ng sound coning towards
himfast. He was passing the exit to one of the tubes when a pair of feet
hit him toppling himon to his side. A boy about eight years old stared
at him

“You're too big for in here, mster.

Rebus got up, saw Shankl ey comng for them and started draggi ng

the kid by the scruff of his neck. He backed up to the slide, then
dropped the boy down it. He was turning to confront Shankl ey when
another foot hit him- the albino' s. He bounced off the nmesh wall and
tunmbl ed down the padded slide. The boy was nmaking his way to the



entrance, where the attendant gestured for himto hurry. Shankley slid
down, both fists out, and cl ubbed Rebus on the neck. He was sprinting
for the kid, but the boy was already through the rollers. Rebus dived at
Shankl ey, brought himdown into the plastic balls, caught himwith a
decent punch. Shankley's arnms were tired from sw mm ng; he

punmel | ed Rebus's sides, but it was like being hit by a rag doll. Rebus
grabbed a ball, stuffed it into Shankley's nouth, where it wedged, the
lips taut and bl oodl ess. Then he hit Shankley in the groin, tw ce, and
that just about did it.

Jack canme to help himdrag the unresisting figure out. “You all right?
he asked.

"The kid hurt me nmore than he did.'

The boy's nother was huggi ng her son, checking he was all right.

She gave Rebus a dirty | ook. The boy was conplaining he still had ten
mnutes left. The attendant came after Rebus.

"Excuse ne,' she said, “could | have our ball back?

St Leonard's being so close, they took Shankley there, asked for and
were given an enpty biscuit-tin, only recently vacated by the snmell of it.
"Sit there,' Rebus told Shankley. Then he took Jack outside, spoke in
an undertone.

"To fill you in, Tony El killed Allan Mtchison - | still don't know
why exactly. Tony had local help.' He tilted his head towards the door.
I want to know what Hank knows.'

Jack nodded. "Do | stay dunmb, or is there a part for nme?

“You' re the good guy, Jack.' Rebus patted his shoul der. Al ways have been.
They went back into the roomas a team like in the old days.

"Well, M Shankley,' Rebus opened, "so far we've got resisting arrest
and assaulting a police officer. Plenty of witnesses, too.'

"1 haven't done nothing.'

" Doubl e negative.'

" Eh?'

“I'f you haven't done nothing, you nust have done sonething.'

Shankl ey just | ooked glum Rebus had hi m pegged already: Bain's "no
scrupl es attached' had given himthe clue. Shankley lived to no code
what soever, except perhaps "Look after nunmber one'. He didn't give a
toss for anything or anyone. There was no intelligence other than a root
instinct to survive. Rebus knew he could play on that.

“You don't owe Tony El anything, Hank. Wo do you think grassed you up?
“Tony who?'

“Anthony Ellis Kane. d asgow hardnan rel ocated to Aberdeen. He

was down here to do a job. He needed an associ ate. Sonehow he ended

up with you.'



“Not your fault,' Jack chipped in, hands in pockets, “you're an
accessory. We're not doing you for murder.'

" Murder ?

“That young guy Tony El was after,' Rebus explained. "You scouted

out sonewhere to take him That was about the sum of your part,

wasn't it? The rest was down to Tony.'

Shankl ey bit his top Iip, showing a bottomrow of narrow uneven
teeth. His eyes were pale blue with dark flecks in them his pupils
contracted to pencil dots.

"OF course,' Rebus said, "there's another way we can play it. W could
say you tossed himout that w ndow. '

I don't know nothing.'

“Don't know anything,' Rebus rem nded him Shankley fol ded his

arnms, spread his long | egs.

I want a |l awyer.'

"Been watching the Kojak repeats, Hank?' Jack asked. He | ooked to
Rebus, who nodded: no nore M N ce CGuy.

“I'"'mbored with this, Hank. Know what? W're going to take you for
fingerprinting now You left prints all over that squat. You even |eft
behind the carry-out. Prints all over it. You renenber touching the
bottl es? The cans? The bag they were in?' Shankley was trying hard to

remenmber. Rebus's voice grew quieter. “W've got you, Hank. You're

fucked. 1'lIl give you ten seconds to start talking, and that's it - prom se.
Don't think you can talk to us later, we won't be |listening. The judge
will have his hearing-aid switched off. You'll be on your own. Know

why?' He waited till he had Shankley's attention. "~Because Tony El

croaked. Soneone sliced himopen in a bathtub. Could be you next.'

Rebus nodded. " You need friends, Hank.'

“Listen ... The Tony El story had woken Shankley up. He sat

forward in his chair. "Look, I'm... | )

"Take your tinme, Hank.'

Jack asked himif he wanted sonmething to drink. Shankl ey nodded.

"Cola or sonething.'

"Fetch me one, too, Jack,' Rebus said. Jack went down the hall to the
machi ne. Rebus bided his time, pacing the room giving Shankley tine

to deci de how nuch he was going to tell and with how nuch gl oss. Jack
cane back, tossed one can at Shankl ey, handed the other to Rebus, who
pulled it open and drank. It wasn't a real drink. It was cold and way too
sweet, and the only kick it would give himwas from caffeine rather than
al cohol. He saw Jack watching him screwed up his face in reply. He
wanted a cigarette, too. Jack read the | ook, shrugged.

"Now then,' Rebus said. "Do you have a story for us, Hank?

Shankl ey burped, nodded. “It's like you said. He told nme he was here



to do a job. Said he had d asgow connections.'

"What did he nean by that?

Shankl ey shrugged. "~ Never asked.'

"Did he nention Aberdeen at all?

Shankl ey shook his head. "d asgow was what he said."'

" Conti nue.'

"He offered ne fifty notes to find hima place where he could take
someone. | asked himwhat he was going to do, and he said ask a few
questions, maybe give thema doing. That was all. W waited outside

this block of flats, quite posh.'

"The Financial District?

Anot her shrug. "Between Lothian Road and Haymarket.' That was it.

“Saw this young guy conme out, and we followed him For a while, we

just watched, then Tony said it was time to strike up his acquai ntance.'
" And?’

"Well, we got chatting to him like. | got to enjoying nyself, forgot
what was happeni ng. Tony | ooked like he'd forgotten, too. | thought
maybe he was going to call it off. Then we went outside for a taxi, and

when the young guy couldn't see us, he gave ne a look, and | knew it

was still on. But | swear, | only thought the kid was for a kicking.'
"Not so.'

"No.' Shankl ey's voice dropped. "Tony had a bag with him Wen we

got to the flat, he brought out tape and stuff. Tied the kid to the chair.
He had a plastic sheet, put a bag over the kid's head.' Shankley's voice
cracked. He cleared his throat, took another swallow of cola. “Then he
started taking stuff out of the bag, tools, you know, like a joiner would
use. Saws and screwdrivers and that.'

Rebus | ooked to Jack Morton.

"And that's when | realised the plastic sheet was to catch the bl ood

the kid wasn't just getting a kicking.'

“Tony planned to torture hin?

"l suppose so. | don't know ... nmaybe |'d've tried to stop him |'ve
never done anything like that before. | nean, |'ve doled it out in ny
time, but never

The next question used to be the one that counted; Rebus wasn't so

sure any nore. "Did Allan Mtchison junp, or what?'

Shankl ey nodded. “We had our backs turned. Tony was taking the

tools out, and | was just staring at them The kid had a bag over his
head, but | think he saw them He got between us and went out the

wi ndow. Miust've been scared to death.'’

Looki ng at Shankl ey, and renenbering Ant hony Kane, Rebus

sensed agai n how bl and nonstrosity could be. Faces and voices didn't
give any clue; no one sported horns and fangs, dripping blood and al



sl ouchi ng mal evol ence. Evil was alnost ... it was alnost child-1like

nai ve, sinplistic. A gane you played and then woke up from only to
find it wasn't pretend. The real-life nonsters weren't grotesques: they
were qui et men and wonen, people you passed on the street and didn't
notice. Rebus was glad he couldn't read people's mnds. It would be
pure hell.

"What did you do?' he asked.

"Packed up and shipped out. W went back to ny place first, had a

couple of drinks. | was shaking. Tony kept saying it was a ness, but he
didn't seemworried. W realised we'd left the hooch - couldn't
remenber if our dabs were on it. | thought they were. That's when

Tony took off. He left me ny share, I'll give himthat.'

"How far do you live fromthe flat, Hank?

“About two minutes' walk. I'mnot there nuch; the kids call ne

nanes. '

Life can be cruel, Rebus thought. Two mi nutes: when he'd arrived at

the scene, Tony El m ght have been only two mnutes away. But they'd
ended up neeting in Stonehaven

"Didn't Tony give you any idea wily he was after Allan Mtchison?
Shankl ey shook his head. "“And when did he first approach you?

" Coupl e of days before.'

Therefore preneditated. Well, of course it was preneditated, but

nmore than that it meant Tony El had been in Edi nburgh, preparing the
scherme, while Allan Mtchison had still been in Aberdeen. The night of
his death had been his first day of |eave. So Tony El hadn't followed
hi m south from Aberdeen ... yet he knew what Allan Mtchison | ooked

i ke, knew where he lived - there was a tel ephone in the flat, but
unl i st ed.

Al'lan Mtchison had been set up by sonmeone who'd known him

It was Jack Morton's turn. “Hank, think carefully now, didn't Tony
say anythi ng about the job, about who was payi ng hin®'

Shankl ey thought, then nodded slowy. He | ooked pleased with

hi nsel f: he'd renmenbered sonet hing.

"M H.,' he said. “Tony said sonmething about M H He clanmmed up
afterwards, |ike he hadn't nmeant to.' Shankley al nbst danced in his seat.
He wanted Rebus and Mdrton to like him Their smles told himthey
did. But Rebus was thinking furiously; the only M H he canme up with
was Jake Harley. It didn't fit.

"Good man,' Jack cajoled. "Now think again, tell us sonething else.'
But Rebus had a question. "Did you see Tony El jacking up?

"No, but | knew he was doing it. Wien we were foll owi ng the kid,

first bar we went in, Tony went to the bog. He canme out, and | knew he
was on sonething. Living where | do, it gets so you can tell.



Tony El a shooter. It didn't nean he wasn't killed. Al it neant was,
maybe he'd nade Stanley's job easier. Tony El sky-high easier to
murder than Tony El with defences up. Drugs to Aberdeen ... Burke's
Club a magnet for them ... Tony El using - and selling? He w shed

he' d asked Eri k Stemmons about Tony EI.

I need the toilet,' Shankley said.

"We'll get auniformto take you. Stay here.' Rebus and Morton |eft
the room

“Jack, | want you to trust ne.'

" How far?'

"I want you to stay here and take Shankl ey's statenent.'’
"While you do what?'

"Take soneone to lunch.' Rebus checked his watch. “1'Il be back here
by three.'

“Look, John ...~

“Call it parole. | go to lunch, |I conme back. Two hours.' Rebus held up

two fingers. “~Two hours, Jack.'
“Whi ch restaurant?

“What ?'

“Tell nme where you're going. |'Il phone every quarter of an hour, you
better be there.' Rebus | ooked disgusted. "And | want to know who your
guest is.'

“It's a woman. '

" Nanme?'

Rebus sighed. "|'ve heard of driving a hard bargain, but you' ve got
your HGV.'

“Nane?' Jack was smling.

"Gl Tenpler. Chief Inspector GIIl Tenpler. OK?
"OK. Now the restaurant.'

I don't know. I'Il tell you when | get there.'
“Phone ne. If you don't, Chick gets to know, OK?'
“It's back to "Chick", is it?

"He gets to know.'

Al right, I'Il phone.'

"Wth the restaurant's nunber?

"Wth the nunber. Know what, Jack? You've put ne right off eating.'
"Order plenty and bring nme a doggie bag.'

Rebus went in search of GIIl, found her in her office. She told himshe'd
al ready eaten.

"So cone and watch ne.'

“An offer | can't refuse.'

There was an Italian restaurant on Clerk Street. Rebus ordered a



pi zza: he could take anything he couldn't eat back to Jack. Then he
phoned St Leonard's and left the pizzeria's nunber, told themto pass it
on.

"So,' G Il said when he was seated again, "been busy?

"Plenty busy. | went to Aberdeen.'’

“What for?

"That phone nunber on Feardie Fergie's pad. Plus a few other
t hi ngs.'

“What ot her things?

"Not necessarily connected.'

"Tell nme, did the trip pass without incident? She picked up a piece of
the garlic bread which had just arrived.

"Not exactly.'

“You surprise ne.'

"They say it keeps a relationship on its toes.'

GIl took a bite of bread. "So what did you find out?

"Burke's Club is dirty. It's also where Johnny Bible's first victimwas
| ast seen alive. The place is run by two Yanks; | only spoke with one of
them | think probably his partner's the grubbier of the two.'

" And?’

"And, also in Burke's | saw a couple of nenbers of a d aswegi an

crime famly. You know Uncle Joe Toal ?

“1've heard of him'

I think he's delivering dope to Aberdeen. Fromthere, |'d guess sone
of it goes to the rigs - a captive market; a lot of boredomon arig.'
“You' d know, of course?' she joked. Then she saw the | ook on his
face, and her eyes narrowed. "~You went on a rig?

“Most terrifying experience of ny life, but cathartic with it.'
“Cathartic?

"An old girlfriend used to use words |ike that; they rub off on you
after a while. The club's owner, Erik Stemmons, denied know ng Fergie
McLure. | al nost believe him'

“Which puts his partner in the frame?'

"To nmy mind.'

"And that's as far as it's got - your mnd? | nean, there's no

evi dence?'

"Not a shred.'

H s pizza arrived. Chorizo, mushroom and anchovy. G1ll had to | ook

away. The pizza was pre-cut into six fat slices. Rebus |lifted one on to his
pl at e.

I don't know how you can face that.'

"Me neither,' said Rebus, sniffing the surface. "But it'll nmake a hell of

a doggi e bag.'



There was a cigarette machine. If he |l ooked over GIll's right shoul der

he could see it there on the wall. Five brands, any of which would
suffice. There was a book of matches waiting in the ashtray. He'd
ordered a glass of house white, GII spring water. The wine - “delicately

bouqueted' as the nenu put it - arrived, and he gave it the nose test
before sipping. It was chilled and sour

"How s the bouquet?' GII| asked

"Any nore delicate and it'd need Prozac.' The drinks card was in

front of him standing erect inits little holder, listing aperitifs and
cocktails and digestifs, plus wines, beers, lagers, spirits. It was the nost

readi ng Rebus had done in a couple of days. As soon as he'd finished, he
read it again. He wanted to shake the author's hand.

One segnent of pizza was enough.

"Not hungry?' G 1 asked.

“I"'mdieting.'

“You?'

"I want to be fit for ny wal ks al ong the beach.'

She wasn't following him shook her head clear of seem ng non-

sequi turs.
"The thing is, GIll," he said after another sip of wine, "I think you
were on to sonmething big. And | think it can be salvaged. | just want to

be sure it's your collar.'
She | ooked at him ~Wy?'
"Because of all the Christmas presents |'ve never given you. Because

you deserve it. Because it'll be your first.
It doesn't count if you' ve done all the work.'
“It'1l count all right, all I'mdoing is reconnai ssance.'

“You nean you're not finished?

Rebus shook his head, asked the waiter to put the rest of the pizza in

a box. He lifted the last piece of garlic bread.

“I"'mnot nearly finished,' he told her. "But | might need your help.’
"Ch-oh. Here it cones.'

Rebus spoke quickly. "Chick Ancramis got nme set up for a series of
grillings. I've already had one, and between ourselves he didn't cook me
nmore than nmediumrare. But they take up tinme, and | mght want to

head north again.'

“John ...~

Al | need you to do ... might need you to do, is tel ephone Ancram
sone day and tell himI|'mworking for you on sonething urgent, so

we'll have to reschedule the interview Just charmthe socks off himand
give me sone tine. That's all | need. I'll try to keep you out of it if
can.'

"So, to recap, all you need is for me tolie to a fellow officer who is



carrying out an internal investigation? And neantine, |acking any
physi cal or verbal evidence, you'll be solving the drug-running case?
"Nicely sunmarised. | can see why you're the Cl instead of me.' He
shot to his feet, ran to the payphone. He'd heard it ringing before
anyone in the restaurant. It was Jack, checking on him He rem nded
Rebus about the doggi e bag.

"Being brought to the table as | speak.'

When he got to the table, GII was checking the bill.

"This is on ne,' Rebus said.

"At least let me leave the tip. | ate nost of the bread. And besides, ny
wat er cost nore than your wi ne.

“You got the better deal. What's it to be, GI1?

She nodded. “I'Il tell himanything you like.'
Chapter 25
Jack still had the power to surprise his old friend: wolfed the pizza.

H's only coment: "“You didn't eat much.'

"Bit bland for ne, Jack.'

Rebus was itching now. for a cigarette and Aberdeen both. There was
sonmething up there he wanted; he just didn't know quite what it was.
The truth nmaybe.

He shoul d have been itching for a drink too, but the wi ne had put
himoff. It slopped in his stomach, liquid heartburn. He sat at a desk
and read through Shankley's statenent. The big man was in a cel
downstairs. Jack had worked fast; Rebus couldn't see anything ni ssing.
"So,' he said, "I'mback fromparole. How did | do?

“Let's not nmake it a regular date, my heart couldn't take it.

Rebus snil ed, picked up a phone. He wanted to check his nachi ne at
hone, see if Ancram had plans for him He did: nine tonorrow

nor ni ng. There was anot her nessage. It was from Kayl ei gh Burgess.

She needed to talk with him

“1'm seei ng someone in Mrningside at three, so how about four at

that big hotel in Bruntsfleld? W can have afternoon tea.' She said it was
i mportant. Rebus decided to go out there and wait. He'd have preferred
to | eave Jack behind

“Know what, Jack? You're severely cranping ny style.

"How do you nean?'

"Wth wonen. There's one | want to see, but | bet you're going to tag
al ong, aren't you?

Jack shrugged. "I'Il wait outside the door if you like.'

“It'll be a confort to know you're there.'

"It could be worse,' stuffing his face with the last of the pizza, "just



t hi nk, how do Sianese twins arrange their love |ives?
"Sone questions are best |eft unanswered,' Rebus said.
He thought: Good question though.

It was a nice hotel, quietly upnarket. Rebus worked out a possible

di al ogue in his head. Ancram knew about the clippings in his kitchen,
and Kayl ei gh was the only possible source. He'd been furious at the
time, less angry now. It was her job after all: information, and using that
information to elicit other information. It still rankled. Then there was
t he Spaven- M Lure connection: Ancram had picked up on it; Kayl eigh
knew about it. And finally, above all, there was the break-in.

They waited for her in the | ounge. Jack flicked through Scottish Field
and kept reading out descriptions of estates for sale: “seven thousand
acres in Caithness, with hunting | odge, stabling, and working farm . He
| ooked up at Rebus.

"Sonme country this, eh? Where else could you lay your hands on

seven t housand acres at knockdown prices?

"There's a theatre group called 7:84 - know what it neans?

“What ?'

“Seven per cent of the population controls eighty-four percent of the
weal th.'

"Are we in the seven?

Rebus snorted. ~Not even cl ose, Jack.'

"I wouldn't mind a taste of the high life, though.'

At what cost?

" Eh?
“What woul d you be willing to trade?
"No, | mean like winning the lottery or something.'

“So you woul dn't take back-handers to drop a charge?

Jack's eyes narrowed. “What are you getting at?

“Come on, Jack. | was in dasgow, renmenber? | saw good suits and
jewel lery, | saw sonething approaching the snug.'

"They just like to dress nice, nmakes them feel inportant.'’

“Uncl e Joe's not doling out freebies?

"I wouldn't know if he was.' Jack lifted the magazine to shield his
face: matter closed. And then Kayl ei gh Burgess wal ked in through the
door.

She saw Rebus i medi ately, and a blush started creeping up her

neck. By the time she'd wal ked over to where he was rising fromhis
chair, it had clinbed as far as her cheeks.

"I nspector, you got ny nessage.' Rebus nodded, eyes unbli nking.
"Wel |, thanks for coming.' She turned to Jack Mborton.

"Dl Morton,' Jack said, shaking her hand.

"Do you want sone tea?



Rebus shook his head, gestured towards the free chair. She sat down.

"So?' he said, determined to nmake nothing easy for her, not ever

agai n.

She sat with her shoul der-bag in her lap, twisting the strap. " Look,"
she said, | owe you an apology.' She glanced up at him then away, took
a deep breath. "I didn't tell ClI Ancram about those cuttings. O about
Fergus McLure know ng Spaven, cone to that.'

"But you know he knows?

She nodded. "Eanmonn told him'

“And who told Eanpbnn?'

I did. | didn't know what to nmake of it ... | wanted to bounce it off
someone. W're a team so | told Eanonn. | nade himpronise it'd go
no further.'

"But it did.'

She nodded. "He was straight on the phone to Ancram See, Eanobnn

he's got a thing about police brass. If we're investigating soneone at
| nspector |evel, Eanpbnn always wants to go over their heads, talk to
their superiors, see what gets stirred up. Besides, you haven't exactly
made a favourable inpression with ny presenter.'

"It was an accident,' Rebus said. | tripped.'

“If that's your story.'

“What does the footage say?

She thought about it. ~We were shooting from behi nd Eanonn.

Mostly, what we've got is his back.'

“I'"moff the hook then?

I didn't say that. Just stick to your story.'

Rebus nodded, getting her drift. ~Thanks. But why did Breen go to
Ancran®? Wy not mny boss?'

" Because Eanmonn knew Ancramwas to |lead the inquiry.

“And how did he know t hat ?'

"The grapevine.'

A grapevine with few grapes attached. He saw Ji m Stevens agai n,
staring up at the window of his flat ... Stirring it

Rebus sighed. "One last thing. Do you know anyt hi ng about a break-
inat ny flat?

Her eyebrows rose. “Should | ?'

"Renenber the Bible John stuff in the cupboard? Soneone took a

crowbar to ny front door, and all they wanted was to rifle through it.'
She was shaki ng her head. “Not us.'

" No?'

" Housebr eaki ng? We're journalists, for Christ's sake.

Rebus had his hands up in a gesture of appeasenent, but he wanted



to push it alittle further. “~Any chance Breen would go out on a |inb?
Now she | aughed. “Not even for a story the size of Watergate.

Eanonn fronts the programe, he doesn't do any digging.'

“You and your researchers do?

“Yes, and neither of them seens the crowbar type. Does that |eave ne

in the frame?

As she crossed one | eg over the other, Jack studied them His eyes

had been running all over her like a kid's over a Scalextric set.
“Consider the matter closed,' Rebus said.

"But it's true? Your flat was broken into?

“Matter closed,' he repeated.

She al nost pouted. "How s the inquiry going anyway?' She held up a
hand. "1'mnot snooping, call it personal interest.

" Depends which inquiry you nean,' Rebus said.

"The Spaven case.'

“Ch, that.' Rebus sniffed, considering his response. "Wll, C Ancram
is the trusting sort. He has real faith in his officers. If you plead
innocent, he'll take it at face value. It's a confort to have superiors |like
that. For instance, he trusts nme so nuch he's got a mnder on nme like a
linpet on a rock.' He nodded towards Jack. " Inspector Mdrton here is
supposed to not let ne out of his sight. He even sleeps at ny flat.' He
hel d Kayl ei gh's gaze. "How s that sound?

She could hardly formthe words. "It's scandal ous."

Rebus shrugged, but she was reaching into her bag, bringing out

not ebook and pen. Jack gl owered at Rebus, who wi nked back. Kayl ei gh

had to flick through a ot of pages to find a fresh sheet.

"When did this start?' she said.

"Let's see ...  Rebus pretended to be thinking. "~Sunday afternoon, |
think. After 1'd been interrogated in Aberdeen and dragged back here.
She | ooked up. " Interrogated?

“John . . .7 Jack Morton warned.

"Didn't you know?' Rebus's eyes widened. "|I'ma suspect in the

Johnny Bi bl e case.'

On the drive back to the flat, Jack was furious.

“What did you think you were up to?

" Keeping her m nd off Spaven.'

I don't get it.'

"She's trying to make a progranmme about Spaven, Jack. She's not

doi ng one on policenmen being nasty to other policenen, and she's not
doi ng one on Johnny Bible.'

* So0?'

"So now her head's swiming with everything | told her - and not a



jot of it has to do with Spaven. It'll keep her ... what's the word?

" Preoccupi ed?

" Good enough.' Rebus nodded, |ooked at his watch. Five-twenty.

“Shit,' he said. "~Those pictures!’

Traffic was at a crawl as they detoured into the centre of town. Rush-
hour Edi nburgh was a ni ghtmare these days. Red |lights and chuggi ng
exhausts, frayed nerves and drumm ng fingers. By the tine they

reached the shop it had closed for the night. Rebus checked the opening
hours: nine tonmorrow. He coul d pick up the photos on his way to Fettes
and only be a little late for Ancram Ancram the very thought of the
man was |i ke voltage passing through him

“Let's go hone,' he told Jack. Then he renenbered the traffic. " No,
second thoughts: we'll stop off at the Ox.' Jack smiled. "Did you think
you' d cured ne?'" Rebus shook his head. | sonetines cone off for a
coupl e of days at a stretch, it's no big thing.'

"It could be though.'

" Anot her sernon, Jack?

Jack shook his head. “~Wat about the ciggies?

"Il buy a packet fromthe machine.’

He stood at the bar, resting one shoe on the foot-rail, one el bow on the
polished wood. In front of himsat four objects: a packet of cigarettes
wi th seal unbroken; a box of Scottish Bluebell matches; a thirty-five
mllilitre measure of Teacher's whisky; and a pint of Bel haven Best. He
was staring at themwi th the concentration of a psychic willing themto
nove.

"Three mnutes dead,' a regular comrented from along the bar, like

he'd been tim ng Rebus's resistance. A profound question was running

t hrough Rebus's nind: did he want them or did they want hinf? He
wonder ed how David Hune woul d have got on with that. He picked

the beer up. No wonder you called it “heavy': that's just what it was. He
sniffed it. It didn't snmell too enticing; he knew it would taste OK but
other things tasted better. The arona of the whisky was fine though -
snmoky, filling nostrils and lungs. It would sear his nouth, burn going
down, and nelt through him the effect lasting not |ong.

And the nicotine? He knew hinself that when he took a few days off

the ciggies, he could sense how bad they nmade you smell - your skin

clothes, hair. Disgusting habit really: if you didn't give yourself cancer,
chances were you were giving it to sone poor bastard whose only

m sfortune was in getting too close to you. Harry the barnman was

waiting for Rebus to act. The whol e bar was. They knew sonet hi ng was
happening; it was witten on Rebus's face - there was al nbost pain there.
Jack stood beside him holding his breath.



“Harry,' Rebus said, "take those away.' Harry lifted the two drinks,
shaki ng hi s head.

"I wish we could get a picture of this,' he said.

Rebus slid the cigarettes along the bar towards the snoker. "“Here,
take them And don't leave themlying too close to nme, | night change
my mnd.’

The snoker lifted the packet, anazed. "~ Payback for the singles you' ve
nicked off ne in the past.'

"Wth interest,' Rebus said, watching Harry pour the beer down the

si nk.

"Does it go straight back into the barrel, Harry?'

"So, do you want anything else, or did you just cone in for a seat?
"Coke and crisps.' He turned to Jack. "I'mallowed crisps, right?
Jack was resting a hand on his back, patting himsoftly. And he was
smling

They stopped in at a shop on the way to the flat, cane out again with

t he maki ngs of a neal.

“Can you renenber the last tinme you cooked?' Jack asked

“I'"mnot that cack-handed.' The answer to the question was "no'.

Jack, it turned out, enjoyed cooking, but he found Rebus's kitchen

| acking the finer tools of his craft. No | emon zester, no garlic crusher.
"G ve the garlic here,' Rebus offered, "I'Il stanp on it.

"l used to be lazy,' Jack said. “Wen Audrey left, | tried cooking

bacon in the toaster. But cooking's a doddl e once you get your head round it."'
"What's it going to be anyway?

“Lowfat spagbog, with salad if you'll get your arse in gear.

Rebus got his arse in gear, but found he had to nip out to the deli for

t he maki ngs of the dressing. He didn't bother with a jacket: it was nild out.
“Sure you can trust ne?' he said.

Jack tasted the sauce, nodded. So Rebus went out on his own, and

t hought about not goi ng back. There was a pub on the next corner, its
doors open. But of course he was going back: he hadn't eaten yet. The

way Jack slept, if Rebus ever wanted to high-tail it that woul d be the tine.
They set the table in the living room- the first tinme it had been used
for a meal since Rebus's wife had left. Could that be true? Rebus

paused, a fork and spoon in his hand. Yes, it was true. Hs flat, his
refuge, suddenly seened enptier than ever.

Maudl i n agai n: anot her reason he drank.

They shared a bottle of Highland spring water, chinked gl asses.

“Shane it's not fresh pasta,' Jack said.

“It'sfreshfood,' Rebusreplied, fillinghisnouth. "Rare enoughinthisflat.'
They ate the salad afterwards - French-style, Jack said. Rebus was



reachi ng for seconds when the phone rang. He picked it up.

“John Rebus.'

"Rebus, it's Cl Grogan here.

"Cl Grogan,' Rebus |ooked to Jack, "what can | do for you, sir? Jack
came to the phone to listen.

"We've run prelimnary tests on your shoes and cl ot hing. Thought
you'd like to know you're in the clear.'

"Was there ever any doubt?'

“You're a copper, Rebus, you know there are procedures.’

"OfF course, sir. | appreciate you phoning.'

"Sonmething else. | had a word with M Fletcher.' Hayden Fl et cher

PR at T-Bird. "He admitted knowing the latest victim Gave us a
detail ed breakdown of his nmovenments the night she was killed. He even
of fered bl ood for DNA analysis if we thought it would help.'

"He sounds cocky.'

“That just about sums himup. | took an instant dislike to the man,
something | don't often do.'

"Not even with me?' Rebus smled at Jack. Jack mout hed the words
"Go easy'

"Not even with you,' G ogan said.

"So that's two suspects elimnated. Doesn't get you rmuch further,
does it?

"No.' Grogan sighed. Rebus could inmagine himw ping tired eyes.
“What about Eve and Stanley, sir? Did you heed nmy advice?

I did. Mndful of your mstrust of DS Lunmsden - an excel | ent
officer, by the way - | set two nen on it off nmy own bat, reporting
directly to ne.'

“Thank you, sir.'

Grogan coughed. "They were staying in a hotel near the airport.

Fi ve-star, usually an oil company hang-out. Driving a BMN' The one
fromUncle Joe's cul -de-sac no doubt. “|'ve a description of the car and
Iicence details.'

"Not needed, sir.'

"Well, nmy men followed themto a couple of nightclubs.'

“During business hours?

“Daylight hours, Inspector. They went in carrying nothing, and cane

out the sane way. However, they also paid visits to several banks in the
city centre. One of nmy nmen got close enough in one bank to see that

they were naking a cash deposit.

“In a bank?' Rebus frowned. Was Uncle Joe the type to trust to

banks? Wuld he let strangers get within a nile of his ill-gained assets?
“That's about it, Inspector. They ate a few neals together, went for a
drive down to the docks, then left town.



" They' ve gone?'

“Left tonight. My nmen followed themas far as Banchory. |'d say they
were headed for Perth.' And after that, dasgow. "The hotel confirns

t hey' ve checked out.'

"Did you ask the hotel if they're regulars?

"W did and they are. They started using it about six nonths ago.

" How many roons?'

"They al ways book two.' There was a snmle in Grogan's voice. " But

the story is, the maids only ever had to clean one of them Seens they
were sharing one room and | eaving the other untouched."'

Bi ngo, Rebus thought. Housey-housey and fucking clickety-cli ck.
“Thanks, sir.'

"Does this help you in sonething?

"It might help alot, I'lIl be in touch. Ch, sonething | neant to ask ...~
“Yes?

“Hayden Fl etcher: did he say how he cane to know the victin®

" A business acquai ntance. She organi sed the stand for T-Bird O at
the North Sea Convention.'

“I's that what "corporate presentations" neans?'

“Apparently. Ms Hol den designed a | ot of the stands, then her

conpany did the actual construction and setting-up. Fletcher net her as
part of that process.'

"Sir, | appreciate all of this.'

“Inspector ... if you're coming north again any time, call to let ne
know, understood?'

Rebus understood that it wasn't an invitation to afternoon tea.

“Yes, sir,' he said, "good night.'

He put the phone down. Aberdeen beckoned, and he was damed if

he' d gi ve anyone prior notice. But Aberdeen could wait another day.
Vanessa Hol den connected to the oil industry

“What is it, John?

Rebus | ooked up at his friend. "It's Johnny Bible, Jack. | just got a
strange feeling about him'

“What ?'

"That he's an oilman ...°

They tidied everything away and washed up, then nade nugs of coffee
and decided to go back to the decorating. Jack wanted to know nore
about Johnny Bi bl e, and about Eve and Stanl ey, but Rebus didn't know

where to start. His head felt clogged. He kept filling it with new
i nformation, and nothing drai ned away. Johnny Bible's first victimhad
been a geol ogy student at a university with close ties to the oil industry.

Now his fourth victimmade stands for conventions, and working in



Aber deen, he could guess who her best clients had been. If there was a
connection between victins one and four, was there sonething he was

m ssing, sonething linking two and three? A prostitute and a barmaid,
one in Edi nburgh, the other G asgow

When the tel ephone rang, he put down his sandpaper - the door was

| ooki ng good - and picked it up. Jack was using a | adder to reach the
corni ces.

“Hel | 0?'

“John? It's Maine.'

“I've been trying to reach you.'

“Sorry, another assignment - a paying one.'

"Did you find out anything about Major Weir?

“A fair bit. How was Aberdeen?

"Bracing.'

“It'll do that to you. These notes ... probably too much to read over

t he phone."

"So let's meet.’

“Whi ch pub?

"Not a pub.'

“There nmust be sonething wong with the line. Did you just say "not a pub"?
" How about Duddi ngston Vill age? That's about hal fway. 1'Il park by the | och.'
“When?'

“Hal f an hour?'

“Hal f an hour it is.'

"We'll never get this roomfinished,' Jack said, stepping down off the
| adder. He had traces of white paint in his hair.

"Grey suits you,' Rebus told him

Jack rubbed at his head. "Is it another woman?' Rebus nodded. ° How

do you manage to keep them apart?

"The flat has a lot of doors.'

Mai ne was waiti ng when they got there. Jack hadn't been around
Arthur's Seat in years, so they took the scenic route; not that there was
much to see at night. The huge hunp of a hill, looking like nothing so
much as - even kids could see it - a crouched el ephant, was a great

pl ace to blow off the cobwebs - and anything el se you m ght have on
you. At night, though, it was poorly lit and a |long way from anywhere.
Edi nburgh had lots of these glorious enpty spaces. They were fine and
private places right up until the nmonent you met your first junkie,
mugger, rapist or gay-basher.

Duddi ngston Village was just that - a village in the mdst of a city,
sheltering beneath Arthur's Seat. Duddi ngston Loch - nore outsize

pond than true loch - | ooked down on to a bird sanctuary and a path



known as the Innocent Railway: Rebus w shed he knew where it got the nane.
Jack stopped the car and flashed his lights. Miine switched hers off,

unl ocked her door, and cane | oping towards them Rebus |eaned into

the back to open the door, and she got in. He introduced her to Jack Morton.
“Ch,' she said, "you worked the Knots and Crosses case with John.

Rebus blinked. "How do you know that? It was before your tine.'

She wi nked at him °“I|'ve done ny research.'

He wondered what el se she night know, but hadn't tine to specul ate.

She handed hima brown A4 envel ope.

"Thank God for e-mail. 1've a contact on the Washi ngton Post and he

got me nost of what's there.’

Rebus switched on the interior light. There was a spot-lanp specially

for reading by.

“Usually he wants to nmeet nme in pubs,' Mine told Jack, "right seedy

ones at that.'

Jack smiled at her, turned in his seat with his arm hangi ng down over

the headrest. Rebus knew Jack l|iked her. Everyone |iked Miine from

the off. He wi shed he knew her secret.

" Seedy pubs suit his personality,' Jack said.

“Look,' Rebus interrupted, "will you two bugger off and go | ook at

t he ducks or sonething?'

Jack shrugged, checked it was OK with Mine, and opened his door

Al one, Rebus settled deeper into his seat and started to read.

Nurmber one: Major Weir was not a Major. It was a nickname, earned

i n adol escence. Two, his parents had handed on to himtheir |ove of al
things Scottish - up to and including a craving for nationa

i ndependence. There were a |lot of facts about his early years in

i ndustry, latterly the oil industry, and reports of ThomBird' s denm se -
not hi ng suspicious about it. Ajournalist in the States had started
writing an unaut horised bi ography of Wir, but had given up - runour
had it he was paid not to finish the book. A couple of stories,
unsubstantiated: Weir left his wife am d nmuch acrinony - and |later,
much al i rony. Then sonet hing about Wir's son, either deceased or

di sinherited. Maybe off in sone ashramor feeding the African hungry,
maybe working in a burger parlour or Wall Street futures. Rebus turned
to the next sheet, only to find there wasn't one. The story had fini shed
m d- sentence. He got out of the car, wal ked to where Mai ne and Jack
were in huddl ed conversation

“It's not all here,' he said, waving what sheets he had.

“Ch, yes.' Mine reached into her jacket, brought out a single fol ded
sheet and handed it over. Rebus stared at her, denandi ng an

expl anati on. She shrugged. "Call ne a tease.

Jack started | aughing.



Rebus stood in the glare of the headlights and read. Hi s eyes wi dened

and his nouth fell open. He read it again, then for a third tine, and had
to run a hand through his hair to make sure the top of his head hadn't
just bl own off.

"Everything all right? Mine asked him

He stared at her for a nonent, not really seeing anything, then pulled
her to himand planted a kiss on her cheek.

“Mai ne, you're perfect.

She turned to Jack Morton.

"l second that,' he said.

Sitting in his car, Bible John had watched Rebus and friend drive out of
Arden Street. Hi s business had kept himan extra day in Edi nburgh
Frustrating, but at |least he'd been able to take another | ook at the
policeman. It was hard to tell froma distance, but Rebus seened to
sport bruises on his face, and his clothes were dishevelled. Bible John

couldn't help but feel a little disappointed: he'd been hoping for a nore
wort hy adversary. The nman | ooked dead done in.

Not that he thought them adversaries, not really. Rebus's flat had not
thrown up nuch, but it had reveal ed that Rebus's interest in Bible John
was connected to the Upstart. \Wich went sone way towards

explaining it. He hadn't staved as long in the flat as he woul d have |iked.
Bei ng unable to pick the |lock, he'd been forced to break the door. I-fe
couldn't know how long it would take for neighbours to spot sonething.

So he had been swift, but then there'd been so little in the flat worth his
attention. It told himsonething about the policenman. He felt now that

he knew Rebus, at least to a degree - he felt the loneliness of hislife, the
gaps where sentinent and warnth and | ove shoul d have been. There

was nusic, and there were books, but neither in great quantity nor of
great quality. The clothes were utilitarian, one jacket much |ike another.
No shoes. He found that bizarre in the extrene. Did the nan possess

only one pair?

And the kitchen: lacking in utensils and produce. And the bat hroom
needi ng redecorating.

But back in the kitchen, a snmall surprise. Newspapers and cuttings

hastily hidden, easily found. Bible John, Johnny Bible. And evidence

t hat Rebus had gone to sonme trouble: the original papers nust have

been bought froma dealer. An investigation within the officia

i nvestigation, that was what it |ooked |ike. Wich nmade Rebus nore
interesting in Bible John's eyes.

Paperwork in the bedroom boxes of old correspondence, bank

statenments, very few photographs - but enough to show t hat Rebus had



once been married, and had a daughter. Nothing recent though: no
phot os of the daughter grown-up, no recent photos at all

But the one thing he'd cone here for ... his business card ... no sign
of it at all. Which neant either that Rebus had thrown it away, or that
he carried it with himstill, in a jacket pocket or wallet.

In the living room he noted Rebus's tel ephone nunber, then cl osed

his eyes, making sure he had committed the flat's |layout to nenory.

Yes, easy. He could cone back here at dead of night and wal k through

the place without disturbing anything or anyone. He could take John
Rebus any tine he wanted to. Any tine at all.

He wondered about Rebus's friend though. The policenman didn't

seem the gregarious type. They'd been painting the living room

together. He couldn't know if it was connected to the break-in; probably
not. A man Rebus's age, maybe a little younger, quite a tough-Iooking

i ndi vi dual. Anot her policeman? Perhaps. The nan's face had | acked

Rebus's intensity. There was sonething in Rebus - he had noticed it
during their first nmeeting, and it had been reinforced this evening - a
si ngl eness of purpose, a sense of deternination. Physically, Rebus's
friend seened the superior, but that wouldn't make Rebus a pushover.
Physical strength could take a person only so far.

After that, it was down to attitude

Chapter 26

They were waiting outside the photo shop when it opened next

nmor ni ng. Jack | ooked at his watch for only the fifteenth tine.

"He'll kill us,'" hesaidfor theninthor tenth. "No, | neanit, really hewll.
"Rel ax.'

Jack | ooked about as relaxed as a headl ess chicken. Wen the nanager
started unl ocking the shop, they sprinted fromthe car. Rebus had the
stub ready in his hand.

"Gve ne a minute,' the manager said.

"We're late for sonething.'

Coat still on, the nanager browsed through a box of photograph

packets. Rebus imagined fam |y days out, holidays abroad, red-eyed

bi rt hdays and bl urred weddi ng receptions. There was sonething faintly
desperate and yet touching about collections of photographs. He'd

| ooked through a ot of photo albunms in his time - usually seeking clues
to a nurder, a victinls acquai ntances.

“You'll have to wait anyway while | unlock the till.' The nanager

handed over the packet. Jack gl anced at the price, slapped down nore

t han enough to cover it, and dragged Rebus out of the shop

He drove to Fettes |ike there was a nurder scene waiting there.



Traffic honked and squeal ed as he did his stunt-driver routine. They
were still twenty minutes late for the nmeeting. But Rebus didn't nmnind.
He had his reprints, the mssing photos fromAl lan Mtchison' s cabin.
They were simlar to the other pictures: group shots, but with fewer
figures. And in all of them braid-hair, standing right next to Mtchison.
In one, she had an armaround him in another, they were Kkissing,
grinning as their Iips net.

Rebus wasn't surprised, not now.

"I hope they were bloody well worth it,' Jack said.

"Every penny, Jack.'

"That's not what | neant.'’

Chick Ancram sat with hands cl asped, his face the col our of rhubarb
crunble. The files were in front of him as though they hadn't been
moved since the previous neeting. Hi s voice had a slight vibrato. He
was in control, but only just.

I had a phone call,' he said, "from soneone called Kayl ei gh Burgess.'
" Ch yes?

“She wanted to ask nme a few questions.' He paused. " About you.

About the role DI Mrton is currently playing in your life.'

“It's gossip, sir. Jack and nyself are just good friends.'

Ancram sl apped bot h hands down on the desk. | thought we had a

deal .'

“Can't say | renenber.’

"Well, let's hope your long-termnmenory's better.' He opened a file.

“Because now the fun really begins.' He nodded for a sheepish Jack to
switch on the tape recorder, then started off by giving date and tine,

of ficers present ... Rebus felt as if he'd explode. He really thought if he
sat there a second longer, his eyeballs would fly fromtheir sockets |ike
those j okeshop gl asses with spring-loaded eyes. He'd felt like this

before, just before a panic attack. But he wasn't panicking now, he was
just charged. He stood up. Ancram broke off what he'd been saying.
“Something the matter, |nspector?

“Look,' Rebus rubbed at his forehead, "I can't think straight ... not
about Spaven. Not today.'

"That's for ne to decide, not you. If you're feeling ill, we can call for
a doctor, but otherwise ...~

“I"'mnot ill. | just

"Then sit down.' Rebus sat down, and Ancram went back to his

notes. “Now, Inspector, on the night referred to, your report states that
you were at |Inspector Geddes' house, and there was a tel ephone call?
“Yes.'

“You didn't actually hear the conversation?

"No.' Braid-hair and Mtchison ... Mtch the organi ser, protester.



Mtch the oil-worker. Killed by Tony ElI, henchman to Uncle Joe. Eve
and Stanl ey, working Aberdeen, sharing a room

"But DI Ceddes told you it was to do with M Spaven? A tip-off?
"Yes.' Burke's Cub, police hang-out, maybe an oil-workers' hang-out
too. Hayden Fl etcher drinking there. Ludovic Lunsden drinking there.
M chel l e Strachan nmeets Johnny Bible there

"And CGeddes didn't say who the call was fron®'

“Yes.' Ancram | ooked up, and Rebus knew he'd given the wong

answer. | nean, no.'

Ancram stared at him sniffed, concentrated on his notes again. There
were pages and pages of them specially prepared for this session:
questions to be asked, "facts' doubl e-checked, the whole case stripped
down and rebuilt.

“Anonynous tip-offs are pretty rare in ny experience,' Ancram said
“Yes.'

"And they're al nost always made to a police station's general desk
Woul d you agree?

“Yes, sir.' Was Aberdeen the key then, or did the answers |ie further
north? What did Jake Harley have to do with it? And M ke Sutcliffe -
M Sheepskin - hadn't Major Weir warned himoff? Wat was it
Sutcliffe had said? He'd said sonething on the plane, then stopped
suddenly ... Sonething about a boat

And did any of it connect to Johnny Bi bl e? J~as Johnny Bible an

oi | man?

~So it would be rational to deduce that DI Geddes knew the caller
wouldn't it?

"Or they knew him'

Ancram shrugged this aside. "And this tip-off just happened to
concern M Spaven. Didn't that strike you at the time as a bit of a
coi nci dence, |nspector? Seeing as Geddes had been warned off Spaven
al ready? | nean, it nust have been clear to you that your boss was
obsessed with Spaven?'

Rebus got up again and started pacing the small room as best he

coul d.

"Sit down!'

"Wth respect, sir, | can't. If | sit there any longer, I'mgoing to stick
my fist in your face.'

Jack Morton covered his eyes w th one hand.

“What did you say?

"Wnd the tape back and take a listen. And that's why |'mup and
wal ki ng: crisis managenment if you like."'
“lInspector, |'d caution you-'

Rebus | aughed. “~Wbould you? That's big of you, sir.

Ancr am was



rising to his feet. Rebus turned away and wal ked to the far wall, turned
round agai n and stopped.

"Look,' he said, “a sinple question: do you want to see Uncle Joe fucked?
"W're not here to-'

"We're here to put on a show - you know that as well as | do. The

brass are sweaty about the nedia; they want the force to | ook good if
that programme ever gets nmade. This way, everyone sits back and says
there was an inquiry. TV seens to be about the only thing brass are
afraid of. Villains don't scare them but ten mnutes of negative
coverage, deane ne, no. Can't have that. Al for a progranmme which

will be stared at by a fewnillion, half of themw th the sound down, the
other half not taking it in, then forgotten about the very next day. So,'
he took a deep breath, “sinple yes or no.' Ancramdidn't say anything,
so Rebus repeated the question.

Ancram signal l ed for Jack to turn off the machine. Then he sat back down.
“Yes,' he said quietly.

I can see that it happens.' Rebus kept his voice level. "But | don't
want you getting sole credit. If it's anyone's, the collar belongs to Cl
Tenpl er.' Rebus went back to his chair, propped hinself on the edge of
it. "Now | have a couple of questions.'

"Was there a phone call?'" Ancram asked, surprising Rebus. They

stared at one another. "Tape's off, this is between the three of us. Was
t here ever a phone call?

"l answer yours and you answer mine?' Ancram nodded. O course

there was a phone call.'

Ancram al nost snmiled. “You liar. He cane to your house, didn't he?

What did he tell you? Did he say you wouldn't need a search warrant?

You must' ve known he was |ying.'

"He was a good cop.'

"Every tine you conme out with that line, it sounds thinner. Wat's

the matter: stopped finding it convincing?

"He was.'

"But he had a problem a little personal denon called Lenny Spaven.

You were his friend, Rebus, you should have stopped him'

" St opped hi n?'

Ancram nodded, eyes gleaning |ike noons. " You should have hel ped him'

I tried,' Rebus said, his voice a whisper. It was another lie: Lawson
by that time had been a junkie with a craving, and only one thing would
help - the taste itself.

Ancram sat back, trying not to | ook satisfied. He thought Rebus was
cracking. The inner doubts had been sown - not for the first tine.
Ancram coul d now water them w th synpat hy

“You know,' he said, "I'mnot blamng you. | think |I know what you



were goi ng through. But there was a cover-up. There was that one

central lie: the tip-off." He lifted his notes an inch off the desk. "It's
witten all over these, and it throws everything else into the pot, because
i f Geddes had been follow ng Spaven, what was to stop himplanting a
little evidence along the way?

"It wasn't his style.'

"Not even when pushed to the limt? Had you seen himthere before?

Rebus couldn't think of a thing to say. Ancram had been | eani ng

forward in his seat again, palnms against the desk. He sat back. "What did
you want to ask?

When Rebus was a child, they'd lived in a sem -detached with a cl ose
separating it fromthe next house along. The close had | ed to both back
gardens. Rebus played football there with his dad. Sonetines he pl aced

a foot against either wall and pushed his way up towards the roof of the
close. And sonetines he'd just stand in the nmiddle and throw a snal

hard rubber ball as hard as he coul d agai nst the stone floor. The bal
woul d bounce |ike anything, zipping back and forth, floor to roof to wall
to floor to roof

H's head felt Iike that now.

“What ?* he sai d.

“You said you had a couple of questions.

Sl ow y, Rebus's head cane back to the here and now. He rubbed his

eyes. "Yes,' he said. "First off, Eve and Stanley.'

“What about then®

“Are they cl ose?

“You nmean how do they get on? Al right.

“Just all right?

"No flare-ups to report.'

"1 was thinking nore of jealousy.'

Ancram cottoned on. “Uncle Joe and Stanl ey?'

Rebus nodded. "Is she cl ever enough to play one off against the

other?' He'd net her, thought he already knew the answer. Ancram j ust
shrugged. The conversati on had obviously taken an unexpected turn.
"Only,' Rebus said, “in Aberdeen they were sharing a hotel room'

Ancram narrowed his eyes. “You're sure of this? Rebus nodded.

"They nmust be mad. Uncle Joe'll kill themboth.'

“Maybe they don't think he can.'

"How do you nean?'

“Maybe they think they're stronger than him Maybe they reckon in a

war the nuscl e-nmen woul d change sides. Stanley's the one people are

scared of these days, you sai d as nuch yoursel f. Especially with Tony El gone.’
“Tony was history anyway.'



“I'"mnot so sure.'

" Explain.'

Rebus shook his head. "I need to talk to a couple of people first. Have
you heard of Eve and Stanl ey working together in the past?

“No. '

"So this Aberdeen jaunt ...?

“I'd say it's a newi sh excursion.'

"Hotel records say the past six nonths.'

"So the question is, what's Uncle Joe setting up?

Rebus sniled. "I think you know the answer to that: drugs. He's | ost

the market in dasgow, it's already been divvied up. So he can fight for
a piece, or he can play away fromhone. Burke's will take the stuff and
sell it on, especially with someone fromC D in their pocket.
Aberdeen's still a nice nmarket, not the hotbed of fifteen or twenty years
ago, but a market nonet hel ess.'

"So tell me, what are you going to do that the rest of us can't?

Rebus shook his head. "I still don't knowif you' re on the level; |

mean, you m ght be see-saw ng.

This time Ancramreally did smle. "I could say the sane about you

and the Spaven case.'

“Probably.'

"I won't be satisfied until | know. | think nmaybe that nakes us simlar.'

“Look, Ancram we wal ked into that | ock-up and the bag was there.
Does it matter how me cane to be there?

It could have been planted.'

"Not with my know edge.'

" Geddes never confided? | thought the two of you were cl ose?

Rebus was on his feet. | may not be around for a day or two. Al right?
"No, it's not all right. I'Il expect you here tonorrow, sane tine.'
"For Christ's sake ...’

"Or we can turn the machi ne back on right now and you can tell ne
what you know. That way, you'll have all the tine in the world. And
think you'll find it easier to live with yourself, too.'

“Living with nyself has never been the problem Breathing the sane
air as people like you - that's ny probl em

“I've already told you, Strathc!yde Police and the Squaddi es are

pl anni ng an operation ...

"One that'!! get nowhere, because for all we know hal f the d asgow
force is in Uncle Joe's pocket.'

“I'"mnot the one who goes visiting himat hone, with a word put in
by a certain Murris Cafferty."'

There was a sudden tightening around Rebus's chest. Coronary, he
thought. But it was only Jack Mdrrton, arns hol ding him stopping him



nmoving in on Ancram

“Tonorrow norni ng, gentlenen,' Ancramsaid, like they'd had a
useful session.

“Yes, sir,' Jack said, hustling Rebus out of the room

Rebus told his friend to get themon to the M.

"No way, José.'

"Then park near Waver'!ey, we'll take the train.'

Jack didn't |like the way Rebus | ooked: like his wiring was shorting
out. You could al nost see the sparks behind his eyes.

"What are you going to do in dasgow? WAlk up to Uncle Joe and

say, "Ch, by the way, your wonan's shaggi ng your son"? Even you
can't be that stupid.'

"OF course I'mnot that stupid.'

“d asgow, John,' Jack pleaded. “It's not our territory. I'll be back in
Falkirk in a few weeks, and you ...~

Rebus smled. “"Were'll | be, Jack?

"God and the Devil know. '

Rebus was still smling; thought to hinmself: 1'd rather be the devil.

“You' ve always got to be the hero, haven't you?' Jack asked.
"Tinme loves a hero, Jack,' Rebus told him

On the MB, hal fway between Edi nburgh and G asgow, sl owed by
syrupy traffic, Jack tried again.
"This is crazy. | nmean really crazy.'
“Trust me, Jack.'
“Trust you? The guy who tried to lay ne out two nights back? Wth
friends like you ...~
you'l | never be short of enemes.'
“There's still tinme.'
"Not really, you just think there is.'
“You're tal king out your arse.'
“Maybe you're just not listening.' Rebus felt cal mer now they were on

the road. To Jack, he | ooked |ike sonmeone had pulled the plug on him

no nore sparks. He alnost preferred the nmodel with the faulty wiring.

The | ack of enmotion in his friend' s voice was chilling, even in the
overheated car. Jack slid his window down a little further. The
speedonet er was steady on forty, and that was themin the outside | ane.
Traffic to their left was really crawming. If he could find a space, he'd
nmove to the inside - anything to delay their arrival.

He'd oftentinmes adnmired John Rebus - and heard him praised by

other officers - for his tenacity, the way he worried at a case terrier-
style, nore often than not tearing it open, spilling out secret notives



and hi dden bodies. But that same tenacity could al so be a weakness,
blinding himto danger, making himinpatient and reckless. Jack knew
why they were headed for d asgow, thought he knew pretty well what
Rebus woul d want to do there. And, as ordered by Ancram Jack woul d

be cl ose by when the crap came tunbling down.

It was a long tinme since Rebus and Jack had worked together. They'd
been an effective team but Jack had been gl ad enough of the posting
out of Edi nburgh. Too claustrophobic - the town and his partner both.
Rebus had seened even then to spend nore tinme living in his own head
than in the conpany of others. Even the pub he chose to haunt was one
with fewer than usual distractions: TV, one fruit machine, one cigarette
machi ne. And when group activities were arranged - fishing trips, golf
conpetitions, bus runs - Rebus never signed up. He was an irregul ar
regular, a loner even in conpany, his brain and heart only fully engaged
when he was working a case. Jack knew the score only too well. Wrk
had a way of wapping itself around you, so you were cut off fromthe
rest of the world. People you net socially tended to treat you with
suspi cion or outright hostility - so you ended up m xing only with other
cops, which bored your wife or girlfriend. They began to feel isolated
too. It was a bastard.

There were plenty of people on the force who coped, of course. They
had understandi ng partners; or they could shut work out whenever they
went hone; or it was just a job to them a way of keeping up with the
nort gage. Jack would guess CID was split fifty-fifty between those for
whomit was a vocation, and those who could fit into any other type of
office life, anywhere, any tine.

He didn't know what el se John Rebus could do. If they kicked him

off the force ... he'd probably drink his pension dry, becone just
anot her old ex-cop hanging on to a fund of stories, telling themtoo
often to the sane people, trading one formof isolation for another.

It was inportant that John should stay on the force. It was therefore

important to keep himoff Shit Street. Jack wondered why nothing in
life was ever easy. Wen he'd been told by Chick Ancramthat he'd be
“keepi ng an eye' on Rebus, he'd been pleased. He'd seen them going out
toget her, rem niscing about cases and characters, haunts and high

poi nts. He should have known better. He m ght have changed - becone

a ‘yes man', a pencil-pusher, a careerist - but John was the same as
always ... only worse. Tine had seasoned his cynicism He wasn't a
terrier now he was a fighting dog with |ocking jaws. You just knew that
no matter how bl oody he got, how nuch pain there was behind the

eyes, the grip was there to the death

“Traffic's beginning to shift,' Rebus said.

It was true; whatever the problem had been, it was clearing. The



speedo was up to fifty-five. They'd be in Qasgowin no time at all. Jack
gl anced over at Rebus, who wi nked wi thout noving his eyes fromthe

road ahead. Jack had a sudden image of hinself propping up a bar,

di pping into his pension for another drink. Puck that. For his friend s
sake, he'd go the ninety mnutes, but no nore: no extra time, no
penalties. Definitely no penalties.

They nmade for Partick police station, since their faces were known
there. Govan had been another possibility, but Govan was Ancram s

HQ and not a place they could do business on the q.t. The Johnny

Bi bl e i nvestigation had picked up sonme monmentum fromthe nost

recent murder, but all the d asgow squad were really doing was readi ng
through and filing material sent from Aberdeen. It made Rebus shiver
to think he'd wal ked past Vanessa Holden in Burke's Club. For all that
Lunsden had been trying to stitch himup, Aberdeen CID had one

thing right: quite a string of coincidences tied Rebus to the Johnny
Bible inquiry. So much so that Rebus was begi nning to doubt

coi nci dence had nmuch to do with it. Sonehow, he couldn't yet say how
exactly, Johnny was connected to one of Rebus's other investigations.
At present it was no nore than a hunch, nothing he could do anything
about. But it was there, niggling him It nmade hi mwonder if he knew
nore about Johnny Bi bl e than he thought

Partick, new and bright and confortable - basically your state of the
art cop-shop - was still eneny territory. Rebus couldn't know how
many friendly ears Uncle Joe nmight have on-site, but he thought he

m ght know a quiet spot, a place they could make their own. As they
wandered through the building, a few officers nodded or greeted Jack
by nane.

"Base canp,' Rebus said at last, turning into the deserted office which

was tenporary home to Bible John. Here he was, spread out across

tables and the floor, pinned and taped to the walls. It was |ike standing
in the mddle of an exhibition. The |ast photofit of Bible John, the one
conpiled by his third victinls sister, was repeated around the room
along with her description of him It was as if by repetition, by piling
i mage upon inmage, they could will himinto physical being, turn wood
pulp and ink into flesh and bl ood.

I hate this room' Jack said as Rebus closed the door.

"So does everyone el se by the ook of things. Long tea-breaks and

ot her business to attend to.'

"Hal f the force weren't alive when Bible John was on the go. He's |ost
any sort of neaning.'

"They' Il be telling their grandkids about Johnny Bible though.'

“True enough.' Jack paused. "Are you going to do it?



Rebus saw that his hand was |ying on the receiver. He picked it up,
punched in the nunbers. "Did you doubt ne?' he asked.

"Not for a minute.'

The voice that answered was gruff, unwel com ng. Not Uncle Joe, not
Stanl ey. One of the body-buil ders. Rebus gave as good as he got.
“Mal ky there?

Hesitation: only his close friends called him Ml ky. "W wants to
know?'

"Tell himit's Johnny.' Rebus paused. " From Aberdeen.

"Haud on.' Catter as the receiver was dropped on to a hard surface
Rebus listened closely, heard tel evision voices, gane-show appl ause.
Wat ching: Uncle Joe maybe, or Eve. Stanley wouldn't |ike gane-shows;
he' d never get a question right.

“Phone!' the body-builder called.

A long wait. Then a distant voice: "Wwo is it?

“Johnny.'

“Johnny? Johnny who?' The voice cl oser.

" From Aber deen. '

The receiver was picked up. "Hello?

Rebus took a deep breath. "~For your own sake you better sound
natural . | know about you and Eve, know what you've been up to in
Aberdeen. So if you want to keep it quiet, sound natural. Don't want
Muscl e Man to get even the slightest suspicion.'

A rustling sound, Stanley turning away for privacy, tucking the
phone into his chin.

"So what's the story?

“You've got a nice scamgoing, and | don't want to fuck it up unless I

have to, so don't do anything that would nake ne do that.

Under st ood?'

"No bother.' The voice was not used to attenpting levity when its

brai n demanded bl oody restitution.

“You're doing all right, Stanley. Eve'll be proud of you. Now we need
to talk, not just you and ne, the three of us.'

"My dad?

“Eve.'

"Ch, right.' Calmng again. "Eh ... no problemw th that.

" Toni ght ?'

"Eh ... XK'

“Partick police station.'

"Wait a minute ...

"That's the deal. Just to talk. You're not wal king into anything. If
you' re worried, keep your gob shut until you hear the deal. If you don't
like it, you can wal k. You won't have said anything, so there's nothing



to fear. No charges, no tricks. It's not you I'minterested in. Are we still
on?'

“I"'mnot sure. Can | call you back?

"I need a yes or no right now If it's no, you might as well pass ne
across to your dad.'

Condemed nen | aughed with nmore hunmour. " Look, for nyself,

there's no problem But there are other parties invol ved.

“Just tell Eve what |I've told you. If she won't cone, that doesn't nean
you shouldn't. I'lIl get sone visitors' passes for you. False names.' Rebus
ooked down at a book open in front of him found two straight off.
"WilliamPritchard and Madel eine Smith. Can you renenber that?

"l think so.'

"Repeat them'

"William... sonething.'

"Pritchard.’

“And Maggie Smith.'

“Cl ose enough. | know you can't just sneak off, so we'll leave the tine
open. Get here when you can. And if you start thinking of bottling it,
just renenber all those bank accounts and how !l onely they' |l be wi thout you.'

Rebus put down the phone. His hand was hardly trenbling

Chapter 27

They notified the front desk and got visitors' passes made up, and

after that there was nothing to do but wait. Jack said the roomfelt
cold and nmusty at the same tinme; he had to get out. He suggested the
canteen or a corridor or anywhere, but Rebus shook his head.

“You go. | think I'lIl stay here, see if | can decide what to say to
Bonni e and Cyde. Bring ne back a coffee and maybe a filled roll.' Jack
nodded. “Ch, and a bottle of whisky.' Jack | ooked at him Rebus snil ed.
He tried to renmenber his last drink. He recalled standing in the Ox

with two glasses and a packet of cigs. But before that ... Wne with GI1?
Jack had said the roomwas cold; it felt stifling to Rebus. He took off
his jacket, |oosened his tie and undid the top button of his shirt. Then
he wandered around the office, peering into desk drawers and grey
cardboard boxes.

He saw. interview transcripts, their covers faded and curling at the
edges; hand-witten reports; typed reports; evidence sunmaries; naps,
nmostly hand-drawn; duty |ogs; reamafter ream of w tness statenents -
descriptions of the nman seen in the Barrowl and Bal |l room Then there

were the photographs, matt black and whites, ten by eight and smaller.
The Ballroomitself, interior and exterior. It |ooked nore nodern than
the word “ballroom conjured up, rem nded Rebus a bit of his old schoo

- flat building panels with the occasional w ndow Three spots sat atop a



concrete canopy, pointing up towards the wi ndows and the sky. And on

the canopy itself - a useful shelter fromthe rain while you were waiting
either to be admtted or, afterwards, for your lift - the words
"Barrowl and Bal Il roomi and "“Dancing'. Mst of the exterior pictures had
been taken on a wet afternoon, women caught on the periphery with

plastic rain-mates, nen in bunnets and | ong coats. Mre photographs:
police frognen searching the river; the loci, CIDin their trademark
pork-pi e hats and raincoats - a back |ane, the back court of a tenenent,
anot her back court. Typical locations for a cuddle and a feel-up, maybe
going a wee bit further. Too far for the victins. There was a photo of

Superi ntendent Joe Beanie, holding out an artist's inpression of Bible
John. Looking between the portrait and Beattie, the nen's expressions
seened simlar. Several nenbers of the public had comented on it.
Mackeith Street and Earl Street - victins two and three were killed on
the streets where they lived. He'd taken them so close to their hones:
why? So they'd relax their defences? Or had he been vacillating, putting
of f the attacks? Nervous to ask for a kiss and a cuddle, or just plain
scared and with his conscience battling his deep desire? The files were
full of such ainless speculation, and nore structured theories from
prof essi onal psychol ogi sts and psychiatrists. In the end they'd been as
hel pful as Croiset the psychic detective.

Rebus thought of neeting Al dous Zane in this very room Zane had

been in the papers again - he'd inspected the |atest |ocus, given the
sanme ranbling spiel, and been fl own honme. Rebus wondered what Jim
Stevens was up to now. He renenbered Zane's handshake, the way it

had tingled. And Zane's inpressions of Bible John - though Stevens

had been present, the paper hadn't bothered printing them A trunk in
the attic of a nobdern house. Well, Rebus could have cone up with

better than that hinself, if sonme paper had put himup in a posh hotel.
Lumsden had put himup in a posh hotel, probably thinking ClD

woul d never know. Lunmsden had tried to get pally with him telling
himthey were alike, show ng Rebus that he had stature in the city - free
nmeal s and drinks, free entrance to Burke's Club. He'd been testing
Rebus, seeing how open he'd be to a bung. But at whose behest? The
club's owners? O Uncle Joe hinmself ...?

More photos. There seened no end to them It was the onl ookers

who interested Rebus, the people who didn't know they'd been snapped
for posterity. A wonman in high heels, good legs - all you could see of
her were heels and | egs, the rest hidden behind a WPC taking part in a
reconstruction. Wolly suits searching the back courts off Mackeith
Street, looking for the victinm s handbag. The courts | ooked Iike bomnb-
sites - drying-pol es poking up out of stunted grass and rubbl e. Roadside
not or cars: Zephyrs, Hiliman |Inps, Zodiacs. A world ago. A bundle of



posters sat in one box, the rubber band | ong ago perished. Photofits of
Bi bl e John along with varying descriptions: “Speaks with a polite

G asgow accent and has an erect posture'. Very hel pful. The phone
nunber of the inquiry He They'd received thousands of phone calls,
boxes of them Brief details of every one, with nore detailed back-up
notes if the call seemed worth checking.

Rebus' s eyes noved over the renmai ning boxes. He chose one at

random - a big flat cardboard box, inside which were newspapers from

the time, intact and unread for quarter of a century. He exam ned front
pages, then turned to the back to | ook at the sports. A few of the
crosswords had been hal f-done, probably by a bored detective. Slips of
paper stapled to each banner-head gave page nunbers with Bible John
coverage. But Rebus wasn't going to find anything there. He | ooked at
the other stories instead and sniled at sonme of the adverts. Somne
seened artless by today's standards; others hadn't aged at all. In the
personal ads, people were selling | awnnmowers, washi ng machi nes, and
record players at knock-down prices. In a couple of papers, Rebus

found the sane ad, franmed |like a public notice: "Find a New Life and a
Good Job in Anerica - Booklet Tells You How . You had to send off a
coupl e of stanps to an address in Manchester. Rebus sat back

wondering if Bible John had got that far.

In Cctober "69, Paddy Meehan had been sentenced at the Hi gh Court

i n Edi nburgh and had shouted out, "You' ve made a terrible nistake -
I"minnocent!' That nmade Rebus think of Lenny Spaven; he shook the

t hought away and turned to a new paper. Novenber 8. gales forced the
evacuation of the Staflo oil rig; Novenber 12: a report that the owners
of the Torrey Canyon had paid out ~3 mllion in conpensation after

|l osing 5,000 tons of Kuwaiti crude into the English Channel. El sewhere,
Dunferm ine had decided to allow The Killing of Sister George to be
shown in the town, and a brand new Rover three-and-a-half litre would
cost you ~1,700. Rebus turned to |late Decenber. The SNP chairman

was predicting that Scotland stood “on the threshold of a decade of
destiny'. Nice one, sir. Decenber 31: Hognanay. The Herald wished its
readers a happy and prosperous 1970, and led with the story of a
shootout in Govanhill: one constable dead, three wounded. He put the
paper down, the gust blow ng sone photos off the desk. He picked
themup: the three victins, so full of life. Victims one and three shared
sone facial simlarities. Al three | ooked hopeful, like the future just
m ght bring themeverything they were dreanming of. It was good to

have hope, and never to give up. But Rebus doubted nany peopl e

managed that. They might smle for the canera, but if caught unawares
they'd nore likely | ook bedraggl ed and exhausted, |ike the bystanders in
t he phot os.



How many victins were there? Not just Bible John or Johnny Bible,
but all the killers, the punished and the never found. The Wrld s End

murders, Cromwell Street, N lsen, the Yorkshire Ripper ... And Elsie
Rhind ... If Spaven hadn't killed her, then the nmurderer nust have
been hooting with laughter all through the trial. And he was still out

there, maybe with other scal ps added to his tally, other unsolveds. Elsie

Rhind lay in her grave unavenged, a forgotten victim Spaven had

comm tted suicide because he couldn't bear the weight of his innocence.
And Lawson CGeddes ... had he killed hinself over grief for his wife, or
because of Spaven? Had cold realisation finally crept over hinf

The bastards were all gone; only John Rebus was |eft. They wanted

to shift their burdens on to him But he was refusing, and he'd go on
refusing, denying. He didn't know what el se he could do. Except drink.
He wanted a drink, wanted one desperately. But he wasn't going to have
one, not yet. Maybe | ater, nmaybe sonetinme. People died and you

couldn't bring them back. Sone of themdied violently, cruelly young,
wi t hout knowi ng why they'd been chosen. Rebus felt surrounded by

loss. Al the ghosts ... yelling at him... begging him... shrieking
“John?'

He | ooked up fromthe desk. Jack was standing there with a nug in

one hand and a roll in the other. Rebus blinked, his vision was going: it

was |i ke he was | ooking at Jack through a heat haze.

“Christ, man, are you all right?

H's nose and lips were wet. He wiped at them The photos on the

desk were wet too. He knew he'd been crying and pulled out a
handker chi ef. Jack put the mug and roll down and rested an arm al ong
hi s shoul ders, squeezing gently.

“Don't know what's up with nme,' Rebus said, blow ng his nose.

“Yes you do,' Jack said quietly.

“Yes, | do,' Rebus acknow edged. He gathered up the photographs

and newspapers and stuffed themall back into their boxes. ~Stop

|l ooking at me like that.'

“Li ke what ?'

"I wasn't talking to you.'

Jack lifted his backside on to a desk. “Not many defences |eft, have you?
"Doesn't look like it.'

"Time to get your act together.'

“Ach, Stanley and Eve won't be here for a while yet.

“You know that's not-'

I know, | know. And you're right: time to get ny act together.
Where do | start? No, don't tell nme - the Juice Church?

Jack just shrugged. " Your decision.'

Rebus picked up the roll and bit into it. A mstake: the block in his



throat made it hard to swallow. He gulped at the coffee, managed to
finish the roll - bland ham and wet tomato. Then renenbered he had
to make another call: a Shetl and nunber.

“I'll be back in a mnute,' he told Jack.

In the toilets he washed his face. Tiny red veins had burst in the
whites of his eyes; he |looked |like he'd been on a bender.

"Stone cold sober,' he told hinself, heading back to the tel ephone.
Briony, Jake Harley's girlfriend, picked up.

"lIs Jake there?" Rebus asked.

"No, sorry.'

"Briony, we nmet the other day, DI Rebus.

" Ch, yes.'

“Has he been in touch?

A long pause. “Sorry, | mssed that. The Iine's not great.'

It sounded just fine to Rebus. "| said, has he been in touch?
"No. '

“No?'

“That's what | said.' Edgy now.
TOK, OK. Aren't you a bit worried?
“What about ?'

" Jake. '
"Wy should | be?'
"Well, he's been off on his own | onger than intended. Maybe

sonet hi ng' s happened.’

"He's all right.

"How do you know?'

"l just do!' Al nmost shouting now.

“Cal m down. Look, why don't | get-'

“Just | eave us alone!' The phone died on him

Us. Leave us alone. Rebus stared at the receiver.

"l could hear her fromover here,' Jack said. “Sounds |ike she's
cracking up.'

I think she is.'

“Boyfriend troubl e?

"Boyfriend in trouble.' He put the receiver down. There was an

i ncom ng call

"Dl Rebus.'

It was the front desk, telling himthe first of his visitors had arrived

Eve | ooked much as she had that night in the bar of Rebus's hotel -
dressed for business in a two-piece suit, conservative blue rather than
vanp red, and with the gold jewellery on wists, fingers and neck, and
the same gold clasp pulling back her peroxide hair. She had a handbag



with her, and tucked it under her arm as she clipped on her visitor's

pass.
"Who' s Madel eine Snith?' she asked as they clinbed the stairs.
I got her nane out of a book, | think she was a nurderess.'

She gave Rebus a | ook which managed to be hard and anused at the

same time.

"This way,' Rebus said. He led her to the Bi ble John room where

Jack was waiting. “jack Morton,' Rebus said, "Eve ... | don't know your
last nanme. It's not Toal, is it?

“Cudden,' she said coldly.

"Sit down, Ms Cudden.'

She sat down, reached into her bag for the black cigarettes. Do you m nd?
“Actually, there's no snoking allowed,' Jack said, sounding apol o-

getic. “And neither Inspector Rebus nor nyself are snokers.'

She | ooked at Rebus. " Since when?'

Rebus shrugged. “~Were's Stanl ey?

"He'll be here. We thought it wise to | eave separately.'

“Uncl e Joe won't suspect?

"Well, that's our problem not yours. As far as Joe knows, Malky's

going out on the ran-dan, and |'mvisiting a friend. She's a good friend,
she'll not let on.'

Her tone told Rebus she'd used the friend before - other tinmes, other
assi gnati ons.

"Well,' he said, "I'mglad you arrived first. | wanted to have a private
word.' He rested against a desk, folded his arnms to stop his hands
shaking. "That night in the hotel, you were setting ne up, yes?

“Tell nme what you know.'

“About you and Stanl ey?

"Mal ky.' Her face creased. | hate that nicknane.'

"OK then, Ma/ky. What do | know? | know just about everything.

The two of you head north every now and then on business for Uncle

Joe. |'d guess you're go-betweens. He needs people he can trust.' He
gave a twist to the last word. "~ People who won't share their hotel
bedroom | eaving the other one vacant, People who won't rip himoff.
"Are we ripping himoff?' Disregarding Jack, she'd lit up. There were

no ashtrays in sight, so Rebus placed a wastepaper-bin beside her,

i nhaling the snoke as he did so. Wonderful snobke. Al nost a contact high.
“Yes,' he said, retreating to the desk. They'd placed Eve's chair in the
m ddl e of the floor, Rebus to one side of her, Jack the other. She | ooked

confortabl e enough with the arrangenent. "I don't see Uncle Joe as a
bank account kind of villain. | mean, he probably wouldn't trust the
banks in d asgow, never m nd Aberdeen. Yet there you are, you and



Mal ky, dunpi ng wads of cash into several accounts. | have dates, tines,
bank details.' An exaggeration, but he reckoned he could wing it. “1've
got statements from hotel enployees, including maids who never need

to clean Malky's room Funny, he doesn't strike me as the tidy sort.’
Eve exhal ed snoke down her nostrils, managed a smile. "Al right,’

she sai d.

"Now,' Rebus went on, wanting to rid her of the confident smle,

“what would Uncle Joe say to all this? | nean, Mal ky's blood, but you're

not, Eve. |'d say you were expendable.' Pause. "And |'d say you know it,
have done for a while.'

" Meani ng?'

"Meaning | don't see you and Malky as an item not long-term He's

too thick for you, and he'll never be rich enough to make up for that. |

can see what he sees in you: you' re an acconplished seducer.'

"Not that acconplished.' Her eyes found his.

“Pretty good though. Good enough to hook Mal ky. Good enough to

talk himinto skinmng fromthe Aberdeen noney. Let ne guess: your
story was that the two of you would bugger off together when there was
enough set by?'

"My | anguage may not have matched yours.' Her eyes were

calculating slits, but the smle had gone. She knew Rebus was going to
deal ; she wouldn't be here otherw se. She was wondering what she

could get away with

"But you wouldn't, right? Just between us, you were planning to clear
of f by yoursel f.'

"Was | ?
“I'"'mbanking on it.' He stood up, wal ked towards her. | don't want
you, Eve. Good fucking luck to you, | say. Take the nobney and run.'

He | owered his voice. "But | want Malky. | want himfor Tony El . And

| want the answers to sone questions. Wen he gets here, you're going
totalk to him You're going to persuade himto cooperate. Then we'll

talk, and it'll go down on tape.' Her eyes widened. "The story is, it's ny
i nsurance in case you decide to stick around.'

"But in reality?

"It take Mal ky down, and Uncle Joe with him'
"And | wal k away?'
"Prom se."'

“How do | know I can trust you?
“I'"'ma gentleman, renenber? You said as nmuch in the bar.
She smled again, her eyes not noving fromhis. She |ooked like a cat:

sane norals, sane instinct. Then she nodded her head.

Mal col m Toal arrived at the station fifteen mnutes later, and Rebus |eft



himwith Eve in an interview room The station was evening quiet, not

yet late enough for pub rowdies, knife fights, blow ups before bed. Jack
asked Rebus how he wanted to play it.

“Just sit there and look |ike everything | say is the word of God,

that' || be good enough for ne.'

"And if Stanley nakes a nove?

"W can handle him' He'd already told Eve to find out if Ml ky was
carrying. If he was, Rebus wanted the weaponry on the table by the tine
he returned. He went into the toilets again, just to steady his breathing
and | ook at hinself in the nmirror. He tried to relax his jaw nuscles. In
the past, he'd have been reaching for the quarter-bottle of whisky in his
pocket. But tonight there was no quarter-bottle, no Dutch courage.

Whi ch nmeant for once he'd be relying on the real thing.

Back in the interview room Ml ky |ooked at himwi th eyes |ike

| asers, proof that Eve had said her piece. Two Stanley knives lay on the
tabl e. Rebus nodded, satisfied. Jack was busy setting up the recorder

and breaking the seals on a couple of tapes.

"Has Ms Cudden expl ained the situation, M Toal ?" Ml ky nodded.

“I"'mnot interested in the pair of you, but | aminterested in everything
el se. You slipped up, but you can still get out of this, sanme as you' ve
been planning all along.' Rebus tried not to | ook at Eve, who was

| ooki ng anywhere but at lovelorn Stanley. Christ, she was a tough one.
Rebus really had taken a liking to her; he alnost |iked her better now
than he had that night in the bar. Jack nodded that the recorder was
runni ng.

"OK, nowwe're recording I'd like to make it clear that this is for ny
own personal insurance, and won't be used against the pair of you at any
time, so long as you clear off afterwards. |1'd like you to introduce
yoursel ves.' They did, Jack checking the levels and adjusting them

1" m Detective Inspector John Rebus,' Rebus said, "and with ne is
Detective I nspector Jack Morton.' He paused, pulled out the third chair
at the table and sat down, Eve to his right, Toal to his left. "Let's start
with that night in the hotel bar, Ms Cudden. |I'mnot a great believer in
coi nci dence. '

Eve blinked. She'd expected the questions to relate to Mal ky al one.

Now she saw that Rebus really was going to have sone insurance.

"It wasn't coincidence,' she said, funbling for anot her Sobranie. The
packet slipped, and Toal picked it up, taking out a cigarette, lighting it
for her, then handing it over. She could hardly bear to take it - or else
want ed Rebus to think that. But Rebus was |ooking at Toal, surprised

by the gesture. There was unexpected affection in “Mad Malky', a rea

joy at being close to his lover, even in the present situation. He seened
very different fromthe scowing conplainer Rebus had net at the



Ponder osa: younger now, face shining, eyes wide. Hard to believe he

could kill in cold blood - but not inpossible. He was dressed in the

same awful non-style of their previous neeting - the trousers froma
shell-suit with an orange | eather jacket and a bl ue patterned shirt, set off
with scuffed black slip-on shoes. Hs nouth noved |i ke he was chewi ng

gum even though he wasn't. He sat lowin the chair, |egs open, hands
resting between his thighs, high up near the crotch.

"It was planned,' Eve went on. "Well, sort of. | thought there was a
good chance you'd hit the bar before you went to bed.

" How conme?'

"The word is, you like to drink.'

" Says who?'

She shrugged.

"How did you know which hotel 1'd be in?

I was told.'

“Who by?'

"The Yanks.'

“Tell nme their nanmes.' By the book, John.

“Judd Fuller, Erik Stempns.'

"They both told you?

“Stenmons specifically.' She sniled. "Coward that he is.'

"Go on.'

"1 think he thought handing you to us was a better option than
putting Fuller on to you.'

"Because Fuller woul d have been harder on ne?

She shook her head. "He was thinking of himself. If we went after
you, the two of themwere in the clear. Judd's difficult to contro
sonetimes.' Toal snorted at that. "Erik would rather he didn't get
wor ked up.'

Probably Stemmons had reined in Fuller, so all Fuller's nen had
done was pistol-whip Rebus rather than put himout of the gane. One
yel l ow card: he couldn't see Fuller giving a second. Rebus wanted to ask
her nore. He wanted to know how far she'd have gone to find out what

he knew ... But sonehow he thought that |ine of questioning m ght
bl ow al |l Ml ky's fuses.

"Who told the Yanks where | was staying?

He al ready knew the answer - Ludovic Lumsden - but wanted it on
tape if possible. But Eve shrugged, and Toal shook his head.

“Tell ne what you were doing in Aberdeen.'

Eve busied herself with her cigarette, so Toal cleared his throat.
"Working for ny dad.'

" Doi ng what specifically?

“Selling an' that.'



“Sel ling?

“Dope - speed, skag, anything and everything.'

“You sound very relaxed, M Toal.'

"M bbe resigned woul d be nearer the mark.' Toal sat up in his chair
"Eve says we can trust you. | wouldn't know about that, but | know
what ny dad' |l do when he finds out we've been skinmm ng.'

"So I'mthe | esser of two evils?

“You said it, not ne.’

"Al'l right, let's get back to Aberdeen. You were supplying drugs?

T Aye.'’

“Wio to?

"Burke's dub.'

“The individuals' nanes?'

"Erik Stemmons and Judd Fuller. Specifically Judd, though Erik
knows the score, too.' He smled at Eve. "Score,' he repeated. She
nodded, letting himknow she got the joke.

"Wy specifically Judd Fuller?

"Erik runs the club, does the business side of things. Doesnae' |ike
getting his hands dirty, you know, pretends everything' s above board."'
Rebus renmenbered Stemons' office - paperwork everywhere. M

Busi nessman.

“Can you give nme a description of Fuller?

“You've nmet him he gave you that beating.' Toal grinned. The man
with the pistol: had he sounded American? Had Rebus been listening
t hat hard?

I didn't see himthough.'

"Well, he's six feet, black hair, it always | ooks wet. Brylcreem or
sonet hi ng. Back-conbs it, long, |ike that Saturday N ght Fever guy.'
“Travol ta?

“Aye, in that other film You know ' Toal made |ike he was spraying
the roomw th bullets.

“Pul p Fiction?

Toal clicked his fingers.

"Except Judd's face is thinner,' Eve added. "In fact, he's thinner al
round. He does like wearing dark suits though. And there's a scar on the
back of one of his hands, looks like it was sewn together too tight.'
Rebus nodded. "Does Fuller deal only drugs?

Toal shook his head. "Naw, he's got fingers in every pie: prozzies,

porn, casinos, a bit of reset, fake designer stuff- watches and shirts an
that.'

"All-round entrepreneur,' Eve added, flicking ash into the waste-bin.
She was being careful to say nothing that would incrininate her.

“And Judd and Erik aren't the only ones. There are sone Yanks in



Aber deen worse than they are: Eddie Segal, Mose Ml oney ...  Toal

saw the | ook on Eve's face and ground to a halt.

"Mal colm' she said sweetly, “we do want to get out of this alive, don't
we?'

Toal's face reddened. "Forget | said that,' he told Rebus. Rebus
nodded, but the nmachine wouldn't forget.

"So,' Rebus said, "why did you kill Tony ElI?

"Me?' Toal said, going into his act. Rebus sighed and | ooked at the
tips of his shoes.

"I think," Eve prodded, “that neans the |nspector wants everything.

We don't talk to him he has a word with your dad.'

Toal stared at her, but she held it; he broke off first. H s hands went

back to his crotch. “Yeah,' he said, "well, | was under orders.'

“Who fron®

“Dad, of course. See, Tony was still working for us. He was day-to-

day running of the Aberdeen end. Al that stuff about himleaving, that
was just a story. But after you came and spoke to Dad ... he went

t hrough the fucking roof, because Tony had been doing outside hits,
endangering the operation. And now you were on to him so

"So Tony had to go?' Rebus was renenbering that Tony El had

bragged to Hank Shankl ey about his "~ d asgow connections' - he hadn't
been 1vying.

“That's right.'

"And | don't suppose you were too upset to see the back of hin®

Eve smled. "Not particularly upset, no.

"Because to save his own neck, Tony m ght have grassed the two of you?
"He didn't know we were skinmm ng, but he found out about the hotel
arrangenents.'

"Bi ggest nistake he ever nade,' Toal said, grinning again. He was

getting cockier by the minute, enjoying telling the story, basking in the
know edge that everything was going to be fine. As he grew cockier, so
Eve seened to regard himwith | ess and | ess good grace. She'd be

relieved to be free of him Rebus could see that. The poor little bastard.
“You had CID fool ed, they thought it was suicide.

"Wl |, when you've a cop or two in your pocket

Rebus | ooked at Toal. "“Say that again.'

“A cop or two on the payroll.'

" Nanes?'

“Lunsden,' Toal said. "“Jenkins.'

“Jenki ns?'

"He's sonmething to do with the oil industry,' Eve expl ai ned.

"GOl Liaison Oficer?
She nodded.



Who' d been on holiday when Rebus had arrived, Lunsclen standing

in for him Wth those two on your side, you' d have no trouble
supplying the production platforns with whatever they needed - a rea
captive market. And when the workers canme ashore, you had further
delights for them clubs, prozzies, booze and ganbling. The legit and
the illicit working side by side, each feeding the other. No wonder
Lunsden had tagged along on the trip out to Bannock; he was
protecting his investnent.

“What do you know about Fergus MLure?'

Toal |ooked to Eve, ready to tal k but seeking perm ssion. She

nodded, keeping her own nmouth shut.

"He had a little accident, got too close to Judd.

“Fuller killed hin®

"Hands on, that's what Judd said.' There was a hint of hero worship
in Toal's voice. "Told MLure they had to tal k sonmewhere private, said
wal | s had ears. Mseyed down to the canal with him a dunt to the head
with his gun, and into the water.' Toal shrugged. "He was back in
Aberdeen in tine for a late breakfast.' He sniled at Eve. "Late.'
Presumabl y anot her joke, but she was beyond smiling back. She just
want ed out of there.

Rebus had ot her questions, but he was beginning to tire. He decided
to leave it at that. He got up and nodded for Jack to switch off the
machi ne, then told Eve she could go

“What about ne?' Toal asked.

“You don't |eave together,' Rebus rem nded him Toal seened to

accept this. Rebus saw Eve along the corridor and down the stairs.

Nei t her of themsaid a word, not even goodbye. But he watched her

| eave before asking the desk officer for a couple of uniforns, a.s.a.p. at
the interview room

When he got back, jack had just finished rew nding the tapes, and

Toal was on his feet, doing some stretching exercises. There was a

knock, and the two uniforms cane in. Toal stood up straight, sensing
sonet hi ng was w ong.

“Mal col m Toal ,' Rebus said, '| amcharging you with the nmurder of

Anthony Ellis Kane on the night of-'

Wth a roar, Mad Mal ky flew at Rebus, hands scrabbling at his neck.

The wool ly suits eventually got himinto a cell, and Rebus sat on a chair

in the interview room watching his hands shaking.
“You OK?' Jack asked.

“Know what, Jack? You're like a broken record."'
“Know what, John? You're always needing it asked.'
Rebus sniled and rubbed his neck. “I'mfine.



As Toal had run at him Rebus had kneed the young man in the groin

with enough force to lift himoff his feet. After that, the uniforns had
found him just about manageabl e, especially with a Vulcan death grip to
his carotid.

“What do you want to do?' Jack asked.

"One copy of the tape goes to CID here. It'Il give them enough to go

on until we get back.'

" From Aberdeen?' Jack guessed.

“And points north.' Rebus pointed to the machine. "“Stick the copy

back in and turnit on.' Jack did so. "GIll, here's alittle present for you
I

hope you' Il know what to do with it.' He nodded, and Jack stopped
recordi ng and ej ected the tape.

"We'll drop it off at St Leonard's.'

"So we are going back to Edi nburgh?' Jack was thinking of

tomorrow s nmeeting with Ancram

"Only long enough for a change of clothes and a doctor's line.'

Qutside in the car park, a solitary figure was waiting: Eve.

"Going nmy way?' she asked.

"How did you know?'

She smiled her nost feline smle. “~Because you're like ne - you've

got unfinished business in Aberdeen. |'monly going to be there as |ong
as it takes to visit a few banks and close a few accounts, but there are
those two hotel roons

A good point: they'd need a base, preferably one Lunsden didn't
know about .

"He's in a cell?" she asked.

“Yes.'

"How many nen did you need?

“Just the two.,

“I'"msurprised."’

"We all surprise ourselves sonme tine,' Rebus said, opening the back
door of Jack's car for her.

Rebus wasn't surprised to find GII Templer's office | ocked up for the

ni ght. He | ooked around the night shift and saw Si obhan C arke trying

to nake herself inconspicuous, dreading their first neeting since she'd
been part of the search teamat his flat. He wal ked up to her, the yell ow
padded envel ope in his hand.

“It's OK,' he said, | know why you were there. | think | should

t hank you."

"1 just thought



He nodded. The relief on her face nade hi mwonder what she'd been
goi ng t hrough.

“Wor ki ng on anyt hi ng?' he asked, figuring she was owed a ninute's
conversation. Jack and Eve were downstairs in the car, getting to know
one anot her.

“1've been on Johnny Bi bl e background: deadly dull.' She perked up
"One thing though. | was going through the old newspapers in the

Nati onal .’

“Yes?' Rebus had been there, too: he wondered if that were her story.
"One of the librarians told nme soneone was | ooking at recent
newspapers and aski ng about people calling up ones from 1968 to ~70. |
t hought the conbination was a bit odd. The recent papers were all from
just before the first Johnny Bible nurder.'

"And the others were the years Bible John was operating?

“Yes.'

"Ajournalist?

"That's what the librarian says. Only, the card he handed over was a
fake. He contacted the librarian by tel ephone.’

"Did the librarian have anything?

"A few nanes. | took them down, on the off chance. A couple of them
are journalists. One is you. The others, God knows.'

Yes, Rebus had spent a | ong day poring over the old Stories,

arrangi ng for photocopies to be nade of the relevant pages ... building
his coll ection.

“And the nysterious journalist?

"No idea. | got a physical description, but it doesn't help nuch. Early
fifties, tall, fair-haired ..."

"Doesn't rule too nmany people out, does it? Wiy the interest in recent
papers? No, wait ... Looking for cock-ups.'

Si obhan nodded. "That's what | thought. And at the sane tine

aski ng about people who'd shown an interest in the original Bible John
case. It might sound crazy, but nmaybe Bible John's out there |ooking for
his offspring. Thing is, whoever he was ... he's got your nane now, and
your address.'

"Nice to have a fan.' Rebus thought for a nonent. "~Those ot her

nanmes ... can | see?

She found the rel evant page in her notebook. One nane |eapt out:

Pet er Manuel .

“ Sonret hi ng?' she asked.

Rebus pointed. "Not his real name. Manuel was a killer back in the
fifties.'

"Then who ...?

Readi ng up on Bible John, using a killer's nanme as an alias. ~Johnny



Bi bl e, Rebus said quietly.

“1'd better have another word with that librarian.'

"First thing in the norning,' Rebus advised. "~Speaking of which ...°
He handed her the envelope. "Can you see to it that GIIl Tenpler gets
t hi s?'

“Sure.' She shook it. The cassette rattled. "Anything | should know
about ?'

"Definitely not.'

She smiled. "Now you' ve whetted ny curiosity.'

"Then unwhet it.' He turned to |l eave. He didn't want her to see how
shaken he was. Soneone el se was hunting Johnny Bible, someone who
now had Rebus's nanme and address. Siobhan's words: Bible John

|l ooking jir his offspring. Description: tall, fair-haired, early fifties.

age was right for Bible John. Wwoever it was knew Rebus's address

and his flat had been broken into, nothing stolen, but his newspapers
and cuttings disturbed.

Bi bl e John ... looking for his offspring.

"How s the inquiry? Siobhan call ed.

Wi ch one?

" Spaven. '

A doddle.' He stopped, turned back to her. "By the way, if you're
really bored ...?

“Yes?

“Johnny Bible: there could just be an oil connection. The last victim

wor ked for oil conpanies and drank with oilnmen. First victimstudied at

The

RGA T, geology, | think. Find out if there's any connection to oil, see if

there's sonething we can link to victins two and three.'
“You think he lives in Aberdeen?

"Right now, | think 1'd lay noney on it.

Then he was gone. One nore stop to nake before the | ong hau
nort h.

Bi bl e John was driving through the streets of Aberdeen.

The town was quiet. He liked it that way. The trip to d asgow had
been useful, but the fourth victimhad proved nore useful still.
Fromthe hotel computer, he had his list of twenty conpani es.
Twenty guests of the Fairnount Hotel who had paid by corporate
credit card in the weeks before Judith Cairns's nurder. Twenty
conpani es based in the north-east. Twenty individuals he needed to
check, any one of whom could be the Upstart.

He'd played with the connection between the victins, and nunbers

one and four had given himhis answer: oil. Ol was at the heart of it.



Victimone had studi ed geol ogy at Robert Gordon's, and in the north-
east the study of geology was in so nany ways connected to the subject
of oil exploration. Victimfour's conpany nunbered oil conpani es and
their ancillaries anbng its best clients. He was | ooking for soneone
connected to the oil industry, sonmeone so very like hinmself. The
realisation had shaken him On the one hand, it nmade it even nore

i nperative he track down the Upstart; on the other, it made the gane
that nmuch nore dangerous. It wasn't physical danger - he had | ong
since conquered that particular fear. It was the danger of losing his
hard-fought-for identity as Ryan Slocum He alnpbst felt he was Ryan

Sl ocum But Ryan Slocumwas just a dead nman, a newspaper obituary

he'd conme across. So he'd applied for a duplicate birth certificate,

pl eading the original's loss in a house fire. This had been in pre-
conmput er days, easy to get away with.

So his own past ceased to exist ... for atine, at least. The trunk in
the attic told a different story, of course. It gave the lie to his change of
identity: you couldn't change the man you were. Hi s trunk full of
souvenirs, nost of them Arerican ... He had nmde arrangenents for

the trunk to be noved soon, when his wife was out of the house. A

nmovi ng conpany woul d send a Transit. The trunk would be taken to a

sel f-storage warehouse. It nade sense as a precaution, but he still
regretted it; it was |like saying the Upstart had won.

No matter what the outcone.

Twenty conpani es to check. So far he had di sm ssed four possible
suspects as being too old. A further seven conpani es were not invol ved
inthe oil industry in any way that he could see - they went to the
bottomof the list. Leaving nine names. It was a sl ow business. He'd
used guile during tel ephone calls to the conmpani es' offices, but guile
woul d only go so far. He'd also had recourse to the tel ephone book,
finding addresses for the nanes, watching their hones, waiting for a
glinmpse of a face. Wuld he know the Upstart when he saw hin? He felt

he woul d; at |east, he'd recognise the type. But then Joe Beattie had said
the same about Bible John - that he'd recognise himin a crowded room
As if a man's heart showed in the creases and contours of his face, a sort
of phrenol ogy of sin.

He parked the car outside another house, called his office to check for
messages. In his line of work, they expected himto be out of the office
for long periods of the day, if not for days and weeks at a tinme. It was
the perfect career, really. No nessages, nothing for himto think about
but the Upstart ... and hinself

In the early days, he had | acked patience. This was no | onger the case.
This sl ow stal king of the Upstart would only nake the final
confrontation sweeter. But this thought was tenpered w th another: that



the police could be closing in, too. After all, the information was there
for themto find: it was just a matter of making the connections. So far
only the Edinburgh prostitute failed to fit the pattern, but if he could
connect three out of four, he'd be satisfied. He could bet, too, that once
he knew the Upstart's identity he could place himin Edi nburgh at the

time she was killed: hotel records maybe; or a receipt for petrol from an
Edi nburgh filling station ... Four victins. One nore already than the

Bi bl e John of the sixties. It was galling, he had to say it. It rankled.
And someone would pay for it. Very soon.

North of Hell

“Scotland will be reborn the day
the last mnister is strangled with
the last copy of the Sunday Post.'

Tom Nai rn

Chapter 28

It was after mdnight when they reached the hotel. It was situated near
the airport, one of the shiny new constructions Rebus had passed on

his way to T-Bird G|. There was too nuch glare in the | obby, too many
mrrors reflecting full-length portraits of three weary figures with
nmeagr e | uggage. Maybe they woul d have provoked suspicion, but Eve

was a regular and had a busi ness account, so that was that.

"It all goes through the taxi firm' she explained, "so this is my treat.
Just sign out of the roons when you're finished, they'|ll send the bill to
Joe's Cabs.'

“Your usual rooms, Ms Cudden,' the clerk said, handing over the

keys, “plus one a few doors further along.'

Jack had been | ooking through the hotel directory. "~Sauna, health

club, weight gym W should fit right in, John.'

“It's all oil execs,' Eve said, leading themto the lifts. “They like that
kind of thing. Keeps themfit enough to handl e the hokey-cokey. And

don't mean the dance.'’

"Do you sell everything direct to Fuller and Stempns?' Rebus

asked.

Eve stifled a yawn. "~ You nean, do | deal nyself?



“Yes.'

"Would | be that stupid?

“What about the punters - any nanes?

She shook her head, smiled tiredly. "You never stop, do you?

"It takes nmy mind off things.' Specifically: Bible John, Johnny Bible
out there sonmewhere, and maybe not so very far away

She handed their room keys to Rebus and Jack. “Sleep well, boys. I'l
probably be | ong gone when you wake up ... and I won't be com ng
back."

Rebus nodded. "~How much will you be taking with you?
“About thirty-eight thou.'
" A decent skim'

"Decent profits all round.'

“How soon till Uncle Joe finds out about Stanley?
"Well, Malcolmwon't be in a hurry to tell him and Joe's used to him
di sappearing for a day or two on the trot ... Wth any luck, | won't even

be in the country when the bonb goes off.’

“You | ook the lucky type to ne.'

They left the lift at the third floor and checked the nunbers on their
keys. Rebus ended up next door to Eve: Stanley's old room Jack was

two doors further down.

Stanley's old roomwas a good size and boasted what Rebus guessed

were the usual corporate enbellishnents: mni-bar, trouser press, alittle
saucer of chocolates on the pillow, a bathrobe laid out on the turned-
down bed. There was a notice clipped to the robe. It asked himnot to
take it hone with him I|If he wanted to, he could purchase one fromthe
health club. "Thank you for being a considerate guest.'

The consi derate guest nmade hinself a cup of Café Hag. There was a

price list on top of the mini-bar, detailing the delights within. He stuck
it in a drawer. The wardrobe boasted a mini-safe, so he took the mni-

bar key and | ocked it inside. Another barrier for himto get past, another
chance to change his mind if he really wanted that drink.

Meantinme, the coffee tasted fine. He had a shower, w apped hinself

in the bathrobe, then sat on his bed and stared at the connecting door.

O course, there would have to be a connecting door: couldn't have

St anl ey hopping around the corridor at all hours. There was a sinple

| ock his side, as there would be on the other. He wondered what he

would find if he unl ocked the door: would Eve's be standing open? If he
knocked, would she let himin? What about if she knocked? He turned

his eyes fromthe door, and they settled on the mni-bar. He felt peckish
- there would be nuts and crisps inside. Maybe he could....No, no,

no. He turned his attention back to the connecting door, |istened hard,
couldn't hear any novenent from Eve's room Maybe she was al ready



asleep - early start and all that. He found he wasn't feeling tired any
nmore. Now he was here, he wanted to get to work. He pulled open his
curtains. It had started to rain, the tarnmac glistening and bl ack |ike the
back of a huge fat beetle. Rebus pulled a chair over to the w ndow.

Wnd was driving the rain, making shifting patterns in the sodiumlight.
As he stared, the rain began to resenble snoke, billow ng out of the
darkness. The car park bel ow was half full, the cars huddled like cattle
while their owners stayed snug and dry.

Johnny Bible was out there, probably in Aberdeen, probably

connected to the oil industry. He thought about the people he'd net

t hese past days, everyone from Major Weir to Walt the tour guide. It
was ironic that the person whose case had brought himhere - Allan

M tchison - was not only connected to oil but was also the only

candi date he could rule out, being long dead by the tinme Vanessa

Hol den net her killer. Rebus felt guilty about Mtchison. H's case was
becom ng swanped by the serial killings. It was a job, sonething Rebus
had to do. But it wasn't wedged in his throat the way the Johnny Bible
case was, sonething he had either to cough up or choke on.

But he wasn't the only one with an interest in Johnny. Someone had
broken into his flat. Sonmeone had been checking library records.
Soneone using a false identity. Someone with sonmething to hide. Not a
reporter, not another policeman. Could Bible John really be out there
still? Dormant somewhere until brought to life by Johnny Bi bl e?
Enraged by the act of imtation, by its tenmerity and the cold fact that it
brought the original case back up into the Iight? Not only enraged, but
feeling endangered, too - externally and internally: fear of being
recogni sed and caught; fear of not being the bogeyman any | onger

A new bogeynan for the nineties, soneone to be scared of again. One

nmyt hol ogy erased and repl aced by anot her.

Yes, Rebus could feel it. He could sense Bible John's hostility to the
young pretender. No flattery in imtation, none at al

And he knows where | live, Rebus thought. He's been there, touched

nmy obsession, and wondered how far I'mwilling to take it. But why?
Way woul d he place hinself in danger like that, breaking into a flat in
the mddle of the day? Looking for what exactly? Looking for

sonething in particular? But what? Rebus turned the question over in
his m nd, wondered if a drink would help, got as far as the safe before
turning back, standing there in the nmddle of the room his whole body
crackling with need.

The hotel felt asleep; easy to inmagine the whole country asl eep and
dream ng bl anel ess dreans. Stenmons and Fuller, Uncle Joe, Mjor

Weir, Johnny Bible ... everyone was innocent in sleep. Rebus wal ked
over to the connecting door and unlocked it. Eve's door was slightly



ajar. Silently, he pushed it w de open. Her roomwas in darkness,
curtains closed. Light fromhis own roomlay |like an arrow al ong the
floor, pointing towards the king-size bed. She lay on her side, one arm
on top of the covers. Her eyes were closed. He took one step into her
room not nmerely a voyeur now but an intruder. Then he just stood
there, watching her. Maybe he'd have stayed that way for |ong m nutes.
"Wondered how long it would take you,' she said.

Rebus wal ked across to her bed. She reached both arns up to him

She was naked beneath the covers, warm and sweet-snelling. He sat
down on the bed, took her hands in his.

"Eve,' he said quietly, | need one favour fromyou before you go.'
She sat up. "Not counting this?

"Not counting this.'

“What ?'

"I want you to phone Judd Fuller. Tell himyou need to see him'
“You should stay away fromhim'

1 know. '

She sighed. "But you can't?' He nodded, and she touched his cheek
with the back of her hand. “OK, but now | want a favour in return.'
“What ?'

"Take the rest of the night off,' she said, pulling himtowards her.

He woke up alone in her bed, and it was norning. He checked to see if
she'd left a note or anything, but of course she hadn't: sh~ wasn't the
type.

He wal ked through the open doorway and | ocked his door after him

then switched off the lights in his room There was a knock at his door:
Jack. Rebus pulled on pants and trousers and was hal fway to the door
when he renenbered sonething. He wal ked back to the bed and

renoved the chocol ates fromthe pillow, then pulled the covers down,
messi ng them up. He surveyed the scene, punched a head-shaped dent

in one pillow, then answered the door.

And it wasn't Jack at all. It was one of the hotel staff, carrying a tray.
"Morning, sir.' Rebus stood aside to let himin. “Sorry if | woke you

M ss Cudden specified the tine.

"That's OK.' Rebus watched the young man slide the tray on to the

tabl e by the w ndow.

"Wuld you like ne to open it?" Meaning the half bottle of

chanpagne resting in an ice-bucket. There was a jug of fresh orange
juice, a crystal glass, and a folded copy of the norning's Press ~
Journal. In a slimporcelain vase stood a single red carnation.

"No.' Rebus lifted the bucket. “This, you can take away. The rest is fine.'
“Yes, sir. If you'll just sign ...?



Rebus took the proffered pen, and added a hefty tip to the bill. Fuck
it, Uncle Joe was paying. The young man broke into a big grin, nmaking
Rebus wi sh he was this generous every norning.

"Thank you, sir.'

When he' d gone, Rebus poured a glass of juice. The fresh-squeezed

stuff, cost a fortune in the supernmarket. Qutside, the roads were still
danp, and there was plenty of cloud overhead, but the sky | ooked like it
m ght break into a grin of its own before the norning was out. A |ight
aircraft took off from Dyce, probably Shetland-bound. Rebus | ooked at
his watch, then called Jack's room Jack answered with a noi se
somewher e between an inquiry and an oat h.

“Your norning alarmcall,' Rebus trill ed.

“Puck off.'

“Cone by for orange juice and coffee.’

"Gve ne five mnutes.'

Rebus said that was the | east he could do. Next he tried phoning

Si obhan at hone - got her machine. Tried her at St Leonard's, but she
wasn't there. He knew she woul dn't be slow in going about the work
he'd given her, but he wanted to stick close to her, needed to know
when she got a result. He put down the phone and | ooked at the tray
again, then snil ed.

Eve had left hima nessage after all.

The di ning roomwas quiet, nmost tables taken by single nen, sone of
them al ready at work on portable phones and | aptops. Rebus and Jack
got stuck in - juice and cornflakes, then the Pull Hi ghland Breakfast
with a big pot of tea.

Jack tapped his watch. “~Quarter of an hour fromnow, Ancrams

going to hit the roof."'

"M ght knock some sense into him' Rebus scraped a pat of butter on
to his toast. Five-star hotel, but the toast was still cold.

"So what's our plan of attack?

“I'"'mlooking for a girl, she's in photos with Allan Mtchison, an
environnmental protester.'’

"Where do we start?

“You sure you want in on this?" Rebus |ooked around the dining

room " You could spend the day here, try the health club, watch a film
It's all on Uncle Joe.'

“John, |I'msticking by you.' Jack paused. "As a friend, not Ancrans
dog' s- body."

“In that case, our first port of call's the Exhibition Centre. Now eat
up, it's going to be a |l ong day, believe ne.'

“One question.'



“\What ?'
“How conme you got the orange juice this norning?

The Exhibition Centre was al nbst deserted. The various stalls and
stands - many of them as Rebus now knew, designed by Johnny Bible's
fourth victim- had been dismantl ed and taken away, the floors
hoovered and polished. There were no denobnstrators outside, no

i nflatabl e whal e. They asked to speak to someone in charge, and were
eventually taken to an office where a brisk, bespectacled wonman

i ntroduced herself as "the Deputy' and asked them how she coul d hel p.
"The North Sea Conference,' Rebus explained, "you had a bit of

trouble with protesters.'

She smiled, her mind on other things. "Bit late to do anything about
that, isn't it?" She noved sone papers around her desk, |ooking for
sonet hi ng.

“I'"minterested in one particular protester. What was the nanme of the group?
"It wasn't that organi sed, Inspector. They canme fromall over: Friends
of the Earth, G eenpeace, Save the Wiale, God al one knows.

"Did they cause any trouble?

"Nothing we couldn't handle.' Another frozen smile. But she was

| ooki ng harassed: she really had m spl aced sonet hi ng. Rebus got to his feet.
"Well, sorry to trouble you.'

"No trouble. Sorry |I can't help.'

"Don't worry about it.'

Rebus turned to go. Jack bent down and retrieved a sheet of paper
fromthe floor, handed it to her.

"Thanks,' she said. Then she followed them out of her office. "Look,

a |l ocal pressure group was responsible for the march on the Saturday.'
“What nmarch?

"It ended at Duthie Park, there was sonme music afterwards.'

Rebus nodded: Dancing Pigs. The day he'd visited Bannock

I can give you their phone nunber,' she said. The smle was human now.

Rebus tel ephoned the group's headquarters.

“"I"'mlooking for a friend of Allan Mtchison's. | don't know her

nanme, but she's got short fair hair, with some of it braided, you know,
wi th bead