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‘You think I killed her, don’t you?’ 

He sat well forward on the sofa, head slumped in towards his chest. His hair was lank, long-fringed. Both knees worked like pistons, the heels of his grubby trainers never meeting the floor. 

‘You on anything, David?’ Rebus asked.

The young man looked up. His eyes were bloodshot, dark- rimmed. A lean, angular face, bristles on the unshaved chin. His name was David Costello. Not Dave or Davy: David, he’d made that clear. Names, labels, classification: all very important. The media had varied its descriptions of him. He was ‘the boyfriend’, ‘the tragic boyfriend’, ‘the missing student’s boyfriend’. He was ‘David Costello, 22’ or ‘fellow student David Costello, in his early twenties’. He ‘shared a flat with Ms Balfour’ or was ‘a frequent visitor’ to the ‘disappearance riddle flat’. 

Nor was the flat just a flat. It was ‘the flat in Edinburgh’s fashionable New Town’, the ‘quarter-million flat owned by Ms Balfour’s parents’. John and Jacqueline Balfour were ‘the numbed family’, ‘the shocked banker and his wife’. Their daughter was ‘Philippa, 20, a student of art history at the University of Edinburgh’. She was ‘pretty’, ‘vivacious’, ‘carefree’, ‘full of life’. 

And now she was missing. 

Detective Inspector John Rebus shifted position, from in front of the marble fireplace to slightly to one side of it. David Costello’s eyes followed the move. 

‘The doctor gave me some pills,’ he said, finally answering the question. 

‘Did you take them?’ Rebus asked. 

The young man shook his head slowly, eyes still on Rebus. 

‘Don’t blame you,’ Rebus said, sliding his hands into his pockets. ‘Knock you out for a few hours, but they don’t change anything.’ 

It was two days since Philippa—known to friends and family as ‘Flip’—had gone missing. Two days wasn’t long, but her disappearance was out of character. Friends had called the flat at around seven in the evening to confirm that Flip would be meeting up with them within the hour at a bar on the South Side. It was one of those small, trendy places which had sprung up around the university, catering to an economic boom and the need for dim lighting and overpriced flavoured vodkas. Rebus knew this because he’d walked past it a couple of times on his way to and from his place of work. There was an old-fashioned pub practically next door, with vodka mixers at a pound-fifty. No trendy chairs though, and serving staff who knew their way around a brawl but not a cocktail list. 

Seven, seven fifteen, she probably left the flat. Tina, Thst, Camille and Aibie were already on their second round of drinks. Rebus had consulted the files to confirm those names. Trist was short for Tristram, and Aibie was Albert. Trist was with Tina; Aibie was with Camille. Flip should have been with David, but David, she explained on the phone, wouldn’t be joining them. 

‘Another bust-up,’ she’d said, not sounding too concerned. 

She’d set the flat’s alarm before leaving. That was another first for Rebus—student digs with an alarm. And she’d done the mortice lock as well as the Yale, leaving the flat secure. Down a single flight of stairs and out into the warm night air. A steep hill separated her from Princes Street. Another climb from there would take her to the Old Town, the South Side. No way she’d be walking. But records from her home telephone and mobile had failed to find a match for any taxi firm in the city. So if she’d taken one, she’d hailed it on the street. 

If she’d got as far as hailing one. 

‘I didn’t, you know,’ David Costello said. 

‘Didn’t what, sir?’ ‘Didn’t kill her.’ 

‘Nobody’s saying you did.’ 

‘No?’ He looked up again, directly into Rebus’s eyes. 

‘No,’ Rebus assured him, that being his job after all. 

‘The search warrant . . . ' Costello began. 

‘It’s standard, any case of this kind,’ Rebus explained. It was, too: suspicious disappearance, you checked all the places the person might be. You went by the book: all the paperwork signed, clearance given. You searched the boyfriend’s flat. Rebus could have added: we do it because nine times out of ten, it’s someone the victim knows. Not a stranger, plucking prey from the night. It was your loved ones who killed you: spouse, lover, son or daughter. It was your uncle, your closest friend, the one person you trusted. They’d been cheating on you, or you’d cheated them. You knew something, you had something. They were jealous, spurned, needed money. 

If Flip Balfour was dead, her body would turn up soon; if she was alive and didn’t want to be found, then the job would be more difficult. Her parents had appeared on ‘IW, pleading with her to make contact. Police were at the family home, intercepting calls in case any ransom demand should arrive. Police were wandering through David Costello’s flat on the Canongate, hoping to turn up something. And police were here—in Flip Balfour’s flat. They were ‘babysitting’ David Costello—stopping the media from getting too close. This was what the young man had been told, and it was partly true. 

Flip’s flat had been searched the previous day. Costello had keys, even to the alarm system. The phone call to Costello’s own flat had come at ten p.m.: Trist, asking if he’d heard from Flip, only she’d been on her way to Shapiro’s and hadn’t turned up. 

‘She’s not with you, is she?’ 

‘I’m the last person she’d come to,’ Costello had complained. 

‘Heard you’d fallen out. What is it this time?’ Trist’s voice had been slurred, ever-so-slightly amused. Costello hadn’t answered him. He’d cut the call and tried Flip’s mobile, got her answering service, left a message asking her to phone him. Police had listened to the recording, concentrating on nuance, trying to read falseness into each word or phrase. Trist had phoned Costello again at midnight. The group had been to Flip’s flat: no one home. They’d been ringing round, but none of her friends seemed to know anything. They waited until Costello himself arrived at the flat, unlocking it. No sign of Flip inside. 

In their minds, she was already a Missing Person, what police called a ‘MisPer’, but they’d waited till next morning before calling Flip’s mother at the family home in East Lothian. Mrs Balfour had wasted no time, dialling 999 immediately. After receiving what she felt was short shrift from the police switchboard, she’d called her husband at his London office. John Balfour was the senior partner in a private bank, and if the Chief Constable of Lothian and Borders Police wasn’t a client, someone certainly was: within an hour, officers were on the case—orders from the Big House, meaning Force HQ in Fettes Avenue. 

David Costello had unlocked the flat for the two CID men. Within, they found no signs of a disturbance, no clues as to Philippa Balfour’s whereabouts, fate, or state of mind. It was a tidy flat: stripped floors, fresh paint on the walls. (The decorator was being interviewed, too.) The drawing room was large, with twin windows rising from floor level. There were two bedrooms, one turned into a study. The designer kitchen was smaller than the pine-panelled bathroom. There was a lot of David Costello’s stuff in the bedroom. Someone had piled his clothes on a chair, then placed some books and CDs on top, crowning the structure with a wash-bag. 

When asked, Costello could only assume it was Flip’s work. His words: ‘We’d had a falling-out. This was probably her way of dealing with it.’ Yes, they’d had arguments before, but no, she’d never piled up all his stuff, not that he could remember. 

John Balfour had travelled to Scotland by private jet—loaned him by an understanding client—and was at the New Town flat almost before the police. 

‘Well?’ had been his first question. Costello himself offered an answer: ‘I’m sorry.’ 

Much had been read into those words by CID officers, discussing the case in private. An argument with your girlfriend turns nasty; next you know, she’s dead; you hide the body but, confronted by her father, innate breeding takes over and you blurt out a semi- confession. 

I’m sorry. 

So many ways to read those two short words. Sorry we argued; sorry you’ve been troubled; sorry this has happened; sorry I didn’t look after her; sorry for what I’ve done . 

And now David Costello’s parents were in town, too. They’d taken two rooms at one of the best hotels. They lived on the outskirts of Dublin. The father, Thomas, was described as ‘independently wealthy’, while the mother, Theresa, worked as an interior designer. 

Two rooms: there’d been some discussion back at St Leonard’s as to why they’d need two rooms. But then, when David was their only son, why did they bother to live in an eight-bedroom house? 

There’d been even more discussion about what St Leonard’s was doing in a New Town case. The nearest cop shop to the flat was Gayfield Square, but additional officers had been drafted in from Leith, St Leonard’s and Torphichen. 

‘Someone’s been pulling strings,’ was the universal view. ‘Drop everything, some posh bit’s done a runner.’ 

Privately, Rebus didn’t disagree. 

‘Do you want anything?’ he said now. ‘Tea? Coffee?’

 Costello shook his head. 

‘Mind if I . . .’ 

Costello looked at him, seeming not to understand. Then realisation dawned. ‘Go ahead,’ he said. ‘The kitchen’s . . .’ He started to gesture.

‘I know where it is, thanks,’ Rebus said. He closed the door after him and stood for a moment in the hallway, glad to be out of the stifling drawing room. His temples throbbed and the nerves behind his eyes felt stretched. There were sounds coming from the study. Rebus stuck his head round the door. 

‘I’m putting the kettle on.’ 

‘Good idea.’ Detective Constable Siobhan Clarke didn’t take her eyes from the computer screen. 

‘Anything?’ 

‘Tea, please.’ 

‘I meant—’ 

‘Nothing yet. Letters to friends, some of her essays. I’ve got about a thousand e-mails to go through. Her password would help.’ 

‘Mr Costello says she never told him.’ Clarke cleared her throat. 

‘What does that mean?’ Rebus asked. 

‘It means my throat’s tickiy,’ Clarke said. ‘Just milk in mine, thanks:’ 

Rebus left her and went into the kitchen, filled the kettle and searched for mugs and tea-bags. 

 ‘When can I go home?’ 

Rebus turned to where Costello was standing in the hall. 

‘Might be better if you didn’t,’ Rebus told him. ‘Reporters and cameras . . . they’ll keep on at you, phoning day and night.’ 

‘I’ll take the phone off the hook.’ 

‘Be like being a prisoner.’ Rebus watched the young man shrug. He said something Rebus didn’t catch. 

‘Sorry?’ 

‘I can’t stay here,’ Costello repeated. 

‘Why not?’ 

‘I don’t know . . . it’s just . . . ’ He shrugged again, ran his hands through his hair, pulling it back from his forehead. ‘Flip should be here. It’s almost too much. I keep remembering that the last time we were here together, we were having a row.’ 

‘What was it about?’ 

Costello laughed hollowly. ‘I can’t even remember.’ 

‘This was the day she disappeared?’ 

‘The afternoon, yes. I stormed out.’ 

'You argue a lot then?’ Rebus tried to make the question sound casual. 

Costello just stood there, staring into space, head shaking slowly. Rebus turned away, separated two Daijeeling tea-bags and dropped them into the mugs. Was Costello unravelling? Was Siobhan Clarke listening from behind the study door? They were babysitting Costello, yes, part of a team running three eight-hour shifts, but they’d brought him here for another reason, too. Ostensibly, he was on hand to explain names that occurred in Philippa Balfour’s correspondence. But Rebus had wanted him there because just maybe it was the scene of the crime. And just maybe David Costello had something to hide. The betting at St Leonard’s was even money; you could get two-to-one at Torphichen, while Gayfield had him odds-on favourite. 

'Your parents said you could move into their hotel,’ Rebus said. He turned to face Costello. ‘They’ve booked two rooms, so one’s probably going spare. 

Costello didn’t take the bait. He watched the detective for a few seconds more, then turned away, putting his head around the study door. 

‘Have you found what you’re looking for?’ he asked. 

‘It could take some time, David,’ Siobhan said. ‘Best just to let us get on with it.’ 

'You won’t find any answers in there.’ He meant the computer screen. When she didn’t answer, he straightened a little and angled his head. 'You’re some sort of expert, are you?’ 

‘It’s something that has to be done.’ Her voice was quiet, as though she didn’t want it to carry beyond the room. 

He seemed about to add something, but thought better of it, and stalked back towards the drawing room instead. Rebus took Clarke’s tea through. 

‘Now that’s class,’ she said, examining the tea-bag floating in the mug. 

‘Wasn’t sure how strong you’d want it,’ Rebus explained. ‘What did you think?’ 

She considered for a moment. ‘Seems genuine enough.’ 

‘Maybe you’re just a sucker for a pretty face.’ 

She snorted, fished the tea-bag out and tipped it into the waste- bin. ‘Maybe,’ she said. ‘So what’s your thinking?’ 

‘Press conference tomorrow,’ Rebus reminded her. ‘Reckon we can persuade Mr Costello to make a public appeal?’ 

Two detectives from Gayfleld Square had the evening shift. Rebus headed home and started to fill a bath. He felt like a long soak, and squeezed some washing-up liquid under the hot tap, remembering it was something his parents had done for him when he was a kid. You came in muddy from the football pitch, and it was a hot bath with washing-up liquid. It wasn’t that the family couldn’t afford bubble-bath: ‘It’s just washing liquid at a posh price,’ his mother had said. 

Philippa Balfour’s bathroom had boasted over a dozen different ‘balms’, ‘bathing lotions’ and ‘foaming oils’. Rebus did his own stock-take: razor, shaving cream, toothpaste and a single tooth- brush, plus a bar of soap. In the medicine cabinet: sticking plasters, paracetamol and a packet of condoms. He looked in the packet—one left. The sell-by was the previous summer. When he closed the cabinet, he met the gaze of his reflection. Grey-faced, hair streaked grey, too. Jowly, even when he stuck out his chin. Tried smiling, saw teeth which had missed their last two appointments. His dentist was threatening to strike him from his list. 

‘Get in line, pal,’ Rebus muttered, turning away from the mirror before undressing. 

The retirement party for Detective Chief Superintendent ‘Farmer’ Watson had commenced at six. It was actually the third or fourth party of its kind, but was to be the last—and the only official gathering. The Police Club on Leith Walk had been decked out with streamers, balloons and a huge banner which read FROM UNDER ARREST TO A WELL-DESERVED REST. Someone had dumped a bale of straw on the dance-floor, completing the farmyard scene with an inflatable pig and sheep. The bar was doing roaring business when Rebus arrived. He’d passed a trio of departing Big House brass on his way in. Checked his watch: six forty. They’d given the retiring DCS forty minutes of their valuable time. 

There’d been a presentation earlier in the day at St Leonard’s. Rebus had missed it; he’d been babysitting at the time. But he’d heard about the speech made by Assistant Chief Constable Cohn Carswell. Several officers from the Farmer’s previous postings—some now retired themselves—were on hand to say a few words. They’d stuck around for the evening’s proceedings, and looked to have been drinking the afternoon away: ties discarded or hanging limply askew, faces shiny with alcoholic heat. One man was singing, his voice battling the music from the ceiling-mounted loudspeakers. 

‘What can I get you, John?’ the Farmer said, leaving his table to join Rebus at the bar. 

‘Maybe a small whisky, sir.’ 

‘Half-bottle of malt over here when you’ve a minute!’ the Farmer roared at the barman, who was busy topping up pints of lager. The Farmer’s eyes narrowed as he focused on Rebus. ‘Did you see those buggers from the Big House?’ 

‘Passed them as I came in. 

‘Bloody orange juices all round, then a quick handshake before home.’ The Farmer was concentrating on not slurring his words, overcompensating as a result. ‘Never really understood the phrase “biscuit-ersed” before, but that’s what those lot were: biscuit-ersed to a man!’ 

Rebus smiled, told the barman to make it an Ardbeg. 

‘A bloody double, mind,’ the Farmer ordered. 

‘Been enjoying a drink yourself, sir?’ Rebus asked. 

The Farmer blew out his cheeks. ‘Few old pals came to see me off.’ He nodded in the direction of the table. Rebus looked, too. He saw a posse of drunks. Beyond them stood tables spread with a buffet: sandwiches, sausage rolls, crisps and peanuts. He saw faces he knew from all the Lothian and Borders Divisional HQs. Macan, AIlder, Shug Davidson, Roy Frazer. Bill Pryde was in conversation with Bobby Hogan. Grant Hood was standing next to a couple of Crime Squad officers called Claverhouse and Ormiston, and trying not to look as though he was sucking up to them. George ‘Hi-Ho’ Silvers was finding that DC Phyllida Hawes and DS Ellen Wylie weren’t about to fall for his chat-up lines. Jane Barbour from the Big House was exchanging gossip with Siobhan Clarke, who’d at one time been attached to Barbour’s Sex Offences Unit. 

‘If anyone knew about this,’ Rebus said, ‘the bad guys would have a field day. Who’s left to mind the store?’ 

The Farmer laughed. ‘It’s a skeleton crew at St Leonard’s, all right.’ 

‘Good turn-out. Wonder if I’d get as many at mine.’ 

‘More, I’d bet.’ The Farmer leaned close. ‘The brass would all be there for a start, just to make sure they weren’t dreaming.’ 

It was Rebus’s turn to smile. He lifted his glass, toasted his boss. They both savoured their drinks, then the Farmer smacked his lips. 

‘How long d’you think?’ he asked. 

Rebus shrugged. ‘I’ve not got my thirty yet.’ 

‘Can’t be long though, can it?’ 

‘I’m not counting.’ But he was lying: most weeks he thought about it. ‘Thirty’ meant thirty years of service. That was when your pension hit the max. It was what a lot of officers lived for: retirement in their fifties and a cottage by the sea. 

‘Here’s a story I don’t often tell,’ the Farmer said. ‘My first week on the force, they had me working the front desk, graveyard shift. This young lad—not even in his teens—comes in, walks straight up to the desk. “I’ve broke my wee sister,” he says.’ The Farmer’s eyes were staring into space. ‘I can see him now, the way he looked, the exact words . . . “I’ve broke my wee sister.” I hadn’t a clue what he meant. Turned out he’d pushed her down the stairs, killed her.’ He paused, took another gulp of whisky. ‘My first week on the force. Know what my sergeant said? “It can only get better.”’ He forced a smile. ‘I’ve never been sure he was right . . . ’ Suddenly his arms went into the air, the smile broadening into a grin. ‘Here she is! Here she is! Just when I thought I was being stood up.’ 

His embrace almost swamped DCI Gill Templer. The Farmer planted a kiss on her cheek. 'You’re not the floor-show by any chance?’ he asked. Then he mimed a slap to his forehead. ‘Sexist language—are you going to report me?’ 

‘I’ll let it go this time,’ Gill said, ‘in exchange for a drink.’ 

‘My shout,’ Rebus said. ‘What’ll you have?’ 

‘Long vodka.’ 

Bobby Hogan was yelling for the Farmer to go settle an argument. 

‘Duty calls,’ the Farmer said by way of an apology, before heading unsteadily across the floor. 

‘His party piece?’ Gill guessed. 

Rebus shrugged. The Farmer’s speciality was naming all the books of the Bible. His record was just under a minute; no way would it be challenged tonight. 

‘Long vodka,’ Rebus told the barman. He raised his whisky glass. ‘And a couple more of these.’ He saw Gill’s look. ‘One’s for the Farmer,’ he explained. 

‘Of course.’ She was smiling, but the smile didn’t reach her eyes. 

‘Fixed a date for your own bash?’ Rebus asked. 

‘Which one is that?’ 

‘I just thought, first female DCS in Scotland . . . got to be worth a night out, hasn’t it?’ 

‘I drank a Babycham when I heard.’ She watched the barman dribble angostura into her glass. ‘How’s the Balfour case?’ 

 Rebus looked at her. ‘Is this my new Chief Super asking?’ 

‘John . . . '

Funny how that single word could say so much. Rebus wasn’t sure he caught all the nuances, but he caught enough. 

John, don’t push this. 

John, I know there’s a history between us, but that’s long-dead. 

Gill Templer had worked her arse off to get where she was now, but she was also under the microscope—plenty of people would want her to fail, including some she probably counted as friends. 

Rebus just nodded and paid for the drinks, tipping one of the whiskies into the other glass. 

‘Saving him from himself,’ he said, nodding towards the Farmer, who was already on to the New Testament. 

‘Always the willing martyr,’ Gill said. 

A cheer went up as the Farmer’s recitation finished. Someone said it was a new record, but Rebus knew it wasn’t. It was just another gesture, another version of the gold watch or mantel-clock. The malt tasted of seaweed and peat, but Rebus knew that whenever he drank Ardbeg from now on, he’d think of a small boy walking through the doors of a police station . . . 

Siobhan Clarke was making her way across the room. 

‘Congratulations,’ she said. 

The two women shook hands. 

‘Thanks, Siobhan,’ Gill said. ‘Maybe it’ll be you one day.’ 

‘Why not?’ Siobhan agreed. ‘Glass ceiling’s what truncheons are for.’ She punched her fist into the air above her head. 

‘Need a drink, Siobhan?’ Rebus asked. 

The two women shared a look. ‘About all they’re good for,’ Siobhan said with a wink. Rebus left the pair of them laughing. 

The karaoke started at nine. Rebus went to the toilets and felt the sweat cooling on his back. His tie was already off and in his pocket. His jacket was slung over one of the chairs near the bar. Personnel at the party changed as some headed off, either to prepare for the night shift or because their mobile or pager had news for them. Others arrived, having been home to change out of work clothes. A female officer from the St Leonard’s comms room had turned up in a short skirt, the first time Rebus had seen her legs. A rowdy quartet from one of the Farmer’s postings in West Lothian arrived bearing photos of the Farmer from a quarter-century before. They’d slipped a few doctored prints into the mix, grafting the Farmer’s head on to beefcake bodies, some of them in positions which went several leagues beyond compromising. 

Rebus washed his hands, splashing some of the water on to his face and the back of his neck. Then of course there was only an electric hand-drier, so he had to use his handkerchief as a towel. Which was when Bobby Hogan walked in. 

‘See you’re bottling it too,’ Hogan said, making for the urinals. 

‘Ever heard me sing, Bobby?’ 

‘We should do a duet: “There’s a Hole in My Bucket”.’ 

‘We’d be about the only buggers who knew it.’ 

Hogan chuckled. ‘Remember when it was us that were the young turks?’ 

‘Long dead,’ Rebus said, half to himself. Hogan thought he’d misheard, but Rebus just shook his head. 

‘So who’s next for the golden cheery-bye?’ Hogan asked, ready to head out again. 

‘Not me,’ Rebus stated. 

‘No?’ 

Rebus was wiping at his neck again. ‘I can’t retire, Bobby. It would kill me.’ 

Hogan snorted. ‘Same here. But then the job’s killing me too.’ The two men studied one another, then Hogan winked and yanked open the door. They walked back out into the heat and noise, Hogan opening his arms wide to greet an old friend. One of the Farmer’s cronies pushed a glass towards Rebus. 

‘Ardbeg, right?’ 

Rebus nodded, sucked at where some had spilled on to the back of his hand, then, picturing a small boy with news to impart, raised the glass and downed it. 

He took the set of keys from his pocket and unlocked the main door of the tenement block. The keys were shiny new, cut just that day. His shoulder rubbed against the wall as he headed for the stairs, and he kept a tight grip on the banister as he climbed. The second and third shiny keys unlocked the door to Philippa Balfour’s flat. 

There was no one inside, and the alarm hadn’t been set. He switched on the lights. The loose rug underfoot seemed to want to wrap itself around his ankles, and he had to fight his way loose, holding on to the wall. The rooms were just as he’d left them, except that the computer was now missing from its desk, having been transferred to the station, where Siobhan was certain someone from Balfour’s Internet service provider could help bypass the password. 

In the bedroom, someone had removed the neat pile of David Costello’s clothes from the chair. Rebus presumed the culprit to be Costello himself. He wouldn’t have done so without permission—nothing left the flat unless okayed by the bosses. Forensics would have checked the clothes first, maybe taken samples from them. Already there were rumours of belt-tightening. A case like this, the cost could spiral skywards like smoke. 

In the kitchen, Rebus poured himself a big glass of water and went through to sit in the drawing room, pretty much where David Costello had sat. A little of the water dribbled down his chin. The paintings on the walls—framed abstracts—were playing tricks, moving with him as he moved his eyes. He bent down to place the empty glass on the floor, and ended up on his hands and knees. Some bastard had spiked the drinks, only explanation. He turned and sat down, closed his eyes for a moment. MisPers: sometimes you worried in vain; they either turned up, or didn’t want to be found. So many of them . . . photos and descriptions were always passing through the office, the faces slightly out of focus as though they were in the process of becoming ghosts. He blinked open his eyes and raised them to the ceiling, with its ornate cornicing. Big flats, the New Town had, but Rebus preferred it where he lived: more shops, not quite so smug . . . 

The Ardbeg, it had to’ve been spiked. He probably wouldn’t drink it again. It would come with its own ghost. He wondered what had happened to the boy: had it been accident or design? The boy would be a parent himself these days, maybe even a grandparent. Did he still dream about the sister he’d killed? Did he remember the young, nervous uniform standing behind the reception desk? Rebus ran his hands over the floor. It was bare wood, sanded and sealed. They hadn’t taken the boards up, not yet. He felt for a gap between two planks and dug his nails in, but couldn’t get any purchase. Somehow he knocked the glass and it started rolling, the noise filling the room. Rebus watched it until it stopped in the doorway, progress blocked by a pair of feet. 

‘What in the hell’s going on?’ 

Rebus stood up. The man in front of him was in his mid-forties, hands in the pockets of a three-quarter-length black woollen overcoat. The man opened his stance a little, filling the doorway. 

‘Who are you?’ Rebus asked. 

The man slid a hand from his pocket, angled it towards his ear. He was holding a mobile phone. ‘I’m calling the police,’ he said. 

‘I’m a police officer.’ Rebus reached into his own pocket, brought out his warrant card. ‘DI Rebus.’ 

The man studied the card and handed it back. ‘I’m John Balfour,’ he said, his voice losing a little of its edge. Rebus nodded; he’d already figured as much. 

‘Sorry if I . . .’ Rebus didn’t finish the sentence. As he put the warrant card away, his left knee unlocked for a second. 

'You’ve been drinking,’ Balfour said. 

‘Sorry, yes. Retirement do. Not on duty or anything, if that’s what you mean.’ 

‘Then might I ask what you’re doing in my daughter’s flat?’ 

'You might,’ Rebus agreed. He looked around. ‘Just wanted to . . . well, I suppose I . . .’ But he couldn’t find the words. 

‘Will you leave, please?’ 

Rebus bowed his head a little. ‘Of course.’ Balfour moved so that Rebus could pass him without any contact. Rebus stopped in the hallway, half turned, ready with a further apology, but Philippa Balfour’s father had walked over to the drawing-room window and was staring out at the night, hands gripping the shutters at either side. 

He walked downstairs quietly, halfway sober now, closed the main door after him, not looking back, not looking up at the first- floor window. The streets were deserted, pavements glistening from an earlier downpour, street light reflected in them. Rebus’s shoes were the only noise to be heard as he started the climb back up the slope: Queen Street, George Street, Princes Street, and then North Bridge. People were heading home from pubs, seeking taxis and lost friends. Rebus took a left at the Tron Kirk and headed down the Canongate. A patrol car was parked kerbside, two bodies inside: one awake, the other asleep. They were detective constables from Gayfleld, and had either drawn the short straw or were disliked by their boss: no other way to explain this thankless night-shift. Rebus was just another passer-by to the one who was awake. He had a newspaper folded in front of him, angled towards what light there was. When Rebus thumped the roof of the patrol car, the paper flew, landing on the head of the sleeper, who jerked awake and clawed at the smothering sheets. 

As the passenger-side window was wound down, Rebus leaned on the sill. your one o’clock alarm call, gentlemen.’ 

‘I nearly shat myself,’ the passenger said, trying to gather up his newspaper. His name was Pat Connolly, and he’d spent his first few years in CID waging a campaign against the nickname ‘Paddy’. His colleague was Tommy Daniels, who seemed at ease—as he did in all things—with his own nickname of ‘Distant’. Tommy to Tom- Tom to Distant Drums to Distant was the logic behind the name, but it also said much about the young man’s character. Having been so rudely awakened from sleep, upon seeing and recognising Rebus all he’d done was roll his eyes. 

‘Could’ve fetched us a coffee,’ Connolly was complaining. 

‘Could have,’ Rebus agreed. ‘Or maybe a dictionary.’ He glanced towards the newspaper crossword. Less than a quarter of the grid had been filled in, while the puzzle itself was ringed by doodles and unsolved anagrams. ‘Quiet night?’ 

‘Apart from foreigners asking directions,’ Connolly said. Rebus smiled and looked up and down the street. This was the heart of tourist Edinburgh. A hotel up by the traffic lights, a knitwear shop across the road. Fancy gifts and shortbread and whisky decanters. A kiltmaker’s only fifty yards away. John Knox’s house, hunched against its neighbours, half hidden in scowling shadow. At one time, the Old Town had been all there was of Edinburgh: a narrow spine running from the Castle to Holyrood, steep vennels leading off like crooked ribs. Then, as the place became ever more crowded and insanitary, the New Town had been built, its Georgian elegance a calculated snub to the Old Town and those who couldn’t afford to move. Rebus found it interesting that while Philippa Balfour had chosen the New Town, David Costello had elected to live in the heart of the Old. 

‘Is he home?’ he said now. 

‘Would we be here if he wasn’t?’ Connolly’s eyes were on his partner, who was pouring tomato soup from a thermos. Distant sniffed the liquid hesitantly, then took a quick gulp. ‘Actually, You could be the very man we want.’ 

Rebus looked at him. ‘Oh aye?’ 

‘Settle an argument. Deacon Blue, Wage's Day—first album or second?’ 

Rebus smiled. ‘It has been a quiet night.’ Then, after a moment’s reflection: ‘Second.’ 

‘Ten notes you owe me,’ Connolly told Distant. 

‘Mind if I ask one?’ Rebus had crouched down, felt his knees crack with the effort. 

‘Fire away,’ Connolly said. 

‘What do you do if you need a pee?’ 

Connolly smiled. ‘If Distant’s asleep, I just use his thermos.’ 

The mouthful of soup almost exploded from Distant’s nostrils. Rebus straightened up, feeling the blood pound in his ears: weather warning, force-ten hangover on its way. 

'You going in?’ Connolly asked. Rebus looked at the tenement again. 

‘Thinking about it.’ 

‘We’d have to make a note.’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘I know.’ 

‘Just come from the Farmer’s leaving do?’ 

Rebus turned towards the car. ‘What’s your point?’ 

‘Well, you’ve had a drink, haven’t you? Might not be the best time for a house call . . . sir.’ 

'You’re probably right . . . Paddy,’ Rebus said, making for the door. 

‘Remember what you asked me?’ 

Rebus had accepted a black coffee from David Costello. Popped two paracetamol from their foil shroud and washed them down. Middle of the night, but Costello hadn’t been asleep. Black T-shirt, black jeans, bare feet. He’d made an off-licence run at some point: the bag was lying on the floor, the half-bottle of Bell’s sitting not far from it, top missing but only a couple of decent measures down. Not a drinker then, Rebus surmised. It was a non-drinker’s idea of how you handled a crisis—you drank whisky, but had to buy some first, and no point lashing out on a whole bottle. A couple of drinks would do you. 

The living room was small, the flat itself reached from a turreted stairwell, winding ever upwards, the stone steps worn concave. Tiny windows. They’d planned this building in a century where heat was a luxury. The smaller the windows, the less heat you lost. 

The living room was separated from the kitchen only by a step and what looked like partition walls. An open doorway, double- width. Signs that Costello liked to cook: pots and pans hanging from butcher’s hooks. The living area was all books and CDs. Rebus had trawled the latter: John Martyn, Nick Drake, Joni Mitchell. Laid-back but cerebral. The books looked like stuff from Costello’s English Literature course. 

Costello was seated on a red futon; Rebus had chosen one of two straight-backed wooden chairs. They looked like the stuff he saw on Causewayside, placed outside shops for which the description ‘antique’ encompassed school desks from the sixties and green filing cabinets salvaged from office refits. 

Costello ran his hand through his hair, didn’t say anything. 

You asked if I thought you did it,’ Rebus said, answering his own question. 

‘Did what?’ 

‘Killed Flip. I think that’s how you phrased it: "You think I killed her, don’t you?”’ 

Costello nodded. ‘It’s so obvious, isn’t it? We’d fallen out. I accept that you have to regard me as a suspect.’ 

‘David, right now you’re the only suspect.’ 

You really think something’s happened to her?’ 

‘What do you think?’ 

Costello shook his head. ‘I’ve done nothing but rack my brains since this all started.’ 

They sat in silence for a few moments. 

‘What are you doing here?’ Costello asked suddenly. 

‘As I said, it’s on my way home. You like the Old Town?’ 

'Yes.’ 

‘Bit different from the New. You didn’t want to move nearer Flip?’ 

‘What are you trying to say?’ 

Rebus shrugged. ‘Maybe it says something about the pair of you, the parts of town you prefer.’ 

Costello laughed drily. You Scots can be so reductive.’ 

‘How’s that?’ 

‘Old Town versus New, Catholic/Protestant, east coast/west . . . Things can be a mite more complicated than that.’ 

‘Attraction of opposites, that’s all I was getting at.’ There was another silence between them. Rebus scanned the room. 

‘Didn’t make a mess then?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘The search party.’ 

‘Could have been worse.’ 

Rebus took a sip of coffee, pretended to savour it. You wouldn’t have left the body here though, would you? I mean, only perverts do that sort of thing.’ Costello looked at him. ‘Sorry, I’m being . . . I mean, it’s just theoretical. I’m not trying to say anything. But the forensics, they weren’t looking for a body. They deal in things you and me can’t even see. Flecks of blood, fibres, a single hair.’ Rebus shook his head slowly. ‘Juries eat that stuff up. The old idea of policing, it’s going out the window.’ He put down the gloss-black mug, reached into a pocket for his cigarette packet. ‘Mind if I . . . ?’ 

Costello hesitated. ‘Actually, I’ll take one from you if that’s all right.’ 

‘Be my guest.’ Rebus took one out of the packet, lit it, then tossed both packet and lighter to the younger man. ‘Roll yourself a joint if you like,’ he added. ‘I mean, if that’s your thing.’ 

‘It’s not.’ 

‘Student life must be a bit different these days.’ 

Costello exhaled, studying the cigarette as if it was something alien to him. ‘I’d assume it is,’ he said. 

Rebus smiled. Just two grown-ups having a smoke and a chat. The wee sma’ hours and all that. A time for honesty, the outside world asleep, no one eavesdropping. He got up and walked over to the bookshelves. ‘How did you and Flip meet?’ he asked, picking a book at random and flipping through it. 

‘Dinner party. We clicked straight away. Next morning, after breakfast, we took a walk through Warriston Cemetery. That was when I first felt that I loved her . . . I mean, that it wasn’t just going to be a one-night stand.’ 

'You like films?’ Rebus said. He was noticing that one shelf seemed to be all books about movies. 

Costello looked over towards him. ‘I’d like to try writing a script some day.’ 

‘Good for you.’ Rebus had opened another book. It seemed to be a sequence of poems about Alfred Hitchcock. You didn’t go to the hotel9.’ he asked after a pause. 

‘No.’ 

‘But you’ve seen your parents?’ 

'Yes.’ Costello took another draw, sucking the life from the cigarette. He realised he’d no ashtray and looked around for something suitable: candle-holders, one for Rebus and one for him. Turning from the bookshelves, Rebus’s foot brushed something: a metal toy soldier, no more than an inch high. He stooped to pick it up. The musket had been snapped off, the head twisted over to one side. He didn’t think he was responsible. Rebus placed it quietly on a shelf before sitting down again. 

‘Did they cancel the other room then?’ he asked. 

‘They sleep in separate rooms, Inspector.’ Costello looked up from where he’d been tidying the tip of the cigarette against the rim of the makeshift ashtray. ‘Not a crime, is it?’ 

‘I’m not best placed to judge. My wife left me more years ago than I can remember.’ 

‘I’ll bet you do remember.’ 

Rebus smiled again. ‘Guilty.’ 

Costello rested his head against the back of the futon, stifled a yawn. 

‘I should go,’ Rebus said. 

‘Finish your coffee at least.’ 

Rebus had already finished it, but nodded anyway, not about to leave unless pushed out. ‘Maybe she’ll turn up. People do things sometimes, don’t they? Take a notion to head for the hills.’ 

‘Flip was hardly the hill-heading type.’ 

‘But she could have had a mind to take off somewhere.’ 

Costello shook his head. ‘She knew they were waiting for her in the bar. She wouldn’t have forgotten that.’ 

‘No? Say she’d just met someone else . . . you know, an impulse thing, like in that advert.’ 

‘Someone else?’ 

‘It’s possible, isn’t it?’ 

Costello’s eyes darkened. ‘I don’t know. It was one of the things I thought about—whether she’d met someone else.’ 

'You dismissed it?’

'Yes.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because something like that, she’d have told me. That’s the way Flip is: doesn’t matter if it’s a grand’s worth of designer dress or a Concorde flight courtesy of her parents, she can’t keep it to herself.’ 

‘Likes attention?’ 

‘Don’t we all, from time to time?’ 

‘She wouldn’t pull a stunt, would she, just to get us all looking for her?’ 

‘Fake her own disappearance?’ Costello shook his head, then stifled another yawn. ‘Maybe I should get some sleep.’ 

‘What time’s the press conference?’ 

‘Early afternoon. Something to do with catching the main news bulletins.’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘Don’t be nervous out there, just be yourself.’ 

Costello stubbed out his cigarette. ‘Who else could I be?’ He made to hand the packet and lighter back to Rebus. 

‘Keep them. Never know when you might feel the need.’ He got to his feet. The blood was beating in his skull now, despite the paracetamol. That’s the way Flip is: Costello had spoken of her in the present tense—a casual remark, or something more calculated? Costello stood up too, now, and he was smiling, though without much humour. 

'You never did answer that question, did you?’ he said. 

‘I’m keeping an open mind, Mr Costello.’ 

‘Are you now?’ Costello slipped his hands into his pockets. ‘Will I see you at the press conference?’ 

‘Could be.’ 

‘And will you be on the lookout for slips of the tongue? Something like your forensic bods?’ Costello’s eyes narrowed. ‘I may be the only suspect, but I’m not stupid.’ 

‘Then you’ll appreciate we’re on the same side . . . unless you know differently?’ 

‘Why did you come here tonight? You’re not on duty, are you?’ 

Rebus took a step closer. ‘Know what they used to think, Mr Costello? They thought murder victims kept an imprint of their killer on their eyeballs—last thing they ever saw. Some killers, they gouged out the eyes after death.’ 

‘But we’re not so naïve these days, Inspector, are we? You can’t hope to know someone, to get the measure of them, just from eye contact.’ Costello leaned in towards Rebus, his eyes widening slightly. ‘Take a good long look, because the exhibit’s about to close.’ 

Rebus met the gaze, returned it. Costello was the first to blink, breaking the spell. Then he turned away and told Rebus to leave. As Rebus made for the door, Costello called out to him. He was wiping the cigarette packet with a handkerchief. He did the same with the lighter, then tossed both items towards Rebus. They fell at his feet. 

‘I think your need’s probably greater than mine. 

Rebus stooped to pick them up. ‘Why the handkerchief?’ 

‘Can’t be too careful,’ Costello said. ‘Evidence can turn up in the strangest places.’ 

Rebus straightened, decided against saying anything. At the door, Costello called out goodnight to him. Rebus was halfway down the stairwell before he returned the sentiment. He was thinking about the way Costello had wiped both lighter and packet. All the years he’d been on the force, he’d never seen a suspect do anything like that. It had meant Costello was expecting to be set up. 

Or, perhaps, that was what it was intended to look like. But it had shown Rebus a side of the young man that was cool and calculating. It showed someone who was capable of thinking ahead . . . 
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It was one of those cool, crepuscular days that could have belonged to any of at least three Scottish seasons, a sky like slate roofing and a wind that Rebus’s father would have called ‘snell’. His father had told a story once many times actually—about walking into a grocer’s in Lochgelly one freezing winter’s morning. The grocer had been standing by the electric fire. Rebus’s father had pointed to the cold cabinet and asked, ‘Is that your Ayrshire bacon?’ to which the grocer had replied, ‘No, it’s my hands I’m heating.’ He’d sworn it was a true story, and Rebus—maybe seven or eight years old—had believed him at the time. But now it seemed an old chestnut of a joke, something he’d heard elsewhere and twisted to his own use. 

‘Not often I see you smiling,’ his barista said as she made him a double latte. Those were her words: barista, latte. The first time she’d described her job, she’d pronounced it ‘barrister’, which had led a confused Rebus to ask if she was moonlighting. She worked from a converted police-box at the corner of the Meadows, and Rebus stopped there most mornings on his way to work. ‘Milky coffee’ was his order, which she always corrected to ‘latte’. Then he’d add ‘double shot’. He didn’t need to—she knew the order by heart—but he liked the feel of the words. 

‘Smiling’s not illegal, is it?’ he said now, as she spooned froth on to the coffee. 

'You’d know better than me.'

‘And your boss would know better than either of us.’ Rebus paid up, punted the change into the marge tub left for tips, and headed for St Leonard’s. He didn’t think she knew he was a cop: you’d know better than me . . . it had been said casually, no meaning behind it other than to continue their banter. In turn, he’d made his remark about her boss because the owner of the chain of kiosks had once been a solicitor. But she hadn’t seemed to understand. 

At St Leonard’s, Rebus stayed in his car, enjoying a last cigarette with his drink. A couple of vans sat at the station’s back door, waiting fbr anyone who was being taken to court. Rebus had given evidence in a case a few days ago. He kept meaning to find out what the result had been. When the station door opened, he expected to see the custody line, but it was Siobhan Clarke. She saw his car and smiled, shaking her head at the inevitability of the scene. As she came forwards, Rebus lowered the window. 

‘The condemned man ate a hearty breakfast,’ she said. 

‘And a good morning to you too.’ 

‘Boss wants to see you.’ 

‘He sent the right sniffer dog.’ 

Siobhan didn’t say anything, just smiled to herself as Rebus got out of the car. They were halfway across the car park before he heard the words: ‘It’s not a The” any more.’ He stopped in his tracks. 

‘I’d forgotten,’ he admitted. 

‘How’s the hangover, by the way? Anything else you might have managed to forget?’ 

As she opened the door for him, he had the sudden image of a gamekeeper opening a trap. 

The Farmer’s photos and coffee machine had gone, and there were some Good Luck cards on top of the filing cabinet, but otherwise the room was just as before, down to the paperwork in the in-tray and the solitary potted cactus on the windowsill. Gill Templer looked uncomfortable in the Farmer’s chair, his daily bulk having moulded it in ways which would never fit her slimmer proportions. 

‘Sit down, John.’ Then, when he was hallway on to the seat: ‘And tell me what last night was all about.’ Elbows on the desk, she placed the tips of her fingers together. It was something the Farmer had often done when trying to hide irritation or impatience. She’d either picked it up from him, or it was a perk of her new seniority. 

‘Last night?’ 

‘Philippa Balfour’s flat. Her father found you there.’ She looked up. ‘Apparently you’d been drinking.’ 

‘Hadn’t we all?’ 

‘Not as much as some.’ Her eyes moved down again to the sheet of, paper on her desk. ‘Mr Balfour’s wondering what you were up to. Frankly, I’m more than a little curious myself.’ 

‘I was on my way home . . . '

‘Leith Walk to Marchmont? Via the New Town? Sounds like you got bad directions.’ 

Rebus realised that he was still holding his beaker of coffee. He placed it on the floor, taking his time. ‘It’s just something I do,’ he said at last. ‘When things are quiet, I like to go back.’ 

‘Why?, ‘In case anything’s been missed.’ 

She seemed to consider this. ‘I’m not sure that’s the whole story.’ 

He shrugged, said nothing. Her eyes were on the sheet again. 

‘And then you decided to pay Ms Balfour’s boyfriend a call. How wise was that?’ 

‘That really was on the way home. I stopped to talk to Connolly and Daniels. Mr Costello’s light was on; I thought I’d make sure he was all right.’ 

‘The caring copper.’ She paused. ‘That’s presumably why Mr Costello felt it necessary to mention your visit to his solicitor?’ 

‘I don’t know why he did that.’ Rebus shifted a little on the hard chair; disguised it by reaching for his coffee. 

‘His lawyer’s talking about "harassment”. We might have to pull the surveillance.’ Her eyes were fixed on him. 

‘Look, Gill,’ he said, ‘you and me, we’ve known each other for donkey’s. It’s no secret how I work. I’m sure DCS Watson quoted scripture on the subject.’ 

‘That was then, John.’ 

‘Meaning what?’ 

‘How much did you have to drink last night?’ 

‘More than I should have, but it wasn’t my fault.’ He watched as Gill raised an eyebrow. ‘I’m positive someone slipped me a Mickey Finn.’ 

‘I want you to see a doctor.’ 

‘Christ Almighty . . . '

'Your drinking, your diet, your general health . . . I want You to take a medical, and whatever the doctor says is necessary, I want you to abide by it.’ 

‘Alfalfa and carrot juice?’ 

'You’ll see a doctor, John.’ It was a statement. Rebus just snorted and drained his coffee, then held up the beaker. 

‘Half-fat milk.’ 

She almost smiled. ‘It’s a start, I suppose.’ 

‘Look, Gill . . .’ He got up, tipped the beaker into the otherwise pristine waste-bin. ‘My drinking’s not a problem. It doesn’t interfere with my work.’ 

‘It did last night.’ 

He shook his head, but her face had hardened. Finally she took a deep breath. ‘Just before you left the club . . . you remember that?’ 

‘Sure.’ He hadn’t sat down; was standing in front of her desk, hands by his sides. 

'You remember what you said to me?’ His face told her all she needed to know. You wanted me to go home with you.’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ He was trying to remember, but nothing was coming. He couldn’t remember leaving the club at all . . . 

‘On you go, John. I’ll make that appointment for you.’ 

He turned, pulled open the door. He was hallway out when she called him back. 

‘I lied,’ she said with a smile. You didn’t say anything. Going to wish me well in the new job?’ 

Rebus tried for a sneer but couldn’t quite manage one. Gill held her smile until he’d slammed shut the door; after he’d gone, it fell away again. Watson had given her chapter and verse all right, but nothing she hadn’t already known: Enjoys his drink a bit too much, maybe, but he’s a good cop, Gill. He just likes to pretend he can do without the rest of us . . . Maybe that was true, as far as it went, but maybe, too, the time was coming fast when John Rebus would have to learn that they could do without him. 

It was easy to spot the crew from the leaving do: local chemists had probably sold out of aspirin, vitamin C and patented hangover cures. Dehydration seemed a major factor. Rebus had seldom seen so many bottles of Irn-Bru, Lucozade and Coke in the grip of so many pallid hands. The sobersides—who’d either not been to the party or who’d stuck to soft drinks—were gloating, whistling shrilly and slamming drawers and cupboards wherever possible. The main incident room for the Philippa Balfour inquiry was based at Gayfield Square—much closer to her flat—but with so many officers involved, space was an issue, so a corner of the CID room at St Leonard’s had been set aside. Siobhan was there now, busy at her terminal. A spare hard disk sat on the floor, and Rebus realised that she was using Balfour’s computer. She held a telephone receiver between cheek and shoulder, and typed as she talked. 

‘No luck there either,’ Rebus heard her say. 

He was sharing his own desk with three other officers, and it showed. He brushed the remnants from a bag of crisps on to the floor and deposited two empty Fanta cans in the nearest bin. When the phone rang he picked it up, but it was just the local evening paper trying to pull a flanker. 

‘Talk to Press Liaison,’ Rebus told the journalist. 

‘Give me a break.’ 

Rebus was thoughtful. Liaison had been Gill Templer’s speciality. He glanced across towards Siobhan Clarke. ‘Who’s in charge of PL anyway?’ 

‘DS Ellen Wylie,’ the journalist said. 

Rebus said thanks and cut the connection. Liaison would have been a step up for Siobhan, especially on a high-profile case. Ellen Wylie was a good officer based at Torphichen. As a liaison specialist, Gill Templer would have been asked for advice on the appointment, maybe even made the decision herself. She’d chosen Ellen Wylie. He wondered if there was anything in it. 

He rose from the desk and studied the paperwork now pinned to the wall behind him. Duty rosters, faxes, lists of contact numbers and addresses. Two photos of the missing woman. One of them had been released to the press, and it was duplicated in a dozen news stories, clipped and displayed. Soon, if she wasn’t found safe and well, space would be at a premium on the wall, and those news stories would be discarded. They were repetitious, inaccurate, sensationalised. Rebus lingered on one phrase: the tragic boyfriend. He checked his watch: five hours until the news conference. 

With Gill Templer promoted, they were down a DCI at St Leonard’s. Detective Inspector Bill Pryde wanted the job, and was trying to stamp his authority on the Balfour case. Rebus, newly arrived at the Gayfield Square incident room, could only stand and marvel. Pryde had smartened himself up—the suit looked brand new, the shirt laundered, the tie expensive. The black brogues were immaculately polished and, if Rebus wasn’t mistaken, Pryde had been to the barber’s, too. Not that there was too much to trim, but Pryde had made the effort. He’d been put in charge of assignments, which meant putting teams out on the street for the daily drudgery of doorsteppings and interviews. Neighbours were being questioned—sometimes for the second or third time—as were friends, students and university staff. Flights and ferry crossings were being checked, the official photograph faxed to train operators, bus companies and police forces outwith the Lothian and Borders area. It would be someone’s job to collate information on fresh corpses throughout Scotland, while another team would focus on hospital admissions. Then there were the city’s taxi and car hire firms . . . It all took time and effort. These comprised the public face of the inquiry, but behind the scenes other questions would be asked of the MisPer’s immediate family and circle of friends. Rebus doubted the background checks would amount to anything, not this time round. 

At last, Pryde finished giving instructions to the group of officers around him. As they melted away, he caught sight of Rebus and gave a huge wink, rubbing his hand over his forehead as he approached. 

‘Got to be careful,’ Rebus said. ‘Power corrupts, and all that.’ 

‘Forgive me,’ Pryde said, dropping his voice, ‘but I’m getting a real buzz.’ 

‘That’s because you can do it, Bill. It’s just taken the Big House twenty years to recognise the fact.’ 

Pryde nodded. ‘Rumour is, you turned down DCI a while back.’

Rebus snorted. ‘Rumours, Bill. Like the Fleetwood Mac album, best left unplayed.’ 

The room was a choreography of movement, each participant now working on his or her allotted task. Some were donning coats, picking up keys and notebooks. Others rolled their sleeves as they got comfortable at their computers or telephones. New chairs had appeared from some darkened corner of the budget. Pale-blue swivel jobs: those who’d managed to grab one were on the defensive, sliding across the floor on castors rather than getting up to walk, lest someone else snatch the prized possession in the interim. 

‘We’re done with babysitting the boyfriend,’ Pryde said. ‘Orders from the new boss.’ 

‘I heard.’ 

‘Pressure from the family,’ Pryde added. 

‘Won’t do any harm to the operation budget,’ Rebus commented, straightening up. ‘So is there work for me today, Bill?’ 

Pryde flicked through the sheets of paper on his clipboard. ‘Thirty-seven phone calls from the public,’ he said. 

Rebus held up his hands. ‘Don’t look at me. Cranks and desperadoes are for the L-plates, surely?’ 

Pryde smiled. ‘Already allocated,’ he admitted, nodding towards where two DCs, recently promoted out of uniform, were looking dismayed at the workload. Cold calls constituted the most thankless task around. Any high-profile case threw up its share of fake confessions and false leads. Some people craved attention, even if it meant becoming a suspect in a police investigation. Rebus knew of several such offenders in Edinburgh. 

‘Craw Shand?’ he guessed. 

Pryde tapped the sheet of paper. ‘Three times so far, ready to admit to the murder.’ 

‘Bring him in,’ Rebus said. ‘It’s the only way to get rid of him.’ 

Pryde brought his free hand to the knot in his tie, as if checking for defects. ‘Neighbours?’ he suggested. 

Rebus nodded. ‘Neighbours it is,’ he said. 

He gathered together the notes from initial interviews. Other officers had been assigned the far side of the street, leaving Rebus and three others—working teams of two—to cover the flats either side of Philippa Balfour’s. Thirty-five in total, three of them empty, leaving thirty-two. Sixteen addresses per team, maybe fifteen minutes at each . . . four hours total. 

Rebus’s partner for the day, DC Phyllida Hawes, had done the arithmetic for him as they climbed the steps of the first tenement. Actually, Rebus wasn’t sure you could call them ‘tenements’, not down in the New Town, with its wealth of Georgian architecture, its art galleries and antique emporia. He asked Hawes for advice. 

‘Blocks of flats?’ she suggested, raising a smile. There were one or two flats per landing, some adorned with brass nameplates, others ceramic. A few went so low as to boast just a piece of sellotaped card or paper. 

‘Not sure the Cockburn Association would approve,’ Hawes remarked. 

Three or four names listed on the bit of card: students, Rebus guessed, from backgrounds less generous than Philippa Balfour’s. 

The landings themselves were bright and cared for: welcome mats and tubs of flowers. Hanging baskets had been placed over banisters. The walls looked newly painted, the stairs swept. The first stairwell went like clockwork: two flats with nobody home, cards dropped through either letterbox; fifteen minutes in each of the other flats—just a few back-up questions . . . see if you’ve thought of anything to add . . . ' The householders had shaken their heads, had professed themselves still shocked. Such a quiet little street. 

There was a main door flat at ground level, a much grander affair, with a black-and-white-chequered marble entrance hall, Doric columns either side. The occupier was renting it long term, worked in ‘the financial sector’. Rebus saw a pattern emerging: graphic designer; training consultant; events organiser . . . and now the financial sector. 

‘Does no one have real jobs any more?’ he asked Hawes. 

‘These are the real jobs,’ she told him. They were back on the pavement, Rebus enjoying a cigarette. He noticed her staring at it. 

‘Want one?’ 

She shook her head. ‘Three years I’ve managed so far.’ 

‘Good for you.’ Rebus looked up and down the street. ‘If this was a net curtain kind of place, they’d be twitching right now.’ 

‘If they had net curtains, you wouldn’t be able to peer in and see what you’re missing.’ 

Rebus held the smoke, let it billow out through his nostrils. ‘See, when I was younger, there was always something rakish about the New Town. Kaftans and wacky baccy, parties and ne’er-do-wells.’ 

‘Not much space left for them these days,’ Hawes agreed. ‘Where do you live?’ 

‘Marchmont,’ he told her. 'You?’ 

‘Livingston. It was all I could afford at the time.’ 

‘Bought mine years back, two wages coming in . . . ’ 

She looked at him. ‘No need to apologise.’ 

‘Prices weren’t as crazy back then, that’s all I meant.’ He was trying not to sound defensive. It was that meeting with Gill: the little joke she’d made, just to unsettle him. And the way his visit to Costello had KO’d the surveillance . .. Maybe it was time to talk to someone about the drinking . . . He flicked the stub of his cigarette on to the roadway. The surface was made of shiny rectangular stones called setts. When he’d first arrived in the city he’d made the mistake of calling them cobbles; a local had put him right. 

‘Next call,’ he said now, ‘if we’re offered tea, we take it.’ 

Hawes nodded. She was in her late thirties or early forties, hair brown and shoulder-length. Her face was freckled and fleshed-out, as though she’d never quite lost her puppy fat. Grey trouser-suit and an emerald blouse, pinned at the neck with a silver Celtic brooch. Rebus could imagine her at a ceilidh, being spun during Strip the Willow, her face bearing the same concentration she brought to her work. 

Below the main door flat, down a curving set of external steps, was the ‘garden flat’, so called because the garden at the back of the building came with it. At the front, the stone slabs were covered in more tubs of flowers. There were two windows, with two more at ground level—the place boasted a sub-basement. A pair of wooden doors were set into the wall opposite the entrance. They would lead into cellars beneath the pavement. Though they would have been checked before, Rebus tried opening them both, but they were locked. Hawes checked her notes. 

‘Grant Hood and George Silvers got there before you,’ she said. 

‘But were the doors locked or unlocked?’ 

‘I unlocked them,’ a voice called out. They turned to see an elderly woman standing just inside the flat’s front door. ‘Would you like the keys?’ 

'Yes please, madam,’ Phyllida Hawes said. When the woman had turned back into the flat, she turned to Rebus and made a T shape with the index finger of either hand. Rebus held both his thumbs up in reply. 

Mrs Jardine’s flat was a chintz museum, a home for china waifs and strays. The throw which covered the back of her sofa must have taken weeks to crochet. She apologised for the array of tin cans and metal pots which all but covered the floor of her conservatory ‘never seem to get round to fixing the roof. Rebus had suggested they take their tea there: every time he turned round in the living room he feared he was about to send some ornament flying. When the rain started, however, their conversation was punctuated by drips and dollops, and the splashes from the pot nearest Rebus threatened to give him the same sort of soaking he’d have had outside. 

‘I didn’t know the lassie,’ Mrs Jardine said ruefully. ‘Maybe if I got out a bit more I’d have seen her.’ 

Hawes was staring out of the window. 'You manage to keep your garden neat,’ she said. This was an understatement: the long narrow garden, slivers of lawn and flowerbed either side of a meandering path, was immaculate. 

‘My gardener,’ Mrs Jardine said. 

Hawes studied the notes from the previous interview, then shook her head almost imperceptibly: Silvers and Hood hadn’t mentioned a gardener. 

‘Could we have his name, Mrs Jardine?’ Rebus asked, his voice casually polite. Still, the old woman looked at him with concern. Rebus offered her a smile and one of her own drop scones. ‘It’s just that I might need a gardener myself,’ he lied. 

The last thing they did was check the cellars. An ancient hot- water tank in one, nothing but mould in the other. They waved Mrs Jardine goodbye and thanked her for her hospitality. 

‘All right for some,’ Grant Hood said. He was waiting for them on the pavement, collar up against the rain. ‘So far we’ve not been offered as much as the time of day.’ His partner was Distant Daniels. Rebus nodded a greeting. 

‘What’s up, Tommy? Working a double shift?’ 

Daniels shrugged. ‘Did a swap.’ He tried to suppress a yawn. Hawes was tapping her sheaf of notes. 

‘You,’ she told Hood, ‘didn’t do your job.’ 

‘Eh?’ 

‘Mrs Jardine has a gardener,’ Rebus explained. 

‘We’ll be talking to the bin-men next,’ Hood said. 

‘We already have,’ Hawes reminded him. ‘And been through the bins, too.’ 

The two of them looked to be squaring up. Rebus considered brokering the peace—he was St Leonard’s, same as Hood: he should be sticking up for him—but lit another cigarette instead. Hood’s cheeks had reddened. He was a DC, same rank as Hawes, but she had more years behind her. Sometimes you couldn’t argue with experience, which wasn’t stopping Hood from trying. 

‘This isn’t helping Philippa Balfour,’ Distant Daniels said at last, stopping the confab dead. 

‘Well said, son,’ Rebus added. It was true: big inquiries could blind you to the single essential truth. You became a tiny cog in the machine, and as such you made demands in order to assure yourself of your importance. The ownership of chairs became an issue, because it was an easy argument, something that could be resolved quickly either way. Unlike the case itself, the case which was growing almost exponentially, making you seem ever smaller, until you lost sight of that single essential truth—what Rebus’s mentor Lawson Geddes had called ‘the SET’—which was that a person or persons needed your help. A crime had to be solved, the guilty brought to justice: it was good to be reminded sometimes. 

They split up amicably in the end, Hood noting the gardener 5 details and promising to talk to him. After which there was nothing else to do but start climbing stairs again. They’d spent the best part of half an hour at Mrs Jardine’s; already Hawes’ calculations were unravelling, proving another truism: inquiries ate up time, as if the days went into fast forward and you couldn’t show how the hours had been spent, were hard pressed to explain your exhaustion, knowing only the frustration of something left incomplete. 

Two more no-one-homes, and then, on the first landing, the door was opened by a face Rebus recognised but couldn’t place. 

‘It’s about Philippa Balfour’s disappearance,’ Hawes was explaining. ‘I believe two of my colleagues spoke to you earlier. This is just by way of a follow-up.’ 

'Yes, of course.’ The gloss-black door opened a little wider. The man looked at Rebus and smiled. 'You’re having trouble placing me, but I remember you.’ The smile widened. 'You always remember the virgins, don’t you?’ 

As they were shown down the hall, the man introduced himself as Donald Devlin, and Rebus knew him. The first autopsy Rebus had ever attended as a CID officer, Devlin had done the cutting. He’d been Professor of Forensic Medicine at the university, and the city’s chief pathologist at the time. Sandy Gates had been his assistant. Now, Gates was Professor of Forensic Medicine, with Dr Curt as his 'junior’. On the walls of the hallway were framed photos of Devlin receiving various prizes and awards. 

‘The name’s not coming to me,’ Devlin said, gesturing for the two officers to precede him into a cluttered drawing room. 

‘DI Rebus.’

‘It would have been Detective Constable back then?’ Devlin guessed. Rebus nodded. 

‘Moving out, sir?’ Hawes asked, looking around her at the profusion of boxes and black bin-liners. Rebus looked too. Tottering towers of paperwork, drawers which had been wrenched from their chests and now threatened to spill mementoes across the carpet. Devlin chuckled. He was a short, portly man, probably in his mid- seventies. His grey cardigan had lost most of its shape and half its buttons, and his charcoal trousers were held up with braces. His face was puffy and red-veined, his eyes small blue dots behind a pair of metal-framed spectacles. 

‘In a manner of speaking, I suppose,’ he said, pushing a few strands of hair back into some semblance of order across the expanse of his domed scalp. ‘Let’s just say that if the Grim Reaper is the ne plus ultra of removers, then I’m acting as his unpaid assistant.’ 

Rebus recalled that Devlin had always spoken like this, never settling for six words where a dozen would do, and tossing the odd spanner into the dictionary. It had been a nightmare trying to take notes while Devlin worked an autopsy. 

'You’re moving into a home?’ Hawes guessed. The old man chuckled again. 

‘Not quite ready for the heave-ho yet, alas. No, all I’m doing is dispensing with a few unwanted items, making it easier for those family members who’ll wish to pick over the carcass of my estate after I’ve shuffled off.’ 

‘Saving them the trouble of throwing it all out?’ 

Devlin looked at Rebus. ‘A correct and concise summary of affairs,’ he noted approvingly. 

Hawes had reached into a box for a leatherbound book. 'You’re binning all of it?’ 

‘By no means,’ Devlin tutted. ‘The volume in your hand, for example, an early edition of Donaldson’s anatomical sketches, I intend to offer to the College of Surgeons.’ 

'You still see Professor Gates?’ Rebus asked. 

‘Oh, Sandy and I enjoy the occasional tincture. He’ll be retiring himself soon enough, I don’t doubt, making way for the young. We fool ourselves that this makes life cyclical, but of course it’s anything but, unless you happen to practise Buddhism.’ He smiled at what he saw as this little joke. 

‘Just because you’re a Buddhist doesn’t mean you’ll come back again though, does it?’ Rebus said, delighting the old man further. Rebus was staring at a framed news report on the wall to the right of the fireplace: a murder conviction dated 1957. 'Your first case?’ he guessed. 

‘Actually, yes. A young bride bludgeoned to death by her husband. They were in the city on honeymoon.’ 

‘Must cheer the place up,’ Hawes commented. 

‘My wife thought it macabre too,’ Devlin admitted. ‘After she died, I put it back up.’ 

‘Well,’ Hawes said, dropping the book back into its box and looking in vain for somewhere to sit, ‘sooner we’re finished, the sooner you can get back to your clear-out.’ 

‘A pragmatist: good to see.’ Devlin seemed content to let the three of them stand there, in the middle of a large and threadbare Persian carpet, almost afraid to move for fear that a domino effect would ensue. 

‘Is there any order, sir?’ Rebus asked. ‘Or can we move a couple of boxes on to the floor?’ 

‘Better to take our tete-a-tete into the dining room, I think.’ 

Rebus nodded and made to follow, his gaze drifting to an engraved invitation on the marble mantelpiece. It was from the Royal College of Surgeons, something to do with a dinner at Surgeons’ Hall. ‘Black/white tie and decorations’ it said along the bottom. The only decorations he had were in a box in his hall cupboard. They went up every Christmas, if he could be bothered. 

The dining room was dominated by a long wooden table and six un-upholstered, straight-backed chairs. There was a serving-hatch—what Rebus’s family would have called a ‘bowley-hole’—through to the kitchen, and a dark-stained sideboard spread with a dusty array of glassware and silver. The few framed pictures looked like early examples of photography: posed studio shots of Venetian boat-life, maybe scenes from Shakespeare. The tall sash window looked out on to gardens at the rear of the building. Down below, Rebus could see that Mrs Jardine’s gardener had shaped her plot—either by accident or design—so that from above it resembled a question mark. 

On the table lay a half-finished jigsaw: central Edinburgh photographed from above. ‘Any and all help,’ Devlin said, waving a hand expansively over the puzzle, ‘will be most gratefully received.’ 

‘Looks like a lot of pieces,’ Rebus said. 

‘Just the two thousand.’ 

Hawes, who had at last introduced herself to Devlin, was having trouble getting comfortable on her chair. She asked how long Devlin had been retired. 

‘Twelve . . . no, fourteen years. Fourteen years . . .’ He shook his head, marvelling at time’s ability to speed up even as the heartbeat slowed. 

Hawes looked at her notes. ‘At the first interview, you said you’d been home that evening.’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘And you didn’t see Philippa Balfour?’ 

'Your information is correct thus far.’ 

Rebus, deciding against the chairs, leaned back, putting his weight on the windowsill, and folded his arms. 

‘But you knew Ms Balfour?’ he asked. 

‘We’d exchanged pleasantries, yes.’ 

‘She’s been your neighbour for the best part of a year,’ Rebus said. 

'You’ll recall that this is Edinburgh, DI Rebus. I’ve lived in this apartment nearly three decades—I moved in when my wife passed away. It takes time to get to know one’s neighbours. Often, I’m afraid, they move on before one has had the opportunity.’ He shrugged. ‘After a while, one ceases trying.’ 

‘That’s pretty sad,’ Hawes said. 

‘And you live where . . . ?’ 

‘If I could just,’ Rebus interrupted, ‘bring us back to the matter in hand.’ He’d moved off the windowsill, hands now resting on the table-top. His eyes were on the loose pieces of the jigsaw. 

‘Of course,’ Devlin said. 

'You were in all evening, and didn’t hear anything untoward?’ 

Devlin glanced up, perhaps appreciative of Rebus’s final word. ‘Nothing,’ he said after a pause. 

‘Or see anything?’ 

‘Ditto.’ 

Hawes wasn’t just looking uncomfortable now; she was clearly irritated by these responses. Rebus sat down across from her, trying for eye contact, but she was ready with a question of her own. 

‘Have you ever had a falling-out with Ms Balfour, sir?’ 

‘What is there to fall out about?’ 

‘Nothing now,’ Hawes stated coldly. 

Devlin gave her a look and turned towards Rebus. ‘I see you’re interested in the table, Inspector.’ 

Rebus realised that he’d been running his fingers along the grain of the wood. 

‘It’s nineteenth century,’ Devlin went on, ‘crafted by a fellow anatomist.’ He glanced towards Hawes, then back to Rebus again. 'There was something I remembered . . . probably nothing important.’ 

'Yes, sir?’ 

‘A man standing outside.’ 

Rebus knew that Hawes was about to say something, so beat her to it. ‘When was this?’ 

‘A couple of days before she vanished, and the day before that, too.’ Devlin shrugged, all too aware of the effect his words were having. Hawes had reddened; she was dying to scream out something like when were you going to tell us? Rebus kept his voice level. 

‘On the pavement outside?’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘Did you get a good look at him?’ 

Another shrug. ‘In his twenties, short dark hair . . . not cropped, just neat.’ 

‘Not a neighbour?’ 

‘It’s always possible. I’m merely telling you what I saw. He seemed to be waiting for someone or something. I recall him checking his watch.’ 

‘Her boyfriend maybe?’ 

‘Oh no, I know David.’ 

'You do?’ Rebus asked. He was still casually scanning the jigsaw. 

‘To talk to, yes. We met a few times in the stairwell. Nice young chap . . . ’ 

‘How was he dressed?’ Hawes asked. 

‘Who? David?’ 

‘The man you saw.’ 

Devlin seemed almost to relish the glare which accompanied her words. ‘Jacket and trousers,’ he said, glancing down at his cardigan. ‘I can’t be more specific, never having been a follower of fashion.’ 

Which was true: fourteen years ago, he’d worn similar cardigans under his green surgeon’s smock, along with bow-ties which were always askew. You could never forget your first autopsy: those sights, smells and sounds which were to become familiar. The scrape of metal on bone, or the whispering of a scalpel as it parted flesh. Some pathologists carried a cruel sense of humour and would put on an especially graphic performance for any ‘virgins’. But never Devlin; he’d always focused on the corpse, as if the two of them were alone in the room, that intimate final act of filleting carried out with a decorum bordering on ritual. 

‘Do you think,’ Rebus asked, ‘that if you thought about it, maybe let your mind drift back, you could come up with a fuller description?’ 

‘I rather doubt it, but of course if you think it important . . . '

‘Early days, sir. You know yourself, we can’t rule anything out.’ 

‘Of course, of course.’ 

Rebus was treating Devlin as a fellow professional . . . and it was working. 

‘We might even try to put together a photofit,’ Rebus went on. ‘That way, if it turns out to be a neighbour or someone anyone knows, we can eliminate him straight away.’ 

‘Seems reasonable,’ Devlin agreed. 

Rebus got on his mobile to Gayfield and made an appointment for the next morning. Afterwards, he asked if Devlin would need a car. 

‘Should manage to find my own way. Not utterly decrepit just yet, you know.’ But he got to his feet slowly, his joints seemingly stiff as he showed the two detectives out. 

‘Thanks again, sir,’ Rebus said, shaking his hand. 

Devlin just nodded, avoiding eye contact with Hawes, who wasn’t about to offer him her own thanks. As they made their way up to the next landing, she muttered something Rebus didn’t catch. 

‘Sorry?’ 

‘I said: bloody men.’ She paused. ‘Present company excluded.’ Rebus didn’t say anything, prepared to let her get it off her chest. ‘Do you suppose for one second,’ she went on, ‘that if it had been two female officers down there, he’d have said anything?’ 

‘I think that would depend how he was handled.’ 

Hawes glared at him, seeking levity that wasn’t there. 

‘Part of our job,’ Rebus went on, ‘is pretending we like everyone, pretending we’re interested in everything they have to say.’ 

‘He just—’ 

‘Got on your nerves? Mine too. Bit pompous, but that’s just his way; you can’t let it show. You’re right: I’m not sure he’d have told us anything. He’d dismissed it as irrelevant. But then he opened up, just to put you in your place.’ Rebus smiled. ‘Good work. It’s not often I get to play “good cop” around here.’ 

‘It wasn’t just that he got on my nerves,’ Hawes conceded. 

‘What then?’ 

‘He gave me the creeps.’ 

Rebus looked at her. ‘Not the same thing?’ 

She shook her head. ‘The old-pal act he played with you, that irritated me a bit, because I wasn’t part of it. But the newspaper dipping . . . ’ 

‘The one on the wall?’ 

She nodded. ‘That gave me the creeps.’ 

‘He’s a pathologist,’ Rebus explained. ‘They’ve thicker skins than most of us.’ 

She thought about this, and allowed herself a little smile. 

‘What?’ Rebus asked. 

‘Oh, nothing,’ she said. ‘It’s just that, as I was getting up to leave, I couldn’t help noticing a piece of the jigsaw on the floor under the table . . . ’ 

‘Where it still sits?’ Rebus guessed, smiling too now. ‘With that kind of eye for detail, we’ll make a detective of you yet .. 

He pressed the next door-buzzer, and it was back to work. 

The news conference took place at the Big House, with a live feed to the inquiry room at Gayfield Square. Someone was trying to clean fingerprints and smears from the TV monitor with a handkerchief, while others tilted the blinds against the afternoon’s sudden burst of sunshine. With the chairs all filled, officers were sitting two and three to a desk. A few of them were taking a late lunch: sandwiches and bananas. There were mugs of tea and coffee, cans of juice. The conversation was muted. Whoever was in charge of the police camera at the Big House, they were coming in for some stick. 

‘Like my eight-year-old with the video-cam . . .'

‘Seen Blair Witch a couple times too many . . .'

It was true that the camera seemed to be swooping and diving, picking out bodies at waist height, rows of feet, and the backs of chairs. 

‘Show’s not started yet,’ a wiser head counselled. It was true: the other cameras, the ones from TV, were still being set up, the invited audience—journalists clutching mobile phones to their ears—still settling. Hard to make out anything that was being said. Rebus stood at the back of the room. A bit too far from the TV, but he wasn’t about to move. Bill Pryde stood next to him, clearly exhausted and just as clearly trying not to show it. His clipboard had become a comforter, and he held it close to his chest, now and then pulling back to look at it, as though fresh instructions might magically have appeared. With the blinds closed, thin beams of light pierced the room, highlighting motes of dust which would otherwise have remained invisible. Rebus was reminded of cinema trips in childhood, the sense of expectation as the projector came to life and the show began. 

On the TV, the crowd was settling. Rebus knew the room—a soulless space used for seminars and occasions such as this. One long table sat at the end, a makeshift screen behind it displaying the Lothian and Borders badge. The police video-cam swung round as a door opened and a file of bodies trooped into the room, quieting the hubbub. Rebus could hear the sudden whirr of camera motors. Flashes of illumination. Ellen Wylie first, then Gill Templer, followed by David Costello and John Balfour. 

‘Guilty!’ someone in front of Rebus called out as the camera zoomed in on Costello’s face. 

The group sat down in front of a sudden array of microphones. The camera stayed with Costello, panning back a little to take in his upper body, but it was Wylie’s voice that came over the loudspeaker, preceded by a nervous clearing of the throat. 

‘Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen, and thank you for joining us. I’ll just go over the format and some of the rules, before we get started . . .'

Siobhan was over to Rebus’s left. She was sitting on a desk alongside Grant Hood. Hood was staring at the floor. Maybe he was concentrating on Wylie’s voice: Rebus remembered that the pair of them had worked closely together on the Grieve case a few months before. Siobhan was watching the screen, but her gaze kept wandering elsewhere. She held a bottle of water, and her fingers were busy picking off the label. 

She wanted that job, Rebus thought to himself. And now she was hurting. He willed her to turn his way, so he could offer something—a smile or shrug, or just a nod of understanding. But her eyes were back on the screen again. Wylie had finished her spiel, and it was Gill Templer’s turn. She was summarising and updating the details of the case. She sounded confident, an old hand at news conferences. Rebus could hear Wylie clearing her throat again in the background. It seemed to be putting Gill off. 

The camera, however, showed no interest in the two CID officers. It was there to concentrate on David Costello, and—to a far lesser extent—Philippa Balfour’s father. The two men sat next to one another, and the camera moved slowly between them. Quick shots of Balfour, then back to Costello. The auto-focus was fine until the cameraman decided to zoom in or out. Then, the picture took a few seconds to clear. 

‘Guilty,’ the voice repeated. 

‘Want a bet?’ someone else called back. 

‘Let’s have a bit of shush,’ Bill Pryde barked. The room fell silent. Rebus gave him a round of mimed applause, but Pryde was looking at his clipboard again, then back to the screen, where David Costello was beginning to speak. He hadn’t shaved, and looked to be in the same clothes as the previous night. He’d unfolded and flattened a sheet of paper against the table-top. But when he spoke, he didn’t glance down at what he’d written. His eyes flitted between cameras, never sure where he should be looking. His voice was dry and thin. 

‘We don’t know what happened to Flip, and we desperately want to know. All of us, her friends, her family .. .’ he glanced towards John Balfour . . . ’all those who know and love her, we need to know. Flip, if you’re watching this, please get in touch with one of us. Just so we know you’re . . . you’ve not come to any harm. We’re worried sick.’ His eyes were shining with the onset of tears. He stopped for a second, bowed his head, then drew himself straight again. He picked up the sheet of paper but couldn’t see anything there that hadn’t been said. He half turned, as if seeking guidance from the others. John Balfour put his hand out to squeeze the younger man’s shoulder, then Balfour himself started speaking, his voice booming as if the microphones might somehow be defective. 

‘If anyone’s holding my daughter, please get in touch. Flip has the number for my private mobile phone. I can be reached at any time, day or night. I’d like to talk with you, whoever you are, why ever you’ve done what you’ve done. And if anyone knows Flip’s whereabouts, there’ll be a number onscreen at the end of this broadcast. I just need to know Flip’s alive and well. To people watching this at home, please take a second to study Flip’s photograph.’ A further clicking of cameras as he held up the photo. He turned slowly so every camera could capture the moment. ‘Her name’s Philippa Balfour and she’s just twenty. She’s my daughter. If you’ve seen her, or even just think you may have, please get in touch. Thank you.’ 

The reporters were ready with their questions, but David Costello was already on his feet and making for the exit. 

It was Wylie’s voice again: ‘Not appropriate at this time . . . I’d like to thank you for your continuing support . . . ’ But the questions battered against her. Meantime the video-cam was back on John Balfour. He looked quite composed, hands clasped on the table in front of him, unblinking as the flash-guns threw his shadow on to the wall behind. 

‘No, I really don’t . . .'

‘Mr Costello!’ the journalists were yelling. ‘Could we just ask. . .?’ 

‘DS Wylie,’ another voice barked, ‘can you tell us something about possible motives for the abduction?’ 

‘We don’t have any motives yet.’ Wylie was sounding flustered. 

‘But you accept that it is an abduction?’ 

‘I don’t . . . no, that’s not what I meant.’ 

The screen showed John Balfour trying to answer someone else’s question. The ranks of reporters had become a scrum. 

‘Then what did you mean, DS Wylie?’ 

‘I just . . . I didn’t say anything about . . . ’ 

And then Ellen Wylie’s voice was replaced by Gill Templer’s. The voice of authority. The reporters knew her of old, just as she knew them. 

‘Steve,’ she said, ‘you know only too well that we can’t speculate on details like that. If you want to make up lies just to sell a few more papers, that’s your concern, but it’s hardly respectful to Philippa Balfour’s family and friends.’ 

Further questions were handled by Gill, who insisted on some calm beforehand. Although Rebus couldn’t see her, he imagined Ellen Wylie would be shrinking visibly. Siobhan was moving her feet up and down, as though all of a sudden some adrenaline had kicked in. Balfour interrupted Gill to say that he’d like to respond to a couple of the points raised. He did so, calmly and effectively, and then the conference started to break up. 

‘A cool customer,’ Pryde said, before moving off to regroup his troops.—It was time to get back to the real work again. 

Grant Hood approached. ‘Remind me,’ he said. ‘Which station was giving the longest odds on the boyfriend?’ 

‘Torphichen,’ Rebus told him. 

‘Then that’s where my money’s going.’ He looked to Rebus for a reaction, but didn’t get one. ‘Come on, sir,’ he went on, ‘it was written all over his face!’ 

Rebus thought back to his night-time meeting with Costello . . . the story of the eyeballs and how Costello had come up close. Take a good long look . . . 

Hood was shaking his head as he made to pass Rebus. The blinds had been opened, the brief interlude of sun now ended as thick grey clouds rolled back over the city. The tape of Costello’s performance would go to the psychologists. They’d be looking for a glimmer of something, a short outburst of bright illumination. He wasn’t sure they’d find it. Siobhan was standing in front of him. 

‘Interesting, wasn’t it?’ she said. 

‘I don’t think Wylie’s cut out for liaison,’ Rebus answered. 

‘She shouldn’t have been there. A case like this for her first outing . . . she was as good as thrown to the lions.’ 

'You didn’t enjoy it?’ he asked slyly. 

She stared at him. ‘I don’t like blood sports.’ She made to move away, but hesitated. ‘What did you think, really?’ 

‘I thought you were right about it being interesting. Singularly interesting.’ 

She smiled. You caught that too?’ 

He nodded. ‘Costello kept saying “we”, while her father used “I”.’ 

‘As if Flip’s mother didn’t matter.’ 

Rebus was thoughtful. ‘It might mean nothing more than that Mr Balfour has an inflated sense of his own importance.’ He paused. ‘Now wouldn’t that be a first in a merchant banker? How’s the computer stuff going?’ 

She smiled—‘computer stuff just about summed up Rebus’s knowledge of hard disks and the like. ‘I got past her password.’ 

‘Meaning?’ 

‘Meaning I can check her most recent e-mails . . . soon as I get back to my desk.’ 

‘No way to access the older ones?’ 

‘Already done. Of course, there’s no way of telling what’s been deleted.’ She was thoughtful. ‘At least I don’t think there is. 

‘They’re not stored somewhere on the . . . mainframe?’ 

She laughed. You’re thinking of sixties spy films, computers taking up whole rooms. 

‘Sorry.’ 

‘Don’t worry. You’re doing okay for someone who thinks LOL means Loyal Orange Lodge.’ 

They’d moved out of the office and into the corridor. ‘I’m heading back to St Leonard’s. Need a lift?’ 

She shook her head. ‘Got my car with me.’ 

‘Fair enough.’ 

‘It looks like we’re getting hooked up to HOLMES.’ 

This was one piece of new technology Rebus did know something about: the Home Office Large Major Enquiry System. It was a software system that collated information and speeded up the whole process of gathering and sifting. Its application meant that Philippa Balfour’s disappearance was now the priority case in the city. 

‘Won’t it be funny if she traipses back from an unannounced shopping spree?’ Rebus mused. 

‘It would be a relief,’ Siobhan said solemnly. ‘But I don’t think that’s going to happen, do you?’ 

‘No,’ Rebus said quietly. Then he went to find himself something to eat on the way back to base. 

Back at his desk, he went through the files again, concentrating on family background. John Balfour was the third generation of a banking family. The business had started in Edinburgh’s Charlotte Square in the early 1900s. Philippa’s great-grandfather had handed the running of the bank to her grandfather in the 1940s, and he hadn’t taken a back seat until the 1980s, when John Balfour had taken over. Almost the first thing Philippa’s father had done was open a London office, concentrating his efforts there. Philippa had gone to a private school in Chelsea. The family relocated north in the late eighties after the death of John’s father, Philippa changing to a school in Edinburgh. Their home, Junipers, was a baronial mansion in sixteen acres of countryside somewhere between Gullane and Haddingron. Rebus wondered how Balfour’s wife Jacqueline felt. Eleven bedrooms, five public rooms. . . and her husband down in London a minimum of four days each week. The Edinburgh office, still in its original premises in Charlotte Square, was run by an old friend of John Balfour’s called Ranald Marr. The two had met at university in Edinburgh, heading off together to the States for their MBAs. Rebus had called Balfour a merchant banker, but Balfour’s was really a small private bank geared to the needs of its client list, a wealthy elite requiring investment advice, portfolio management, and the kudos of a leatherbound Balfour’s chequebook. 

When Balfour himself had been interviewed, the emphasis had been on the possibility of a kidnapping for profit. Not just the family phone, but those in the Edinburgh and London offices were being monitored. Mail was being intercepted in case any ransom demand arrived that way: the fewer fingerprints they had to deal with, the better. But as yet, all they’d had were a few crank notes. Another possibility was a deal gone sour: revenge the motive. But Balfour was adamant that he had no enemies. All the same, he’d denied the team access to his bank’s client base. 

‘These people trust me. Without that trust, the bank’s finished.’ 

‘Sir, with respect, your daughter’s well-being might depend . . .' 

‘I’m perfectly aware of that!’ 

After which the interview had never lost its edge of antagonism.

The bottom line: Balfour’s was conservatively estimated to be worth around a hundred and thirty million, with John Balfour’s personal wealth comprising maybe five per cent of the whole. Six and a half million reasons for a professional abduction. But wouldn’t a professional have made contact by now? Rebus wasn’t sure. 

Jacqueline Balfour had been born Jacqueline Gil-Martin, her father a diplomat and landowner, the family estate a chunk of Perthshire comprising nearly nine hundred acres. The father was dead now, and the mother had moved into a cottage on the estate. The land itself was managed by Balfour’s Bank, and the main house, Laverock Lodge, had become a setting for conferences and other large gatherings. A TV drama had been filmed there apparently, though the show’s title meant nothing to Rebus. Jacqueline hadn’t bothered with university, busying herself instead with a variety of jobs, mainly as a personal assistant to some businessman or other. She’d been running the Laverock estate when she’d met John Balfour, on a trip to her father’s bank in Edinburgh. They’d married a year later, and Philippa had been born two years after that. 

Just the one child. John Balfour himself was an only child, but Jacqueline had two sisters and a brother, none of them currently living in Scotland. The brother had followed in his father’s footsteps and was on a Washington posting with the Foreign Office. It struck Rebus that the Balfour dynasty was in trouble. He couldn’t see Philippa rushing to join Daddy’s bank, and wondered why the couple hadn’t tried for a son. 

None of which, in all probability, was pertinent to the inquiry. All the same, it was what Rebus enjoyed about the job: constructing a web of relationships, peering into other people’s lives, wondering and questioning . . . 

He turned to the notes on David Costello. Dublin-born and educated, the family moving just south of the city to Dalkey in the early nineties. The father, Thomas Costello, didn’t seem to have turned a day’s work in his life, his needs supplied by a trust fund set up by his father, a land developer. David’s grandfather owned several prime sites in the centre of Dublin, and made a comfortable living from them. He owned half a dozen racehorses, too, and spent all his time these days concentrating on that side of things. 

David’s mother, Theresa, was something else again. Her background could at best be called lower middle class, mother a nurse, father a teacher. Theresa had gone to art school but dropped out and got a job instead, providing for the family when her mother got cancer and her father fell apart. She worked behind the counter in a department store, then moved to window-dressing, and from there to interior design—for shops at first, and then for wealthy individuals. Which was how she met Thomas Costello. By the time they married, both her parents were dead. Theresa probably didn’t need to work, but she worked anyway, building up her one-woman company until it had grown into a business with a turnover in the low millions and a workforce of five, not including herself. There were overseas clients, and the list was still growing. She was fifty- one now, and showing no signs of slacking, while her husband, a year her junior, remained the man about town. Press clippings from the Irish news showed him at racing events, garden parties and the like. In none of the photos did he appear with Theresa. Separate rooms in their Edinburgh hotel . . . As their son said, it was hardly a crime. 

David had been late going to university, having taken a year out to travel the world. He was now in the third year of his MA degree in English Language and Literature. Rebus remembered the books in his living room: Milton, Wordsworth, Hardy . . .

‘Enjoying the view, John?’ 

Rebus opened his eyes. ‘Deep in thought, George.’ 

'You weren’t dropping off, then?’ 

Rebus glared at him. ‘Far from it.’ 

As Hi-Ho Silvers moved away, Siobhan came and rested against the side of Rebus’s desk. 

‘So how deep in thought were you?’ 

‘I was wondering if Rabbie Burns could have murdered one of his lovers.’ She just stared at him. ‘Or whether someone who reads poetry could.’ 

‘Don’t see why not. Didn’t some death-camp commander listen to Mozart of an evening?’ 

‘Now there’s a cheery thought.’ 

‘Always here to make your day that little bit brighter. Now what about doing me a favour?’ 

‘How can I refuse?’ 

She handed him a sheet of paper. ‘Tell me what you think that means.’ 

Subj:
Helibank 

Date:
5/9 

From:
Qrnzmaste@PaganOmerta.com 

To:
Flipside1223@HxRmail.com 

Did you survive Hellbank? Time running out. Stricture awaits your call. 

QuiM 

Rebus looked up at her. ‘Going to give me a clue?’

She took back the sheet of paper. ‘It’s an e-mail printout. Philippa had a couple of dozen messages waiting for her, dating back to the day she went missing. All of them except this one are addressed to her other name.’ 

‘Her other name?’ 

‘ISPs —’ she paused—‘Internet service providers will usually allow you a range of log-on names, as many as five or six. 

‘Why?’ 

‘So you can be . . . different people, I suppose. Flipside 1223 is a sort of alias. Her other e-mails all went to Flip-dot-Balfour.’ 

‘So what does it mean?’ 

Siobhan expelled air. ‘That’s what I’m wondering. Maybe it means she had a side we don’t know about. There’s not a single saved message from her or to her in the name of Flipside 1223. So either she’s been erasing them as she goes, or else this got to her by mistake.’ 

‘Doesn’t look like coincidence, does it, though?’ Rebus said. ‘Her nickname’s Flip.’ 

Siobhan was nodding. ‘Hellbank, Stricture, PaganOmerta . . . ’ 

‘Omerta’s the mafia code of silence,’ Rebus stated. 

‘And Quizmaster,’ Siobhan said. ‘Signs herself or himself QuiM. Little touch of juvenile humour there.’ 

Rebus looked at the message again. ‘Beats me, Siobhan. What do you want to do?’ 

‘I’d like to track down whoever sent this, but that’s not going to be easy. Only way I can think of is to reply.’ 

‘Let whoever it is know that Philippa’s gone missing?’ 

Siobhan lowered her voice. ‘I was thinking more along the lines of her replying.’ 

Rebus was thoughtful. ‘Think it would work? What would you say?’ 

‘I haven’t decided.’ The way she folded her arms, Rebus knew she was going to do it anyway. 

‘Run it past DCS Templer when she gets in,’ he cautioned. Siobhan nodded and made to leave, but he called her back. You went to uni. Tell me, did you ever mix with the likes of Philippa Balfour?’ 

She snorted. ‘That’s another world. No tutorials or lectures for them. Some of them I only ever saw in the exam hall. And you know what?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘The sods always passed . . . ’ 

That evening, Gill Templer hosted a celebratory gathering at the Palm Court in the Balmoral Hotel. A tuxedoed pianist was playing in the opposite corner. A bottle of champagne sat in an ice-bucket. Bowls of nibbles had been brought to the table. 

‘Remember to leave space for supper,’ Gill told her guests. A table in Hadri an’s had been booked for eight thirty. It had just gone half past seven, and the last arrival was coming through the door. 

Slipping off her coat, Siobhan apologised. A waiter appeared and took the coat from her. Another waiter was already pouring champagne into her glass. 

‘Cheers,’ she said, sitting down and lifting the glass. ‘And congratulations.’ 

Gill Templer lifted her own glass and allowed herself a smile. ‘I think I deserve it,’ she said, to enthusiastic agreement. 

Siobhan already knew two of the guests. Both were fiscals depute,. and Siobhan had worked with them on several prosecutions. Harriet Brough was in her late forties, her black hair permed (and maybe even dyed, too), her figure hidden behind layers of tweed and thick cotton. Diana Metcalf was early forties, with short ash-blonde hair and sunken eyes which, rather than masking, she exaggerated with dark eye-shadow. She always wore brightly coloured clothes, which helped to heighten still further her waif- like, undernourished look. 

‘And this is Siobhan Clarke,’ Gill was telling the last member of the party. ‘A detective constable in my station.’ The way she said ‘my station’, it was as if she’d taken on ownership of the place, which, Siobhan supposed, wasn’t so far from the truth. ‘Siobhan, this is Jean Burchill. Jean works at the museum.’ 

‘Oh? Which one?’ 

‘The Museum of Scotland,’ Burchill answered. ‘Have you ever been?’ 

‘I had a meal in The Tower once,’ Siobhan said. 

‘Not quite the same thing.’ Burchill’s voice trailed off. 

‘No, what I meant was . . . ’ Siobhan tried to find a diplomatic way of putting it. ‘I had a meal there just after it opened. The guy I was with . . . well, bad experience. It put me off going back.’ 

‘Understood,’ Harriet Brough said, as though every mishap in life could be explained by reference to the opposite sex. 

‘Well,’ Gill said, ‘it’s women only tonight, so we can all relax.’ 

‘Unless we hit a nightclub later,’ Diana Metcalf said, her eyes glinting. 

Gill caught Siobhan’s eye. ‘Did you send that e-mail?’ she asked. 

Jean Burchill tutted. ‘No shop talk, please.’ 

The fiscals agreed noisily, but Siobhan nodded anyway, to let Gill know the message had gone out. Whether anyone would be fooled by it was another matter. It was why she’d been late getting here. She’d spent too long going over Philippa’s e-mails, all the ones she’d sent to friends, trying to work out what sort of tone might be convincing, what words to use and how to order them. She’d gone through over a dozen drafts before deciding to keep it simple. But then some of Philippa’s e-mails were like long chatty letters: what if her previous messages to Quizmaster had been the same? How would he or she react to this curt, out-of-character reply? Problem. Need to talk to you. Flipside. And then a telephone number, the number for Siobhan’s own mobile. 

‘I saw the press conference on TV tonight,’ Diana Metcalf said. 

Jean Burchill groaned. ‘What did I just say?’ 

Metcalf turned to her with those big, dark, wary eyes. ‘This isn’t shop, Jean. Everyone’s talking about it.’ Then she turned to Gill. ‘I don’t think it was the boyfriend, do you?’ 

Gill just shrugged. 

‘See?’ Burchill said. ‘Gill doesn’t want to talk about it.’ 

‘More likely the father,’ Harriet Brough said. ‘My brother was at school with him. A very cold fish.’ She spoke with a confidence and authority that revealed her upbringing. She’d probably wanted to be a lawyer from nursery school on, Siobhan guessed. ‘Where was the mother?’ Brough now demanded of Gill. 

‘Couldn’t face it,’ Gill answered. ‘We did ask her.’ 

‘She couldn’t have made a worse job than those two,’ Brough stated, picking cashews out of the bowl nearest her. 

Gill looked suddenly tired. Siobhan decided on a change of subject and asked Jean Burchill what she did at the museum. 

‘I’m a senior curator,’ Burchill explained. ‘My main specialism is eighteenth- and nineteenth-century.’ 

‘Her main specialism,’ Harriet Brough interrupted, ‘is death.’ 

Burchill smiled. ‘It’s true I put together the exhibits on belief and—’ 

‘What’s truer,’ Brough cut in, her eyes on Siobhan, ‘is that she puts together old coffins and pictures of dead Victorian babies. Gives me the collywobbles whenever I happen to be on whichever floor it is.’ 

‘The fourth,’ Burchill said quietly. She was, Siobhan decided, very pretty. Small and slender, with straight brown hair hanging in a pageboy cut. Her chin was dimpled, her cheeks well defined and tinged pink, even in the discreet lighting of the Palm Court. She wore no make-up that Siobhan could see, nor did she need any. She was all muted, pastel shades: jacket and trousers which had probably been called ‘taupe’ in the shop; grey cashmere sweater beneath the jacket, and a russet pashmina fixed at the shoulder with a Rennie Mackintosh brooch. Late forties again. It struck Siobhan that she was the youngest person here by probably fifteen years. 

‘Jean and I were at school together,’ Gill explained. ‘Then we lost touch and bumped into one another just four or five years back.’ 

Burchill smiled at the memory. 

‘Wouldn’t want to meet anyone I was at school with,’ Harriet Brough said through a mouthful of nuts. ‘Arseholes, the lot of them.’ 

‘More champague, ladies?’ the waiter said, lifting the bottle from its ice-bucket. 

‘About bloody time,’ Brough snapped. 

Between dessert and coffee, Siobhan headed to the loo. Walking back along the corridor to the brasserie, she met Gill. 

‘Great minds,’ Gill said with a smile. 

‘It was a lovely meal, Gill. Are you sure I can’t . . .?’ 

Gill touched her arm. ‘My treat. It’s not every day I have something worth celebrating.’ The smile melted from her lips. 'You think your e-mail will work?’ Siobhan just shrugged, and Gill nodded, accepting the assessment. ‘What did you reckon to the press conference?’ 

‘The usual jungle.’ 

‘Sometimes it works,’ Gill mused. She’d had three glasses of wine on top of the champague, but the only sign that she wasn’t stone- cold sober was a slight tilt to her head and heaviness to her eyelids. 

‘Can I say something?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘We’re off duty, Siobhan. Say what you like.’ 

'You shouldn’t have given it to Ellen Wylie.’ 

Gill fixed her with a stare. ‘It should have been you, eh?’ 

‘That’s not what I mean. But to give someone that as their first liaison job . . .'

'You’d have done it better?’ 

‘I’m not saying that.’ 

‘Then what are you saying?’ 

‘I’m saying it was a jungle and you threw her in there without a map.’ 

‘Careful, Siobhan.’ Gill’s voice had lost all its warmth. She considered for a moment, then sniffed. When she spoke, her eyes surveyed the hallway. ‘Ellen Wylie’s been bending my ear for months. She wanted liaison, and as soon as I could, I gave it to her. I wanted to see if she was as good as she thinks she is.’ Now her eyes met Siobhan’s. Their faces were close enough for Siobhan to smell the wine. ‘She fell short.’ 

‘How did that feel?’ 

Gill held up a finger. ‘Don’t push this, Siobhan. I’ve enough on my plate as it is.’ It seemed she was about to say something more, but she merely wagged the finger and forced a smile. ‘We’ll talk later,’ she said, sliding past Siobhan and pushing open the door to the loos. Then she paused. ‘Ellen’s no longer liaison officer. I was thinking of asking you . . . ’ The door closed behind her. 

‘Don’t do me any favours,’ Siobhan said, but she said it to the same closed door. It was as if Gill had hardened overnight, the humiliation of Ellen Wylie an early show of strength. The thing was . . . Siobhan did want liaison, but at the same time she felt disgusted with herself, because she’d enjoyed watching the press conference. She’d enjoyed Ellen Wylie’s defeat. 

When Gill emerged from the toilets, Siobhan was sitting on a chair in the corridor. Gill stood over her, gazing down. 

‘The spectre at the feast,’ she commented, turning away. 
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‘I was expecting some pavement artist,’ Donald Devlin said. To Rebus’s eyes, he was wearing the exact same clothes as when they’d last met. The retired pathologist was seated at a desk beside a computer and the only detective at Gayfield Square who seemed to know how to use the Facemaker programme. Facemaker was a database of eyes, ears, noses and lips, consolidated by special effects which could morph the details. Rebus got an idea of how the Farmer’s old colleagues had been able to graft his features on to beefcake torsos. 

‘Things have moved on a little,’ was all Rebus said, in reply to Devlin’s comment. He was drinking coffee from a local cafe; not up to his barista’s standards, but better than the stuff from the station’s vending machine. He’d had a broken night, waking up sweating and shaking in his living-room chair. Bad dreams and night sweats. Whatever any doctor could tell him, he knew his heart was okay—he could feel it pumping, doing its work. 

Now, the coffee was just barely stopping him from yawning. The detective at the computer had finished the draft and was printing it out.

‘There’s something . . . something not quite right,’ Devlin said, not for the first time. Rebus took a look. It was a face, anonymous and forgettable. ‘It could almost be female,’ Devlin went on. ‘And I’m pretty sure he was not a she.’ 

‘How about this?’ the detective asked, clicking the mouse. Onscreen, the face developed a full, bushy beard. 

‘Oh, but that’s absurd,’ Devlin complained. 

‘DC Tibbet’s idea of humour, Professor,’ Rebus apologised. 

‘I am doing my best, you know.’ 

‘We appreciate that, sir. Lose the beard, Tibbet.’ 

Tibbet lost the beard. 

'You’re sure it couldn’t have been David Costello?’ Rebus asked. 

‘I know David. It wasn’t him.’ 

‘How well do you know him?’ 

Devlin blinked. ‘We spoke several times. Met one another on the stairs one day, and I asked him about the books he was carrying. Milton, Paradise Lost. We started a discussion.’ 

‘Fascinating, sir.’ 

‘It was, believe me. The laddie’s got a brain on him.’

Rebus was thoughtful. ‘Think he could kill someone, Professor?’ 

‘Kill someone? David?’ Devlin laughed. ‘I doubt he’d find it quite cerebral enough, Inspector.’ He paused. ‘Is he still a suspect?’ 

'You know what it’s like with police work, Professor. The world’s guilty until proven otherwise.’ 

‘I thought it was the other way round: innocent until proven guilty.’ 

‘I think you’re confusing us with lawyers, sir. You say you didn’t really know Philippa?’ 

‘Again, we passed on the stairs. The difference between David and her is that she never seemed to want to stop.’ 

‘Bit stuck-up, was she?’ 

‘I don’t know that I would say that. She was, however, raised in a somewhat rarefied atmosphere, wouldn’t you think?’ He grew thoughtful. ‘I bank with Balfour’s, actually.’ 

‘Have you met her father then?’ 

Devlin’s eyes twinkled. ‘Good Lord, no. I’m hardly one of their more important clients.’ 

‘I meant to ask,’ Rebus said. ‘How’s your jigsaw coming along?’ 

‘Slowly. But then that’s the inherent pleasure of the thing, isn’t it?’ 

‘I’ve never been one for jigsaws.’ 

‘But you like your puzzles. I spoke to Sandy Gates last night, he was telling me all about you.’ 

‘That must have done BT’s profits a power of good.’ 

They shared a smile and got back to work. 

At the end of an hour, Devlin decided that a previous incarnation had been closer. Thankfully, Tibbet had stored each and every version. 

'Yes,’ Devlin said. ‘It’s far from perfect, but I suppose it’s satisfactory . . .’ He made to rise from his chair. 

‘While you’re here, sir . . .’ Rebus was reaching into a drawer. He pulled out a fat dossier of photographs. ‘Some pictures we’d like you to look at.’ 

‘Pictures?’ 

‘Photos of Ms Balfour’s neighbours, friends from university.’ 

Devlin was nodding slowly, but with no show of enthusiasm. ‘The process of elimination?’ 

‘If you feel you’re up to it, Professor.’ 

Devlin sighed. ‘Perhaps some weak tea to aid concentration . . . ?’ 

‘I think we can manage weak tea.’ Rebus looked over to Tibbet, who was busy with his mouse. As Rebus got closer, he saw a face on the screen. It was a pretty good resemblance of Devlin’s own, save for the addition of horns. ‘DC Tibbet will fetch it,’ Rebus said. 

Tibbet made sure to save the image before rising from his chair . . . 

By the time Rebus got back to St Leonard’s, news was coming in of another thinly veiled search, this time of the lock-up on Calton Road where David Costello garaged his MG sports car. The forensic unit from Howdenhall had been in, finding nothing of apparent consequence. They already knew Flip Balfour’s prints would be all over the car. No surprise either that some of her belongings—a lipstick, a pair of sunglasses—were in the glove compartment. The garage itself was clean. 

‘No chest freezer with a padlock on it?’ Rebus guessed. ‘No trapdoor leading to the torture dungeon?’ 

Distant Daniels shook his head. He was playing errand boy, transferring paperwork between Gayfield and St Leonard’s. ‘A student with an MG,’ he commented, shaking his head again. 

‘Never mind the car,’ Rebus told him. ‘That lock-up probably cost more than your flat.’ 

‘Christ, you could be right.’ The smile they shared was sour. Everyone was busy: highlights of yesterday’s news conference—with Ellen Wylie’s performance edited out—had been broadcast on the nightly news. Now, sightings of the missing student were being followed up, meaning lots of phone calls . . . 

‘DI Rebus?’ Rebus turned towards the voice. ‘My office.’ 

And it was her office. Already, she was making it her own. Either the bunch of flowers on the filing cabinet had freshened the air, or she’d used something out of a can. The Farmer’s chair had gone, too, replaced by a more utilitarian model. Where the Farmer had often slouched, Gill sat straight-backed, as if poised to rise to her feet. She held a piece of paper out, so that Rebus had to get out of the visitor’s chair to reach it. 

‘A place called Falls,’ she said. ‘Do you know it?’ He shook his head slowly. ‘Me neither,’ she confided. 

Rebus was busy reading the note. It was a telephone message. A doll had been found in Falls. 

‘A doll?’ he said. 

She nodded. ‘I want you to go take a look.’ 

Rebus burst out laughing. You’re having me on.’ But when he looked up, her face was blank. ‘Is this my punishment?’ 

‘For what?’ 

‘I don’t know. Maybe for being drunk in front of John Balfour.’ 

‘I’m not that petty.’ 

‘I’m beginning to wonder.’ 

She stared at him. ‘Go on, I’m listening.’ 

‘Ellen Wylie.’ 

‘What about her?’ 

‘She didn’t deserve it.’ 

'You’re a fan of hers then?’ 

‘She didn’t deserve it.’ 

She cocked a hand to her ear. ‘Is there an echo in here?’ 

‘I’ll keep saying it till you start listening.’ 

There was silence in the room as they held one another’s stare. When the phone rang, Gill seemed inclined not to answer. Eventually she reached out a hand, eyes still locked on Rebus. 

'Yes?’ She listened for a moment. Yes, sir. I’ll be there.’ She broke eye contact to put the phone down, sighed heavily. ‘I have to go,’ she told Rebus. ‘I’ve a meeting with the ACC. Just go to Falls, will you?’ 

‘Wouldn’t want to get under your feet.’ 

‘The doll was in a coffin, John.’ She sounded tired all of a sudden. 

‘A kids’ prank,’ he said. 

‘Maybe.’ 

He checked the note again. ‘It says here Falls is East Lothian. Let Haddington or somewhere take it.’ 

‘I want you to take it.’ 

'You’re not serious. It’s a joke, right? Like telling me I tried chatting you up? Like telling me I was to see a doctor?’ 

She shook her head. ‘Falls isn’t just in East Lothian, John. It’s where the Balfours live.’ She gave him time for this to sink in. ‘And you’ll be getting that appointment any day . . . ’ 

He drove out of Edinburgh along the Al. Traffic was light, the sun low and bright. East Lothian to him meant golf links and rocky beaches, flat farming land and commuter towns, fiercely protective of their own identities. The area had its share of secrets—caravan parks where Glasgow criminals came to hide—but it was essentially a calm place, a destination for day-trippers, or somewhere you might detour through on the route south to England. Towns such as Haddingion, Gullane and North Berwick always seemed to him reserved, prosperous enclaves, their small shops supported by local communities which looked askance at the retail- park culture of the nearby capital. Yet Edinburgh was exerting its influence: house prices in the city were forcing more people further out, while the green belt found itself eroded by housing and shopping developments. Rebus’s own police station was on one of the main arteries into town from the south and east, and over the past ten years or so he’d noticed the increase of rush-hour traffic, the slow, pitiless convoy of commuters. 

Falls wasn’t easy to find. Trusting to instinct rather than his map-book, he managed to miss a turning and ended up in Drem. While there, he stopped long enough to buy two bags of crisps and a can of Irn-Bru, had a bit of a picnic right there in the car, his window down. He still thought he was out here to prove a point, the point being to put him in his place. And as far as his new Detective Chief Super was concerned, that place was some distant outpost called Falls. Snack finished, he found himself whistling a tune he only half remembered. Some song about living beside a waterfall. He got the feeling it was something Siobhan had taped for him, part of his education in post-seventies music. Drem was just a single main street, and that street was quiet around him. The odd passing car or lorry, but no one on the pavement. The shopkeeper had tried engaging him in conversation, but Rebus hadn’t had anything to add to her remarks about the weather, and he hadn’t been about to ask directions to Falls. He didn’t want to look like a bloody tourist. 

He got the map-book out instead. Falls barely registered as a dot. He wondered how the place had come by its name. Knowing how things went, he wouldn’t be surprised to find that it had some obscure local pronunciation: Fails or Fallis, something like that. It took him only another ten minutes along winding roads, dipping and rising like a gentle roller-coaster, before he found the place. It would have taken less than ten minutes, too, had a combination of blind summits and slow-moving tractor not reduced his progress to a second-gear crawl. 

Falls wasn’t quite what he’d been expecting. At its centre was a short stretch of main road with houses either side. Nice detached houses with well-tended gardens, and a row of cottages which fronted the narrow pavement. One of the cottages had a wooden sigu outside with the word Pottery painted neatly on it. But towards the end of the village—more of a hamlet actually—was what looked suspiciously like a 1930s council estate, grey semis with broken fences, tricycles sitting in the middle of the road. A patch of grass separated this estate from the main road, and two kids were kicking a ball back and forth between them, with little enthusiasm. As Rebus drove past, their eyes turned to study him, as though he were some rare species. 

Then, as suddenly as he’d entered the village, he was out into countryside again. He stopped by the verge. Ahead in the distance he could see what looked like a petrol station. He couldn’t tell if it was still a going concern. The tractor he’d overtaken earlier came past him now, then slowed so it could make a turn into a half-ploughed field. The driver didn’t pay Rebus any heed. He came to a juddering halt and eased himself from the cab. Rebus could hear a radio blaring inside. 

Rebus opened his car door, slamming it shut after him. The farm hand still hadn’t paid him any attention. Rebus rested his palms against the waist-high stone wall. 

‘Morning,’ he said. 

‘Morning.’ The man was tinkering with the machinery at the back of his tractor. 

‘I’m a police officer. Do you know where I could find Beverly Dodds?’ 

‘At home probably.’ 

‘And where’s home?’ 

‘See the cottage with the pottery sigu?’ 

'Yes.’ 

‘That’s her.’ The man’s voice was neutral. He still hadn’t so much as glanced in Rebus’s direction, concentrating instead on the blades of his plough. He was thick-set, with black curly hair and a black beard framing a face that was all creases and curves. For a second, Rebus was reminded of cartoon drawings from the comics of his childhood, strange faces that could be viewed either way up and still make sense. ‘To do with that bloody doll, is it?’ 

'Yes.’

‘Piece of bloody nonsense, going to you lot about that.’ 

'You don’t think it has anything to do with Ms Balfour’s disappearance?’ 

‘Course it hasn’t. Kids from Meadowside, that’s all it is.’ 

'You’re probably right. Meadowside’s that patch of houses, is it?’ Rebus nodded back towards the village. He couldn’t see the boys—they, along with Falls, were hidden around a bend—but he thought he could hear the distant thud of the football. 

The farm hand nodded agreement. ‘Like I said, waste of time. Still, it’s yours to waste, I suppose . . . and my taxes paying for it.’ 

‘Do you know the family?’ 

‘Which one?’ 

‘The Balfours.’ 

The farm hand nodded again. ‘They own this land . . . some of it, any road.’ 

Rebus looked around, realising for the first time that there wasn’t a single dwelling or building in sight, other than the petrol station. ‘I thought they just had the house and grounds.’ 

Now the farm hand shook his head. 

‘Where is their place, by the way?’ 

For the first time, the man locked eyes with Rebus. Satisfied with whatever checks he’d been making, he was cleaning his hands by rubbing them down his faded denims. ‘The track the other end of town,’ he said. ‘About a mile up that way, big gates, you can’t miss them. The falls are up there too, about halfway.’ 

‘Falls?’ 

‘The waterfall. You’ll want to see it, won’t you?’ 

Behind the farm hand, the land rose gently. Hard to imagine any point nearby high enough for a waterfall. 

‘Wouldn’t want to waste your tax money on sightseeing,’ Rebus said with a smile. 

‘It’s not sightseeing though, is it?’ 

‘What is it then?’ 

‘The scene of the bloody crime.’ Exasperation had crept into the man’s voice. ‘Don’t they tell you anything back in Edinburgh . . .?'

A narrow lane wound uphill out of the village. Anybody passing through would probably assume, as Rebus had, that it was leading to a dead end, maybe turning into somebody’s driveway. But it opened out a little eventually, and at that point Rebus pulled the Saab up on to the verge. There was a stile, as the local had explained. Rebus locked his car—city instinct, hard to resist—and climbed over, into a field where cows were grazing. They showed about as much interest in him as the farm hand had. He could smell them, hear their snorts and munching. He did his best to avoid the cow-pats as he walked towards a line of nearby trees. The trees indicated the route of the stream. This was where the waterfall could be found. It was also where, the previous morning, Beverly Dodds had found a tiny coffin, and within it a doll. When he found the waterfall from which Falls had derived its name, he laughed out loud. The water dropped a full four feet. 

‘Not exactly Niagara, are you?’ Rebus crouched down at the foot of the waterfall. He couldn’t be sure exactly where the doll had been lying, but he looked around anyway. It was a scenic spot, probably popular with the locals. A couple of beer cans and some chocolate wrappers had found their way here. He stood up and surveyed the land. Scenic and isolated: no habitations in sight. He doubted anyone had seen whoever placed the doll here, always supposing it hadn’t been washed down from above. Not that there was much above. The burn could be traced in its meandering route down the hillside. He doubted there was anything up there except wilderness. His map didn’t even show the burn, and there’d be no dwellings up there, just hills where you could walk for days without seeing another human soul. He wondered where the Balfour’s house was, then found himself shaking his head. What did it matter? It wasn’t dolls he was chasing out here, coffin or no coffin . . . it was wild geese. 

He crouched down again, rested a hand in the water, palm up. It was cold and clear. He scooped some up, watched it trickle through his fingers. 

‘I wouldn’t drink any,’ a voice called. He looked up into the light, saw a woman emerging from the line of trees. She wore a long muslin dress over her thin frame. With the sun behind her, the outline of her figure was discernible beneath the cloth. As she came forward, she ran a hand behind her head to pull back long curly blonde hair, taking it out of her eyes. ‘The farmers,’ she explained. ‘All the chemicals they use run off the soil and into the streams. Organo-phosphates and who knows what.’ She seemed to tremble at the thought. 

‘I never touch the stuff,’ Rebus said, drying his hand on his sleeve as he stood up. ‘Are you Ms Dodds?’ 

‘Everybody calls me Bev.’ She stuck out a skeletal hand which itself was at the end of a tapering arm. Like chicken bones, Rebus thought, making sure not to squeeze too hard. 

‘DI Rebus,’ he said. ‘How did you know I was here?’ 

‘I saw your car. I was watching from my window. When you drove up the lane, I just knew instinctively.’ She bounced on her toes, pleased to have been proved right. She reminded Rebus of a teenager, but her face told a different story: laughter lines around the eyes; the skin of the cheekbones sagging. She had to be in her early fifties, albeit with the zest of someone far younger. 

'You walked?’ 

‘Oh yes,’ she said, looking down at her open-toed sandals. ‘I was surprised you didn’t come to me first.’ 

‘I just wanted a look around. Where exactly was it you found this doll?’ 

She pointed towards the fall of water. ‘Right at the foot, sitting on the bank. It was completely dry.’ 

‘Why do you say that?’ 

‘Because I know you’ll have been wondering if it floated downstream.’ 

Rebus didn’t let on that he’d been thinking exactly this, but she seemed to sense it anyway and bounced on her toes again. 

‘And it was out in the open,’ she went on. ‘I don’t think it could have been left there by accident. They’d have noticed and come back for it.’ 

‘Ever considered a career in the police, Ms Dodds?’ 

She tutted. ‘Please, call me Bev.’ She didn’t answer his question, but he could see she was pleased by it. 

‘I don’t suppose you brought it with you?’ 

She shook her head, which sent her hair tumbling, so that she had to draw it back again. ‘It’s down in the cottage.’ 

He nodded. ‘Lived here long, Bev?’ 

She smiled. ‘Haven’t quite got the accent yet, have I.

'You’ve a way to go,’ he admitted. 

‘I was born in Bristol, spent more years than I care to remember in London. Divorce sent me scampering, and this is where I ran out of breath.’ 

‘How long ago was that?’ 

‘Five, six years. They still call my home “the Swanston cottage”.’ 

‘The family who lived there before you?’ 

She nodded. ‘Falls is that kind of place, Inspector. Why are you smiling?’ 

‘I wasn’t sure how it would be pronounced.’ 

She seemed to understand. ‘Funny, isn’t it? I mean, there’s just the one little waterfall, so why “Falls”? Nobody seems to know.’ She paused. ‘It was a mining village.’ 

His forehead furrowed. ‘Coal mines? Here?’ 

She stretched out her arm towards the north. ‘A mile or so that way. Little came of it. This was back in the thirties.’ 

‘Which was when they built Meadowside?’ 

She nodded. 

‘But there’s no mining now?’ 

‘Not for forty years. I think most of Meadowside is unemployed. That patch of scrubland, it’s not the meadow in question, you know. When they built the first houses there was a proper meadow there, but then they needed more houses . . . and they built right on top of it.’ She shivered again, and changed the subject. ‘Think you can get your car turned?’ 

He nodded. 

‘Well, take your time,’ she said, beginning to move away. ‘I’ll head back and make some tea. See you at Wheel Cottage, Inspector.’ 

Wheel, she explained, pouring water into the teapot, for her potter’s wheel. 

‘It began as therapy,’ she went on. ‘After the break-up.’ She paused for a moment. ‘But I found out I was actually quite good at it. I think that surprised quite a number of my old friends.’ The way she said these last two words make Rebus think that these friends had no place in her new life. ‘So maybe “wheel” stands for the wheel of life too,’ she added, lifting the tray and leading him into what she called her ‘parlour’. 

It was a small, low-ceilinged room with bright patterns every- where. There were several examples of what he took to be Beverly Dodds’ work: glazed blue earthenware shaped into dishes and vases. He made sure she noticed him noticing them. 

‘Mostly early stuff,’ she said, trying for a dismissive tone. ‘I keep them for sentimental reasons.’ Bangles and bracelets slid down her wrists as she pushed her hair back again. 

‘They’re very good,’ he told her. She poured the tea and handed him a robust cup and saucer of the same blue colouring. He looked around the room but couldn’t see any sign of a coffin or doll. 

‘In my workshop,’ she said, seeming to read his mind again. ‘I can fetch it, if you like.’ 

‘Please,’ he said. So she got up and left the room. Rebus was feeling claustrophobic. The tea wasn’t tea at all but some herbal alternative. He considered pouring it into one of the vases, but pulled out his mobile instead, intending to check for messages. The screen was blank, no signal showing. The thick stone walls perhaps; either that or Falls was in a dead zone. He’d known it happen in East Lothian. There was just the one small bookcase in the room: arts and crafts mostly, and a couple of volumes on ‘Wiccan’. Rebus picked one up, started to flip through it. 

‘White magic,’ the voice behind him said. ‘A belief in the power of Nature.’ 

Rebus put the book back and turned towards her. 

‘Here we are,’ she said. She was carrying the coffin as though part of some solemn procession. Rebus took a step forward and she held it at arm’s length towards him. He lifted it gently from her, as he felt was expected, and at the same time a thought hurtled through his brain: she’s unhinged . . . this is all her doing! But his attention was diverted to the coffin itself. It was made of a dark wood, aged oak maybe, and held together with black nails, akin to carpet tacks. The wooden panels had been measured and sawn, the cut edges sandpapered but otherwise untreated. The whole thing was about eight inches long. It wasn’t the work of a professional carpenter; even Rebus, who wouldn’t know an awl from his elbow, could tell that. And then she lifted off the lid for him. Her eyes were wide and unblinking, fixed on his, awaiting his response. 

‘It was nailed shut,’ she explained. ‘I prised it open.’ 

Inside, the small wooden doll lay with arms flat by its sides, its face rounded but blank, and dressed in scraps of muslin. It had been carved, but with little artistry, deep grooves in the surface where the chisel had done its work. Rebus tried lifting it out of its box, but his fingers were too clumsy, the space between doll and coffin sides too tight. So he turned the container upside down and the doll slid into his palm. His first thought was to compare the cloth wraparound to the various materials on show in the parlour, but there were no obvious matches. 

‘The cloth’s quite new and clean,’ she was whispering. He nodded. The coffin hadn’t been outdoors long. It hadn’t had time to stain or suffer damp. 

‘I’ve seen some strange things, Bev . .’ Rebus said, his voice trailing off. ‘Nothing else at the scene? Nothing unusual?’ 

She shook her head slowly. ‘I walk up that way every week. This,’ touching the coffin, ‘was the only thing out of place.’ 

‘Footprints.. .?’ Rebus started, but he broke off. It was asking too much of her. But she was ready with an answer. 

‘None that I could see.’ She tore her eyes away from the coffin and towards him again. ‘I did look, because I knew it couldn’t just have appeared out of thin air.’ 

‘Is there anyone in the village who’s keen on woodwork? Maybe a joiner . . . ?’ 

‘Nearest joiner is Haddingron. Offhand, I don’t know anyone who’s . . . I mean, who in their right mind would do something like this?’ 

Rebus smiled. ‘I bet you’ve thought about it though.’

She smiled back. ‘I’ve thought of little else, Inspector. I mean, in general maybe I’d shrug something like this off, but with what’s happened to the Balfour girl . . . ’ 

‘We don’t know anything’s happened,’ Rebus felt bound to say. 

‘Surely it’s connected though?’ 

‘Doesn’t mean it’s not a crank.’ He kept his eyes on hers as he spoke. ‘In my experience, every village has its resident oddball.’ 

‘Are you saying that I—’ She broke off at the sound of a car drawing up outside. ‘Oh,’ she said, getting to her feet, ‘that’ll be the reporter.’ 

Rebus followed her to the window. A young man was emerging from the driver’s side of a red Ford Focus. In the passenger seat, a photographer was fixing a lens on to his camera. The driver stretched and rolled his shoulders, as though at the end of a long journey. 

‘They were here before,’ Bev was explaining. ‘When the Balfour girl first went missing. Left me a card, and when this happened . . . ’ Rebus was following her into the narrow hall as she made for the front door. 

‘That wasn’t the cleverest move, Ms Dodds.’ Rebus was trying to keep his anger in check. 

Hand on the door handle, she half turned towards him. ‘At least they didn’t accuse me of being a crank, Inspector.’ 

He wanted to say, but they will, but the damage was already done. 

The reporter’s name was Steve Holly, and he worked for the Edinburgh office of a Glasgow tabloid. He was young, early twenties, which was good: maybe he’d take a telling. If they’d sent one of the old pros out, Rebus wouldn’t even have bothered trying. 

Holly was short and a bit overweight, his hair gelled into a jagged line, reminding Rebus of the single strand of barbed wire you got at the top of a farmer’s fence. He had a notebook and pen in one hand, and shook Rebus’s with the other. 

‘Don’t think we’ve met,’ he said, in a way that made Rebus suspect his name was not unknown to the reporter. ‘This is Tony, my glamorous assistant.’ The photographer snorted. He was hefting a camera bag over one shoulder. ‘What we thought, Bev, is if we take you to the waterfall, have you picking the coffin up off the ground.’ 

'Yes, of course. 

‘Saves the hassle of setting up an interior shot,’ Holly went on. ‘Not that Tony would mind. But stick him in a room and he comes over all creative and arty.’ 

‘Oh?’ She looked appraisingly at the photographer. Rebus repressed a smile: the words ‘creative’ and ‘arty’ had different connotations for the reporter and Bev. But Holly was quick to pick up on it, too. ‘I could send him back later, if you like. Do a nice portrait of you, maybe in your studio.’ 

‘It’s hardly a studio,’ Bev countered, stroking a finger down her neck, enjoying the thought. ‘Just the spare bedroom with my wheel and some drawings. I pinned white sheets to the walls to help with the light.’ 

‘Speaking of light,’ Holly broke in, staring at the sky meaning- fully, ‘we’d better get a move on, eh?’ 

‘Perfect just now,’ the photographer explained to Bev. ‘Won’t stay that way for long.’ 

Bev looked up too, nodding agreement, one artist to another. Rebus had to admit: Holly was good. 

‘Do you want to stay here, mind the fort?’ he was now asking Rebus. ‘We’ll only be fifteen minutes.’ 

‘I’ve got to get back to Edinburgh. Any chance I can have your number, Mr Holly?’ 

‘Should have my card somewhere.’ The reporter began searching his pockets, produced a wallet and from it a business card. 

‘Thanks,’ Rebus said, taking it. ‘And if I could have a quick word . . . ?’ 

As he led Holly a few steps away, he saw that Bev was standing close beside the photographer, asking him if her clothes were suitable. He got the feeling she missed the presence of another artist in the village. Rebus turned his back on them, the better to mask what he was about to say. 

‘Have you seen this doll thing?’ Holly was asking. Rebus nodded. Holly wrinkled his nose. ‘Reckon we’re wasting our time?’ His tone was matey, inviting the truth. 

‘Almost certainly,’ Rebus said, not believing it, and knowing that once Holly saw the bizarre carving he wouldn’t believe it either. ‘It’s a day out of the city anyway,’ Rebus went on, forcing levity into his tone. 

‘Can’t stand the countryside,’ Holly admitted. ‘Too far from the carbon monoxide for my liking. Surprised they sent a DI . . . ’ 

‘We have to treat each lead seriously.’ 

‘Sure you do, I understand that. I’d still have sent a DC or DS, tops.’ 

‘Like I say—’ But Holly was turning away from him, ready to get back to work. Rebus gripped his arm. You know that if this does turn out to be evidence, we could want it kept quiet?’ 

Holly nodded perfunctorily and tried for an American accent. ‘Get your people to speak to my people.’ He released his arm and turned back to Bev and the photographer. ‘Here, Bev, that what you’re wearing? I just thought, nice day like this, maybe you’d be comfier in a shorter skirt . . .'

Rebus drove back up the lane, not stopping by the stile this time, keeping going, wondering what else he might find. A half-mile further along, a wide driveway surfaced with pink chippings ended abruptly in a set of tall wrought-iron gates. Rebus pulled over and got out of the car. The gates were padlocked shut. Beyond them he could see the driveway curve through a forest, the trees blocking any view of a house. There were no signs, but he knew this had to be Junipers. High stone walls either side of the gates, but eventually tapering down to a more manageable height. Rebus left his car, walked a hundred yards down the main road, then hoisted himself over the wall and into the trees. 

He got the feeling that if he tried a short cut, he could end up wandering the woods for hours, so he made for the driveway and hoped that around the curve he wouldn’t find another, and another after that. 

Which was precisely what he did find. He wondered idly about deliveries: how did the postman get on? Probably not something that concerned a man like John Balfour. He’d walked a full five minutes before the house came into view. Its walls had aged the colour of slate, an elongated two-storey gothic confection with turrets either end. Rebus didn’t bother getting too close, couldn’t even be sure there’d be anyone home. He supposed there’d be security of some kind—maybe a police officer manning the phone—but if so it was low-key. The house looked on to a spread of manicured lawn, fiowerbeds either side. There was what looked like a paddock beyond the far end of the main building. No cars or garages, probably out of sight around the back. He couldn’t imagine anyone actually being happy in such a dour setting. The house almost seemed to have a frown on it, a warning against gaiety and ill manners. He wondered if Philippa’s mother felt like an exhibit in some locked museum. Then he caught sight of a face at an upstairs window, but as soon as he saw it, it vanished again. Some apparition maybe, but a minute later the front door was hauled open and a woman came running down the steps and on to the gravel driveway. She was heading towards him, wild hair obscuring her face. When she tripped and fell, he ran forwards to help her, but she saw him coming and got quickly to her feet, ignoring her skinned knees and the chippings still sticking to them. A cordless phone had slipped from her hand. She picked it up. 

‘Stay away!’ she shrieked. When she pushed the hair away from her face, he saw that it was Jacqueline Balfour. As soon as the words were out, she seemed to regret them, and put up two pacifying hands. ‘Look, I’m sorry. Just . . . just tell us what it is you want.’ 

And then he realised, realised that this stricken woman standing before him thought he was her daughter’s abductor. 

‘Mrs Balfour,’ he said, raising his own hands, palms out towards her, ‘I’m a police officer.’ 

She had stopped crying finally, the pair of them seated on the front step, as if she were unwilling to let the house take possession of her again. She kept saying she was sorry, and Rebus kept saying he was the one who should be apologising. 

‘I just didn’t think,’ he said. ‘I mean, I didn’t think anyone would be home.’ 

Nor was she alone. A WPC had come to the door, but had been ordered firmly by Jacqueline Balfour to 'just go away’. Rebus had asked if she wanted him to go too, but she’d shaken her head. 

‘Is there something you’ve come to tell me?’ she asked, handing back his dampened handkerchief. Tears: tears he’d caused. He told her to keep it, and she folded it neatly, then unfolded it and started the process again. She still hadn’t seemed to notice the damage to her knees. Her skirt was tucked between them as she sat. 

‘No news,’ he said quietly. Then, seeing all hope drain from her: ‘There might be a lead down in the village.’ 

‘The village?’ 

‘Falls.’ 

‘What sort of lead?’ 

Suddenly he wished he’d never started. ‘I can’t really say just now.’ An old fallback and one that wouldn’t work here. All she had to do was say something to her husband, and he’d be on the phone, demanding to know. And even if he didn’t, or if he hid the news of the strange find from her, the media would hardly be so tactful . . .

‘Did Philippa collect dolls?’ Rebus asked now. 

‘Dolls?’ She was playing with the cordless phone again, turning it in her hand. 

‘It’s just that someone found one, down by the waterfall.’ 

She shook her head. ‘No dolls,’ she said quietly, as if feeling that somehow there should have been dolls in Philippa’s life, and that their absence reflected badly on her as a mother. 

‘It’s probably nothing,’ Rebus said. 

‘Probably,’ she agreed, filling the pause. 

‘Is Mr Balfour at home?’ 

‘He’ll be back later. He’s in Edinburgh.’ She stared at the phone. ‘No one’s going to call, are they? John’s business friends, they’ve all been told to keep the line clear. Same thing with family. Keep the line clear in case they phone. But they won’t, I know they won’t.’ 

'You don’t think she’s been kidnapped, Mrs Balfour?’ 

She shook her head. 

‘What then?’ 

She stared at him, her eyes red-veined from crying, and shadowed underneath from lack of sleep. ‘She’s dead.’ It came out almost in a whisper. You think so too, don’t you?’ 

‘It’s far too early to be thinking that. I’ve known MisPers turn up weeks or months later.’ 

‘Weeks or months? I can’t bear the thought. I’d rather know . . . one way or the other.’ 

‘When was the last time you saw her?’ 

‘About ten days ago. We went shopping in Edinburgh, just the usual places. Not really meaning to buy anything. We had a bite to eat.’ 

‘Did she come to the house often?’ 

Jacqueline Balfour shook her head. ‘He poisoned her.’ 

‘Sorry?’ 

‘David Costello. He poisoned her memories, made her think she could remember things, things which never happened. That last time we met . . . Flip kept asking about her childhood. She said it had been miserable for her, that we’d ignored her, hadn’t wanted her. Utter rubbish.’ 

‘And David Costello put these ideas in her head?’ 

She straightened her back, took a deep breath and released it. ‘That’s my belief.’ 

Rebus was thoughtful. ‘Why would he do something like that?’ 

‘Because of who he is.’ She left the statement hanging in the air. The ringing of the phone was a sudden cacophony. She fumbled to find the right button to press. 

‘Hello?’ 

Then her face relaxed a little. ‘Hello, darling, what time will you be home . . . ?’ 

Rebus waited till the call was finished. He was thinking of the press conference, the way John Balfour had said ‘I’ rather than ‘we’, as if his wife had no feelings, no existence . . . 

‘That was John,’ she said. Rebus nodded. 

‘He’s in London a lot, isn’t he? Doesn’t it get lonely out here?’ 

She looked at him. ‘I do have friends, you know.’ 

‘I wasn’t suggesting otherwise. You probably go into Edinburgh a lot.’ 

‘Once or twice a week, yes.’ 

‘Do you see much of your husband’s business partner?’ 

She looked at him again. ‘Ranald? He and his wife are probably our best friends . . . Why do you ask?’ 

Rebus made show of scratching his head. ‘I don’t know. Just making conversation, I suppose.’ 

‘Well don’t.’ 

‘Don’t make conversation?’ 

‘I don’t like it. I feel like everyone’s trying to trap me. It’s like at business parties, John’s always warning me not to give anything away, you never know who’s fishing for some info on the bank.’ 

‘We’re not competitors here, Mrs Balfour.’ 

She bowed her head a little. ‘Of course not. I apologise. It’s just . . .' 

‘No need for apologies,’ Rebus said, getting to his feet. ‘This is your home, your rules. Wouldn’t you say?’ 

‘Well, when you put it like that . . . ’ She seemed to brighten a little. All the same, Rebus reckoned that whenever Jacqueline Balfour’s husband was at home, it was his rules they played by . . . 

Inside the house, he found two colleagues sitting comfortably in the lounge. The WPC introduced herself as Nicola Campbell. The other officer was CID based at Fettes HQ. His name was Eric Bain, more usually called ‘Brains’. Bain was seated at a desk upon which sat a landline telephone, notebook and pen, and a recording machine, along with a mobile phone connected to a laptop. Having established that the current caller was Mr Balfour, Bain had slid the headphones back down around his neck. He was drinking straw- berry yoghurt straight from the pot, and nodded a greeting at Rebus. 

‘Cushy number,’ Rebus said, admiring the surroundings. 

‘If you don’t mind the crushing boredom,’ Campbell admitted.

‘What’s the deal with the laptop?’ 

‘It connects Brains to his nerdy friends.’ 

Bain wagged a finger at her. ‘It’s part of the TT technology: tracking and tracing.’ Concentrating on the last vestiges of his snack, he didn’t see Campbell mouth the word ‘nerd’ at Rebus. 

‘Which would be great,’ Rebus said, ‘if there was anything worth the effort.’ 

Bain nodded. ‘Lots of sympathy calls to start with, friends and family. Impressively low number of crackpots. Not being listed in the book probably helps.’ 

‘Just remember,’ Rebus warned, ‘the person we’re looking for might be a crackpot too.’ 

‘Probably no shortage of nutters around here,’ Campbell said, crossing her legs. She was seated on one of the room’s three sofas, copies of Caledonia and Scottish Field spread out in front of her. There were other magazines on a table behind her sofa. Rebus got the feeling they belonged to the house, and that she’d read each and every one of them at least once. 

‘How do you mean?’ he asked. 

‘Been through the village yet? Albinos in the trees picking at banjos?’ 

Rebus smiled. Bain looked puzzled. ‘I didn’t see any,’ he said.

Campbell’s look said it all: that’s because in some parallel world, you’re up in the trees with them . 

‘Tell me something,’ Rebus said, ‘at the press conference, Mr Balfour mentioned his mobile phone . . . ’ 

‘Shouldn’t have done that,’ Bain said, shaking his head. ‘We’d asked him not to.’ 

‘Not so easy to trace a mobile call?’ 

‘They’re more flexible than landlines, aren’t they?’ 

‘But still traceable?’ 

‘Up to a point. Lot of dodgy mobiles out there. We could trace one to an account, only to find it’d been nicked the previous week.’ 

Campbell suppressed a yawn. You see how it is?’ she told Rebus. ‘Thrill after thrill after thrill . . . ’ 

He took his time heading back into town, aware of traffic picking up in the opposite direction. The rush hour was starting, executive cars streaming back into the countryside. He knew of people who commuted to and from Edinburgh every day now from as far afield as the Borders, Fife and Glasgow. They all said housing was to blame. A three-bedroom semi in a nice part of the city could cost £250,000 or more. For that money, you could buy a big detached place in West Lothian, or half a street in Cowdenbeath. On the other hand, Rebus had had cold callers to his flat in Marchmont. He’d had letters addressed to ‘The Occupier’ from desperate buyers. Because that was the other thing about Edinburgh: no matter how high the prices seemed to go, there were always buyers. In Marchmont it was often landlords, looking for something to add to their portfolio, or parents whose kids wanted a flat near the university. Rebus had lived in his tenement twenty-odd years, and had seen the area change. Fewer families and old people, more students and young, childless couples. The groups didn’t seem to mix. People who’d lived in Marchmont all their lives watched their children move away, unable to afford a place nearby. Rebus didn’t know anyone in his tenement now, or the ones either side of him. As far as he could tell, he was the only owner-occupier left. More worrying still, he seemed to be the oldest person there. And still the letters and offers came, and the prices kept rising. 

Which was why he was moving out. Not that he’d found a place to buy yet. Maybe he’d go back into the rental market, that way he had freedom of choice: a year in a country cottage, then a year by the seaside, and a year or two above a pub . . . The flat was too big for him, he knew that. Nobody ever stayed in the spare bedrooms, and many nights he slept on the chair in the living room. A studio flat would be big enough for him; everything else was excess. 

Volvos, BMWs, sporty Audis . . . they were all passing him on their way home. Rebus was wondering if he wanted to commute. From Marchmont he could walk to work. It took about fifteen minutes, the only exercise he ever got. He wouldn’t fancy the drive every day between Falls and the city. The streets had been quiet when he’d been there, but he guessed tonight the narrow main road would be lined with cars. 

When he started looking for a parking space in Marchmont, however, he was reminded of another reason for moving out. In the end, he left the Saab on a yellow line, and went into the nearest shop for an evening paper, milk, rolls and bacon. He’d called into the station, asked if he was needed: he wasn’t. Back in his flat, he took a can of beer from the fridge and settled into his chair by the living-room window. The kitchen was more of a mess than usual: some of the hall stuff was in there while the rewiring went on. He didn’t know when the electrics had last been done. He didn’t think they’d been touched since he bought the place. After the rewiring, he had a painter booked to slap on some magnolia, freshen the place up. He’d been told not to make too many renovations: whoever bought the place would probably just do it all over again anyway. Rewiring and decorating: he’d stop at that. The Property Centre had said it was impossible to tell how much he’d get for the place. In Edinburgh, you put your home on the market for ‘offers over’, but that premium could reach thirty or forty per cent. A conservative estimate valued his Arden Street shell at £125,000 to £140,000. There was no mortgage outstanding. It was cash in the bank.

'You could retire on that,’ Siobhan had told him. Well, maybe. He’d have to split it with his ex-wife, he supposed, even though he’d written her a cheque for her share of the place soon after they’d split up. And he could slip some money to Sammy, his daughter. Sammy was another reason for selling, or so he told himself. After her accident, she was finally out of the wheelchair but still used a pair of sticks. Two flights of tenement stairs were beyond her not that she’d been a regular visitor even before the hit-and-run.

He didn’t have many visitors, was not a good host. When his ex, Rhona, had moved out, he’d never got round to filling the gaps she’d left. Someone had once described the flat as ‘a cave’, and there was some truth in this. It provided a form of shelter for him, and that was about all he asked of it. The students next door were playing something semi-raucous. It sounded like bad Hawkwind from twenty years before, which probably meant it was by some fashionable new band. He looked through his own collection, came up with the tape Siobhan had made, and put it on. The Mutton Birds: three songs from one of their albums. They came from New Zealand, somewhere like that, and one of the instruments had been recorded here in Edinburgh. That was about-as much as she could tell him about them. The second song was ‘The Falls’. 

He sat back down again. There was a bottle on the floor: Talisker, a clean, honed taste. Glass beside it, so he poured, toasted the reflection in the window, leaned back and closed his eyes. He wasn’t having this room redecorated. He’d done it himself not that long back, his old friend and ally Jack Morton helping. Jack was dead now, one of too many ghosts. Rebus wondered if he’d leave them behind when he moved. Somehow he doubted it, and deep down, he would miss them anyway. 

The music was all about loss and redemption. Places changing and people with them, dreams shifting ever further beyond reach. Rebus didn’t think he’d be sorry to see the back of Arden Street. It was time for a change. 
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On her way into work next morning, Siobhan thought of nothing but Quizmaster. Nobody had called her mobile, so she was thinking up another message to send him. Him or her. She knew she had to keep an open mind, but couldn’t help thinking of Quizmaster as ‘him’. ‘Stricture’, ‘Hellbank’ . . . they seemed masculine to her. And the whole idea of some game being played by computer . . . it all sounded so blokeish, sad anoraks stuck in their bedrooms. Her first message—Problem. Need to talk to you. Flipside—seemed not to have worked. Today, she was going to end the pretence. She would e-mail him as herself, and explain Flip’s disappearance, asking him to get in touch. She’d kept the mobile phone beside her all night, waking every hour or so and checking to see that she hadn’t slept through a call. But no calls came. Finally, as dawn approached, she’d got dressed and gone for a walk. Her flat was just off Broughton Street, in an area undergoing rapid gentrification: not as pricey as the New Town which it neighboured, but close to the city centre. Half her street seemed to be taken up with skips, and she knew that by mid-morning builders’ vans would be struggling to find a parking space. 

She broke the walk with breakfast at an early opener: beans on toast and a mug of tea so strong she feared for tannin poisoning. At the top of Calton Hill, she stopped to watch. the city gearing up for another day. Down by Leith, a container ship was sitting off the coast. The Pentland Hills to the south wore their covering of low cloud like a welcoming duvet. There wasn’t much traffic yet on Princes Street: buses and taxis mostly. She liked Edinburgh best at this time of day, before routine set in. The Balmoral Hotel was one of the closest landmarks. She thought back to the party Gill Templer had hosted there . . . how Gill had talked of having a lot on her plate. Siobhan wondered if she’d meant the case itself or her new promotion. Thing about the promotion was, John Rebus came with it. He was Gill’s problem now rather than the Farmer’s. Word in the office was, John had already got into a spot of bother: found drunk inside the MisPer’s flat. In the past, people had warned Siobhan that she was growing too much like Rebus, picking up his faults as well as his strengths. She didn’t think that was true. 

No, that wasn’t true . . . 

Her walk downhill took her on to Waterloo Place. A right turn, she’d be home in five minutes. A left, and she could be at work in ten. She turned left on to North Bridge, kept walking. 

St Leonard’s was quiet. The CID suite had a musty smell: too many bodies each day spending too long cooped up there. She opened a couple of windows, made herself a mug of weak coffee, and sat down at her desk. When she checked, there were no messages on Flip’s computer. She decided to keep the line open while she composed her new e-mail. But after only a couple of lines, a message told her she had post. It was from Quizmaster, a simple Good morning. She hit reply and asked, How did you know I was here? The response was immediate. 

That’s something Flipside wouldn’t have to ask. Who are you? 

Siobhan typed so quickly, she didn’t correct her errors. I’m a police officer, baesd in Edinburgh. We’re investgating Philippa Balfour’s disappearance. She waited a full minute for his reply. 

Who? 

Flipside, she typed. 

She never told me her real name. That’s one of the rules. 

The rules of the game? Siobhan typed. 

Yes. Did she live in Edinburgh? 

She was a student here. Can we talk? You’ve got my mobile number. 

Again, the wait seemed interminable. 

I prefer this. 

Okay, Siobhan typed, can you tell me about Hellbank? 

You’d have to play the game. Give me a name to call you. 

My name’s Siobhan Clarke. I’m a detective constable with Lothian and Borders Police. 

I get the feeling that’s your real name, Siobhan. You’ve broken one of the first rules. How do you pronounce it? 

Siobhan could feel the blood rising to her face. It’s not a game, Quizmaster. 

But that’s exactly what it is. How do you pronounce your name? 

Shi-vawn. 

There was a longer pause, and she was about to re-send the message when his response came. 

To answer your question, Hellbank is one level of the game. 

Flipside was playing a game? 

Yes. Stricture is the next level. 

What sort of game? Could she have got into trouble? 

Later. 

Siobhan stared at the word. What do you mean? 

We’ll talk later. 

I need your co-operation. 

Then learn patience. I could shut down right now and you’d never find me, do you accept that? 

Yes. Siobhan was about ready to punch the screen. 

Later. 

Later, she typed. 

And that was it. No further messages. He’d gone off-line, or was still there but wouldn’t respond. And all she could do was wait. Or was it? She logged on to the Internet and tried all the search engines she could find, asking them for sites related to Quizmaster and PaganOmerta. She came up with dozens of Quizmasters, but got the feeling none of them was hers. PaganOmerta was a blank, though separating the words gave her hundreds of sites, almost all of them trying to sell her a new-age religion. When she tried Paganomerta.com there was nothing there. It was an address rather than a site. She made more coffee. The rest of the shift was drifting in. A couple of people said hello, but she wasn’t listening. She’d had another idea. She sat back down at her desk with the phone book and a copy of Yellow Pages, drew her notebook towards her and picked up a pen. 

She tried computer retailers first, until finally someone directed her towards a comic shop on South Bridge. To Siobhan, comics meant things like the Beano and Dandy, though she’d once had a boyfriend whose obsession with 2000AD was at least partly responsible for their break-up. But this shop was a revelation. There were thousands of titles, along with sci-fi books, T-shirts and other merchandise. At the counter, a teenage assistant was arguing the merits of John Constantine with two schoolboys. She’d no way of knowing whether Constantine was a comic character or a writer or artist. Eventually the boys noticed her standing right behind them. They stopped being excited, turned back into awkward, gangling twelve-year-olds. Maybe they weren’t used to women listening in. She didn’t suppose they were used to women at all. 

‘I heard you talking,’ she said. ‘Thought maybe you could help me with something.’ None of the three said anything. The teenage assistant was rubbing at a patch of acne on his cheek. You ever play games on the Internet?’ 

'You mean like Dreamcast?’ She looked blank. ‘It’s Sony,’ the assistant clarified. 

‘I mean games where there’s someone in charge, and they contact you by e-mail, set you challenges.’ 

‘Role-playing.’ One of the schoolboys nodded, looking to the others for confirmation. 

‘Have you ever played one?’ Siobhan asked him. 

‘No,’ he admitted. None of them had. 

‘There’s a games shop about halfway down Leith Walk,’ the assistant said. ‘It’s D & D but they might be able to help.’ 

‘D & D?’ 

‘Sword and sorcery, dungeons and dragons.’ 

‘Does this shop have a name?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘Gandalfs,’ they chorused. 

Gandalfs was a piece of narrow frontage squeezed unpromisingly between a tattoo parlour and a chip shop. Even less promisingly, its filthy window was covered with a metal grille held in place with padlocks. But when she tried the door, it opened, setting off a set of wind chimes hanging just inside. Gandalfs had obviously been something else—maybe a second-hand bookshop—and a change of use hadn’t been accompanied by any sort of makeover. The shelves held an assortment of board games and playing pieces—the pieces themselves looking like unpainted toy soldiers. Posters on the walls depicted cartoon Armageddons. There were instruction books, their edges curling, and in the centre of the room four chairs and a foldaway table, on which sat a playing-board. There was no sales counter and no till. A door at the back of the shop creaked open and a man in his early fifties appeared. He had a grey beard and ponytail, and a distended stomach clad in a Grateful Dead T-shirt. 

'You look official,’ he said glumly. 

‘CID,’ Siobhan said, showing him her warrant card. 

‘Rent’s only eight weeks late,’ he grumbled. As he shuffled towards the board, she saw that he was wearing leather open-toed sandals. Like their owner, they had a good few miles on them. He was studying the placement of pieces on the board. You move anything?’ he asked suddenly. 

‘No.’ 

'You sure?’ 

‘Sure.’ 

He smiled. ‘Then Anthony’s fucked, pardon my French.’ He looked at his watch. ‘They’ll be here in an hour.’ 

‘Who’s they?’ 

‘The gamers. I had to shut up shop last night before they had a chance to finish. Anthony must’ve been flustered, trying to finish Will off.’ 

Siobhan looked at the board. She couldn’t see any grand design to the way the playing pieces were arranged. The beardie-weirdie tapped the cards laid out beside the board. 

‘These are what matters,’ he said irritably. 

‘Oh,’ Siobhan said. ‘Mraid I’m no expert.’

'You wouldn’t be.’ 

‘What does that mean?’ 

‘Nothing, I’m sure. 

But she was pretty sure she knew what he meant. This was a private club, males only, and every bit as exclusive as any other bastion. 

‘I don’t think you can help me,’ Siobhan admitted, looking around. She was resisting the urge to scratch herself. ‘I’m interested in something slightly more high-tech.’ 

He bristled at this. ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Role-playing by computer.’ 

‘Interactive?’ His eyes widened. She nodded and he checked his watch again, then shuffled past her to the door and locked it. She went on the defensive, but he merely shuffled past her again on his way to the far door. ‘Down here,’ he said, and Siobhan, feeling a’ bit like Alice at the mouth of the tunnel, eventually followed. 

Down four or five steps, she came into a dank windowless room, only partially lit. There were boxes piled high—more games and accessories, she guessed—plus a sink with kettle and mugs on the draining-board. But on a table in one corner sat what looked like a state-of-the-art computer, its large screen as thin as a laptop’s. She asked her guide what his name was. 

‘Gandalf,’ he blithely replied. 

‘I meant your real name.’ 

‘I know you did. But in here, that is my real name.’ He sat down at the computer and started work, talking as he moved the mouse. It took her a moment to realise that the mouse was cordless. 

‘There are lots of games on the Net,’ he was saying. 'You join a group of people to fight either against the program or against other teams. There are leagues.’ He tapped the screen. ‘See? This is a Doom league.’ He glanced at her. 'You know what Doom is?’ 

‘A computer game.’ 

He nodded. ‘But here, you’re working in cooperation with others and against a common foe.’ 

Her eyes ran down the team names. ‘How anonymous is it?’ she asked. 

‘How do you mean?’ 

‘I mean, does each player know who his team-mate is, or who’s on the opposing team?’ 

He stroked his beard. ‘At most, they’d have a nom de guerre.’ Siobhan thought of Philippa, with her secret e-mail name. ‘And people can have lots of names, right?’ 

‘Oh yes,’ he said. 'You can amass dozens of names. People who’ve spoken to you a hundred times . . . they come back under a new name, and you don’t realise you already know them.’ 

‘So they can lie about themselves?’ 

‘If you want to call it that. This is the virtual world. Nothing’s “real” as such. So people are free to invent virtual lives for themselves.’ 

‘A case I’m working on, there’s a game involved.’ 

‘Which game?’ 

‘I don’t know. But it’s got levels called Hellbank and Stricture. Someone called Quizmaster seems to be in charge.’ 

He was stroking his beard again. Since sitting at the computer, he’d donned a pair of metal-rimmed glasses. The screen was reflected in the lenses, hiding his eyes. ‘I don’t know it,’ he said at last. 

‘What does it sound like to you?’ 

‘It sounds like SIRPS: Simple Role-Play Scenario. Quizmaster sets tasks or questions, could be to one player or dozens.’ 

'You mean teams?’ 

He shrugged. ‘Hard to know. What’s the website?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ 

He looked at her. 'You don’t know very much, do you?’ 

‘No,’ she admitted. 

He sighed. ‘How serious is the case?’ 

‘A young woman’s gone missing. She was playing the game.’ 

‘And you don’t know if the two are connected?’ 

‘No.’ 

He rested his hands on his stomach. ‘I’ll ask around,’ he said. ‘See if we can track down Quizmaster for you.’ 

‘Even if I had an idea what the game involved . . . ’ 

He nodded, and Siobhan remembered her dialogue with Quizmaster. She’d asked about Hellbank. And his reply? 

You’d have to play the game . . . 

She knew that requisitioning a laptop would take time. Even then, it wouldn’t be hooked up to the Net. So on her way back to the station she stopped off at one of the computer shops. 

‘Cheapest one we do is around nine hundred quid,’ the sales- woman informed her. 

Siobhan flinched. ‘And how long before I could be online?’ 

The saleswoman shrugged. ‘Depends on your server,’ she said. 

So Siobhan thanked her and left. She knew she could always use Philippa Balfour’s computer, but she didn’t want to, for all sorts of reasons. Then she had a brainwave and got on her mobile instead. ‘Grant? It’s Siobhan. I need a favour . . .'

DC Grant Hood had bought his laptop for the same reason he’d bought a mini-disc player, DVD, and digital camera. It was stuff and stuff was what you bought to impress people. Sure enough, each time he brought a new gadget into St Leonard’s he was the centre of attention for five or ten minutes—or rather, the stuff was. But Siobhan had noticed that Grant was always keen to lend these bits of high-tech to anyone who asked. He didn’t use them himself, or if he did he tired of them after a few weeks. Maybe he never got past the owner’s manuals: the one with the camera had been chunkier than the apparatus itself. 

So Grant had been only too happy to make a trip home, returning with the laptop. Siobhan had already explained that she would need to use it for e-mails. 

‘It’s up and ready,’ Grant had told her. 

‘I’ll need your e-mail address and pass name.’

‘But that means you can access my e-mails,’ he realised. 

‘And tell me, Grant, how many e-mails do you get a week?’ 

‘Some,’ he said, sounding defensive. 

‘Don’t worry. I’ll save them for you. .. and I promise not to peek.’ 

‘Then there’s the matter of my fee,’ Grant said. 

She looked at him. 'Your fee?’ 

'Yet to be discussed.’ His face broke into a grin. 

 She folded her arms. ‘So what is it?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ he told her. ‘I’ll have to think . . 

Transaction complete, she headed back to her desk. She already had a connector which would link her mobile phone to the laptop. But first she checked Philippa’s computer: no messages, nothing from Quizmaster. Getting online with Grant’s machine took her only a few minutes. Once there, she sent a note to Quizmaster, giving him Grant’s e-mail address: 

Maybe I want to play the game. Over to you. Siobhan. 

Having sent the message, she left the line open. It would cost her a small fortune when her next mobile bill appeared, but she pushed that thought aside. For now, the game itself was the only lead she had. Even if she had no intention of playing, she still wanted to know more about it. She could see Grant, the other side of the room. He was talking to a couple of other officers. They kept glancing in her direction. 

Let them, she thought. 

Rebus was at Gayfield Square, and nothing was happening. Which was to say, the place was a flurry of activity, but all the sound and fury couldn’t hope to hide a creeping sense of desperation. The ACC himself had put in an appearance and been briefed by both Gill Templer and Bill Pryde. He’d made it plain that what they needed was ‘a swift conclusion’. Both Templer and Pryde had used the phrase a little later, which was how Rebus knew. 

‘DI Rebus?’ One of the woolly-suits was standing in front of him. ‘Boss says she’d like a word.’ 

When he walked in, she told him to close the door. The place was cramped and smelt of other people’s sweat. Space being at a premium, Gill was sharing this space with two other detectives, working in shifts. 

‘Maybe we should start commandeering the cells,’ she said, collecting up mugs from the desk and failing to find anywhere better for them. ‘Could hardly be worse than this.’ 

‘Don’t go to any trouble,’ Rebus said. ‘I’m not staying.’ 

‘That’s right, you’re not.’ She put the mugs on the floor, and almost immediately kicked one of them over. Iguoring the spill, she sat down. Rebus stayed standing, as was obligatory, there being no other chairs in the room today. ‘How did you get on in Falls?’ 

‘I came to a swift conclusion.’ 

She glared at him. ‘Which was?’ 

‘That it’ll make a good story for the tabloids.’ 

Gill nodded. ‘I saw something in the evening paper last night.’ 

‘The woman who found the doll—or says she did—she’s been talking.’ 

“’Or says she did”?’ 

He just shrugged. 

'You think she might be behind it?’ 

Rebus slipped his hands into his pockets. ‘Who knows?’ 

‘Someone thinks they might. A friend of mine called Jean Burchill. I think you should talk to her.’ 

‘Who is she?’ 

‘She’s a curator at the Museum of Scotland.’ 

‘And she knows something about this doll?’ 

‘She might do.’ Gill paused. ‘According to Jean, this is far from the first.’ 

Rebus admitted to his guide that he’d never been inside the museum before. 

‘The old museum, I used to take my daughter there when she was a kid.’ 

Jean Burchill tutted. ‘But this is quite another thing, Inspector. It’s all about who we are, our history and culture.’ 

‘No stuffed animals and totem poles?’ 

She smiled. ‘Not that I can think of.’ They were walking through the ground floor’s exhibit area, having left the huge whitewashed entrance hall behind. They stopped at a small lift, and Burchill turned to face him, her eyes running the length of his body. ‘Gill’s talked about you,’ she said. Then the lift doors opened and she got in, Rebus following. 

‘Nothing but good, I hope.’ He tried hard for levity. Burchill just looked at him again and smiled her little smile. Despite her ‘age, she reminded him of a schoolgirl: that mixture of the shy and the knowing, the prim and the curious. 

‘Fourth floor,’ she told him, and when the lift doors opened again, they walked out into a narrow corridor filled with shadows and images of death. ‘The section on beliefs,’ she said, her voice barely audible. ‘Witchcraft and grave-robbers and burials.’ A black coach waited to take its next cargo to some Victorian graveyard, while nearby sat a large iron coffin. Rebus couldn’t help reaching out to touch it. 

‘It’s a mortsafe,’ she said, then, seeing his lack of comprehension: ‘The families of the deceased would lock the coffin inside a mortsafe for the first six months to deter the resurrectionists.’ 

‘Meaning body-snatchers?’ Now this was a piece of history he knew. ‘Like Burke and Hare? Digging up corpses and selling them to the university?’ 

She peered at him like a teacher with a stubborn pupil. ‘Burke and Hare didn’t dig up anything. That’s the whole point of their story: they killed people, then sold the bodies to the anatomists.’ 

‘Right,’ Rebus said. 

They passed funeral weeds, and photos of dead babies, and stopped at the furthest glass case. 

‘Here we are,’ Burchill said. ‘The Arthur’s Seat coffins.’ 

Rebus looked. There were eight coffins in all. They were five or six inches long, well made, with nails studded into their lids. Inside the coffins were little wooden dolls, some wearing clothes. Rebus stared at a green and white check. 

‘Hibs fan,’ he said. 

‘At one time they were all dressed. But the cloth perished.’ She pointed to a photograph in the case. ‘In eighteen thirty-six, some children playing on Arthur’s Seat found the concealed mouth of a cave. Inside were seventeen little coffins, of which only these eight survive. 

‘They must have got a fright.’ Rebus was staring at the photograph, trying to place where on the massive slopes of the hill it might be. 

‘Analysis of the materials suggests they were made in the eighteen thirties.’ 

Rebus nodded. The information was printed on a series of cards attached to the display. Newspapers of the time suggested that the dolls were used by witches casting death spells on certain individuals. Another popular theory was that they were put there by sailors as good-luck charms prior to sea voyages. 

‘Sailors on Arthur’s Seat,’ Rebus mused. ‘Now there’s something you don’t see every day.’ 

‘Do I detect some homophobic connotation, Inspector?’ 

He shook his head. ‘It’s just a long way from the docks, that’s all.’ 

She looked at him, but his face didn’t betray anything. 

Rebus was studying the coffins again. Were he a betting man, he’d see short odds on a connection between these objects and the one found in Falls. Whoever had made and placed the coffin by the waterfall knew about the museum exhibit, and had for some reason decided to copy it. Rebus looked around at the various sombre displays of mortality. 

'You put this lot together?’ 

She nodded. 

‘Must make for a popular topic at parties.’ 

'You’d be surprised,’ she said quietly. ‘When it comes down to it, aren’t we all curious about the things we fear?’ 

Downstairs in the old museum, they sat on a bench carved to resemble a whale’s ribcage. There were fish in a water feature nearby, kids almost reaching in to touch them, but then pulling back at the last moment, giggling and squeezing their hands: that mix again of the curious and the fearful. 

At the end of the great hall, a huge clock had been erected, its complex mechanism comprising models of skeletons and gargoyles. A naked carving of a woman seemed to be wrapped in barbed wire. Rebus got the feeling there might be other scenes of torture just beyond his vision. 

‘Our Millennium Clock,’ Jean Burchill explained. She checked her watch. ‘Ten minutes before it strikes again.’ 

‘Interesting design,’ Rebus said. ‘A clock full of suffering.’ 

She looked at him. ‘Not everyone notices straight away . . . '

Rebus just shrugged. ‘Upstairs,’ he said, ‘the display said something about the dolls connecting to Burke and Hare?’ 

She nodded. ‘A mock burial for the victims. We think they may have sold as many as seventeen bodies for dissection. It was a horrible crime. You see, a dissected body cannot rise up again on the day of the Last Judgment.’ 

‘Not without its guts spilling out,’ Rebus agreed. 

She ignored him. ‘Burke and Hare were arrested and tried. Hare testified against his friend, and only William Burke went to the gallows. Guess what happened to his body afterwards?’ 

That was an easy one. ‘Dissection?’ Rebus guessed. 

 She nodded. ‘His body was taken to Old College, the same route most if not all of his victims were taken, and used by an anatomy class. This was in January eighteen twenty-nine.’ 

‘And the coffins date from the early eighteen thirties.’ Rebus was thoughtful. Hadn’t someone once boasted to him about owning a souvenir made from Burke’s skin? ‘What happened to the body afterwards?’ he asked. 

Jean Burchill looked at him. ‘There’s a pocket-book in the museum at Surgeons’ Hall.’ 

‘Made from Burke’s skin?’ 

She nodded again. ‘I feel sorry for Burke actually. He seems to have been a genial man. An economic migrant. Poverty and chance led to his first sale. A visitor to his home died owing money. Burke knew that there was a crisis in Edinburgh, a successful medical faculty with not enough bodies to go round.’ 

‘Were people living long lives then?’ 

‘Far from it. But as I told you, a dissected corpse could not enter heaven. The only bodies available to medical students belonged to executed criminals. The Anatomy Act of eighteen thirty-two put an end to the need to rob graves . . .' 

Her voice had died away. She seemed momentarily lost to the present as she considered Edinburgh’s blood-soaked past. Rebus was there with her. Resurrectionists and wallets made of human skin . . . witchcraft and hangings. Next to the coffins on the fourth floor he’d seen a variety of witch’s accoutrements: configurations of bones; shrivelled animal hearts with nails protruding. 

‘Some place this, eh?’ 

He meant Edinburgh, but she considered her surroundings. ‘Ever since I was a child,’ she said, ‘I’ve felt more at peace here than anywhere else in the city. You might think my work morbid, Inspector, but fewer would be reconciled to the work you do.’ 

‘Fair shout,’ he agreed. 

‘The coffins interest me because they are such a mystery. In a museum, we live by the rules of identification and classification. Dates and provenance may be uncertain, but we almost always know what we’re dealing with: a casket, a key, the remains of a Roman burial site.’ 

‘But with the coffins, you can’t be sure what they mean.’ 

She smiled. ‘Exactly. That makes them frustrating for a curator.’ 

‘I know the feeling,’ he said. ‘It’s like me with a case. If it can’t be solved, it nips my head.’ 

'You keep mulling it over . . . coming up with new theories . . .'

‘Or new suspects, yes.’ 

Now they looked at one another. ‘Maybe we’ve more in common than I thought,’ Jean Burchill said. 

‘Maybe we have,’ he admitted. 

The clock had begun to sound, though its minute hand had yet to reach twelve. Visitors were summoned to it, the children’s mouths falling open as the various mechanisms brought the garish figures to life. Bells clanged and ominous organ music started playing. The pendulum was a polished mirror. Looking at it, Rebus caught glimpses of himself, and behind him the whole museum, each spectator captured. 

‘Worth a closer look,’ Jean Burchill told him. They got up and IIbegan to move forwards, joining the congregation. Rebus thought he recognised wooden carvings of Hitler and Stalin. They were operating a jagged-toothed saw. 

’There’s something else,’ Jean Burchill was saying. ‘There’ve been other dolls, other places.’ 

‘What?’ He tore his eyes away from the clock. 

‘Best thing is if I send you what I’ve got . . . ’ 

Rebus spent the rest of that Friday waiting for his shift to end. Photos of David Costello’s garage had been placed on one of the walls, joining the haphazard jigsaw there. His MG was a dark-blue soft-top. The forensic boffins hadn’t had permission to remove traces from the vehicle and its tyres, but that hadn’t stopped them taking a good look. The car hadn’t been washed of late. If it had been, they’d have been asking David Costello why. More photos of Philippa’s friends and acquaintances had been gathered and shown to Professor Devlin. A couple of prints of the boyfriend had been slipped in, which had caused Devlin to complain about ‘tactics beneath contempt’. 

Five days since that Sunday night, five days since she’d disappeared. The more Rebus stared at the jigsaw on the wall, the less he saw. He thought again of the Millennium Clock, which was just the opposite: the more he’d looked at it, the more he’d seen- small figures suddenly picked out from the moving whole. He saw it now as a monument to the lost and forgotten. In its way, the wall display—the photos, faxes, rotas and drawings—comprised a monument too. But eventually, whatever happened, this monument would be dismantled and relegated to some box in a storeroom somewhere, its life limited to the length of the search. 

He’d been here before: other times, other cases, not all of them solved to anyone’s satisfaction. You tried not to care, tried to maintain objectivity, just as the training seminars told you to, but it was hard. The Farmer still remembered a young boy from his first week on the force, and Rebus had his memories, too. Which was why, at day’s end, he went home, showered and changed, and sat in his chair for an hour with a glass of Laphroaig and the Rolling Stones for company: Beggars Banquet tonight, and more than one glass of Laphroaig actually. Carpets from the hall and bedrooms were rolled up either side of him. Mattresses and wardrobes, chests of drawers . . . the room was like a scrapyard. But there was a clear path from the door to his chair, and from his chair to the hi-fi, and that was all he needed. 

After the Stones, he still had half a glass of malt to finish, so put on another album. Bob Dylan’s Desire, and the track ‘Hurricane’, a tale of injustice and wrongful accusation. He knew it happened: sometimes wilfully, sometimes by accident. He’d worked cases where the evidence seemed to be pointing conclusively to an individual, only for someone else to come forward and confess. And in the past—the distant past—maybe one or two criminals had been ‘fitted up’, to get them off the street, or to satisfy the public’s need for a conviction. There were times when you were sure you knew who the culprit was, but were never going to be able to prove it to the Procurator Fiscal’s satisfaction. One or two cops down the years had crossed the line. 

He toasted them, catching his reflection in the living-room window. So he raised a toast to himself, too, then picked up the phone and called for a cab. 

Destination: pubs. 

In the Oxford Bar, he got talking to one of the regulars, happened to mention his trip to Falls. 

‘I’d never heard of it before,’ he confided. 

‘Oh aye,’ his companion stated, ‘I know Falls. Isn’t that where Wee Billy comes from?’ 

Wee Billy was another regular. A search confirmed that he wasn’t in the bar as yet, but he walked in twenty minutes later, still wearing his chefs uniform from a restaurant around the corner. He wiped sweat from his eyes as he squeezed up to the bar. 

‘That you done?’ someone asked him. 

‘Fag break,’ he said, glancing at his watch. ‘Pint of lager, please, Margaret.’ 

As the barmaid poured, Rebus asked for a refill and said that both drinks were on him. 

‘Cheers, John,’ Billy said, unused to such largesse. ‘How’s tricks?’ 

‘I was out at Falls yesterday. Is it right you grew up there?’ 

‘Aye, that’s right. Haven’t been back in years, mind.’ 

You didn’t know the Balfours then?’ 

Billy shook his head. ‘After my time. I was already in college when they moved back. Thanks, Margaret.’ He lifted the pint. Your health, John.’ 

Rebus handed the cash over and raised his own pint, watching Billy demolish half the drink in three needy gulps. 

‘Jesus, that’s better.’ 

‘Hard shift?’ Rebus guessed. 

‘No more so than usual. You working the Balfour case then?’ 

‘Along with every other cop in the city.’ 

‘What did you reckon to Falls?’ 

‘Not big.’ 

Billy smiled, reached into his pocket for cigarette papers and tobacco. ‘Expect it’s changed a bit since I lived there.’ 

‘Were you a Meadowside boy?’ 

‘How did you know?’ Billy lit his roll-up. 

‘A lucky guess.’ 

‘Mining stock, that’s me. Grandad worked all his days down the pit. Dad started off the same, but they made him redundant.’ 

‘I grew up in a mining town myself,’ Rebus said. 

‘Then you’ll know what it’s like when the pits close. Meadowside was fine until then.’ Billy was staring at the optics, remembering his youth. 

‘The place is still there,’ Rebus told him. 

‘Oh aye, but not the same . . . couldn’t be the same. All the mums out scrubbing their steps, getting them whiter than white. Dads cutting the grass. Always popping into the other semis for a gossip or a loan of something.’ He paused, ordered them up a couple of refills. ‘Last I heard, Falls was all yuppies. Anything out of Meadowside’s too dear for the locals to buy. Kids grow up and move away—like I did. Anyone say anything to you about the quarry?’ 

Rebus shook his head, content to listen. 

‘This was maybe two, three years back. There was talk of opening a quarry just outside the village. Plenty of jobs, all that. But suddenly this petition appeared—not that anyone on Meadowside had signed it, or been asked to sign it, come to that. Next thing, the quarry wasn’t coming.’ 

‘The yuppies?’ 

‘Or whatever you want to call them. Plenty of clout, see. Maybe Mr Balfour had a hand in it too, for all I know. Falls . . .’ He shook his head. ‘It’s not the place it was, John.’ He finished his roll-up and stubbed it into the ashtray. Then he thought of something. ‘Here, you like your music, don’t you?’ 

‘Depends what kind.’ 

‘Lou Reed. He’s coming to the Playhouse. I’ve two tickets going spare. 

‘I'll think about it, Billy. Got time for another?’ He nodded towards the dregs in Billy’s glass. 

The chef checked his watch again. ‘Got to get back. Maybe next time, eh?’ 

‘Next time,’ Rebus agreed. 

‘And let me know about those tickets.’ 

Rebus’ nodded, watched Billy push his way back towards the door and out into the night. Lou Reed: there was a name from the past. ‘Walk on the Wild Side’, one of Rebus’s all-time favourites. And a bass-line played by the same guy who wrote ‘Grandad’ for that Dad’s Army actor. Sometimes there was such a thing as too much information. 

‘Another, John?’ the barmaid asked. 

He shook his head. ‘I can hear the call of the wild side,’ he said, pushing off from his stool and towards the door. 

5

Saturday he went to the football with Siobhan. Easter Road was bathed in sunshine, the players throwing long shadows across the pitch. For a while, Rebus found himself following this shadow-play rather than the game its~f: black puppet shapes, not quite human, playing something that wasn’t quite football. The ground was full, as only happened with local derbies and when Glasgow came to town. Today it was Rangers. Siobhan had a season ticket. Rebus was in the seat next to her, thanks to another season ticket-holder who couldn’t make it. 

‘Friend of yours?’ Rebus asked her. 

‘Bumped into him once or twice in the pub after the match.’ 

‘Nice guy?’ 

‘Nice family guy.’ She laughed. ‘When are you going to stop trying to marry me off?’ 

‘I was only asking,’ he said with a grin. He’d noticed that TV cameras were covering the game. They would concentrate on the players, the spectators a background blur or piece of half-time filler. But it was the fans who really interested Rebus. He wondered what stories they could tell, what lives they’d led. He wasn’t alone: around him other spectators seemed equally interested in the antics of the crowd rather than anything happening on the pitch. But Siobhan, knuckles white as she clenched either end of her supporter’s scarf, brought the same concentration to the game as she did to police work, yelling out advice to the players, arguing each refereeing decision with fans nearby. The man on Rebus’s other side was equally fevered. He was overweight, red-faced and sweating. To Rebus’s eyes, he seemed on the verge of a coronary. He’d mutter to himself the noise growing in intensity until there was a final defiant hurl of abuse, after which he’d look around, smile sheepishly, and begin the whole process again. 

‘Easy. . . take it easy, son,’ he was now telling one of the players. 

’Anything happening your end of the case?’ Rebus asked Siobhan.

'Day off, John.’ Her eyes never left the pitch. 

‘I know, I was just asking . . .'

‘Easy now . . . go on, son, on you go.' The sweating man was gripping the back of the seat in front of him. 

’We can have a drink after,’ Siobhan said. 

'Try and stop me,’ Rebus told her. 

‘That’s it, son, that’s the way!’ The voice growing the way a wave would. Rebus took out another cigarette. The day might be bright, but it wasn’t warm. The wind was whipping in from the North Sea, the gulls overhead working hard to stay airborne. 

‘Go on now!’ the man was yelling. ‘Go on! Get right into that fat Hun bastard!’ 

Then the look around, the sheepish grin. Rebus got his cigarette lit at last and offered one to the man, who shook his head. 

‘It relieves stress, you know, the shouting.’ 

‘Might relieve yours, pal,’ Rebus said, but anything after that was drowned out as Siobhan joined a few thousand others in rising up to scream their reasoned and objective judgement concerning some infringement Rebus—along with the referee—had missed. 

Her usual pub was heaving. Even so, people were still piling in. Rebus took one look and suggested somewhere else. ‘It’s a five- minute walk, and it’s got to be quieter.’ 

‘Okay then,’ she said, but her tone was one of disappointment. The after-match drink was a time for analysis, and she knew Rebus’s abilities in this field were somewhat lacking. 

‘And tuck that scarf away,’ he ordered. ‘Never know where you’ll bump into a blue-nose.’ 

‘Not down here,’ she said confidently. She was probably right. The police presence outside the stadium had been large and knowledgeable, channelling Hibs fans down Easter Road while the visitors from Glasgow were dispatched back up the hill towards the bus and railway stations. Siobhan followed Rebus as he cut through Lorne Street and came out on Leith Walk, where weary shoppers were struggling home. The pub he had in mind was an anonymous affair with bevelled windows and an oxblood carpet pocked with cigarette burns and blackened gum. Game-show applause crackled from the TV, while two old-timers carried out a swearing competition in the corner. 

'You sure know how to treat a lady,’ Siobhan complained. 

‘And would the lady like a Bacardi Breezer? Maybe a Moscow Mule.’ 

‘Pint of lager,’ Siobhan said defiantly. Rebus ordered himself a pint of Eighty with a malt on the side. As they took their seats, Siobhan told him he seemed to know every bad pub in the city. 

‘Thanks,’ he said without a trace of irony. ‘So,’ he lifted his glass, ‘what’s the news on Philippa Balfour’s computer?’ 

‘There’s a game she was playing. I don’t know much about it. It’s run by someone called Quizmaster. I’ve made contact with him.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘And,’ she sighed, ‘I’m waiting for him to get back to me. So far I’ve sent a dozen e-mails and no joy.’ 

‘Any other way we can track him down?’ 

‘Not that I know of.’ 

‘What about the game?’ 

‘I don’t know the first thing about it,’ she admitted, attacking her drink. ‘Gill’s beginning to think it’s a dead end. She’s got me interviewing students instead.’ 

‘That’s because you’ve been to college.’ 

‘I know. If Gill’s got a flaw, it’s that she’s literal-minded.’ 

‘She speaks very highly of you,’ Rebus said archly, gaining him a punch on the arm. 

Siobhan’s face changed as she picked up her glass again. ‘She offered me the liaison post.’ 

‘I thought she might. Are you going to take it?’ He watched her shake her head. ‘Because of what happened to Ellen Wylie?’ 

‘Not really.’ 

‘Then why?’ 

She shrugged. ‘Not ready for it, maybe.’

'You’re ready,’ he stated. 

’It’s not real police work though, is it?’

‘What it is, Siobhan, is a step up.’ 

She looked down at her drink. ‘I know.’ 

‘Who’s doing the job meantime?’ 

‘I think Gill is.’ She paused. ‘We’re going to find Flip’s body, aren’t we?’ 

‘Maybe.’ 

She looked at him. 'You think she’s still alive?’ 

‘No,’ he said bleakly, ‘I don’t.’ 

88 from the TV, while two old-timers carried out a swearing competition in the corner. 

That night he hit a few more bars, sticking close to home at first, then hailing a taxi outside Swany’s and asking to be taken to Young Street. He made to light up but the driver asked him not to, and he noticed the No Smoking signs. 

Some detective I am, he told himself. He’d spent as much time as possible away from the flat. The rewiring had come to a halt Friday at five o’clock with half the floorboards still up and runs of cable straggling everywhere. Skirting-boards had been uprooted, exposing the bare wall behind. The sparkies had left their tools—‘be safe enough here’, they’d quipped, knowing his profession. They’d said they might manage Saturday morning, but they hadn’t. So that was him for the weekend, stumbling over lengths of wire and every second floorboard either missing or loose. He’d eaten breakfast in a cafe, lunch in a pub, and was now harbouring lubricious thoughts of a haggis supper with a smoked sausage on the side. But first, the Oxford Bar. 

He’d asked Siobhan what her own plans were. 

‘A hot bath and a good book,’ she’d told him. She’d been lying. He knew this because Grant Hood had told half the station he was taking her on a date, his reward for lending her his laptop. Not that Rebus had said anything to her: if she didn’t want him to know, that was fair enough. But knowing, he hadn’t bothered trying to tempt her with an Indian meal or a film. Only when they were parting outside the pub on Leith Walk had it struck him that maybe this had been bad manners on his part. Two people with no apparent plans for Saturday night: wouldn’t it have been natural for him to ask her out? Would she now be offended? 

‘Life’s too short,’ he told himself, paying off the taxi. Heading into the pub, seeing the familiar faces, those words stayed with him. He asked Harry the barman for the phone book. 

‘It’s over there,’ Harry answered, obliging as ever. 

Rebus flipped through but couldn’t find the number he wanted. Then he remembered she’d given him her business card. He found it in his pocket. Her home number had been added in pencil. He stepped back outdoors again and fired up his mobile. No wedding ring, he was sure of that . . . The phone was ringing. Saturday night, she was probably . . . 

‘Hello?’ 

‘Ms Burchill? It’s John Rebus here. Sorry to call you on a Saturday night.’ 

‘That’s all right. Is something the matter?’ 

‘No, no . . . I just wondered if maybe we could meet. It was all very mysterious, what you said about there being other dolls.’ 

She laughed. You want to meet now?’ 

‘Well, I was thinking maybe tomorrow. I know it’s the day of rest and all, but we could maybe mix business with pleasure.’ He winced as the words came out. He should have thought it all through first: what he was going to say, how he was going to say it. 

‘And how could we do that?’ she asked, sounding amused. He could hear music in the background: something classical. 

‘Lunch?’ he suggested. 

‘Where?’ 

Where indeed. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d taken someone to lunch. He wanted somewhere impressive, somewhere . . . 

‘I’m guessing,’ she said, ‘that you like a fry-up on a Sunday.’ It was almost as if she could feel his discomfort and wanted to help. 

‘Am I so transparent?’ 

‘Quite the opposite. You’re a flesh-and-blood Scottish male. I, on the other hand, like something simple, fresh and wholesome.’ 

Rebus laughed. ‘The word “incompatible” springs to mind.’ 

‘Maybe not. Where do you live?’ 

‘Marchmont.’ 

‘Then we’ll go to Fenwick’s,’ she stated. ‘It’s perfect.’ 

‘Great,’ he said. ‘Half-twelve?’ 

‘I look forward to it. Goodnight, Inspector.’ 

‘I hope you’re not going to call me Inspector all the way through lunch.’ 

In the silence that followed, he thought he could hear her smiling. 

‘See you tomorrow, John.’ 

‘Enjoy the rest of your . . . ’ But the connection was dead. He went back inside the pub and grabbed the phone book again. Fenwick’s: Salisbury Place. Less than a twenty-minute walk from his flat. He must have driven past it a dozen times. It was fifty yards from Sammy’s accident, fifty yards from where a killer had tried to stick a knife in him. He would make the effort tomorrow, push those memories aside. 

‘Same again, Harry,’ he said, bouncing on his toes. 

'You’ll wait your turn like everyone else,’ Harry growled at him. It didn’t matter to Rebus; didn’t bother him at all. 

He was ten minutes early. 

She walked in only five minutes later, so she was early too. ‘Nice place,’ he told her. 

‘Isn’t it?’ She was wearing a black two-piece over a grey silk blouse. A blood-red brooch sparkled just above her left breast. 

‘Do you live nearby?’ he asked. 

‘Not exactly: Portobello.’ 

‘But that’s miles away! You should have said.’ 

‘Why? I like this place.’ 

'You eat out a lot?’ He was still trying to digest the fact that she’d come all the way into Edinburgh for lunch. 

‘Whenever I can. One of the perks of my PhD is that I call myself “Dr Burchill” whenever I’m making a booking.’ 

Rebus looked around. Only one other table was occupied: down near the front, a family party by the look of it. Two kids, six adults. 

‘I didn’t bother booking for today. It’s never too busy at lunchtime. Now, what shall we have . . . ?’ 

He thought about a starter and a main course, but she seemed to know that really he wanted the fry-up, so that was what he ordered. She went for soup and duck. They decided to order coffee and wine at the same time. 

Very brunchy,’ she said. 'Very Sunday somehow.’ 

He couldn’t help but agree. She told him he could smoke if he liked, but he declined. There were three smokers at the family table, but the craving was still a little way off 

They talked about Gill Templer to start with, finding common ground. Her questions were canny and probing. 

‘Gill can be a bit driven, wouldn’t you say?’ 

‘She does what she has to.’ 

‘The pair of you had a fling a while back, didn’t you?’ 

His eyes widened. ‘She told you that?’ 

‘No.’ Jean paused, flattened her napkin against her lap. ‘But I guessed it from the way she used to speak about you.’ 

‘Used to?’ 

She smiled. ‘It was a long time ago, wasn’t it?’ 

‘Prehistoric,’ he was forced to agree. ‘What about you?’ 

‘I hope I’m not prehistoric.’ 

He smiled. ‘I meant, tell me something about yourself.’ 

‘I was born in Elgin, parents both teachers. Went to Glasgow University. Dabbled in archaeology. Doctorate from Durham University, then post-doctoral studies abroad—the USA and Canada—looking at nineteenth-century migrants. I got a job as a curator in Vancouver, then came back here when the opportunity arose. The old museum for the best part of twelve years, and now the new one.’ She shrugged. ‘That’s about it.’ 

‘How do you know Gill?’ 

‘We were at school together for a couple of years, best mates. Lost touch for a while . . .'

'You never married?’ 

She looked down at her plate. ‘For a while, yes, in Canada. He died young.’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ 

‘Bill drank himself to death, not that his family would ever believe it. I think that’s why I came back to Scotland.’ 

‘Because he died?’ 

She shook her head. ‘If I’d stayed, it would have meant participating in the myth they were busy establishing.’ 

Rebus thought he understood. 

You’ve got a daughter, haven’t you?’ she said suddenly, keen to change the subject. 

‘Samantha. She’s . . . in her twenties now.’ 

Jean laughed. You don’t know how old exactly though?’ 

He tried a smile. ‘It’s not that. I was going to say that she’s disabled. Probably not something you want to know.’ 

‘Oh.’ She was silent for a moment, then looked up at him. ‘But it’s important to you, or it wouldn’t have been the first thing you thought of.’ 

‘True. Except that she’s getting back on her feet again. Using one of those zimmer frames old people use.’ 

‘That’s good,’ she said. 

He nodded. He didn’t want to go into the whole story, but she wasn’t going to ask him anyway. 

‘How’s the soup?’ 

‘It’s good.’ 

They sat in silence for a minute or two, then she asked him about police work. Her questions had reverted to the kind you asked of a new acquaintance. Usually Rebus felt awkward talking about the job. He wasn’t sure people were really interested. Even if they were, he knew they didn’t want to hear the unexpurgated version: the suicides and autopsies; the petty grudges and black moods that led people to the cells. Domestics and stabbings, Saturday nights gone wrong, professional thugs and addicts. When he spoke, he was always afraid his voice would betray his passion for the job. He still got a thrill from the work itself. Someone like Jean Burchill, he might be dubious about methods and eventual outcomes, but he felt, could peer beneath the surface of this and watch other things swim into focus. She would realise that his enjoyment of the job was essentially voyeuristic and cowardly. He concentrated on the minutiae of other people’s lives, other people’s problems, to stop him examining his own frailties and failings. 

‘Are you planning to smoke that thing?’ Jean sounded amused. Rebus looked down and saw that a cigarette had appeared in his hand. He laughed, took the packet from his pocket and slid the cigarette back in. 

‘I really don’t mind,’ Jean told him. 

‘Didn’t realise I’d done it,’ he said. Then, to hide his embarrassment: You were going to tell me about these other dolls.’ 

‘After we’ve eaten,’ she said firmly. 

But after they’d eaten, she asked for the bill. They went halves on it, and found themselves outside, the afternoon sun doing its best to remove the chill from the day. ‘Let’s walk,’ she said, sliding her arm through his. 

‘Where to?’ 

‘The Meadows?’ she suggested. So that was where they went. 

The sun had brought people out to the tree-lined playing field. Frisbees were being thrown, while joggers and cyclists sped past. Some teenagers were lying with their T-shirts off cans of cider beside them. Jean was painting some of the area’s history for him. 

‘I think there was a pond here,’ she said. ‘There were certainly stone quarries in Bruntsfield, and Marchmont itself was a farm.’ 

‘More like a zoo these days,’ he said. 

She threw him a glance. You work hard on your cynicism, don’t you?’ 

‘It gets rusty otherwise.’ 

At Jawbone Walk she decided they should cross the road and start up Marchmont Road. ‘So where exactly is it you live?’ she asked. 

‘Arden Street. Just off Warrender Park Road.’ 

‘Not far then.’ 

He smiled, trying for eye contact. ‘Are you angling for an invitation?’ 

‘To be honest, yes.’ 

‘The place is a tip.’ 

‘I’d be disappointed if it were anything else. But my bladder says it’ll settle for what’s available . . .'

He was desperately tidying the living room when he heard the toilet flush. He looked around and shook his head. It was like picking up a duster after a bomb-strike: futile. So instead he went back into the kitchen and spooned coffee into two mugs. The milk in the fridge was Thursday’s, but useable. She was standing in the doorway, watching him. 

‘Thank God I have an excuse for all the mess,’ he said. 

‘I had my place rewired a few years back,’ she commiserated. ‘At the time, I was thinking of selling.’ When he looked up, she saw she’d hit a chord. 

‘I’m putting it on the market,’ he admitted. 

‘Any particular reason?’ 

Ghosts, he could have told her, but he just shrugged instead. 

‘A fresh start?’ she guessed. 

‘Maybe. Do you take sugar?’ He handed her the mug. She studied its milky surface. 

‘I don’t even take milk,’ she told him. 

‘Christ, sorry.’ He tried taking the mug from her, but, she resisted. 

‘This’ll be fine,’ she said. Then she laughed. ‘Some detective. You just watched me drink two cups of coffee in the restaurant.’ 

‘And never noticed,’ Rebus agreed, nodding. 

‘Is there space to sit down in the living room? Now that we’ve got to know one another a little, it’s time to show you the dolls.’ 

He cleared an area of the dining table. She placed her shoulder- bag on the floor and pulled out a folder. 

‘Thing is,’ she said, ‘I know this may sound barmy to some people. So I’m hoping you’ll keep an open mind. Maybe that’s why I wanted to know you a bit better . . .' 

She handed over the folder and he pulled out a sheaf of press-cuttings. While she spoke, he started arranging them before him on the table. 

‘I came across the first one when someone wrote a letter to the Museum. This was a couple of years back.’ He held up the letter and she nodded. ‘A Mrs Anderson in Perth. She’d heard the story of the Arthur’s Seat coffins and wanted me to know that something similar had happened near Huntingtower.’ 

The dipping attached to the letter was from the Courier. ‘Mysterious Find Near Local Hotel’: a coffin-shaped wooden box with a scrap of cloth nearby. Found beneath some leaves in a copse when a dog had been out for its daily walk. The owner had taken the box to the hotel, thinking maybe it was some sort of toy. But no explanation had been found. The year was 1995. 

‘The woman, Mrs Anderson,’ Jean was saying, ‘was interested in -local history. That’s why she kept the cutting.’ 

‘No doll?’ 

Jean shook her head. ‘Could be some animal ran off with it.’ 

‘Could be,’ Rebus agreed. He turned to the second cutting. It was dated 1982 and was from a Glasgow evening paper: ‘Church Condemns Sick Joke Find’. 

‘It was Mrs Anderson herself told me about this one,’ Jean explained. ‘A churchyard, next to one of the gravestones. A little wooden coffin, this time with a doll inside, basically a wooden clothes-peg with a ribbon around it.’ 

Rebus looked at the photo printed in the paper. ‘It looks cruder, balsa, wood or something.’ 

She nodded. ‘I thought it was quite a coincidence. Ever since, I’ve been on the lookout for more examples.’ 

He separated the two final cuttings. ‘And finding them, I see.’ 

‘I tour the country, giving talks on behalf of the Museum. Each time, I ask if anyone’s heard of such a thing.’ 

 You struck lucky?’ 

‘Twice so far. Nineteen seventy-seven in Nairn, nineteen seventy- two in Dunfermline.’ 

Two more mystery finds. In Nairn, the coffin had been found on the beach; in Dunfermline, in the town’s glen. One with a doll in it, one without. Again, an animal or child could have made off with the contents. 

‘What do you make of it?’ he asked. 

‘Shouldn’t that be my question?’ He didn’t answer, sifted back through the reports. ‘Could there be a link with what you found in Falls?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ He looked up at her. ‘Why don’t we find out?’ 

Sunday traffic slowed them down, though most of the cars were heading back into the city after a day in the country. 

‘Do you think there could be more?’ he asked. 

‘It’s possible. But the local history groups, they pick up on oddities like that—and they’ve got long memories, too. It’s a close network. People know I’m interested.’ She rested her head against the passenger-side window. ‘I think I’d have heard.’ 

As they passed the road sign welcoming them to Falls, she smiled. ‘Twinned with Angoisse,’ she said. 

‘Sorry?’ 

‘The sign back there, Falls is twinned with some place called Angoisse. It must be in France.’ 

‘How do you work that out?’ 

‘Well, there was a picture of the French flag next to the name. 

‘I suppose that would help.’ 

‘But it’s a French word, too: angoisse. It means “anguish”. 

Imagine that: a town called anguish . . . ’ 

There were cars parked either side of the main road, making for a bottleneck. Rebus didn’t think he’d find a space, so turned into the lane and parked there. As they walked down to Bev Dodds’ cottage, they passed a couple of locals washing their cars. The men were middle-aged and casually dressed—cords and V-necks—but wore the clothes like a uniform. Rebus would bet that midweek, they were seldom without a suit and tie. He thought of Wee Billy’s memories: mums scrubbing their front steps. And here was the contemporary equivalent. One of the men said ‘hello’ and the other ‘good afternoon’. Rebus nodded and knocked on Bev Dodds’ door. 

‘I think you’ll find she’s taking her constitutional,’ one man said. 

‘Shouldn’t be long,’ added the other. 

Neither had stopped work on his car. Rebus wondered if they were in some sort of race; not that they were rushing, but there seemed an element of competition, their concentration intense. 

‘Looking to buy some pottery?’ the first asked, as he got to work on the front grille of his BMW. 

‘Actually, I wanted a look at the doll,’ Rebus said, sliding his hands into his pockets. 

‘Don’t think that’s likely. She’s signed some sort of exclusive with one of your rivals.’ 

‘I’m a police officer,’ Rebus stated. 

The Rover owner snorted at his neighbour’s mistake. ‘That might make a difference,’ he said, laughing. 

‘Odd sort of thing to happen,’ Rebus said conversationally. 

‘No shortage of those around here.’ 

‘How do you mean?’ 

The BMW driver rinsed out his sponge. ‘We had a spate of thefts a few months back, then someone daubed the door of the church.’ 

‘Kids from the estate,’ the Rover driver interrupted. 

‘Maybe,’ his neighbour conceded. ‘But it’s funny it never happened before. Then the Balfour girl goes missing . . .' 

‘Do either of you know the family?’ 

‘Seen them around,’ the Rover driver conceded. 

‘They held a tea party two months back. Opened the house. It was for some charity, I forget which. They seemed very pleasant, John and Jacqueline.’ The BMW driver glanced at his neighbour as he spoke the names. Rebus saw it as yet another element of the game their lives had become. 

‘What about the daughter?’ Rebus asked. 

‘Always seemed a bit distant,’ the Rover driver said hurriedly, not about to be left out. ‘Hard to strike up a conversation with her.’ 

‘She spoke to me,’ his rival announced. ‘We had quite a chin-wag once about her university course.’ 

The Rover driver glared at him. Rebus could foresee a duel: dampened chamoises at twenty paces. ‘What about Ms Dodds?’ he asked. ‘Good neighbour, is she?’ 

‘Bloody awful pottery,’ was the only comment. 

‘This doll thing’s probably been good for business though.’ 

‘I don’t doubt it,’ the BMW owner said. ‘If she has any sense, she’ll capitalise on it.’ 

‘Promotion’s the life-blood of any new business,’ his neighbour added. Rebus got the feeling they knew what they were talking about. 

‘Small concession might do wonders,’ BMW man mused. ‘Teas, home baking . . . ’ Both men had stopped working, growing thoughtful. 

‘I thought that was your car in the lane,’ Bev Dodds said, striding towards the group. 

While tea was being made, Jean asked if she could see some of the pottery. An extension at the back of the cottage housed both the kitchen and the spare bedroom which had become a studio. Jean praised the various bowls and plates, but Rebus could tell she didn’t like them. Then, as Bev Dodds was sliding the various bangles and bracelets up her arms again, Jean praised those, too. 

‘I make them,’ Bev Dodds said. 

‘Do you?’ Jean sounded delighted. 

Dodds put her arm out so she could take a closer look. ‘Local stones. I wash them and varnish them. I think they act a little like crystals.’ 

‘Positive energy?’ Jean guessed. Rebus could no longer tell if she was genuinely interested or just faking it. ‘Could I buy one, do you think?’ 

‘Of course,’ Dodds said delightedly. Her hair was windswept, cheeks red from the walk she’d just taken. She slid one of the bracelets from her wrist. ‘How about this? It’s one of my favourites, and just ten pounds.’ 

Jean paused at mention of the price, but then smiled and handed over a ten-pound note, which Dodds tucked into her pocket. 

‘Ms Burchill works at the museum,’ Rebus said. 

‘Really?’ 

‘I’m a curator.’ Jean had slipped the bracelet on to her wrist.

‘What a wonderful job. Whenever I’m in town, I try to make time for a visit.’ 

‘Have you heard of the Arthur’s Seat coffins?’ Rebus asked. 

‘Steve told me about them,’ Dodds said. Rebus presumed she meant Steve Holly, the reporter. 

‘Ms Burchill has an interest in them,’ Rebus said. ‘She’d like to see the doll you found.’ 

‘Of course.’ She slid open one of the drawers and brought out the coffin. Jean handled it with care, placing it on the kitchen table before examining it. 

‘It’s quite well made,’ she said. ‘More like the Arthur’s Seat coffins than those others.’ 

“’Others”?’ Bev Dodds asked. 

‘Is it a copy of one of them?’ Rebus asked, ignoring this. 

‘Not an exact copy, no,’ Jean said. ‘Different nails, and constructed slightly differently, too.’ 

‘By someone who’d seen the museum exhibit?’ 

‘It’s possible. You can buy a postcard of the coffins in the museum shop.’ 

Rebus looked at Jean. ‘Has anyone shown interest in the exhibit recently?’ 

’How would I know that?’ 

‘Maybe a researcher or someone?’ 

She shook her head. ‘There was a doctoral student last year . . . but she went back to Toronto.’ 

‘Is there some connection here?’ Bev Dodds asked, wide-eyed. ‘Something between the museum and the abduction?’ 

‘We don’t know that anyone’s been abducted,’ Rebus cautioned her. 

‘All the same . 

‘Ms Dodds . . . Bev .. .’ Rebus fixed her with his eyes. ‘It’s important that this conversation stays confidential.’ 

When she nodded understanding, Rebus knew that within minutes of them leaving, she’d be on the phone to Steve Holly. He left his tea unfinished. 

‘We’d better be off.’ Jean took the hint, and placed her own cup on the draining-board. ‘That was lovely, thanks.’ 

'You’re welcome. And thank you for buying the bracelet. My third sale today.’ 

As they walked back up the lane, two cars passed them. Day-trippers, Rebus guessed, on their way to the waterfall. And afterwards, maybe they’d stop by the pottery, asking to see the famous coffin. They’d probably buy something too 

‘What are you thinking?’ Jean asked, getting into the car and studying the bracelet, holding it up to the light. 

‘Nothing,’ Rebus lied. He decided to drive through the village. The Rover and BMW stood drying in the late-afternoon sun. A young. couple with two kids stood outside Bev Dodds’ cottage. The father had a video-camera in his hand. Rebus gave way to four or five cars, then continued along the road to Meadowside. Three boys—maybe including the two from his previous visit—were playing football on the grass. Rebus stopped and wound down his window, calling out to them. They looked at him, but weren’t about to interrupt their game. He told Jean he’d only be a second, and got out of the car. 

‘Hello there,’ he told the boys. 

‘Who are you?’ The questioner was skinny, ribs protruding, and thin arms ending in bunched fists. His hair had been shorn to the scalp, and as he squinted into the light he managed to be four-feet- six of aggression and mistrust. 

‘I’m the police,’ Rebus said. 

‘We haven’t done nothing.’ 

‘Congratulations.’ 

The boy kicked the ball hard. It thundered into the upper thigh of one of the other players, leading the third to start laughing. 

‘I was wondering if you knew anything about this spate of thefts I’ve been hearing about.’ 

The boy looked at him. ‘Get a grip,’ he said. 

‘With pleasure, son. What’ll it be, your neck or your balls?’ The boy tried for a sneer. ‘Maybe you can tell me something about the church getting vandalised?’ 

‘No,’ he said. 

‘No?’ Rebus sounded surprised. ‘Okay then, last shot . . . what about this wee coffin that’s been found?’ 

‘What about it?’ 

‘Have you seen it?’ 

The boy shook his head. ‘Tell him to sod off, Chick,’ one of his friends advised. 

‘Chick?’ Rebus nodded, to let the boy know he was filing the information away. 

‘Never saw the coffin,’ Chick said. ‘No way I’m going to knock on her door.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Because she’s well fucking weird.’ Chick laughed. 

‘Weird how?’ 

Chick was losing patience. Somehow he’d been duped into having a conversation. ‘Weird like the rest of them.’ 

‘They’re all a bunch of tampons,’ his pal said, coming to rescue him. ‘Let’s go, Chick.’ They ran off, collecting the third boy and the ball on their way. Rebus watched for a moment, but Chick didn’t look back. As he returned to the car, he saw that Jean’s window was down. 

‘Okay,’ he said, ‘so I’m not the world’s best at asking questions of schoolkids.’ 

She smiled. ‘What did he mean about tampons?’ 

Rebus turned the ignition and glanced at her. ‘He meant they’re all stuck-up.’ He didn’t add the final word, didn’t need to. Jean knew exactly what he meant . . . 

Late that Sunday night, he found himself on the pavement outside Philippa Balfour’s flat. He still had the set of keys in his pocket, but wasn’t going inside, not after what happened last time. Someone had closed the shutters in her living room and bedroom. No light was being allowed into the flat, none at all. 

It was one week since her disappearance, and a reconstruction was underway. A WPC with a passing resemblance to the missing student had been dressed in clothes similar to the ones Flip might have been wearing that evening. A recently bought Versace T-shirt was missing from Flip’s wardrobe, so the WPC was wearing one just like it. She would walk out of the tenement and be photographed by the waiting newsmen. Then she’d walk briskly to the end of the street, where she’d step into a waiting taxi cab, commandeered for the purpose. She’d get out again and start climbing the hill towards the city centre. There would be photographers with her all the way, and uniformed officers stopping pedestrians and drivers, clipboards ready, questions prepared. The WPC would travel all the way to the bar on the South Side . . . 

Two TV crews—BBC and Scottish—were readying to film the reconstruction. News programmes would show snippets of it. 

It was an exercise, a way of showing that the police were doing something. 

That was all. 

Gill Templer, catching Rebus’s eye from the other side of the street, seemed to acknowledge as much with a shrug. Then she went back to her conversation with Assistant Chief Constable Cohn Carswell. The ACC seemed to have a few points he wished to get across. Rebus didn’t doubt that the words ‘a swift conclusion’ would figure at least once. From past experience, he knew that when Gill Templer was irritated, she tended to play with a string of pearls she sometimes wore. They were around her neck now, and she had slipped a finger beneath them, running it back and forth. Rebus thought of all Bev Dodds’ bracelets, and what the kid called Chick had said: well fucking weird . . . Books of Wiccan in her living room, only she didn’t call it that, called it her ‘parlour’ instead. A Stones song popped into his head: ‘Spider and the Fly’, B-side to ‘Satisfaction’. He saw Bev Dodds as a spider, her parlour a web. For some reason the image, though fanciful, stuck with him . . . 
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On Monday morning, Rebus took Jean’s press cuttings in to work. Waiting for him on his desk were three messages from Steve Holly and a note in Gill Templer’s handwriting, informing him of a doctor’s appointment at eleven o’clock. He went to her office to plead his case, but a sheet of paper on her door stated that she would be spending the day at Gayfield Square. Rebus went back to his chair, grabbed his cigarettes and lighter, and headed for the car park. He’d just got one lit when Siobhan Clarke arrived. 

‘Any luck?’ he asked her. Siobhan lifted the laptop she was carrying. 

‘Last night,’ she told him. 

‘What happened?’ 

She looked at his cigarette. ‘Soon as you finish that foul thing, come upstairs and I’ll show you.’ 

The door swung shut behind her. Rebus stared at the cigarette, took one last puff, and flicked it on to the ground. 

By the time he got to the CID room, Siobhan had set up the laptop. An officer called over that there was a Steve Holly on the line. Rebus shook his head. He knew damned well what Holly wanted: Bev Dodds had told him about the trip to Falls. He held up a finger, asking Siobhan to wait a second, then got on the phone to the museum. 

‘Jean Burchill’s office, please,’ he said. Then he waited. 

‘Hello?’ It was her voice. 

‘Jean? John Rebus here.’ 

‘John, I was just thinking of calling you.’ 

‘Don’t tell me: you’re being hassled?’ 

‘Well, not exactly hassled . . .'

‘A reporter called Steve Holly, wanting to talk about the dolls?’ 

‘He’s been on to you too, then?’ 

‘Best advice I can give, Jean: don’t say anything. Refuse his calls, and if he does get through, tell him you’ve nothing to say. No matter how hard he pushes . . . ’ 

‘Understood. Did Bev Dodds blab?’ 

‘My fault, I should’ve known she would.’ 

‘I can look after myself, John, don’t worry.’ 

They said their goodbyes and he put down the receiver, took the short walk to Siobhan’s desk and read the message on the laptop’s screen. 

This game is not a game. It’s a quest. You’ll need strength and endurance, not to mention intelligence. But your prize will be great. Do you still wish to play? 

‘I sent back an e-mail saying I was interested, but asking how long the game would take.’ Siobhan was moving her finger across the keypad. ‘He told me it could take a few days, or a few weeks. So then I asked if I could start with Hellbank. He came back straight away, telling me Hellbank was the fourth level, and I’d have to play the whole thing. I said okay. At midnight, this arrived.’ 

There was another message on the screen. ‘He’s used a different address,’ Siobhan said. ‘God knows how many he’s got.’ 

‘Making him difficult to track down?’ Rebus guessed. Then he read: 

How can I be sure you are who you say you are? 

‘He means my e-mail address,’ Siobhan explained. ‘I was using Philippa’s before; now I’m using Grant’s.’ 

‘What did you tell him?’ 

‘I told him he’d have to trust me; either that or we could always meet.’ 

‘And was he keen?’ 

She smiled. ‘Not overly. But he did send me this.’ She hit another button. 

Seven fins high is king. This queen dines well before the bust. 

‘Is that it?’ 

Siobhan nodded. ‘I asked if he could give me a clue. All he did was send me the message again. 

‘Presumably because it is the clue.’ 

She ran a hand through her hair. ‘I was up half the night. I don’t suppose it means anything to you?’ 

He shook his head. You need someone who likes puzzles. Doesn’t young Grant do cryptic crosswords?’ 

‘Does he?’ Siobhan looked across the room to where Grant Hood was making a phone call. 

‘Why don’t you go and ask?’ 

When Hood came off the phone, Siobhan was waiting. ‘How’s the laptop?’ he asked. 

‘Fine.’ She handed him a sheet of paper. ‘I hear you like a puzzle.’ He took the sheet, but didn’t look at it. ‘Saturday night?’ he asked. 

She nodded. ‘Saturday night was fine.’ 

And it had been, too: a couple of drinks and then dinner at a decent, small restaurant in the New Town. They’d talked shop mostly, having not much else in common, but it was good to have a laugh, relive a few stories. He’d been quite the gentleman, walking 

her home afterwards. She hadn’t asked him up for coffee. He’d said he’d find a cab on Broughton Street. 

Now, Grant nodded back and smiled. ‘Fine’ was good enough for him. Then he looked at the sheet. “’Seven fins high is king”,’ he read aloud. ‘What’s it mean?’ 

‘I was hoping maybe you’d tell me.’ 

He studied the message again. ‘Could be an anagram. Unlikely though: not enough vowels, it’s all i’s and e’s. “Before the bust”—drugs bust maybe?’ Siobhan just shrugged. ‘Maybe it would help if you told me a bit about it,’ Hood said. 

Siobhan nodded. ‘Over a coffee, if you like,’ she said. 

Back at his desk, Rebus watched them leave the room, then picked up the first of the cuttings. There was a conversation going on nearby, something about another press conference. The consensus was, if DCS Templer wanted you to front it, it meant she had the knives out. Rebus’s eyes narrowed. There was a sentence he must have missed first time round. It was the 1995 dipping: Huntingtower Hotel near Perth, a dog finding the coffin and scrap of cloth. Three-quarters of the way through the story, an anonymous member of the hotel staff was quoted as saying, ‘If we’re not careful, Huntingtower’s going to get itself a reputation.’ Rebus wondered what was meant by that. He picked up the phone, thinking maybe Jean Burchill would know. But he didn’t make the call, didn’t want her to think he was . . . well, what exactly? He’d enjoyed yesterday, and thought she had too. He’d dropped her at her home in Portobello, but had declined the offer of coffee. 

‘I’ve taken up too much of your day as it is,’ he’d said. She hadn’t denied it. 

‘Maybe another time then,’ was all she’d said. 

Driving back to Marchmont, he’d felt that something had been lost between them. He’d almost called her that evening, but had switched on the TV instead, losing himself in a nature programme, unable afterwards to recall anything about it. Until he’d remembered about the reconstruction and headed out to watch it 

His hand was still resting on the receiver. He picked it up and got a number for the Huntingtower Hotel, asked to speak to the manager. 

‘I’m sorry,’ the receptionist said. ‘He’s in a meeting at the moment. Can I take a message?’ 

Rebus explained who he was. ‘I want to speak to someone who was working at the hotel in nineteen ninety-five. 

‘What’s their name?’ 

He smiled at her mistake. ‘No, I mean, anyone will do.’ 

‘Well, I’ve been here since ninety-three.’ 

‘Then you might remember the little coffin that was found.’ 

‘Vaguely, yes.’ 

‘Only I’ve got a cutting from a newspaper at the time. It says that the hotel might be getting a reputation.’ 

‘And why would that have been?’ 

‘I’m not sure. Maybe it was that American tourist.’ 

‘Which one?’ 

‘The one who disappeared.’ 

He didn’t say anything for a moment, and when he did it was to ask her to repeat what she’d just said. 

Rebus went to the National Library annexe on Causewayside. It wasn’t much more than a five-minute walk from St Leonard’s. When he’d shown his ID and explained what he needed, he was taken to a desk where a microfilm reader sat. This was a large illuminated screen above two spools. The film was placed on one spool and would be wound on to the empty one. Rebus had used the machine before, back when newspapers had been stored at the main building on George IV Bridge. He’d told the staff that today’s was ‘a rush job’. Even so, he sat for the best part of twenty minutes before a librarian arrived with the film boxes. The Courier was Dundee’s daily paper. Rebus’s own family had taken it. He remembered that up until recently it had retained the look of a broadsheet from a previous era, with column-wide ads covering its front page. No news, no photos. The story went that when the Titanic sank, the headline in the Courier had been ‘Dundee Man Lost at Sea’. Not that the paper was parochial or anything. 

Rebus had the Huntingtower cutting with him, and wound the tape forward until he was four weeks shy of its appearance. There, on an inside page, was the headline ‘Tourist’s Disappearance a Mystery, Say Police’. The woman’s name was Betty-Anne Jesperson. She was thirty-eight and married. She’d been a member of a tour party from the USA. The tour was called ‘The Mystical Highlands of Scotland’. The photograph of Betty-Anne came from her passport. It showed a heavy-set woman with dark permed hair and thick-rimmed glasses. Her husband, Garry, said she was in the habit of waking early and going for a pre-breakfast walk. No one in the hotel had seen her depart. The countryside was searched, and police went into Perth town centre armed with copies of the photograph. But as Rebus wound the film forward a week, the story was cut down to half a dozen paragraphs. A further week along and there was just a single paragraph. The story was in the process’ of vanishing as completely as Betty-Anne had. 

According to the hotel receptionist, Garry Jesperson had made several trips back to the area in that first year, with a further month-long trip the year after. But then the last she’d heard, Garry had met someone else and moved from New Jersey to Baltimore.

Rebus copied the details into his notebook, then sat tapping at the page he’d just written on until one of the browsers cleared their throat, warning him that he’d started to make too much noise. 

Back at the main desk, he put in a request for more papers: the Dunfermline Press, Glasgow Herald and Inverness Courier. Only the Herald was on microfilm, so he started with that. Nineteen eighty-two, the doll in the churchyard . . . Van Morrison had released Beautiful Vision early in ‘82. Rebus found himself humming ‘Dweller on the Threshold’, then stopped when he remembered where he was. Nineteen eighty-two, he’d been a detective sergeant, working cases with another DS called Jack Morton. They’d been based at Great London Road, back before the station had caught fire. When the Herald film arrived, he spooled it and got to work, the days and weeks a blur across his screen. All the officers above him at Great London Road, they were either dead or retired. He hadn’t kept in touch with any of them. And now the Farmer was gone too. Soon, whether he liked it or not, it would be his turn. He didn’t think he’d go quietly. They’d have to pull him screaming and kicking . . . 

The churchyard doll had been found in May. He started at the beginning of April. Problem was, Glasgow was a big city, more crime than a place like Perth. He wasn’t sure he’d know if and when he found something. And if it was a missing person, would it even make the paper? Thousands of people disappeared each year. Some of them left without being noticed: the homeless, the ones with no family or friends. This was a country where a corpse could sit in a chair by the fire until the smell alerted the neighbours. 

By the time he’d searched April, he had no reported MisPers, but six deaths, two of them women. One was a stabbing after a party. A man, it was stated, was helping police with their inquiries. Rebus guessed the boyfriend. He was pretty sure that if he read on, he’d find the case coming to court. The second death was a drowning. A stretch of river Rebus had never heard of: White Cart Water, the body found by its banks on the southern border of Rosshall Park. The victim was Hazel Gibbs, aged twenty-two. Her husband had walked out, leaving her with two kids. Friends said she’d been depressed. She’d been seen out drinking the previous day, while the kids fended for themselves. 

Rebus walked outside and got on his mobile, punching in the number for Bobby Hogan at Leith CID. 

‘Bobby, it’s John. You know a bit about Glasgow, don’t you?’ 

‘A bit.’ 

‘Ever heard of White Cart Water?’ 

‘Can’t say I have.’ 

‘What about Rosshall Park?’ 

‘Sorry.’ 

‘Got any contacts out west?’ 

‘I could make a phone call.’ 

‘Do that, will you?’ Rebus repeated the names and ended the call. He smoked a cigarette, staring across at a new pub on the opposite corner. He knew one drink wouldn’t do him any harm. Then he remembered that he was supposed to be seeing the doctor. Hell, it would have to wait. He could always make another appointment. When, at cigarette’s end, Hogan hadn’t called back, Rebus returned to his desk and started going through the editions for May ‘82. When his mobile sounded, the staff and readers gave a look of collective horror. Rebus cursed and put the phone to his ear, getting up from his seat to head outside again. 

‘It’s me,’ Hogan said. 

‘Go ahead,’ Rebus whispered, moving towards the exit. 

‘Rosshall Park’s in Pollok, south-west of the city centre. White Cart Water runs along the top of it.’ 

Rebus stopped in his tracks. You sure?’ His voice was no longer a whisper. 

‘It’s what I’m told.’ 

Rebus was back at his desk. The Herald cutting was just below the one from the Courier. He eased it out, just to be sure. 

‘Thanks, Bobby,’ he said, ending the call. People around him were making exasperated noises, but he didn’t pay them any heed. ‘Church Condemns Sick Joke Find’: the coffin found in the churchyard. The church itself located on Potterhill Road. 

In Pollok. 

‘I don’t suppose you’d care to explain yourself,’ Gill Templer said. Rebus had driven to Gayfield Square and asked her for five minutes. They were back in the same stale office. 

‘That’s just what I want to do,’ Rebus told her. He placed a hand to his forehead. His face felt like it was burning. 

'You were supposed to be attending a doctor’s appointment.’ 

‘Something came up. Christ, you’re not going to believe it.’ 

She stabbed a finger at the tabloid newspaper open on her desk. ‘Any idea how Steve Holly got hold of this?’ 

Rebus turned the paper so it was facing him. Holly couldn’t have had much time, but he’d patched together a story which managed to mention the Arthur’s Seat coffins, a ‘local expert from the Museum of Scotland’, the Falls coffin, and the ‘persistent rumour that more coffins exist’. 

‘What does he mean, “more coffins”?’ Gill asked. 

‘That’s what I’m trying to tell you.’ So he told her, laid the whole thing out before her. In the musty, leatherbound sets of Dunfermline Presses and Inverness Couriers he’d found exactly what he’d known and dreaded he would find. In July 1977, a scant week before the Nairn beach coffin had been found, the body of Paula Gearing had been washed ashore four miles further along the coast. Her death could not be explained, and was put down to ‘misadventure’. In October 1972, three weeks before the finding of the coffin in Dunfermline Glen, a teenage girl had been reported missing. Caroline Farmer was a fourth-year student at Dunfermline High. She’d recently been jilted by a long-term boyfriend, and the best guess was that this had led her to leave home. Her family said they wouldn’t rest until they’d heard from her. Rebus doubted they ever had . . . 

Gill Templer listened to his story without comment. When he’d finished, she looked at the cuttings and the notes he’d taken in the library. Finally, she looked up at him. 

‘It’s thin, John.’ 

Rebus jumped from his seat. He needed to be moving, but the room didn’t have enough space. ‘Gill, it’s . . . there’s something there.’ 

‘A killer who leaves coffins near the scene?’ She shook her head slowly. ‘I just can’t see it. You’ve got two bodies, no signs of foul play, and two disappearances. Doesn’t exactly make a pattern.’ 

‘Three disappearances including Philippa Balfour.’ 

‘And there’s another thing: the Falls coffin turned up less than a week after she went AWOL. No pattern again.’ 

'You think I’m seeing things?’ 

‘Maybe.’ 

‘Can I at least follow it through?’ 

‘John . . . ’ 

‘Just one, maybe two more officers. Give us a few days to see if we can convince you. 

‘We’re stretched as it is.’ 

‘Stretched doing what? We’re whistling in the dark till she comes back, phones home or turns up dead. Give me two people.’ 

She shook her head slowly. You can have one. And three or four days, tops. Understood?’ 

Rebus nodded. 

‘And John? Go see the doctor, or I’m reeling you back in. Understood?’ 

‘Understood. Who will I be working with?’ 

Templer was thoughtful. ‘Who do you want?’ 

‘Give me Ellen Wylie.’ 

She stared at him. ‘Any particular reason why?’ 

He shrugged. ‘She’ll never make it as a TV presenter, but she’s a good cop.’ 

Templer was still staring. ‘Okay,’ she said at last. ‘Go ahead.’ 

‘And is there any chance you can keep Steve Holly away from us?’ 

‘I can try.’ She tapped the newspaper. ‘I’m assuming the “local expert” is Jean?’ She waited till he’d nodded, then she sighed. ‘I should have known better, bringing the two of you together . . . ’ She started rubbing at her forehead. It was something the Farmer had done, too, whenever he got what he called his ‘Rebus heads’ . . . 

'What exactly are we looking for?’ Ellen Wylie asked. She’d been summoned to St Leonard’s, and didn’t look thrilled at the prospect of working a two-hander with Rebus. 

‘The first thing,’ he told her, ‘is to cover our backsides, and that means checking that the MisPers never turned up.’ 

‘Talking to the families?’ she guessed, writing a note to herself on her pad. 

‘Right. As for the two bodies, we need to take another look at the PM results, see if there’s anything the pathologists could have missed.’ 

‘Nineteen seventy-seven and eighty-two? You think the records won’t have been ditched?’ 

‘I hope not. In any case, some of those pathologists have long memories. 

She made another note. ‘I’ll ask again: what are we looking for? You think there’s a possibility of proving these women and the coffins are related?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ But he knew what she meant: it was one thing to believe something, quite another to be able to prove it, especially in a court of law. 

‘It might set my mind at rest,’ he said at last. 

‘And all of this started with some coffins on Arthur’s Seat?’ He nodded, his own enthusiasm making no impact on her scepticism. 

‘Look,’ he said, ‘if I’m seeing things, you’ll get your chance to tell me. But first we do a bit of digging.’ 

She shrugged, made a show of jotting another note on to her pad. ‘Did you ask for me, or were you given me?’ 

‘I asked.’ 

‘And DCS Templer said okay?’ 

Rebus nodded again. ‘Is there a problem?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ She gave the question serious consideration. ‘Probably not.’ 

‘Okay,’ he said. ‘Then let’s get started.’ 

It took him the best part of two hours to type up everything he had. What he wanted was a ‘bible’ they could work from. He had dates and page references for each of the newspaper stories, and had arranged with the library for copies to be made. Wylie meantime was busy on the phone, begging favours from police stations in Glasgow, Perth, Dunfermline and Nairn. She wanted case notes if any still existed, plus pathologists’ names. Whenever she laughed, Rebus knew what had just been said to her: You don’t ask for bloody much, do you?’ Hammering away at his keyboard, he listened to her work. She knew when to be coy, when to get tough, and when to flirt. Her voice never betrayed the set features of her face as repetition made her weary. 

‘Thank you,’ she said for the umpteenth time, dropping the receiver into its cradle. She scribbled a note on her pad, checked the time and wrote that down too. She was thorough, all right. ‘A promise is one thing,’ she said more than once. 

‘It’s better than nothing.’ 

‘As long as they come through.’ Then she lifted the handset again, took another deep breath, and made the next call. 

Rebus was intrigued by the long gaps in the chronology: 1972, 1977, 1982, 1995. Five years, five years, thirteen years. And now, just maybe, another five-year gap. The fives made for a nice pattern, but it was immediately broken by that silence between ‘82 and ‘95. There were all sorts of explanations: the man, whoever he was, could have been away somewhere, maybe in prison. Who was to say the coffins had only been left dotted around Scotland? It might be worth putting out a more general search, see if any other forces had come across the phenomenon. If he’d done a stretch in prison, well, records could be checked. Thirteen years was a long one: had to be murder, most probably. 

There was another possibility, of course: that he hadn’t been anywhere. That he’d gone on with his spree right here, but somehow hadn’t bothered with the coffins, or they hadn’t ever been found. A little wooden box . . . a dog would chew it to pulp; a kid might take it home; someone might bin it, the better to be rid of the sick joke. Rebus knew that a public appeal would be one way of finding out, but he couldn’t see Templer going for it. She would need convincing first. 

‘Nothing?’ he asked as Wylie put down the phone. 

‘No one’s answering. Maybe word’s gone round about the crazy cop from Edinburgh.’ 

Rebus crumpled a sheet of paper and tossed it overarm towards the bin. ‘I think maybe we’re getting a bit stir-crazy,’ he said. ‘Let’s take a break.’ 

Wylie was heading off to the baker’s for a jam doughnut. Rebus decided he’d just take a walk. The streets around St Leonard’s didn’t offer a great deal of choice. Tenements and housing schemes, or Holyrood Road with its speeding traffic and backdrop of Salisbury Crags. Rebus decided to head into the warren of narrow passages between St Leonard’s and Nicolson Street. He nipped into a newsagent’s and bought a can of Irn-Bru, sipping from it as he walked. They said the stuff was perfect for hangovers, but he was using it to fend off the craving for a proper drink, a pint and a nip, somewhere smoky with the horses on TV . . . The Southsider was a possibility, but he crossed the road to avoid it. There were kids playing on the pavements, Asians mostly. School was over for the day and here they were with their energy, their imagination. He wondered if maybe his own imagination was putting in some overtime today . . . It was the final possibility: that he was seeing connections where none existed. He got out his mobile and a scrap of paper with a number on it. 

When the call was answered, he asked to be put through to Jean Burchill. 

‘Jean?’ He stopped walking. ‘It’s John Rebus. We might have struck gold with your little coffins.’ He listened for a moment. ‘I can’t tell you about it right now.’ He looked around. ‘I’m on my way to a meeting. Are you busy tonight?’ He listened again. ‘That’s a pity. Would you be up for a nightcap?’ He brightened. ‘Ten o’clock? Portobello or in town?’ Another pause. Yes, town makes sense if you’ve been in a meeting. I’ll drive you home after. Ten at the museum then? Okay, bye.’ 

He looked around. He was in Hill Square, and there was a sign on the railings nearest him. Now he knew where he was: at the back of Surgeons’ Hall. The anonymous door in front of him was the entrance to something called the Sir Jules Thorn Exhibition of the History of Surgery. He checked his watch against the opening times. He had about ten minutes. What the hell, he thought, pushing the door and going inside. 

He found himself in an ordinary tenement stairwell. Climbing one flight brought him to a narrow landing with two doors facing. They looked like they led to private flats, so he climbed a further flight. As he passed the museum threshold an alarm sounded, alerting a member of staff that there was a new visitor. 

‘Have you been here before?’ she asked. He shook his head. ‘Well, modern-day is upstairs, and just off to the left is the dental display . . . ’ He thanked her and she left him to it. There was no one else around, no one Rebus could see. He lasted half a minute in the dentistry room. It didn’t seem to him that the technology had moved so very far in a couple of centuries. The main museum display took up two floors, and was well presented. The exhibits were behind glass, well lit for the most part. He stood in front of an apothecary’s shop, then moved to a full-size dummy of the physician Joseph Lister, examining his list of accomplishments, chief among them the introduction of carbolic spray and sterile catgut. A little further along, he came across the case containing the wallet made from Burke’s skin. It reminded him of a small leatherbound Bible an uncle had gifted him one childhood birthday. Beside it was a plaster cast of Burke’s head—the marks of the hangman’s noose still visible—and one of an accomplice, John Brogan, who had helped transport the corpses. While Burke looked peaceful, hair groomed, face at rest, Brogan looked to have suffered torments, the skin pulled back from his lower jaw, skull bulbous and pink. 

Next along was a portrait of the anatomist Knox, recipient of the still-warm cadavers. 

‘Poor Knox,’ a voice behind him said. Rebus looked around. An elderly man, dressed in full evening attire—bow-tie, cummerbund and patent shoes. It took Rebus a second to place him: Professor Devlin, Flip’s neighbour. Devlin shuffled forward, staring at the exhibits. ‘There’s been a lot of discussion about how much he knew.’ 

'You mean, whether he knew Burke and Hare were killers?’ 

Devlin nodded. ‘For myself, I think there’s no doubt he knew. At the time, most bodies worked on by the anatomists were cold indeed. They were brought to Edinburgh from all over Britain—some came by way of the Union Canal. The resurrectionists—body-snatchers—pickled them in whisky for transportation. It was a lucrative trade.’ 

‘But did the whisky get drunk afterwards?’ 

Devlin chuckled. ‘Economics would dictate that it did,’ he said. ‘Ironically, both Burke and Hare came to Scotland as economic migrants. Their job was to help build the Union Canal.’ Rebus recalled Jean saying something similar. Devlin paused, tucked a finger into his cummerbund. ‘But poor Knox . . . the man was possessed of a kind of genius. It was never proven that he was complicit in the murders. But the Church was against him, that was the problem. The human body was a temple, remember. Many of the clergy were against exploration—they saw it as desecration. They raised the rabble against Knox.’ 

‘What happened to him?’ 

‘He died of apoplexy, according to the literature. Hare, who had turned King’s evidence, had to flee Scotland. Even then he wasn’t safe. He was attacked with lime, and ended his days blind and begging on the streets of London. I believe there’s a pub called the Blind Beggar somewhere in London, but whether it has any connection . . .' 

‘Sixteen murders,’ Rebus said, ‘in an area as confined as the West Port.’ 

‘We can’t imagine it happening these days, can we?’ 

‘But these days we’ve got forensics, pathology . . .'

Devlin unhooked the finger from his cummerbund and wagged it before him. ‘Exactly,’ he said. ‘And we’d have had no pathological studies at all had it not been for the resurrectionists and the likes of Messrs Burke and Hare!’ 

‘Is that why you’re here? Paying homage?’ 

‘Perhaps,’ Devlin said. Then he checked his watch. ‘There’s a dinner upstairs at seven. I thought I’d arrive early and spend some time amongst the exhibits.’ 

Rebus recalled the invitation on Devlin’s mantelpiece: black tie and decorations . . . 

‘I’m sorry, Professor Devhn,’ the curator called. ‘It’s time I was locking up. 

‘That’s okay, Maggie,’ Devlin called back. Then, to Rebus: ‘Would you like to see the rest of the place?’ 

Rebus thought of Ellen Wylie, probably back at her desk by now. ‘I should really . . .'

‘Come on, come on,’ Devlin insisted. You can’t visit Surgeons’ Hall and miss out on the Black Museum . . . 

The curator had to let them through a couple of locked doors, after which they entered the main body of the building. The corridors were hushed and lined with portraits of medical men. Devlin pointed out the library, then stopped in a marble-floored circular hall, pointing upwards. ‘That’s where we’ll be eating. Lots of Profs and Docs all dressed to the nines and feasting on rubber chicken.’ 

Rebus looked up. The ceiling was topped with a glass cupola. There was a circular railing on the first floor, with a doorway just visible beyond. ‘What’s the occasion?’ 

‘Lord alone knows. I just bung them a cheque whenever an invite arrives. 

‘Will Gates and Curt be there?’ 

‘Probably. You know Sandy Gates has trouble turning down a square meal.’ 

Rebus was studying the inside of the large main doors. He’d seen them before, but only ever from the other side, while driving or walking down Nicolson Street. He didn’t think he’d ever seen~ them open, and said as much to his guide. 

‘They’ll be open this evening,’ Devlin told him. ‘Guests march in and straight up the stairs. Come on, this way.’ 

Along more corridors and up some steps. ‘Probably won’t be locked,’ Devlin said, as they approached another imposing set of doors. ‘The dinner guests like a stroll after their meal. Most of them end up here.’ He tried the door handle. He was right; the door opened and they entered a large exhibition hall. 

‘The Black Museum,’ Devlin said, gesturing with his arms. 

‘I’ve heard of it,’ Rebus said. ‘Never had cause to visit.’ 

‘Off limits to the public,’ Devlin explained. ‘Never been sure why. The College could make itself a bit of money, open it as a tourist attraction.’ 

Its given name was Playfair Hall, and it wasn’t, to Rebus’s eye, as grisly as its nickname suggested. It seemed to consist of old surgical tools, looking more fit for a torture chamber than an operating theatre. There were lots of bones and body parts and things floating in hazy jars. A further narrow staircase took them up to a landing, where more jars awaited them. 

‘Pity the poor bugger whose job is keeping the formaldehyde topped up,’ Devlin said, panting from the exertion. 

Rebus stared at the contents of one glass cylinder. The face of an infant stared back at him, but it looked distorted somehow. Then he realised that it sat atop two distinct bodies. Siamese twins, joined at the head, parts of either face forming a singular whole. Rebus, who’d seen his fair share of horror, was held in grim fascination. But there were other exhibits to explore: further deformed foetuses. Paintings, too, mostly from the nineteenth century: soldiers with bits blown off them by cannonball or musket. 

‘This is my favourite,’ Devlin said. Surrounded by obscene images, he had found a still point, the portrait of a young man, almost smiling for the artist. Rebus read the inscription. 

“’Dr Kennet Lovell, February, eighteen twenty-nine.”’ 

‘Lovell was one of the anatomists charged with the dissection of William Burke. It’s even likely that he pronounced Burke dead after the hanging. Less than a month later, he sat for this portrait.’ 

‘He looks pretty happy with his lot,’ Rebus commented. 

Devlin’s eyes sparkled. ‘Doesn’t he? Kennet was a craftsman too. He worked with wood, as did Deacon William Brodie, of whom you will have heard.’ 

‘Gentleman by day, housebreaker by night,’ Rebus acknowledged. ‘And perhaps the model for Stevenson’s Jekyll and Hyde. As a child, Stevenson had a wardrobe in his room, one of Brodie’s creations . . .'

Rebus was still studying the portrait. Lovell had deep black eyes, a deft chin and a profusion of dark locks of hair. He had no doubt that the painter would have flattered his subject, maybe shaved a few years and pounds from him. Still, Lovell was a handsome man. 

‘It’s interesting about the Balfour girl,’ Devlin said. Startled, Rebus turned to him. The old man, his breathing regular now, had eyes only for the painting. 

‘What is?’ Rebus asked. 

‘The caskets found on Arthur’s Seat . . . the way the press have brought them up again.’ He turned towards Rebus. ‘One notion is that they represent Burke and Hare’s victims . . . '

'Yes.’ 

‘And now another casket seems to be some memorial for young Philippa.’ 

Rebus turned back to the portrait. ‘Lovell worked with wood?’ 

‘The table in my dining room.’ Devlin smiled. ‘He made that.’ 

‘Is that why you bought it?’ 

‘A small memento of the early years of pathology. The history of surgery, Inspector, is the history of Edinburgh.’ Devlin sniffed and then sighed. ‘I miss it, you know.’ 

‘I don’t think I would.’ 

They were walking away from the portrait. ‘It was a privilege, in its way. Endlessly fascinating, what this animal exterior can contain.’ Devlin slapped his own chest to make the point. Rebus didn’t feel he had anything to add. To him, a body was a body was a body. By the time it was dead, whatever it was that had made it interesting had disappeared. He almost said as much, but knew he’d fail to match the old pathologist’s eloquence. 

Back in the main hall, Devlin turned to him. ‘Look here, you really ought to come along tonight. Plenty of time to run home and change.’ 

‘I don’t think so,’ Rebus said. ‘It’ll be all shop talk, you said as much yourself’ And besides, he could have added, he didn’t own so much as a dinner jacket, never mind the rest. 

‘But you’d enjoy it,’ Devlin persisted. ‘Bearing in mind our conversation.’ 

‘Why’s that?’ Rebus asked. 

‘The speaker is a priest of the Roman Catholic Church. He’s discussing the dichotomy between body and spirit.’ 

You’ve lost me already,’ Rebus said. 

Devlin just smiled at him. ‘I think you pretend to be less able than you are. Probably useful to you in your chosen career. 

Rebus admitted as much with a shrug. ‘This speaker,’ he said. ‘It’s not Father Conor Leary, is it?’ 

Devlin’s eyes widened. You know him? All the more reason to join us. 

Rebus was thoughtful. ‘Maybe just for a drink before dinner.’ 

Back at St Leonard’s, Ellen Wylie was not best pleased. 

'Your idea of a “break” differs somewhat from mine,’ she complained. 

‘I bumped into someone,’ he said. She didn’t say anything else, but he knew she was holding back. Her face remained tense and when she snatched up the receiver it was as though with malice aforethought. She wanted something more from him: a fuller apology maybe, or some words of praise. He held off for a while, then, as she attacked the telephone again, asked: 

‘Is it because of that press conference?’ 

‘What?’ She slammed the receiver back down. 

‘Ellen,’ he said, ‘it’s not as—’ 

‘Don’t you fucking dare patronise me!’ 

He held up his hands in surrender. ‘Okay, no more first names. Sorry if it sounded patronising, DS Wylie.’ 

She glowered at him, then suddenly her face changed, became looser. She forced a smile from somewhere and rubbed at her cheeks with her hands. 

‘Sorry,’ she said. 

‘Me too.’ She looked at him. ‘For being out so long. I should have called it in.’ He shrugged. ‘But now you know my awful secret.’ 

‘Which is?’ 

‘To wring an apology from John Rebus, you first have to violate a telephone.’ 

This time she laughed. It was far from full-blooded, and retained an edge of hysteria, but she seemed the better for it. They got back to work. 

By the end of play, however, they’d achieved next to nothing. He told her not to worry, it was bound to be a rocky start. She shrugged her arms into her coat, asked if he was going for a drink. 

‘Previous appointment,’ he told her. ‘Another night though, eh?’ 

‘Sure,’ she said. But she didn’t sound as if she believed it. 

He drank alone: just the one before the walk to Surgeons’ Hall; a Laphroaig, with the merest trickle of water to smooth its edges. He chose a pub Ellen Wylie wouldn’t know, didn’t like the thought of bumping into her after he’d turned her down. He’d need a few drinks in him to tell her she was wrong, that one tongue-tied press conference wasn’t the end of her career. Gill Templer was down on her, no question of that, but Gill wasn’t stupid enough to let it turn into a feud. Wylie was a good cop, an intelligent detective. She’d get her chance again. If Templer kept knocking her back, she herself would start to look bad. 

‘Another?’ the barman said. 

Rebus checked his watch. ‘Aye, go on then.’ 

It suited him, this place. Small and anonymous and hidden away. There wasn’t even a name outside, nothing to identify it. It was on a corner in a back street where only the knowing would find it. Two old regulars in the corner, sitting straight-backed, eyes hypnotised by the far wall. Their dialogue was sparse and guttural. The TV had its sound turned off, but the barman watched it anyway: some American courtroom drama, with lots of pacing about and walls painted grey. Now and then there was a close-up of a woman trying to seem worried. Unwilling to rely on facial expression alone, she wrung her hands as well. Rebus handed over his money and poured the remains of his first drink into its replacement, shaking the drips out. One of the old men coughed, then sniffed. His neighbour said something, and he nodded silent agreement. 

‘What’s going on?’ Rebus couldn’t help asking the barman. 

'Eh?'

‘The film, what’s happening in it?’ 

‘Same as always,’ the barman said. It was as if each day held its identical routine, right down to the drama being played out on the screen. 

‘How about yourself?’ the barman said. ‘How’s your day been?’ The words sounded rusty in his mouth: small-talk with the customers not part of the routine. 

Rebus thought of possible answers. The potential that some serial killer was on the loose, and had been since the early seventies. A missing girl almost sure to turn up dead. A single, twisted face shared by Siamese twins. 

‘Ach, you know,’ he said at last. The barman nodded agreement, as though it was exactly the answer he’d expected. 

Rebus left the bar soon after. A short walk back on to Nicolson Street and the doors of Surgeons’ Hall now, as Professor Devlin had predicted, standing open. Guests were already filtering in. Rebus had no invite to show to staff, but an explanation and his warrant card seemed to do the trick. Early arrivals were standing on the first-floor landing, drinks in hand. Rebus made his way upstairs. The banqueting hall was set for dinner, waiters scurrying around making last-minute adjustments. A trestle table just inside the doorway had been covered with a white cloth and an array of glasses and bottles. The serving staff wore black waistcoats over crisp white shirts. 

'Yes, sir?’ 

Rebus considered another whisky. The problem was, once he had three or four under his belt, he wouldn’t want to stop. And if he did stop, the thumping head would be nestling in just about the time he was due to meet Jean. 

‘Just an orange juice, please,’ he said. 

‘Holy Mother, now I can die a peaceful death.’ 

Rebus turned towards the voice, smiling. ‘And why’s that?’ he asked. 

‘Because I’ve seen all there is to see on this glorious planet of ours. Give the man a whisky and don’t be niggardly,’ he ordered the barman, who stopped hallway through pouring the orange juice. The barman looked at Rebus. 

‘Just the juice,’ he said. 

‘Well now,’ Father Conor Leary said. ‘I can smell whisky on your breath, so I know you’ve not gone TT on me. But for some inexplicable reason you want to stay sober . . . ’ He grew thoughtful. ‘Is the fairer sex involved at all?’ 

'You’re wasted as a priest,’ Rebus said. 

Father Leary roared with laughter. ‘I’d have made a good detective, you mean? And who’s to say you’re wrong?’ Then, to the barman: ‘Do you need to ask?’ The barman didn’t, and was generous with the measure. Leary nodded and took the glass from him. 

‘Slainte!’ he said. 

‘Slainte.’ Rebus sipped the juice. Conor Leary looked almost too well. When Rebus had last spoken with him, the old priest had been ailing, medicines jostling for space with the Guinness in his fridge. 

‘It’s been a while,’ Leary stated. 

You know how it is.’ 

‘I know you young fellows have little enough time to visit the weak and infirm. Too busy with the sins of the flesh.’ 

‘Been a long time since my flesh saw any sins worth reporting.’ 

‘And by God there’s plenty of it.’ The priest slapped Rebus’s stomach. 

‘Maybe that’s the problem,’ Rebus admitted. You, on the other hand . . .'

‘Ah, you were expecting me to wither and die? That’s not the way I’d choose. Good food, good drink and damn the consequences. 

Leary wore his clerical collar beneath a grey V-neck jumper. His trousers were navy blue, the shoes polished black. It was true he’d lost some weight, but his stomach and jowls sagged, and his thin silver hair was like spun silk, the eyes sunken beneath a Roman fringe. He held his whisky glass the way a workman would grip a flask. 

‘We’re neither of us dressed for the occasion,’ he said, looking around at the array of dinner jackets. 

‘At least you’re in uniform,’ Rebus said. 

‘Just barely,’ Leary said. ‘I’ve retired from active service.’ Then he winked. ‘It happens, you know. We’re allowed to down tools. But every time I put the old collar on for something like this, I envision papal emissaries leaping forward, daggers drawn, to slice it from my neck.’ 

Rebus smiled. ‘Like leaving the Foreign Legion?’ 

‘Indeed! Or dipping the pigtail from a retiring Sumo.’ 

Both men were laughing as Donald Devlin came alongside. ‘Glad you felt able to join us,’ he told Rebus, before taking the priest’s hand. ‘I think you were the deciding factor, Father,’ he said, explaining about the dinner invitation. 

‘The offer of which still stands,’ he added. ‘I’m sure you’ll want to hear the Father’s speech.’ Rebus shook his head. 

‘Last thing a heathen like John needs is me telling him what’s good for him,’ Leary said. 

‘Too right,’ Rebus agreed. ‘And I’m sure I’ve heard it all before anyway.’ He caught Leary’s eye, and in that moment they shared a memory of the long talks in the priest’s kitchen, fuelled by trips to the fridge and the drinks cabinet. Conversations about Calvin and criminals, faith and the faithless. Even when Rebus agreed with Leary, he’d try to play devil’s advocate, the old priest amused by his stubbornness. Long talks they’d had, and regularly . . . until Rebus had started finding excuses to stay away. Tonight, if Leary asked why, he knew he couldn’t give a reason. Maybe it was because the priest had begun to offer him certainties, and Rebus had no time for them. They’d played this game, Leary convinced he could convert ‘the heathen’. 

'You’ve got all these questions,’ he’d tell Rebus. ‘Why won’t you let someone supply the answers?’ 

‘Maybe because I prefer questions to answers,’ Rebus had replied. And the priest had thrown up his hands in despair, before making another foray to the fridge. 

Devlin was asking Leary about the theme of his talk. Rebus could see that Devlin had had a drink or two. He stood rosy-faced with hands in pockets, his smile contented but distant. Rebus was getting his OJ topped up when Gates and Curt appeared, the two pathologists dressed almost identically, making them seem more of a double-act than usual. 

‘Bloody hell,’ Gates said, ‘the gang’s all here.’ He caught the barman’s attention. ‘Whisky for me, and a glass of tonic water for this fairy here.’ 

Curt snorted. ‘I’m not the only one.’ He nodded towards Rebus’s drink. 

'Ye Gods, John, tell me there’s vodka in that,’ Gates boomed. Then: ‘What the hell are you doing here anyway?’ Gates was sweating, his shirt collar constricting his throat. His face had turned almost puce. Curt, as usual, looked completely at ease. He’d gained a couple of pounds but still looked slim, though his face was grey. 

‘I never see sunlight,’ was the excuse he always gave when asked about his pallor. More than one woolly-suit at St Leonard’s had taken to calling him Dracula. 

‘I wanted to catch the pair of you,’ Rebus said now. 

‘The answer’s no,’ Gates said. 

'You don’t know what I was going to say.’ 

‘That tone of voice was enough. You’re going to ask a favour. You’ll say it won’t take long. You’ll be wrong.’ 

‘Just some old PM results. I need a second opinion.’ 

‘We’re rushed off our feet,’ Curt said, looking apologetic. 

‘Whose are they?’ Gates asked. 

‘I haven’t got them yet. They’re from Glasgow and Nairn. Maybe if you were to put in a request, it would push things along.’ 

Gates looked around the group. ‘See what I mean?’ 

‘University duties, John,’ Curt said. ‘More students and coursework, fewer people to do the teaching.’ 

‘I appreciate that . . .’ Rebus began. 

Gates lifted his cummerbund and pointed to the pager hidden there. ‘Even tonight, we could get a call, another body to deal with.’ 

‘I don’t think you’re winning them over,’ Leary said, laughing. 

Rebus fixed Gates with a hard look. ‘I’m serious,’ he said. 

‘So am I. First night off I’ve had in ages, and you’re after one of your famous “favours”.’ 

Rebus decided there was no point pushing it, not when Gates was in a mood. Hard day at the office maybe, but then weren’t they all? 

Devlin cleared his throat. ‘Might I perhaps . . .?’ 

Leary slapped Devlin’s back. ‘There you are, John. A willing victim!’ 

‘I know I’ve been retired a good few years, but I don’t suppose the theory and practice have changed.’ 

Rebus looked at him. ‘Actually,’ he said, ‘the most recent case is nineteen eighty-two.’ 

‘Donald was still wielding the scalpel in eighty-two,’ Gates said. Devlin acknowledged this truth with a small bow. 

Rebus hesitated. He wanted someone with a bit of clout, someone like Gates. 

‘Motion carried,’ Curt said, deciding the matter for him. 

Siobhan Clarke sat in her living room watching TV. She’d tried cooking herself a proper dinner, but had given up hallway through chopping the red peppers, putting everything in the fridge and pulling a ready-meal from the freezer. The empty container was on the floor in front of her. She sat on the sofa with her legs tucked under her, head resting on one arm. The laptop was on the coffee table, but she’d unhooked her mobile phone. She didn’t think Quizmaster would be calling again. She lifted her notepad and stared at the clue. She’d gone through dozens of sheets of paper, working out possible anagrams and meanings. Seven fins high is king . . . and mentions of the queen and ‘the bust’: it sounded like something from a card game, but the compendium of card games she’d borrowed from the Central Library hadn’t been any help. She was just wondering if she should read it through a final time when her phone rang. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘It’s Grant.’ 

Siobhan turned the sound down on the TV. ‘What’s up?’ 

‘I think maybe I’ve cracked it.’ 

Siobhan swivelled her legs so her feet were on the floor. ‘Tell me,’ she said. 

‘I’d rather show you.’ 

There seemed to be a lot of background noise on the line. She stood up. ‘Are you on your mobile?’ she asked. 

'Yes.’ 

‘Where are you?’ 

‘Parked right outside.’ 

She walked over to the window and looked out. Sure enough, his Alfa was sitting in the middle of the street. Siobhan smiled. ‘Find a parking space then. My buzzer’s second from the top.’ 

By the time she’d taken the dirty dishes through to the sink, Grant was at her intercom. She checked anyway that it was him, then pressed the button to let him into the tenement. She was standing by the open door when he hauled himself up the last few steps. 

‘Sorry it’s so late,’ he said, ‘but I couldn’t keep it to myself.’ 

‘Coffee?’ she asked, closing the door after him. 

‘Thanks. Two sugars.’ 

They took the coffees into the living room. ‘Nice place,’ he said. 

‘I like it.’ 

He sat down next to her on the sofa and placed his coffee mug on the table. Then he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a London A-Z. 

‘London?’ she said. 

‘I went through all the kings I could think of from history, then anything else to do with the word king.’ He held up the book so its back cover was showing. A map of the London Underground. 

‘King’s Cross?’ she guessed.

He nodded. ‘Take a look.’ 

She took the book from him. He could hardly sit still in his seat. ‘Seven fins high is king,’ he said. 

‘And you think the king is King’s Cross?’ 

He slid across the sofa, his finger tracing the light-blue line which went through the station. ‘Do you see?’ he said. 

‘No,’ she said grimly. ‘So you’d better tell me.’ 

‘Go one stop north of King’s Cross.’ 

‘Highbury and Islingron?’ 

‘And again.’ 

‘Finsbury Park . . . then Seven Sisters.’ 

‘Now backwards,’ he said. He was practically bouncing on the spot. 

‘Don’t wet yourself,’ she said. Then she looked at the map again. ‘Seven Sisters . . . Finsbury Park . . . Highbury and Islingion . . . King’s Cross.’ And saw it. The exact same sequence, but abbreviated.’Seven . . . Fins . . . High Is . . . King.’ She looked at Grant. He was nodding. ‘Well done you,’ she added, meaning it. Grant leaned over and gave her a hug, which she squirmed out of. Then he leapt from the sofa and clapped his hands together. 

‘I couldn’t believe it myself,’ he said. ‘The way it just suddenly screamed at me. It’s the Victoria Line.’ 

She nodded, couldn’t think of anything to say. It was indeed a section of London Underground’s Victoria Line. 

‘But what does it mean?’ she said at last. 

He sat down again, leaning forward, elbows on knees. ‘That’s what we have to work out next.’ 

She slid across the sofa a little, making some space between them, then lifted her pad and read from it. “’This queen dines well before the bust.”’ She looked at him, but he just shrugged. 

‘Could the answer be in London?’ she asked. 

‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘Buckingham Palace? Queen’s Park Rangers?’ He shrugged. ‘Could be London.’ 

‘All these Underground stops . . . what do they mean?’ 

‘They’re all on the Victoria Line,’ was all he could think to say. Then they stared at one another. 

‘Queen Victoria,’ they said in unison. 

Siobhan had a London guidebook, bought for a weekend away which she’d never taken. It took her a while to find it. Meantime Grant booted up the computer and did a search on the Internet. 

‘Could be the name of a pub,’ he suggested. ‘Like in EastEnders.’ 

'Yes,’ she said, busy reading. ‘Or the Victoria and Albert Museum.’ 

‘Not forgetting Victoria Station—also on the Victoria Line. There’s a coach station there too. Worst cafeteria in Britain.’ 

'You’re speaking from experience?’ 

‘I bussed it down there a few weekends in my teens. Didn’t like it.’ He was scrolling down some text. 

‘Didn’t like the bus or didn’t like London?’.’ 

‘Both, I suppose. “Bust” couldn’t mean a drug bust, could it?’ 

‘Maybe. Or some stock-market crash. There was one not that long back, wasn’t there? Black Monday?’ 

He nodded. 

‘Still, more likely it’s a statue,’ she said. ‘Maybe of Queen Victoria, with a restaurant in front of it.’ 

They worked in silence for a while after that, until Siobhan’s eyes started to hurt and she got up to make more coffee. 

‘Two sugars,’ Grant said. 

‘I remember.’ She looked at him, hunched over the computer screen, one knee pumping away. She wanted to say something about the hug . . . warn him off somehow . . . but she knew she’d missed her chance. 

Bringing the mugs back through from the kitchen, she asked if he’d found anything. 

‘Tourist sites,’ he said. He took the mug from her with a nod of thanks. 

‘Why London?’ she asked. 

‘What do you mean?’ His eyes were still on the screen. 

‘I mean, why not somewhere closer to home?’ 

‘Could be Quizmaster lives in London. We don’t know, do we?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘And who’s to say Flip Balfour was the only one playing the game? Something like this, my bet is there’s a website somewhere—or was. ‘Anyone wanting to join in could go there. They wouldn’t all come from Scotland.’ 

She nodded. ‘I’m just wondering . . . was Flip bright enough to solve this clue?’ 

‘Obviously, or she wouldn’t have gone on to the next level.’ 

‘But maybe this is a new game,’ she said. He turned his head to look at her. ‘Maybe it’s just for us. 

‘If we ever meet the bastard, I’ll be sure to ask him.’ 

A further half-hour later, Grant was working his way through a list of London restaurants. 'You wouldn’t believe how many Victoria Roads and Victoria Streets there are in this bloody place, and half of them have restaurants on them.’ 

He leaned back, straightening his spine. The energy seemed to have leached out of him. 

‘And that’s before we start looking at pubs.’ Siobhan ran her fingers through her hair, pulling it back tight from her forehead. ‘It’s too . . .'

‘What?’ 

‘The first bit of the clue was clever. But this . . . this is just looking at lists. Does he expect us to go to London, visit every chip shop and cafe in the hope of finding Queen Victoria’s bust?’ 

‘He can whistle if he does.’ Grant’s chuckle was empty of humour. 

Siobhan looked at the book of card games. She’d spent a couple of hours flicking through it, and all the time looking for the wrong thing in the wrong place. She’d only just got to the library in time. Five minutes till closing. Left her car on Victoria Street and prayed she didn’t get a ticket . . .

'Victoria Street?’ she said out loud. 

‘Take your pick, there are dozens of the buggers.’ 

‘And some of them are right here,’ she told him.

He looked up. 'Yes,’ he said, ‘they are.’ 

He went down to his car, brought back an Ordnance Survey atlas of East-Central Scotland, opened it at the index and ran his finger down the list. 

‘Victoria Gardens . . . there’s a Victoria Hospital in Kirkcaldy . . . Victoria Street and Victoria Terrace in Edinburgh.’ He looked at her. ‘What do you think?’ 

‘I think there are a couple of restaurants in Victoria Street.’ 

‘Any statues?’ 

‘Not on the outside.’ 

He checked his watch. ‘They won’t be open at this hour, will they?’

She shook her head. ‘First thing tomorrow, she said. ‘Breakfast's on me.’ 

Rebus and Jean sat in the Palm Court. She was drinking a long vodka, while he nursed a ten-year-old Macallan. The waiter had brought a little glass jug of water, but Rebus hadn’t disturbed it. He hadn’t been inside the Balmoral Hotel in years. Back then it had been the North British. The old place had changed a bit in the interim. Not that Jean seemed interested in her surroundings, not now she’d heard Rebus’s story. 

‘So they might all have been murdered?’ she said, her face pale. The lights in the lounge had been turned low, and a pianist was playing. Rebus kept recognising snatches of tunes; he doubted Jean had taken in any of them. 

‘It’s possible,’ he admitted. 

‘But you’re basing all of it on the dolls?’ 

Her eyes met his and he nodded. ‘Maybe I’m reading too much into it,’ he said. ‘But it needs to be investigated.’ 

‘Where on earth will you start?’ 

‘We’re waiting for the original case notes.’ He paused. ‘What’s the matter?’ 

There were tears in her eyes. She sniffed and searched her bag for a handkerchief. ‘It’s just the idea of it. All this time, I had those cuttings . . . Maybe if I’d given them to the police sooner . . . '

‘Jean.’ He took her hand. ‘All you had were stories about dolls in coffins.’ 

‘I suppose so,’ she said. 

‘Meantime, maybe you can help.’ 

She hadn’t found a handkerchief. Picked up her cocktail napkin and dabbed at her eyes with it. ‘How?’ she said. 

‘This whole thing goes back as far as nineteen seventy-two. I need to know who back then might have shown an interest in the Arthur’s Seat exhibits. Can you do some digging for me?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

He gave her hand another squeeze. ‘Thanks.’ 

She gave a half-hearted smile and picked up her drink. The ice rattled as she finished it. 

‘Another?’ he said. 

She shook her head, looked around her. ‘I get the feeling this isn’t your kind of place.’ 

‘Oh? And what is?’ 

‘I think you feel more comfortable in small, smoky bars filled with disappointed men. 

There was a smile on her face. Rebus nodded slowly. 

'You catch on quick,’ he said. 

Her smile faded as she looked around again. ‘I was here just last week, such a happy occasion . . . It seems like a long time ago.’ 

‘What was the occasion?’ 

‘Gill’s promotion. Do you think she’s coping?’ 

‘Gill’s Gill. She’ll tough it out.’ He paused. ‘Speaking of toughing it out, is that reporter still giving you grief?’ 

She managed a thin smile. ‘He’s persistent. Wants to know what “others” I was talking about in Bev Dodds’ kitchen. That was my fault, sorry.’ She seemed to have regained some composure. ‘I should be getting back. I can probably find a taxi if . . . ’ 

‘I said I’d run you home.’ He signalled for their waitress to bring the bill. 

He’d parked the Saab on North Bridge. There was a cold wind blowing, but Jean stopped to look at the view: the Scott Monument, the Castle, and Ramsay Gardens. 

‘Such a beautiful city,’ she said. Rebus tried to agree. He hardly saw it any more. To him, Edinburgh had become a state of mind, a juggling of criminal thoughts and baser instincts. He liked its size, its compactness. He liked its bars. But its outward show had ceased to impress him a long time ago. Jean wrapped her coat tightly around her. ‘Everywhere you look, there’s some story, some little piece of history.’ She looked at him and he nodded agreement, but he was remembering all the suicides he’d dealt with, people who’d jumped from North Bridge maybe because they couldn’t see the same city Jean did. 

‘I never tire of this view,’ she said, turning back towards the car. He nodded again, disingenuously. To him, it wasn’t a view at all. It was a crime scene waiting to happen. 

When he drove off, she asked if they could have some music. He switched on the cassette-player and the car filled to bursting with Hawkwind’s In Search of Space. 

‘Sorry,’ he said, ejecting the tape. She found cassette boxes in the glove compartment. Hendrix, Cream and the Stones. ‘Probably not your style,’ he said. 

She waved the Hendrix at him. 'You haven’t got Electric Ladyland by any chance?’ 

Rebus looked at her and smiled. 

Hendrix was the soundtrack for their drive to Portobello. 

‘So what made you a policeman?’ she asked at one point. 

‘Is it such a strange career choice?’ 

‘That doesn’t answer my question.’ 

‘True.’ He glanced at her and smiled. She took the hint, nodding her understanding. Then she concentrated on the music. 

Portobello was on Rebus’s short-list come the move from Arden Street. It had a beach, and a main street of small local shops. At one time, it had been a fairly grand location, a place the gentry flocked to for reviving air and healthy doses of chill seawater. It wasn’t quite so grand now, but the housing market dictated its rebirth. Those who couldn’t afford the smart homes in the city centre were moving to ‘Porty’, which still had big Georgian houses, but without the premium. Jean had a house on a narrow street near the promenade. 'You own the whole thing?’ he said, peering through the windscreen. 

‘I bought it years back. Porty wasn’t so fashionable.’ She hesitated. ‘Do you want to come in for coffee this time?’ 

Their eyes met. His were questioning; hers tentative. Then their faces collapsed into smiles. 

‘I’d love one,’ he said. Just as he was turning off the ignition, his mobile started ringing. 

‘I just thought you’d want to know,’ Donald Devlin said. His voice trembled slightly, body likewise. 

Rebus nodded. They were standing just inside the imposing front doors of Surgeons’ Hall. There were people upstairs, but speaking in hushed tones. Outside, one of the grey transit vans from the mortuary was waiting, a police car standing beside it, roof-lights flashing, turning the front of the building blue every couple of seconds. 

‘What happened?’ Rebus asked. 

‘Heart attack, it looks like. People were enjoying a post-prandial brandy, leaning against the railing.’ Devlin pointed upwards. ‘He suddenly went very pale, leaned over the rail. They thought he was going to be sick. But he just slumped, and his weight took him over. 

Rebus looked down at the marble floor. There was a smear of blood which would need cleaning. Men stood on the periphery, some outside on the lawns. They smoked and spoke of the awful shock. When Rebus looked back at Devlin, the old man seemed to be studying him, as if he were some specimen in a jar. 

‘Are you all right?’ Devlin asked, watching as Rebus nodded. ‘The two of you were pretty close, I gather.’ 

Rebus didn’t answer. Sandy Gates walked up, mopping his face with what looked like a napkin swiped from the dining room. 

‘Bloody awful,’ was all he said. ‘Probably have to be an autopsy, too.’ 

The body was being stretchered away. A blanket covered the body-bag. Rebus resisted the temptation to stop the attendants and pull the zip down. He wanted his last memories of Conor Leary to be of the lively man he’d shared that drink with. 

‘He’d just made a fascinating speech,’ Devlin said. ‘A sort of ecumenical history of the human body. Everything from the sacrament to Jack the Ripper as haruspex.’ 

‘As what?’ 

‘Someone who foretells the truth by looking at the entrails of animals.’ 

Gates belched. ‘Half of it was above my head,’ he said. 

‘And the other half you slept through, Sandy,’ Devlin commented with a smile. ‘He did the whole thing without notes,’ he added admiringly. Then he looked up at the first-floor landing again. ‘The fall of man, that was his starting point.’ He rummaged in his pocket for a handkerchief. 

‘Here,’ said Gates, handing over the napkin. Devlin blew his nose loudly. 

‘The fall of man, and then he fell,’ Devlin said. ‘Perhaps Stevenson was right.’ 

‘What about?’ 

‘He called Edinburgh a “precipitous city”. Maybe vertigo is in the nature of the place . . .' 

Rebus thought he knew what Devlin meant. Precipitous city . . . each and every one of its inhabitants falling slowly, almost imperceptibly . . .

‘Bloody awful meal it was, too,’ Gates was saying, as though he’d have preferred to lose Conor Leary after a veritable feast. Rebus didn’t doubt Conor would have felt the same. 

Outside, Dr Curt was one of the smokers. Rebus joined him. 

‘I tried phoning you,’ Curt said, ‘but you were already on your way.’ 

‘Professor Devlin caught me.’

‘He said as much. I think he sensed some bond between you and Conor.’ Rebus just nodded slowly. ‘He’d been pretty ill, you know,’ Curt continued, in that dry voice that always sounded like dictation. ‘After you’d left us this evening, he talked about you.’ 

Rebus cleared his throat. ‘What did he say?’

‘He said he sometimes thought of you as a penance.’ Curt flicked ash into the air. A flash of blue lit his face for a moment. ‘He was laughing as he said it.’

‘He was a friend,’ Rebus said. Inwardly he added, and I let him go. So many friendships he’d pushed away, preferring his own company, the chair by the window in the darkened room. He pretended sometimes that he was doing them all a favour. People he’d let get close to him in the past, they had a habit of getting hurt, sometimes even killed. But it wasn’t that. It wasn’t that. He wondered about Jean, and where it might be leading. Was he ready to share himself with someone else? Ready to let her into his secrets, his darkness? He still wasn’t sure. Those conversations with Conor Leary, they’d been like confessionals. He’d probably revealed more of himself to the priest than to anyone before him: wife, daughter, lovers. And now he was gone . . . up to heaven maybe, though he’d cause havoc there, no doubt about it. He’d be in dispute with the angels, looking for Guinness and a good argument.

'You okay, John?’ Curt reached out a hand and touched his shoulder. 

Rebus shook his head slowly, eyes squeezed shut. Curt didn’t make it out the first time, so Rebus had to repeat what he said next:

‘I don’t believe in heaven.’ 

That was the horror of it. This life was the only one you got. No redemption afterwards, no chance of wiping the slate clean and starting over. 

‘It’s all right,’ Curt was saying, clearly unused to the role of comforter, the hand which touched Rebus’s arm more used to easing human organs from a gaping wound. 'You’ll be all right.’ 

‘Will I?’ Rebus said. ‘Then there’s no justice in the world.’

'You’d know more about that than I would.’ 

‘Oh, I know all right.’ Rebus took a deep breath, let it out. There was sweat beneath his shirt, the night air chilling him. ‘I’ll be okay,’ he said quietly. 

‘Of course you will.’ Curt finished his cigarette and pushed it into the grass with his heel. ‘Like Conor said: despite rumours to the contrary, you’re on the side of the angels.’ He took his hand from Rebus’s arm. ‘Whether you like it or not.’ 

Donald Devlin came bustling up. ‘Should I order some taxis, do you think?’ 

Curt looked at him. ‘What does Sandy say?’ 

Devlin took off his glasses, made a show of wiping them. ‘Told me not to be so “bloody pragmatic”.’ He slipped the glasses on again. 

‘I’ve got the car,’ Rebus said. 

'You’re okay to drive?’ Devlin asked. 

‘It’s not like I’ve just lost my fucking dad!’ Rebus exploded. Then he started to apologise. 

‘An emotional time for all of us,’ Devlin said, waving the apology aside. Then he took his glasses off and started polishing them again, as if the world could never reveal itself too vividly for him. 
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Tuesday at eleven a.m., Siobhan Clarke and Grant Hood started working Victoria Street. They drove up George W Bridge, forgetting that Victoria Street was one-way. Grant cursed the No Entry sign and rejoined the crawl of traffic heading for the lights at the junction with Lawnmarket. 

‘Just park kerbside,’ Siobhan said. He shook his head. ‘Why not?’ 

‘Traffic’s hopeless as it is. No use making things worse. 

She laughed. ‘Do you always play by the rules, Grant?’ 

He glanced at her. ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Nothing.’ 

He didn’t say anything, just flipped on the left-turn signal as they stopped three cars back from the lights. Siobhan couldn’t help but smile. He had the boy-racer car, but it was all a front, behind which sat a polite wee laddie. 

‘Going out with anyone just now?’ she asked as the lights changed. 

He considered his answer. ‘Not just at the moment,’ he said at last. 

‘For a while there, I thought maybe you and Ellen Wylie . . . ’ 

‘We worked one bloody case together!’ he objected. 

‘Okay, okay. It’s just that the pair of you seemed to hit it off.’ 

‘We got along.’ 

‘That’s what I mean. So where was the problem?’

His face had reddened. ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘I just wondered if the difference in rank was maybe a factor. Some men can’t handle it.’ 

‘Because she’s a DS and I’m a DC?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘The answer’s no. Never even thought of it.’ 

They’d reached the roundabout outside The Hub. The right fork led to the Castle, but they took the left. 

‘Where are we going?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘I’ll take a left along West Port. With any luck we’ll find a space in the Grassmarket.’ 

‘And I bet you’ll put money in the meter, too.’ 

‘Unless you want the honour.’ 

She snorted. ‘I walk on the wild side, kid,’ she said. 

They found a parking bay, and Grant dropped a couple of coins into the machine, peeling back the ticket and sticking it to the inside of his windscreen. 

‘Half an hour long enough?’ he asked. 

She shrugged. ‘Depends what we find.’ 

They walked past the Last Drop pub, named for the fact that criminals had swung from Grassmarket’s scaffold at one time in the city’s history. Victoria Street was a steep curve back up to George IV Bridge, lined with bars and gift shops. On the far side of the street, pubs and clubs seemed to predominate. One place doubled as a Cuban bar and restaurant. 

‘What do you reckon?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘Not too many statues, I wouldn’t have thought, unless there’s one of Castro.’ 

They walked the length of the street, then doubled back. Three restaurants this side, along with a cheesemonger and a shop selling nothing but brushes and string. Pierre Victoire was the first stop. Peering through the window, Siobhan could see that it was a fairly empty space with little in the way of decoration. They went in anyway, not bothering to introduce themselves. Ten seconds later they were back on the pavement. 

‘One down, two to go,’ Grant said. He didn’t sound hopeful. 

Next was a place called the Grain Store, through a doorway and up a flight of stairs. The place was being readied for lunchtime trade. There were no statues. 

As they descended to the street, Siobhan repeated the clue. “’This queen dines well before the bust.”’ She shook her head slowly. ‘Maybe we’ve got it wrong.’ 

‘Then the only thing we can do is send another e-mail, appeal to Quizmaster for help.’ 

‘I don’t think he’s the type.’ 

Grant shrugged. ‘Next stop, can we at least have a coffee? I skipped breakfast this morning.’ 

Siobhan tutted. ‘What would your mum say?’ 

‘She’d say I slept in. Then I’d tell her it’s because I was up half the night trying to solve this bloody puzzle.’ He paused. ‘And that someone had promised me breakfast would be on them 

Restaurant Bleu was their final call. It promised ‘world cuisine’ but had a traditional feel as they walked through the door: old varnished wood, the small window doing little to illuminate the cramped interior. Siobhan looked around, but there wasn’t so much as a vase of flowers. 

She turned to Grant, who pointed towards a winding staircase. ‘There’s an upstairs.’ 

‘Can I help?’ the assistant said. 

‘In a minute,’ Grant assured her. He followed Siobhan up the stairs. One small room led to another. As Siobhan entered this second chamber, she gave a sigh. Grant, following her, thought the worst. Then he heard her say, ‘Bingo,’ in the same instant as he saw the bust. It was Queen Victoria, two and a half feet high, in black marble. 

‘Bloody hell,’ he said, grinning. ‘We cracked it!’ 

He looked ready to hug her, but she moved away towards the bust. It sat on a low plinth, pillars either side and sandwiched by tables. Siobhan looked all around, but couldn’t see anything. 

‘I’ll tip it,’ Grant said. He took hold of Victoria by her head-dress and eased her from the plinth. 

‘Excuse me,’ a voice said behind them. ‘Is something the matter?’ 

Siobhan slid her hand under the bust and drew out a folded sheet of paper. She beamed at Grant, who turned towards the waitress. 

‘Two teas, please,’ he instructed her. 

‘And two sugars in his,’ Siobhan added. 

They sat down at the nearest table. Siobhan held the note by one corner. ‘Think we’d get any prints?’ she asked. 

‘Worth a try.’ 

She got up and walked over to a cutlery tray in the corner, came back with a knife and fork. The waitress nearly dropped their crockery when she saw the customer attempting, as she thought, to dine on a sheet of paper. 

Grant took the cups from the waitress and thanked her. Then he turned back to Siobhan. ‘What does it say?’ 

But Siobhan looked up at the waitress. ‘We found this under there,’ she said, pointing to the bust. The waitress nodded. ‘Any idea how it could have got there?’ The waitress shook her head. She had the look of a small, frightened animal. Grant sought to reassure her. 

‘We’re the police,’ he said. 

‘Any chance of talking to the manager?’ Siobhan added. 

When the waitress had retreated, Grant repeated his earlier question. 

‘See for yourself,’ Siobhan said, using the knife and fork to turn the sheet of paper in his direction. 

B4 Scots Law sounds dear. 

‘Is that it?’ he said. 

'Your eyes are as good as mine.’ 

He reached up to scratch his head. ‘Not much to go on, is it?’ 

‘We didn’t have much to go on last time.’ 

‘We had more than this.’ 

She watched him stir sugar into his tea. ‘If Quizmaster placed this clue here . . .'

‘He’s a local?’ Grant guessed 

‘Either that or someone local is helping him.’ 

‘He knows this restaurant,’ Grant said, looking around. ‘Not everyone who ventures in would bother coming upstairs.’ 

'You think he might be a regular?’ 

Grant shrugged. ‘Look at what’s nearby, on George W Bridge. The Central Library and the National Library. Academics and bookworms are great ones for puzzles.’ 

‘That’s a good point. The Museum’s not far away either.’ 

‘And the law courts . . . and the parliament . . .’ He smiled. ‘Just for a second there I thought we might be narrowing things down.’ 

‘Maybe we are,’ she said, lifting her cup as though to make a toast. ‘Here’s to us anyway for solving the first clue.’ 

‘How many more till we get to Hellbank?’ 

Siobhan grew thoughtful. ‘That’s up to Quizmaster, I suppose. He told me it was the fourth stage. I’ll send an e-mail when we get back, just to let him know.’ She placed the sheet of paper in an evidence bag. Grant was studying the clue again. ‘First thoughts?’ she asked. 

‘I was remembering a bit of graffiti from primary school. It was in the boys’ toilets.’ He wrote it down on the paper serviette. 

LOLO 

AQIC 

182Q 

B4IP 
Siobhan read it aloud and smiled. ‘Be-fore I pee,’ she repeated. 'You think maybe that’s what B4 means?’ 

He shrugged. ‘Could be part of an address.’ 

‘Or a coordinate . . .'

He looked at her. ‘From a map?’ 

‘But which one?’ 

‘Maybe that’s what the rest of the clue tells us. How’s your Scots Law?’ 

‘The exams were a while back.’ 

‘Ditto. Is there some Latin word for “dear”, maybe something to do with the law?’ 

‘There’s always the library,’ she suggested. ‘With a big bookshop just past it.’ 

He checked his watch. ‘I’ll go put more money in the meter,’ he said. 

Rebus was at his desk, five sheets of paper spread out in front of him. He’d shifted everything else on to the floor: files, memos, the lot. The office was quiet: most of the shift had headed to Gayfield Square for a briefing. They wouldn’t thank him for the obstacle course he’d constructed in their absence. His computer monitor and keyboard now sat in the centre aisle between the rows of desks, just next to his multi-tiered in-tray. 

And on his desk, five lives. Five victims, possibly. Caroline Farmer the youngest. Just sixteen when she’d disappeared. He’d finally got through to her mother this morning. Not an easy call to make. 

‘Oh my God, don’t tell me there’s news?’ That sudden blooming of hope, wizened by his response. But he’d found out what he had to. Caroline had never come back. There had been unconfirmed sightings in the early days, when her photo was in all the papers. But nothing since. 

‘We moved last year,’ her mother said. ‘It meant emptying her bedroom . . .'

But for the quarter-century before that, Rebus surmised, Caroline’s room had been waiting for her: same posters on the walls, same early-seventies teenage girls’ clothes neatly folded in the chest of drawers. 

‘Back at the time, they seemed to think we’d done something to her,’ the mother continued. ‘I mean, her own family.’ 

Rebus didn’t like to say: all too often it’s a father or uncle or cousin. 

‘Then they started picking on Ronnie.’

‘Caroline’s boyfriend?’ Rebus guessed. 

'Yes. Just a laddie.’ 

‘They’d split up, hadn’t they?’ 

'You know what teenagers are like.’ It was as though she were talking about events from a week or two back. Rebus didn’t doubt that the memories stayed fresh, always ready to torment her waking hours, maybe even the sleeping ones too. 

‘But he was ruled out?’ 

‘They gave up on him; yes. But he wasn’t the same after that, family moved from the area. He wrote to me for a few years . . .'

‘Mrs Farmer—’ 

‘It’s Ms Colquhoun now. Joe left me.’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ 

‘I wasn’t.’ 

‘Did it have . . .?’ He stopped. ‘Sorry, none of my business.’ 

‘He never talked much about it,’ was all she said. Rebus wondered if Caroline’s father had been able to let her go, in a way her mother hadn’t. 

‘This may seem a strange question, Ms Colquhoun, but did Dunfermline Glen have any siguificance for Caroline?’ 

‘I . . . I’m not sure what you mean. 

‘Me neither. It’s just that something’s come to our attention, and we’re wondering if it might tie in with your daughter’s disappearance. 

‘What is it?’ 

He didn’t suppose she’d take the coffin in the Glen as good news; resorted instead to the old cliche’: ‘I’m not at liberty to disclose that at present.’ 

There was silence on the line for a few seconds. ‘She liked to walk in the Glen.’ 

‘By herself?” 

‘When she felt like it.’ Her voice caught. ‘Is it something you’ve found?’ 

‘Not the way you think, Ms Colquhoun.’

'You’ve dug her up, haven’t you?’ 

‘Not at all~’ 

‘What then?’ she shrieked.

‘I’m not at lib—’ 

She’d put the phone down. He stared at the mouthpiece, then did the same. 

In the men’s toilets he splashed water on his face. His eyes were grey and puffy. Last night, he’d left Surgeons’ Hall and driven to Portobello, parking outside Jean’s house. Her lights had been off. He’d got as far as opening the car door, but had stopped. What was he planning to say to her? What was it he wanted? He’d closed the door again as quietly as he could, and just sat there, engine and headlamps off; Hendrix playing quietly: ‘The Burning of the Midnight Lamp’. 

Back at his desk, one of the station’s civvy staff had just arrived with a large cardboard document-box. Rebus lifted the top off and peered inside. The box was actually not quite half full. He pulled out the topmost folder and examined the typed label: Paula Jennifer Gearing (nee Mathieson); d.o.b.—10.4.50; d.o.d.—6.7.77. The Nairn drowning. Rebus sat down, pulled in his chair and started to read. About twenty minutes in, as he was scribbling another note on a lined A4 pad, Ellen Wylie arrived. 

‘Sorry I’m late,’ she said, shedding her coat. 

‘We must have different ideas of a start-time,’ he said. Remembering what she’d said yesterday, she reddened, but when she glanced in his direction he was smiling. 

‘What have you got?’ she asked. 

‘Our friends in the north came good.’ 

‘Paula Gearing?’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘She was twenty-seven. Married four years to a husband who worked on a North Sea oil platform. Nice bungalow on the outskirts of town. No kids. She had a part-time job in a newsagent’s . . . probably for company more than financial necessity.’ 

Wylie came over to his desk. ‘Was foul play ruled out?’ 

Rebus tapped his notes. ‘Nobody could ever explain it, according to what I’ve read so far. She didn’t seem suicidal. Doesn’t help that they’ve no idea whereabouts on the coast she actually entered the water.’ 

‘Pathology report?’ 

‘It’s in here. Can you get on to Donald Devlin, see if he can spare us some time?’ 

‘Professor Devlin?’ 

‘He’s the person I bumped into yesterday. He’s agreed to study the autopsies for us.’ He didn’t say anything about the actual circumstances of Devlin’s involvement, how Gates and Curt had turned him down. ‘His number will be on file,’ Rebus said. ‘He’s one of Philippa Balfour’s neighbours.’ 

‘I know. Have you seen this morning’s paper?’ 

‘No.’ 

She fetched it from her bag, opened it to one of the inside pages. A photofit: the man Devlin had seen outside the tenement on the days preceding Philippa’s disappearance. 

‘Could be anybody,’ Rebus said. 

Wylie nodded agreement. Short dark hair, straight nose, narrowed eyes and a thin line of a mouth. ‘We’re getting desperate, aren’t we?’ she said. 

It was Rebus’s turn to nod. Releasing the photofit to the media, especially one as clearly generalised as this, was an act of desperation. ‘Get on to Devlin,’ he said. 

'Yes, sir.’ 

She took the newspaper with her, sat down at a spare desk and gave her head a little shake, as if clearing the cobwebs. Then she picked up the telephone, preparing to make the first call of another long day. 

Rebus went back to his reading, but not for long. A name leapt out at him, the name of one of the police officers involved in the Nairn inquiry. 

A detective inspector with the surname Watson. 

The Farmer. 

‘Sorry to bother you, sir. 

The Farmer smiled, slapped a hand on Rebus’s back. 'You don’t have to call me “sir” any more, John.’ 

He gestured for Rebus to precede him down the hall. It was a farmhouse conversion just south of the bypass. The interior walls were painted a pale green and the furniture was fifties and sixties vintage. A wall had been knocked through so that the kitchen was separated from the living room only by a breakfast bar and dining area. The dining table gleamed. The kitchen’s work surfaces were similarly clean, and the hob was spotless, not a dish or dirty pot in sight. 

‘Fancy a cuppa?’ the Farmer asked. 

‘Some tea would go down.’ 

The Farmer chuckled. ‘My coffee always scared you off, didn’t it?’ 

'You got better at it towards the end.’ 

‘Sit yourself down. I’ll not be long.’ 

But Rebus made a circuit of the living room. Glass-fronted cabinets with china and ornaments behind. Framed photos of family. Rebus recognised a couple which until recently had graced the Farmer’s office. The carpet had been vacuumed, the mirror and TV showed no signs of dust. Rebus walked over to the french doors and gazed out at a short expanse of garden which ended with a steep grassy bank. 

‘Maid been in today, has she?’ he called. 

The Farmer chuckled again, setting a tea-tray out on the worktop. ‘I enjoy a bit of housework,’ he called. ‘Ever since Arlene passed away.’ 

Rebus turned, looked back at the framed photos. The Farmer and his wife at someone’s wedding, and on some foreign beach, and with a gathering of grandchildren. The Farmer beaming, mouth always slightly open. His wife a little more reserved, maybe a foot shorter than him and half his weight. She’d died a few years back. 

‘Maybe it’s my way of remembering her,’ the Farmer said. 

Rebus nodded: not letting go. He wondered if her clothes were still in the wardrobe, her jewellery in a box on the dressing table . . .

‘How’s Gill settling in?’ 

Rebus moved towards the kitchen. ‘She’s off to a flyer,’ he said. ‘Ordered me to take a medical, and got on the wrong side of Ellen Wylie.’ 

‘I saw that news conference,’ the Farmer admitted, studying the tray to make sure he’d not forgotten anything. ‘Gill didn’t give Ellen time to find her feet.’ 

‘Purposely so,’ Rebus added. 

‘Perhaps.’ 

‘It’s funny, not having you around, sir.’ Rebus laid stress on the last word. The Farmer smiled. 

‘Thanks for that, John.’ He walked over to the kettle, which was beginning to boil. ‘All the same, I’m assuming this isn’t a purely sentimental visit.’ 

‘No. It’s about a case you worked on in Nairn.’ 

‘Nairn?’ The Farmer raised an eyebrow. ‘That’s twenty-odd years ago. I went up there from West Lothian. I was based in Inverness.’ 

'Yes, but you went to Nairn to look into a drowning.’ 

The Farmer was thoughtful. ‘Oh yes,’ he said at last. ‘What was her name?’ 

‘Paula Gearing.’ 

‘Gearing, that’s right.’ He snapped his fingers, keen not to seem forgetful. ‘But it was cut and dried, wasn’t it . . . if you’ll pardon the expression. 

‘I’m not so sure, sir.’ Rebus watched the Farmer pour water into the teapot. 

‘Well, let’s take this lot through to the lounge, and you can tell me all about it.’ 

So Rebus told the story again: the doll in Falls, then the Arthur’s Seat mystery, and the cluster of drownings and disappearances from 1972 to ‘95. He’d brought the cuttings with him, and the Farmer studied them intently. 

‘I didn’t even know about the doll on Nairn beach,’ he admitted. ‘I was back in Inverness by then. As far as I was concerned, the Gearing death was as closed as it was ever likely to get.’ 

‘Nobody made the connection at the time. Paula’s body had been washed ashore four miles out of town. If anyone thought anything of it, they probably took it as some kind of memorial to her.’ He paused. ‘Gill’s not convinced there’s a connection.’ 

The Farmer nodded. ‘She’s thinking of how it would play in a court of law. Everything you’ve got here is circumstantial.’ 

‘I know.’ 

‘All the same . . .’ The Farmer leaned back. ‘It’s quite a set of circumstances.’ 

Rebus’s shoulders relaxed. The Farmer seemed to notice, and smiled. ‘Bad timing, isn’t it, John? I manage to go into retirement just before you convince me that you may have stumbled upon something.’ 

‘Maybe you could have a word with Gill, convince her likewise.’

The Farmer shook his head. ‘I don’t think she’d listen. She’s in charge now . . . she knows fine well my usefulness is over. 

‘That’s a bit harsh.’ 

The Farmer looked at him. ‘But you know it’s true all the same. She’s the one you have to convince, not an old man sitting in his slippers.’ 

'You’re barely ten years older than me.’ 

‘As I hope you’ll live to find, John, your sixties are very different from your fifties. Maybe that medical wouldn’t be such a bad idea, eh?’ 

‘Even if I already know what he’ll say?’ Rebus lifted his cup and finished the tea. 

The Farmer had picked up the Nairn clipping again. ‘What do you want me to do?’ 

'You said the case was cut and dried. Maybe you could think about that, see if anything at the time jarred—anything at all, no matter how small or seemingly incidental.’ He paused. ‘I was also going to ask if you knew what had happened to the doll.’ 

‘But now you know the doll’s come as news to me.’ 

Rebus nodded. 

'You want all five dolls, don’t you?’ the Farmer asked. 

Rebus admitted as much. ‘It might be the only way to prove they’re connected.’ 

‘Meaning whoever left that first one, back in nineteen seventy- two, also left one for Philippa Balfour?’ 

Rebus nodded again. 

‘If anyone can do it, John, you can. I’ve always had confidence in your sheer pig-headedness and inability to listen to your senior officers.’ 

Rebus placed his cup back on its saucer. ‘I’ll take that as a compliment,’ he said. Looking around the room again, preparing to rise and make his farewells, he was struck by something. This house was the only thing the Farmer controlled now. He brought order to it the way he’d controlled St Leonard’s. And if he ever lost the willpower or the ability to keep it in shape, he’d curl up his toes and die. 

‘This is hopeless,’ Siobhan Clarke said. 

They’d spent the best part of three hours in the Central Library, followed by nearly fifty quid at a bookshop, buying maps and touring guides of Scotland. Now they were in the Elephant House coffee-shop, having commandeered a table meant for six. It was right below the window at the back of the cafe, and Grant Hood was staring out at the view of Greyfriars Churchyard and the Castle. 

Siobhan looked at him. ‘Have you switched oft?’ 

He kept his eyes on the view. 'You have to sometimes.’ 

‘Well, thanks for your support.’ It came out more huffily than she’d expected. 

‘Best thing you can do,’ he went on, ignoring her tone. ‘There are days when I get stuck with the crossword. I don’t go knocking my brains out. I just put it to one side and pick it up again later. And often I find that one or two answers come to me straight away. Thing is,’ now he turned towards her, ‘you fix your mind on a certain track, until eventually you can’t see all the alternatives.’ He got up, walked over to where the cafe kept its newspapers, and came back with that day’s Scotsman. ‘Peter Bee,’ he said, folding it so the crossword on the back page was uppermost. ‘He’s cryptic, but doesn’t depend on anagrams the way some of the others do.’ 

He handed her the paper and she saw that Peter Bee Was the name of the crossword’s compiler. 

‘Twelve across,’ Grant said, ‘he had me looking for the name of an old Roman weapon. But all it was in the end was an anagram.’ 

‘Very interesting,’ Siobhan said, tossing the paper on to the table, where it covered the half-dozen map-books. 

‘I’m just trying to explain that sometimes you have to clear your mind for a while, start again from scratch.’ 

She glared at him. ‘Are you saying we’ve just wasted half the day?’ 

He shrugged. 

‘Well, thanks very much!’ She pulled herself out of her chair and stomped off to the toilets. Inside, she stood leaning against the wash-bowl, staring down at its bright white surface. The sod was, she knew Grant was right. But she couldn’t let go the way he could. She’d wanted to play the game, and now it had drawn her in. She wondered if Flip Balfour had become obsessed in much the same way. If she’d got stuck, would she have asked for help? Siobhan reminded herself that she had yet to ask any of Flip’s friends or family about the game. No one had mentioned it in the dozens of interviews, but then why would they? Maybe to them it had just been a bit of fun, a computer game. Nothing to get worked up about . . . 

Gill Templer had offered her the Press Liaison job, but only after engineering the ritual humiliation of Ellen Wylie. It would be nice to feel she’d rejected the offer out of a sense of solidarity with Wylie, but that had had nothing to do with it. Siobhan herself feared that it was more the influence of John Rebus. She’d worked beside him for several years now, coming to understand his strengths as well as his faults. And when it came down to it, like a lot of other officers she preferred the maverick approach, and wished she could be like that. But the force itself had other ideas. There could be room for only one Rebus, and meantime advancement was hers for the taking. Okay, so it would land her squarely in Gill Templer’s camp: she’d follow orders, back her boss up, never take risks. And she would be safe, would continue to rise through the ranks . . . Detective Inspector, then maybe DCI by the time she was forty. She saw now that Gill had invited her to drinks and dinner that evening to show her how it was done. You cultivated the right friends, you treated them well. You were patient, and the rewards came. One lesson for Ellen Wylie, and a very different one for her. 

Back out in the cafe, she watched as Grant Hood completed the crossword and threw the paper back down, leaning back in his seat and nonchalantly slipping his pen into his pocket. He was trying hard not to look at the table next to him, where a lone female coffee-drinker had been appraising his performance over the top of her paperback book. 

Siobhan started forwards. ‘Thought you’d already done that one?’ she said, nodding towards the Scotsman. 

‘Easier the second time,’ he answered in a voice which, had it been any more of an undertone, would have leapt up and broken into the chorus of ‘Teenage Kicks’. ‘Why are you grinning like that?’ 

The woman had gone back to her book. It was something by Muriel Spark. ‘I was just remembering an old song,’ Siobhan said. 

Grant looked at her, but she wasn’t about to enlighten him, so he reached a hand out and touched the crossword. ‘Know what a homonym is?’ 

‘No, but it sounds rude.’ 

‘It’s when a word sounds like another word. Crosswords use them all the time. There’s even one in today’s, and second time around it got me thinking.’ 

‘Thinking what?’ 

‘About our latest clue. “Sounds dear”: we were thinking of “dear” meaning expensive or cherished, right?’ 

Siobhan nodded. 

‘But it could be a homonym, signalled by “sounds”.’ 

‘I’m not following.’ But she’d tucked one leg beneath her and leaned forward, interested. 

‘It could be telling us that the word we want isn’t d-e-a-r but d-e-e-r.’ 

She frowned. ‘So we end up with “B4 Scots Law deer”? Is it just me, or does that actually make less sense than before?’ 

He shrugged, turned his attention to the window again. ‘If you say so.’ 

She slapped at his leg. ‘Don’t be like that.’ 

'You think you’re the only one who can take a moody?’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ 

He looked at her. She was smiling again. ‘That’s better,’ he said. ‘Now . . . wasn’t there some story about how Holyrood got its name? One of the ancient kings shooting arrows at a deer?’ 

‘Search me.’ 

‘Excuse me.’ The voice came from the table next to them. ‘I couldn’t help overhearing.’ The woman put her book down on the table. ‘It was David the First, back in the twelfth century.’ 

‘Was it now?’ Siobhan said. 

 The woman ignored her tone. ‘He was out hunting when a stag pinned him to the ground. He reached for its antlers only to find that it had vanished and in its place he was holding a cross. Holy rood means holy cross. David saw it as a sign and built the abbey of Holyrood.’ 

‘Thank you,’ Grant Hood said. The woman bowed her head and went back to her book. ‘Nice to see an educated person,’ he added, for Siobhan’s benefit. She narrowed her eyes and wrinkled her nose at him. ‘So it might have something to do with the Palace of Holyrood.’ 

‘One of the rooms could be called B4,’ Siobhan said. ‘Like a school classroom.’ 

He saw that she wasn’t being serious. ‘There could be part of Scots Law relating to Holyrood—it would make another royal connection, like Victoria.’ 

Siobhan unfolded her arms. ‘Could be,’ she conceded. 

‘So all we have to do is find ourselves a friendly lawyer.’ 

‘Would someone from the Procurator Fiscal’s office do?’ Siobhan asked. ‘If so, I might know just the person . . . '

The Sheriff Court was in a new building on Chambers Street, just across from the museum complex. Grant dashed back down to Grassmarket to feed coins to the meter, despite Siobhan’s protestation that it’d have been cheaper getting a fine slapped on him. She went on ahead and asked around the court until she’d located Harriet Brough. The lawyer was wearing yet another tweed two- piece with grey stockings and flat black shoes. Shapely ankles though, Siobhan couldn’t help noticing. 

‘My dear girl, this is splendid,’ Brough said, taking Siobhan’s hand and working her arm as if it were a water-pump. ‘Simply splendid.’ Siobhan noted that the elder woman’s make-up served merely to heighten her wrinkles and the folds of skin, and gave her face a garish pall. 

‘I hope I’m not disturbing you,’ Siobhan began. 

‘Not in the slightest.’ They were in the court’s main entrance hall, busy with ushers and lawyers, security staff and worried-looking families. Elsewhere in the building, guilt and innocence were being judged, sentences handed down. ‘Are you here for a trial?’ 

‘No, I just had a question and I wondered if you might be able to help.’ 

‘I’d be delighted to.’ 

‘It’s a note I’ve found. It might relate to a case, but it seems to be in some sort of code.’ 

The lawyer’s eyes widened. ‘How exciting,’ she gasped. ‘Let’s just grab somewhere to sit and then you can tell me all about it.’ 

They found a free bench and sat down. Brough read the note through its polythene jacket. Siobhan watched as she mouthed the words silently, her brow creasing. 

‘I’m sorry,’ she said at last. ‘Maybe the context would help.’ 

‘It’s a missing person inquiry,’ Siobhan explained. ‘We think she may have been taking part in a game.’ 

‘And you need to solve this to reach the next stage? How very curious. 

Grant Hood arrived, breathing heavily. Siobhan introduced him to Harriet Brough. 

‘Anything?’ he asked. Siobhan just shook her head. He looked towards the lawyer. ‘B4 doesn’t mean anything in Scots Law? Some paragraph or sub-section?’ 

‘My dear boy,’ Brough laughed, ‘there could be several hundred examples, though they’d more likely be 4B rather than B4. We use numerals first, as a general rule.’ 

Hood nodded. ‘So it would be “paragraph 4, sub-section b”?’ 

‘Exactly.’ 

‘The first clue,’ Siobhan added, ‘had a royal connection. The answer was Victoria. We’re wondering if this one might have something to do with Holyrood.’ She explained her reasoning, and Brough took another look at the note. 

‘Well, the pair of you are cleverer than I am,’ she conceded. ‘Maybe my lawyer’s mind is too literal.’ She made to hand the note to Siobhan, but then snatched it back again. ‘I wonder if the phrase “Scots Law” is there to put you off the scent.’ 

‘How do you mean?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘It’s just that if the clue is meant to be wilfully obscure, then whoever wrote it might have been thinking laterally.’ 

Siobhan looked to Hood, who merely shrugged. Brough was pointing to the note. 

‘Something I learned from my hill-walking days,’ she said, ‘is that “law” is the Scots word for a hill . . .'

Rebus was on the phone to the manager of the Huntingtower Hotel. 

‘So it might be in storage?’ he asked. 

‘I’m not sure,’ the manager said. 

‘Could you take a look? Maybe ask around, see if anyone knows?’ 

‘It could have been thrown out during a refit.’ 

‘That’s the sort of positive attitude I thrive on, Mr Ballantine.’ 

‘Maybe the person who found it . . . ’ 

‘He says he handed it in.’ Rebus had already called the Courier and spoken with the reporter who’d covered the case. The reporter had been curious, and Rebus had admitted that another coffin had turned up in Edinburgh, while stressing that any connection was ‘the longest shot in history’. Last thing he wanted was the media sniffing around. The reporter had given him the name of the man whose dog had found the coffin. A couple of calls later, Rebus had traced the man, only to be told that he’d left the coffin at Huntingtower and had thought no more about it. 

‘Well,’ the manager was saying now, ‘I won’t make any promises . . .'

‘Let me know as soon as you find it,’ Rebus said, repeating his name and phone number. ‘It’s a matter of urgency, Mr Ballantine.’ 

‘I’ll do what I can,’ the manager said with a sigh. 

Rebus broke the connection and looked across to the other desk, where Ellen Wylie was seated with Donald Devlin. Devlin was dressed in another old cardigan, this time with most of its buttons intact. Between the pair of them, they were trying to track down the autopsy notes from the Glasgow drowning. By the look on Wylie’s face they were having little luck. Devlin, whose chair was side by side with hers, kept leaning in towards her as she spoke on the phone. He might just have been trying to catch what was being said, but Rebus could see Wylie didn’t like it. She kept trying to move her chair surreptitiously, angling her body so she presented a lot of shoulder and back to the pathologist. So far, she’d avoided eye contact with Rebus. 

He made a note to himself about Huntingtower, then got back on the phone. The Glasgow coffin was more awkward. The reporter who’d covered the story had moved on. Nobody at the news desk could remember anything about it. Rebus eventually got a number for the church manse and spoke to a Reverend Martine. 

‘Have you any idea what happened to the coffin?’ Rebus asked. 

‘I think the journalist took it,’ Reverend Martine said. 

So Rebus thanked him and got back to the newspaper, where he was able eventually to speak to the editor, who wanted to hear Rebus’s own story. So he explained about the ‘Edinburgh coffin’ and how he was working for the Department of Long Shots. 

‘This Edinburgh coffin, where was it found exactly?’ 

‘Near the Castle,’ Rebus said blithely. He could almost see the editor writing a note to himself, maybe thinking of following the story up. 

After another minute or so, Rebus was transferred to personnel, where he was given a forwarding address for the journalist, whose name was Jenny Gabriel. It was a London address. 

‘She went to work for one of the broadsheets,’ the personnel manager stated. ‘It was what Jenny always wanted.’ 

So Rebus went out and bought coffee, cakes and four newspapers: 

the Times, Telegraph, Guardian and Independent. He went through each, studying the by-lines, but didn’t find Jenny Gabriel’s name. Undaunted, he called each paper and asked for her by name. At the third attempt, the switchboard asked him to hold. He glanced across to where Devlin was dropping cake crumbs on to Wylie’s desk. 

‘Transferring you now. 

The sweetest words Rebus had heard all day. Then the call was picked up. 

‘News desk.’ 

‘Jenny Gabriel, please,’ Rebus said. 

‘Speaking.’ 

And it was time for the spiel again. 

‘My God,’ the reporter said at last, ‘that was twenty years ago!’ 

‘Just about,’ Rebus agreed. ‘I don’t suppose you still have the doll?’ 

‘No, I don’t.’ Rebus felt his heart sink a little. ‘When I moved south, I gave it to a friend. He’d always been fascinated by it.’ 

‘Any chance you could put me in touch with him?’ 

‘Hang on, I’ll get his number . . . ’ There was a pause. Rebus spent the time working loose the mechanism of his ballpoint pen. He realised he had only the vaguest idea how such a pen worked. Spring, casing, refill . . . he could take it to pieces, put it back together again, and be none the wiser. 

‘He’s in Edinburgh actually,’ Jenny Gabriel said. Then she gave him a number. The friend’s name was Dominic Mann. 

‘Many thanks,’ Rebus said, cutting the call. Dominic Mann wasn’t home, but his answering machine gave Rebus a mobile number to try. The call was picked up. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘Is that Dominic Mann . . . ?’ And Rebus was off again. This time getting the result he wanted. Mann still owned the coffin, and could drop it into St Leonard’s later on in the day. 

‘I’d really appreciate that,’ Rebus said. ‘Funny thing to hold on to all these years . . .?’ 

‘I was planning to use it in one of my installations.’ 

‘Installations?’ 

‘I’m an artist. At least, I was. These days I run a gallery.’

'You still paint?’ 

‘Infrequently. Just as well I didn’t end up using it. It might have been wrapped in paint and bandages and sold to some collector’ 

Rebus thanked the artist and put down the phone. Devlin had finished his cake. Wylie had put hers to one side, and the old man was eyeing it now. The Nairn coffin was easier: two calls got Rebus the result he wanted. He was told by a reporter that he’d do some digging, and was called back with the number of someone in Nairn, who then did some digging of their own and found the coffin stored in a neighbour’s shed. 

'You want me to post it to you?’ 

'Yes, please,’ Rebus said. ‘Next-day delivery.’ He’d thought of sending a car, but didn’t think the budget would stretch. There’d been memos flying on the subject. 

‘What about the postage?’ 

‘Enclose your details and I’ll see you get a refund.’ 

The caller thought about this. ‘Seems all right, I suppose. Just have to trust you, won’t I?’ 

‘If you can’t trust the police, who can you trust?’ 

He put down the phone and looked across to Wylie’s desk again. ‘Anything?’ he asked. 

‘Getting there,’ she said, her voice tired and irritated. Devlin got up, crumbs tumbling from his lap, and asked where the ‘facilities’ were. Rebus pointed him in the right direction. Devlin started to leave, but paused in front of Rebus. 

‘I can’t tell you how much I’m enjoying this.’ 

‘Glad someone’s happy, Professor.’ 

Devlin prodded Rebus’s jacket lapel with a finger. ‘I think you’re in your element.’ He beamed, and shuffled out of the room. Rebus walked across to Wylie’s desk. 

‘Better eat that cake, if you don’t want him drooling.’ 

She considered this, then broke the cake in two and stuffed half into her mouth. 

‘I got a result on the dolls,’ he told her. ‘Two traced, with another possible.’ 

She took a gulp of coffee, washing down the sugary sponge. ‘Doing better than us then.’ She studied the remaining half of the cake, then dropped it into the bin. ‘No offence,’ she said. 

‘Professor Devlin will be gutted.’ 

‘That’s what I’m hoping.’ 

‘He’s here to help, remember?’ 

She stared at him. ‘He smells.’ 

‘Does he?’ 

'You’ve not noticed?’ 

‘Can’t say I have.’ 

She looked at him as though this comment said much about him. Then her shoulders fell. ‘Why did you ask for me? I’m useless. All those reporters and TV viewers saw it. Everybody knows it. Have you got a thing about cripples or what?’ 

‘My daughter’s a cripple,’ he said quietly. 

Her face reddened. ‘Christ, I didn’t mean . . .'

‘But to answer your question, the only person around here who seems to have a problem with Ellen Wylie is Ellen Wylie herself.’ 

Her hand had gone to her face, as if trying to force the blood back down. ‘Tell that to Gill Templer,’ she said at last. 

‘Gill ballsed things up. It’s not the end of the world.’ His phone was ringing. He started backing towards his desk. ‘Okay?’ he said. When she nodded, he turned away and answered the call. It was Huntingtower. They’d found the coffin in a cellar used for lost property. A couple of decades’ worth of umbrellas and pairs of spectacles, hats and coats and cameras. 

‘Amazing, the stuff down there,’ Mr Ballantine said. But all Rebus was interested in was the coffin. 

‘Can you post it next-day delivery? I’ll see you get a refund . . .'

By the time Devlin came back in, Rebus was on the trail of the Dunfermline coffin, but this time he hit a wall. Nobody—local press, police—seemed to know what had happened to it. Rebus got a couple of promises that questions would be asked, but he didn’t hold out much hope. Nearly thirty years had passed; unlikely it would turn up. At the other desk, Devlin was clapping his hands silently as Wylie finished another call. She looked across to Rebus. 

‘Post-mortem report on Hazel Gibbs is on its way,’ she said. Rebus held her gaze for a few moments, then nodded slowly and smiled. His phone went again. This time it was Siobhan. 

‘I’m going to talk to David Costello,’ she said. ‘If you’re not doing anything.’ 

‘I thought you’d paired up with Grant?’ 

‘DCS Templer has snared him for a couple of hours.’ 

‘Has she now? Maybe she’s offering him your liaison job.’ 

‘I refuse to let you wind me up. Now, are you coming or not . . .?’ 

Costello was in his flat. When he opened the door to them, he looked startled. Siobhan assured him that it wasn’t bad news. He didn’t seem to believe her. 

‘Can we come in, David?’ Rebus asked. Costello looked at him for the first time, then nodded slowly. To Rebus’s eyes, he was wearing the same clothes as on his last visit, and the living room didn’t seem to have been tidied in the interim. The young man was growing a beard, too, but seemed self-conscious, rubbing his fingertips against its grain. 

‘Is there any news at all?’ he asked, slumping on to the futon, while Rebus and Siobhan stayed standing. 

‘Bits and pieces,’ Rebus said. 

‘But you can’t go into details?’ Costello kept shifting, trying to get comfortable. 

‘Actually, David,’ Siobhan said, ‘the details—some of them at least—are the reason we’re here.’ She handed him a sheet of paper. 

‘What’s this?’ he asked. 

‘It’s the first clue from a game. A game we think Flip was playing.’ 

Costello sat forward, looked at the message again. ‘What sort of game?’ 

‘Something she found on the Internet. It’s run by someone called Quizmaster. Solving each clue takes the player to a new level. Flip was working on a level called Hellbank. Maybe she’d solved it, we don’t know.’ 

‘Flip?’ Costello sounded sceptical. 

'You’ve never heard of it?’ 

He shook his head. ‘She didn’t say a word.’ He looked across towards Rebus, but Rebus had picked up a poetry book. 

‘Was she interested in games at all?’ Siobhan asked. 

Costello shrugged. ‘Dinner-party stuff. You know: charades and the like. Maybe Trivial Pursuit or Taboo.’ 

‘But not fantasy games? Role-playing?’ 

He shook his head slowly. 

‘Nothing on the Internet?’ 

He rubbed at his bristles again. ‘This is news to me.’ He looked from Siobhan to Rebus and back again. You’re sure this was Flip?’ 

‘We’re pretty sure,’ Siobhan stated. 

‘And you think it has something to do with her disappearance?’ 

Siobhan just shrugged, and glanced in Rebus’s direction, wondering if he had anything to add. But Rebus was busy with his own thoughts. He was remembering what Flip Balfour’s mother had said about Costello, about how he’d turned Flip against her family. And when Rebus had asked why, she’d said: Because of who he is. 

‘Interesting poem, this,’ he said, waving the book. It was more of a pamphlet really, pink cover with a line-drawing illustration. Then he recited a couple of lines: 

“’You do not die for being bad, you die 

For being available.”’ 

Rebus closed the book, put it down. ‘I’d never thought of it like that before,’ he said, ‘but it’s true.’ He paused to light a cigarette. ‘Do you remember when we talked, David?’ He inhaled, then thought to offer the packet to Costello, who shook his head. The half-bottle of whisky was empty, as were half a dozen cans of lager. Rebus could see them on the floor near the kitchen, along with mugs, plates and forks, the wrappings from takeaway food. He hadn’t taken Costello for a drinker; maybe he’d have to revise that opinion. ‘I asked you if Flip might have met someone, and you said something about how she’d have told you. You said she couldn’t keep things to herself.’ 

Costello was nodding. 

‘And yet here’s this game she was playing. Not an easy game either, lots of puzzles and word-play. She might have needed help.’ 

‘She didn’t get it from me.’ 

‘And she never mentioned the Internet, or anyone called Quiz- master?’ 

He shook his head. ‘Who is he anyway, this Quizmaster?’ 

‘We don’t know,’ Siobhan admitted. She’d walked over to the bookshelf. 

‘But he should come forward, surely?’ 

‘We’d like him to.’ Siobhan lifted the toy soldier from the shelf. ‘This is a gaming piece, isn’t it?’ 

Costello turned his head to look. ‘Is it?’ 

You don’t play?’ 

‘I’m not even sure where it came from.’ 

‘Been in the wars though,’ Siobhan said, studying the broken musket. 

Rebus looked over to where Costello’s own computer—a laptop—sat ready and waiting. There were textbooks on the worktop next to it, and on the floor underneath a printer. ‘I take it you’re on the Internet yourself, David?’ he asked. 

‘Isn’t everybody?’ 

Siobhan forced a smile, put the toy soldier back. ‘DI Rebus’here is still wrestling with electric typewriters.’ 

Rebus saw what she was doing: trying to soften Costello up, using Rebus as the comedy prop. 

‘To me,’ he said, ‘the Internet is what the Milan goalie tries to defend.’ 

This got a smile from Costello. Because of who he is. . . But who was David Costello really? Rebus was beginning to wonder. 

‘If Flip kept this from you, David,’ Siobhan was saying now, ‘might there be other things she kept secret?’ 

Costello nodded again. He was still shifting on the futon, as if he’d never again be at rest. ‘Maybe I didn’t know her at all,’ he conceded. He studied the clue again. ‘What does it mean, do you know?’ 

‘Siobhan worked it out,’ Rebus admitted. ‘But all it did was lead her to a second clue.’ 

Siobhan handed over the copy of the second note. ‘It makes less sense than the first,’ Costello said. ‘I really can’t believe it of Flip. It’s not her sort of thing at all.’ He made to hand the note back. 

‘What about her other friends?’ Siobhan asked. ‘Do any of them like games, puzzles?’ 

Costello’s eyes fixed on her. 'You think one of them could . . .'

‘All I’m wondering is whether Flip might have gone to anyone else for help.’ 

Costello was thoughtful. ‘No one,’ he said at last. ‘No one I can think of.’ Siobhan took the second note from him. ‘What about this one?’ he asked. ‘Do you know what it means?’ 

She looked at the clue for maybe the fortieth time. ‘No,’ she admitted. ‘Not yet.’ 

Afterwards, Siobhan drove Rebus back to St Leonard’s. They were silent for the first few minutes. Traffic was bad. The evening rush hour seemed to start earlier with each passing week. 

‘What do you think?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘I think we’d have been quicker walking.’ 

It was pretty much the response she’d expected. 'Your dolls in boxes, there’s a playful quality to them, isn’t there?’ 

‘Bloody queer game, if you ask me.’ 

‘Every bit as queer as running a quiz over the Internet.’ 

Rebus nodded, but didn’t say anything. 

‘I don’t want to be the one seeing a connection here,’ Siobhan added. 

‘My department?’ Rebus guessed. ‘The potential’s there though, isn’t it?’ 

It was Siobhan’s turn to nod. ‘If all the dolls link up. 

‘Give us time,’ Rebus said. ‘Meanwhile, a bit of background on Mr Costello might be in order.’ 

‘He seemed genuine enough to me. That look on his face when he answered the door, he was terrified something had happened. Besides, background check’s already been done, hasn’t it?’ 

‘Doesn’t mean we didn’t miss anything. If I remember rightly, Hi- Ho Silvers was given the job, and that bugger’s so lazy he thinks sloth’s an Olympic sport.’ He half turned towards her. ‘What about you?’ 

‘I try to at least look like I’m doing something.’ 

‘I mean what are you going to do now?’ 

‘I think I’m going to head home. Call it a day.’ 

‘Better be careful, DCS Templer likes her officers to put in a full eight hours.’ 

‘In that case she owes me . . . and you too, I shouldn’t wonder When was the last time you only worked an eight-hour shift?’ 

‘September, nineteen eighty-six,’ Rebus said, raising a smile.

‘How’s the flat coming on?’ 

‘Rewiring’s all but finished. The painters are moving in now.’ 

‘Found somewhere to buy?’ 

He shook his head. ‘It’s bugging you, isn’t it?’ 

‘If you want to sell up, that’s your decision.’ 

He gave her a sour look. 'You know what I mean.’ 

‘Quizmaster?’ She considered her answer. ‘I could almost enjoy it . . .'

‘If?’ 

‘If I didn’t get the sense that he’s enjoying it too.’ 

‘By manipulating you?’ 

Siobhan nodded. ‘And if he’s doing it to me, he did it to Philippa Balfour too.’ 

'You keep assuming it’s a "he”,’ Rebus said. 

‘For convenience only.’ There was the sound of a mobile. ‘Mine,’ Siobhan said, as Rebus reached into his own pocket. Her phone was attached to its own little charger beside the car stereo. Siobhan pressed a button, and an inbuilt microphone and speaker did the rest. 

‘Hands-free,’ Rebus said, impressed. 

‘Hello?’ Siobhan called out. 

‘Is that DC Clarke?’ 

She recognised the voice. ‘Mr Costello? What can I do for you?’ 

‘I was just thinking . . . what you were saying about games and stuff?’ 

'Yes?'

‘Well, I do know someone who’s into all that. Rather, Flip knows someone. 

‘What’s their name?’ 

Siobhan glanced towards Rebus, but he already had his notepad and pen ready. 

David Costello said the name, but his voice broke up halfway through. ‘Sorry,’ Siobhan said. ‘Could you give me that again?’ 

This time they both caught the name loud and clear: ‘Ranald Marr.’ Siobhan frowned, mouthing the name silently. Rebus nodded. He knew exactly who Ranald Marr was: John Balfour’s business partner, the man who ran Balfour’s Bank in Edinburgh. 

The office was quiet. Officers had either docked off, or were in meetings at Gayfield Square. There’d be shoe-leather patrols out there too, but scaled down now. There was almost no one left to interview. Another day without any sighting of Philippa, and no word from her, no sign that she was still alive. Credit cards and bank balance untouched, friends and family uncontacted. Nothing. Word around the station was, Bill Pryde had thrown a wobbly, sent his clipboard sailing across the open-plan office so that staff had to duck to avoid it. John Balfour had been putting the pressure on, giving media interviews critical of the lack of progress. The Chief Constable had asked for a status report from the ACC, which meant the ACC was on everyone’s back. In the absence of any new leads, they were interviewing people for the second or third time. Everyone was jittery, frayed. Rebus tried calling Bill Pryde at Gayfield, but couldn’t get through. He then placed a call to the Big House and asked to speak to Claverhouse or Ormiston in Crime Squad, Number 2 Branch. Claverhouse picked up. 

‘It’s Rebus here. I need a favour.’ 

‘And what makes you think I’d be daft enough to oblige?’ 

‘Are your questions always this tough?’ 

‘Bugger off back under your rock, Rebus.’ 

‘Nothing I’d like better, but your mum’s adopted it, says it loves her more than you ever did.’ It was the only way to deal with Claverhouse: sarcasm at twelve paces. 

‘She’s right, I’m a mean bastard at heart, which brings me back to my first question.’ 

‘The tough one? Let’s put it this way then: sooner you help me, sooner I can hit the pub and drink myself unconscious.’ 

‘Christ, man, why didn’t you say? Fire away.’ 

Rebus smiled into the receiver. ‘I need an in.

‘Who with?’ 

‘The gardai in Dublin.’ 

‘Whatever for?’ 

‘Philippa Balfour’s boyfriend. I want a background check.’ 

‘I put a tenner on him at two-to-one.’ 

‘Best reason I can think of for helping me out.’ 

Claverhouse was thoughtful. ‘Give me fifteen minutes. Don’t move from that number.’ 

‘I’ll be here.’ 

Rebus put the phone down and sat back in his chair. Then he noticed something across the room. It was the Farmer’s old chair. Gill must have turfed it out only for someone to claim it. Rebus wheeled it over to his own desk, made himself comfortable. He thought about what he’d said to Claverhouse: sooner I can hit the pub and drink myself unconscious. It had been part of the routine, but a large chunk of him wanted it anyway, wanted that hazy oblivion that only drink could provide. Oblivion: the name’ of one of Brian Auger’s bands, Oblivion Express. He had their first album somewhere, A Better Land. A bit too jazzy for his taste. When the phone rang, he picked it up, but it was still ringing: his mobile. He fished it from his pocket, put it to his ear. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘John?’ 

‘Hello, Jean. I was meaning to call you.’ 

‘Is this an all right time?’ 

‘Sure. Has that journo been hassling you?’ His desk phone started ringing: Claverhouse probably. Rebus got up from the Farmer’s chair, walked across the office and out of the door. 

‘Nothing I can’t handle,’ Jean was saying. ‘I’ve been doing a bit of digging, as you asked. I’m afraid I haven’t found very much.’ 

‘Never mind.’ 

‘Well, it’s taken me all day . . .'

‘I’ll have a look at it tomorrow, if that’s all right with you.’ 

‘Tomorrow would be fine.’ 

’Unless you’re free tonight . . .?’ 

‘Oh.’ She paused. ‘I promised a friend I’d go see her. She’s just had a baby.’ 

‘That’s nice.’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ 

‘Don’t be. We’ll meet tomorrow. Are you okay to come to the station?’ 

'Yes.’ 

They agreed a time and Rebus went back into the CID room, ending the call. He got the feeling she was pleased with him, pleased that he’d asked to meet this evening. It was what she’d been hoping for, some hint that he was still interested, that it wasn’t just work for him. 

Or he could be reading too much into it. Back at his desk, he called Claverhouse. 

‘I’m a disappointed man,’ Claverhouse said. 

‘I told you I wouldn’t leave my desk, and I stuck to my word.’ 

‘Then how come you didn’t pick up the phone?’ 

‘Someone caught me on my mobile.’ 

‘Someone who means more to you than I do? Now I really am hurt.” 

‘It was my bookie. I owe him two hundred notes.’ 

Claverhouse was silent for a moment. ‘This cheers me immensely,’ he said. ‘Right, the person you want to speak to is Declan Macmanus.’ 

Rebus frowned. ‘Wasn’t that Elvis Costello’s real name?’ 

‘Well, he obviously passed it on to someone in need.’ Claverhouse gave Rebus the number in Dublin, including the international code. ‘Not that I suppose the cheap bastards at St Leonard’s will let you make an international call.’ 

‘Forms will have to be filled in,’ Rebus agreed. ‘Thanks for your help, Claverhouse.’ 

‘Are you going for that drink now?’ 

‘I think I better had. Don’t want to be conscious when my bookie finds me.’ 

'You have a point. Here’s to bad horses and good whisky.’ 

‘And vice versa,’ Rebus rejoined, ending the call. Claverhouse was right: the main phones at St Leonard’s were blocked for international calls, but Rebus had the feeling the Chief Super’s phone would be okay. Only problem was, Gill had locked her door. Rebus thought for a second, then remembered that the Farmer had kept a spare key for emergencies. He crouched down at Gill’s office door and peeled back the corner of carpet next to the jamb. Bingo: the Yale was still there. He inserted it into the lock and was inside her office, door closed after him. 

He looked at her new chair but decided to stay standing, resting against the edge of her desk. He couldn’t help thinking of the Three Bears: who’s been sitting in my chair? And who’s been making calls from my phone? 

His call was answered after half a dozen rings. ‘Can I speak to . . . ’ he suddenly realised that he didn’t have a rank for Macmanus . . . ’to Declan Macmanus, please.’ 

‘Who shall I say is calling?’ The woman’s voice had that seductive Irish lilt. Rebus imagined raven hair and a full body. 

‘Detective Inspector John Rebus, Lothian and Borders Police in Scotland.’ 

‘Hold, please.’ 

While he held, the full body had become a pint of slow-poured Guinness, the beer seemingly shaped to fit its glass. 

‘DI Rebus?’ The voice was crisp, no-nonsense. 

‘DI Claverhouse at the Scottish Crime Squad gave me your number.’ 

‘That was generous of him.’ 

‘Sometimes he just can’t help himself.’ 

‘And what can I do for you?’ 

‘I don’t know if you’ve heard about this case we’ve got, a MisPer called Philippa Balfour.’ 

‘The banker’s daughter? It’s been all over the papers here.’ 

‘Because of the connection with David Costello?’ 

‘The Costellos are well known, Inspector, part of the Dublin social fabric, you might say.’ 

'You’d know better than me, which is the reason I’m calling.’ 

‘Ah, is it now?’ 

‘I want to know a bit more about the family.’ Rebus started doodling on a sheet of paper. ‘I’m sure they’re blemish-free, but it would put my mind at rest if I had some evidence of that.’ 

‘As to “blemish-free”, I’m not sure I can give that guarantee.’ 

‘Oh?’ 

‘Every family has its dirty laundry, does it not?’ 

‘I suppose so.’ 

‘Maybe I could send you the Costellos’ laundry list. How would that be?’ 

‘That would be fine.’ 

‘Do you happen to have a fax number there?’ 

Rebus recited it. You’ll need the international code,’ he warned.

‘I think I can manage that. How confidential would this information remain?’ 

‘As confidential as I can make it.’ 

‘I suppose I’ll have to take your word then. Are you a rugby man, Inspector?’ 

Rebus got the feeling he should answer yes. ‘Only as a spectator.’ 

‘I like to come to Edinburgh for the Six Nations. Maybe we’ll meet for a drink next time.’ 

‘I’d like that. Let me give you a couple of numbers.’ This time he recited his office number and his mobile. 

‘I’ll be sure to look you up.’ 

'You do that. I owe you a large malt.’ 

‘I’ll hold you to it.’ There was a pause. You’re not really a rugby man at all, are you?’ 

‘No,’ Rebus admitted. There was laughter on the line. 

‘But you’re honest, and that’s a start. Goodbye, Inspector.’ 

Rebus put the phone down. It struck him that he still didn’t know Macmanus’s rank, or anything much about him at all. When he looked ,down at the doodles covering the sheet of paper in front of him, he found he’d drawn half a dozen coffins. He waited twenty minutes for Macmanus to get back to him, but the fax machine was playing dead. 

He hit the Maltings first, and followed it up with the Royal Oak, before making for Swany’s. Just the one drink in each pub, starting with a pint of Guinness. It had been a while since he’d tried the stuff; it was good but filling. He knew he couldn’t do too many, so switched to IPA and finally a Laphroaig with the merest drizzle of water. Then it was a taxi to the Oxford Bar, where he demolished the last corned beef and beetroot roll on the shelf and followed it with a main course of a Scotch egg. He was back on the IPA, needed something to wash down the food. A few of the regulars were in. The back room had been taken over by a party of students, and no one in the front bar was saying much, as if the sounds of enjoyment from upstairs were somehow blasphemous. Harry was behind the bar, and clearly relishing the prospect of the revellers’ departure. When someone was dispatched to fetch another round, Harry kept up a steady stream of comments along the lines of ‘you’ll be heading off soon . . . going to a club . . . the night’s young . . . ’ The young man, his face so shiny it might have been polished, just grinned inanely, taking none of it in. Harry shook his head in disgust. When the drinker headed off, tray laden with slopping pints, one of the regulars informed Harry that he was losing his touch. The stream of profanities which followed seemed, to everyone present, evidence to the contrary. 

Rebus had come here in a vain attempt to flush all those little coffins out of his mind. He kept imagining them, seeing them as the work of one man, one killer . . . and wondering if there were any more of them, lying rotting on barren hillsides perhaps, or tucked away in crevasses, or turned into macabre ornaments in their finders’ garden sheds . . . Arthur’s Seat and Falls and Jean’s four coffins. He saw a continuity there, and it filled him with dread. I want to be cremated, he thought, or maybe strung up in a tree the way Aborigines do it. Anything but the strict confines of a box . . . anything but that. 

When the door opened, everyone turned to examine the new arrival. Rebus straightened his back, trying not to show surprise. It was Gill Templer. She saw him immediately and smiled, unbuttoning her coat and taking off her scarf. 

‘Thought I might find you here,’ she said. ‘I tried phoning, but got your machine.’ 

‘What can I get you?’ 

‘Gin and tonic.’ 

Harry had heard the order and was already reaching for a glass. ‘Ice and lemon?’ he asked. 

‘Please.’ 

Rebus noticed that the other drinkers had shifted a little, giving Rebus and Gill as much privacy as the cramped front bar would allow. He paid for the drink and watched Gill gulp at it. 

‘I needed that,’ she said. 

Rebus lifted his own glass and toasted her. ‘Slainte.’ Then he took a sip. Gill was smiling. 

‘Sorry,’ she said, ‘rude of me to just hammer it like that.’ 

‘Rough day?’ 

‘I’ve had better.’ 

‘So what brings you here?’ 

‘A couple of things. As usual, you haven’t been bothering to keep me up to date with any progress.’ 

‘There’s not much to report.’ 

‘It’s a dead end then?’ 

‘I didn’t say that. I just need a few more days.’ He lifted his glass again. 

‘Then there’s the small matter of your doctor’s appointment.’ 

Yes, I know. I’ll get round to it, promise.’ He nodded towards the pint. ‘This is my first tonight, by the way.’ 

‘Aye, that’ll be right,’ Harry muttered, busying himself drying glasses. 

Gill smiled, but her eyes were on Rebus. ‘How are things with Jean?’ 

Rebus shrugged. ‘Fine. She’s concentrating on the historical side.’ 

‘Do you like her?’ 

Now Rebus looked at Gill. ‘Does the matchmaker service come free?’ 

‘I was just wondering.’ 

‘And you came all this way to ask?’ 

‘Jean’s been hurt before by an alcoholic, it’s how her husband went.’ 

‘She told me. Don’t worry on that score.’ 

She looked down at her drink. ‘How’s it working out with Ellen Wylie?’ 

‘I’ve no complaints.’ 

‘Has she said anything about me?’ 

‘Not really.’ Rebus had finished his drink, waved his glass to signal as much. Harry put down the tea-cloth and started pouring. Rebus felt awkward. He didn’t like Gill being here like this, dropping in and catching him off-guard. He didn’t like that the regulars were listening to every word. Gill seemed to sense his discomfort. 

‘Would you rather we did this at the office?’ 

He shrugged again. ‘How about you?’ he asked. ‘Enjoying the new job?’ 

‘I think I’ll manage.’ 

‘I’d put money on it.’ He pointed to her glass, offered a refill. Gill shook her head. ‘I should be going. This was just a quick one before home.’ 

‘Same here.’ Rebus made a show of checking his watch. 

‘I’ve got the car outside . . .'

Rebus shook his head. ‘I like to walk, keeps me fit.’ 

Behind the bar, Harry snorted. Gill wrapped the scarf back around her neck. 

‘Maybe see you tomorrow then,’ she said. 

'You know where my office is.’ 

She studied her surroundings—walls the colour of a used cigarette-filter, dusty prints of Robert Burns—and began to nod. Yes,’ she said, ‘I do.’ Then she gave a little wave which seemed to take in the whole bar, and was gone. 

'Your boss?’ Harry guessed. Rebus nodded. ‘Swap you,’ the barman said. The regulars started laughing. Another student appeared from the back room, the list of required drinks scribbled on the back of an envelope. 

‘Three IPA,’ Harry began to recite, ‘two lager tops, a gin, lime and soda, two Becks and a dry white wine.’ 

The student looked at the note, then nodded in amazement. Harry winked at his audience. 

‘Might be students, but they’re not the only smart bastards round here.’ 

Siobhan sat in her living room, staring at the message on the laptop’s screen. It was in response to an e-mail she’d send to Quizmaster, informing him that she was now working on the second clue. 

I forgot to tell you, from now on you’re against the clock. In twenty-four hours’ time, the next clue becomes void. 

Siobhan got to work on the keyboard: I think we should meet. I have some questions. She hit ‘send’, then waited. His reply was prompt. 

The game will answer your questions. 

 She hit more keys: Did Flip have anyone helping her? Is anyone else playing the game? 

She waited for several minutes. Nothing. She was in the kitchen, pouring another half-glass of Chilean red, when she heard the laptop telling her she had a message. Wine splashed on to the back of her hand as she dashed back through. 

Hello, Siobhan. 

She stared at the screen. The sender’s address was a series of numbers. Before she could reply, the computer told her she had another message. 

Are you there? Your light’s on. 

She froze, the screen seeming to shimmer. He was here! Right outside! She walked quickly to the window. Down below, a car was parked, headlights still on. 

Grant Hood’s Alfa. 

He waved up at her. Cursing, she ran to the front door, down the stairs and out of the tenement. 

‘Is that your idea of a joke?’ she hissed. 

Hood, easing himself from the driver’s seat, seemed stunned by her reaction. 

‘I just had Quizmaster online,’ she explained. ‘I thought you were him.’ She paused, narrowed her eyes. ‘Just exactly how did you do that?’ 

Hood held up his mobile phone. ‘It’s a WAP,’ he explained sheepishly. ‘Just got it today. Sends e-mails, the lot.’ 

She snatched it from him and studied it. ‘Jesus, Grant.’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I just wanted to . . . '

She handed back the phone, knowing damned well what he’d wanted: to show off his latest gadget. 

‘What are you doing here anyway?’ she asked. 

‘I think I’ve cracked it.’ 

She stared at him. ‘Again?’ He shrugged. ‘How come you always wait till late at night?’ 

‘Maybe that’s when I do my best thinking.’ He glanced up at the tenement. ‘So are you going to invite me in, or do we go on giving the neighbours a free show?’ 

She looked around. It was true that heads were silhouetted at a couple of windows. ‘Come on then,’ she said. 

Upstairs, the first thing she did was check the laptop, but Quizmaster hadn’t replied. 

‘I think you scared him off,’ Hood said, reading the onscreen dialogue. 

Siobhan fell on to the sofa and picked up her glass. ‘So what have you got for us tonight, Einstein?’ 

‘Ah, that famous Edinburgh hospitality,’ Hood said, eyeing the glass. 

'You’re driving.’ 

‘One glass can’t hurt.’ 

Siobhan got up again, uttering a slight groan of protest, and headed for the kitchen. Hood reached into the bag he’d brought with him and started pulling out maps and guidebooks. 

‘What have you got there?’ Siobhan asked, handing him a tumbler and starting to pour. She sat down, drained her own glass, refilled it, and placed what was left of the bottle on the floor. 

You’re sure I’m not disturbing you?’ He was teasing her—or trying to. But she wasn’t in the mood. 

‘Just tell me what you’ve got.’ 

‘Well . . . if you’re absolutely sure I’m not . . .’ Her glare brought him up short. He stared down at the maps. ‘I got thinking about what that lawyer said.’ 

‘Harriet?’ Siobhan frowned. ‘She said hills are sometimes called laws.’ 

Hood nodded. “’Scots Law”,’ he recited. ‘Meaning maybe we’re looking for a word that means the same thing law does in Scots.’ 

‘Which would be . . . ?’ 

Hood unfolded a sheet of paper and started to read aloud. ‘Hill, heights, bank, brae, ben, fell, tor . . . ., He turned the sheet towards her. ‘The thesaurus is full of them.’ 

She took the paper from him and started reading the list for herself. ‘We went through all the maps,’ she complained. 

‘But we didn’t know what we were looking for. Some of the guides have hills and mountains indexed at the back. For the rest, we check grid reference B4 on each page.’ 

‘Looking for what exactly?’ 

‘Deer Hill, Stag’s Brae, Doe Bank . . .' 

Siobhan nodded. You’re assuming “sounds dear” means 

Hood took a sip of wine. ‘I’m assuming a lot. But it’s better than nothing.’ 

‘And it couldn’t wait till morning?’ 

‘Not when Quizmaster suddenly decides we’re against the clock.’ Hood picked up the first map-book and flicked to the index. 

Siobhan studied him over the top of her glass. Yes, she was thinking, but you didn’t know there was a time element until you got here. She was also still shaken by the way he’d e-mailed her by phone. She wondered just how mobile Quizmaster was. She’d given him her name, and the city where she worked. These days, how hard would it be for him to get an address? Five minutes on the Net would probably do it. 

Hood didn’t seem to notice that she was still staring at him. Maybe he’s closer than you think, girl, Siobhan thought to herself. 

After half an hour, she put on some music, a Mogwai EP, about as laid-back as the band ever got. She asked Hood if he wanted coffee. He was sitting on the floor, back against the sofa, legs stretched out. He had spread an Ordnance Survey map across his thighs and was studying one of the squares. He looked up at her and blinked, as though the lighting in the room was new to him. 

‘Cheers,’ he said. 

When she came back with the mugs, she told him about Ranald Marr. The look on his face changed to a scowl. 

‘Keeping it a secret, were you?’ 

‘I thought it could wait till morning.’ Her answer didn’t seem to satisfy him, and he took his coffee from her with only a grunt of thanks. Siobhan could feel her anger rising again. This was her place, her home. What was he doing here anyway? Work was for the office, not her living room. How come he didn’t phone and tell her to go to his place? The more she thought about it, the more she realised that she really didn’t know Grant at all. She’d worked with him before; they’d been to parties, gone out drinking and for that one meal. She didn’t think he’d ever had a girlfriend. At St Leonard’s a few of the CID called him Go-Go Gadget, a reference to some TV cartoon. He was both a useful officer and a figure of amusement at the same time. 

He wasn’t like her. He was nothing like her at all. And yet here she was sharing her free time with him. Here she was letting him turn that free time into yet more work. 

She picked up another of the map books, Handy Road Atlas Scotland. The first page, square B4 was the Isle of Man. This really annoyed her for some reason: the Isle of Man wasn’t even in Scotland! The next page, B4 was in the Yorkshire Dales. 

‘Bloody hell,’ she said out loud. 

‘What is it?’ 

‘This map, it’s like Bonnie Prince Charlie won the war.’ She flipped to the next page, where B4 was the Mull of Kintyre, but the page after that her eyes fixed on the words ‘Loch Fell’. She studied the square more closely: the M74 motorway and the town of Moffat. She knew Moffat: a picture-postcard place with at least one good hotel, where she’d stopped once for lunch. At the top of square B4 she saw a small triangle, indicating a peak. The peak was called Hart Fell. It was eight hundred and eight metres high. She looked at Hood. 

‘A hart’s a kind of deer, isn’t it?’ 

He got up off the floor, came and sat next to her. ‘Harts and hinds,’ he said. ‘The hart is the male.’ 

‘Why not a stag?’ 

‘Harts are older, I think.’ He studied the map, his shoulder touching Siobhan’s arm. She tried not to flinch, but it was hard work. ‘Christ,’ he said, ‘it’s the middle of nowhere.’ 

‘Maybe it’s coincidence,’ she suggested. 

He nodded, but she could see he was convinced. ‘Square B4,’ he said. ‘A fell is another name for a law. A hart is a kind of deer . . . He looked at her and shook his head. ‘No coincidence.’ 

Siobhan switched her TV on and pressed for Teletext. 

‘What are you doing?’ Hood asked. 

‘Checking the weather for tomorrow. No way I’m climbing Hart Fell in a gale.’ 

Rebus had dropped into St Leonard’s, gathered together the notes on the four cases: Glasgow, Dunfermline, Perth and Nairn. 

‘All right, sir?’ one of the uniforms had asked. 

‘Why shouldn’t I be?’ 

He’d had a few drinks, so what? Didn’t make him incapable. The taxi was waiting for him outside. Five minutes later, he was climbing the stairs to his flat. Another five after that, he was smoking a cigarette, drinking tea, and opening the first file. He sat in his chair by the window, his little oasis in the midst of chaos. He could hear a siren in the distance; sounded like an ambulance, hurtling along Melville Drive. He had photos of the four victims, culled from newspapers. They smiled at him in black and white. The snatch of poetry came back to him, and he knew all four shared the same characteristic. 

They’d died because they’d been available. 

He started pinning the photos to a large corkboard. He had a postcard, too, bought from the museum shop: three of the Arthur’s Seat coffins in close-up, surrounded by darkness. He turned the postcard over and read: ‘Carved wooden figures, with fabric clothing, in miniature coffins of pine, from a group found in a rocky niche on the north-eastern slopes of Arthur’s Seat, in June 1836.’ It struck him that the police of the time had probably been involved, which meant there might be paperwork somewhere. Then again, just how organised had the force been back then? He doubted there’d been anything like the modern CID. Probably they’d resorted to examining victims’ eyeballs, looking for images of the murderer. Not too far removed from the witchcraft which was one theory behind the dolls. Had witches ever plied their trade on Arthur’s Seat? These days, he suspected they’d get some sort of Enterprise Initiative. 

He got up and put some music on. Dr John, The Night Tripper. Then back to the table, a fresh cigarette lit from the stub of the old. The smoke stung his eyes, and he squeezed them shut. When he opened them again, his vision was slow to focus. It was as if the photos of the four women were lying behind a layer of muslin. He blinked a couple of times, shook his head, trying to stave off weariness. 

When he awoke a couple of hours later, he was still seated at the table, head resting on his arms. The photos were still there, too, restless faces which had invaded his dreams. 

‘I wish I could help,’ he told them, getting up to go to the kitchen. He returned with a mug of tea, which he took over to the chair by the window. Here he was, getting through another night. So how come he didn’t feel like celebrating? 
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Rebus and Jean Burchill were walking on Arthur’s Seat. It was a bright morning, but there was a cold breeze blowing. Some people said Arthur’s Seat looked like a lion about to spring. But to Rebus’s mind it more resembled an elephant or mammoth, with a great bulbous head, a dip towards the neck, and an expanse of torso. 

‘It started life as a volcano,’ Jean was explaining, ‘same as Castle Rock. Later on there were farms and quarries, plus chapels.’ 

‘People used to come here for sanctuary, didn’t they?’ Rebus said, keen to show off what knowledge he had. 

She nodded. ‘Debtors were banished here until they’d got their affairs in order. A lot of people think it’s named after King Arthur.’ 

'You mean it isn’t?’ 

She shook her head. ‘More likely it’s Gaelic: Ard-na-Said, “Height of the Sorrows”., 

‘That’s a cheery name. 

She smiled. ‘The park’s full of them: Pulpit Rock, Powderhouse Corner.’ She looked at him. ‘Or how about Murder Acre and Hangman’s Crag?’ 

‘Where are they?’ 

‘Near Duddingston Loch and the Innocent Railway.’ 

‘Now that was named because they used horses instead of trains, right?’ 

She smiled again. ‘Could be. There are other theories.’ She pointed towards the loch. ‘Samson’s Ribs,’ she said. ‘The Romans had a fort there.’ She gave him a sly glance. ‘Maybe you didn’t think they got this far north?’ 

He shrugged. ‘History’s never been my strong point. Do we know where the coffins were found?’ 

‘The records from the time are vague. “The north-east range of Arthur’s Seat” is how the Scotsman put it. A small opening in a secluded outcrop.’ She shrugged. ‘I’ve wandered all over and never found the spot. The other thing the Scotsman said was that the coffins were in two tiers, eight in each, and with a third tier just begun.’ 

‘Like whoever did it had more to add?’ 

She held her jacket around her; Rebus got the feeling it wasn’t just the wind making her shiver. He was thinking of the Innocent Railway. These days it was a walkway and cycle path. About a month back, someone had been mugged there. He didn’t suppose the story would do much to cheer up his companion. He could tell her about suicides, too, and syringes left by the side of the road. Athough they were walking the same path, he knew they were in different places. 

‘I’m afraid history’s about all I have to offer,’ she said suddenly. ‘I’ve asked around, but no one seems to remember anyone showing particular interest in the coffins, except for the occasional student or tourist. They were kept in a private collection for a time, then handed over to the Society of Antiquaries, who gave them to the Museum.’ She shrugged. ‘I’ve not been very helpful, have I?’ 

‘A case like this, Jean, everything’s useful. If it doesn’t rule something in, it can help rule other things out.’ 

‘I get the feeling you’ve made that speech before.’ 

It was his turn to smile. ‘Maybe I have; doesn’t mean I don’t mean it. Are you free later on today?’ 

‘Why?’ She was playing with her new bracelet, the one she’d bought from Bev Dodds. 

‘I’m taking our twentieth-century coffins to an expert. A bit of history might come in useful.’ He paused, looked out over Edinburgh. ‘Jesus, it’s a beautiful city, isn’t it?’ 

She studied him. ‘Are you saying that because you think I want to hear it?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘The other night, when I stopped on North Bridge, I got the feeling you weren’t impressed by the view. 

‘I look, but I don’t always see. I’m seeing now.’ They were on the hill’s west face, so not even half the city was spread below them. Climbing higher, Rebus knew he’d have a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree view. But this was enough to be going on with: the spires and chimney-pots, crow-foot gables, with the Pentland Hills to the south and the Firth of Forth to the north, the Fife coastline visible beyond. 

‘Maybe you are at that,’ she said. And, smiling, she leaned forward, going up on her toes so she could peck his cheek. ‘Best just to get that out of the way,’ she said quietly. Rebus nodded, couldn’t think of anything to say, until she shivered again and said she was getting cold. 

‘There’s a cafe behind St Leonard’s,’ Rebus told her. ‘And I’m buying. Not out of altruism, you understand, but because I’ve a huge favour to ask.’ 

She burst out laughing, slapped her hand to her mouth and started apologising. 

‘What did I say?’ he asked. 

‘It’s just that Gill told me this would happen. She said if I stuck close to you, I’d have to be prepared for “the big favour”.’ 

‘Did she now?’ 

‘And she was right, wasn’t she?’ 

‘Not entirely. It’s a huge favour I’m asking for, not just a big one . . . '

Siobhan was wearing a vest, polo neck and pure wool V-neck jumper. She had an old pair of thick cords on, tucked at the ankles into two pairs of socks. She’d given her old hiking boots a bit of a polish, and they seemed fine. She hadn’t worn the Barbour in years, but couldn’t think of a better chance to use it. Additionally, she was wearing a bobble-hat, and carrying a pack containing an umbrella, her mobile, a bottle of water and a flask of sweetened tea. 

‘Sure you’ve got enough gear?’ Hood laughed. He was wearing jeans and trainers. His yellow cagoule looked brand new. He angled his face to the sun, so that the rays reflected off his sunglasses. They’d parked the car in a lay-by. There was a fence to climb, and after that a gently sloping field which then angled abruptly. The steep gradient was barren, except for occasional whin-bushes and rocks. 

‘What do you reckon?’ Hood asked. ‘An hour to the top?’ 

Siobhan slipped the backpack over her shoulders. ‘With a bit of luck.’ 

Sheep watched them as they climbed the fence. There was a strand of barbed wire running along it, marked with tufts of grey wool. Hood gave Siobhan a foot up, then leapt over, using his hand on the fence-post for purchase. 

‘Not a bad day for it,’ he said, as they started to climb. ‘Reckon Flip would have done this on her ownio?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ Siobhan conceded. 

‘I wouldn’t have said she was the type. She’d have taken one look at this climb and got back into her Golf GTi.’ 

‘Except she didn’t have a car.’ 

‘Good point. So how would she have got out here in the first place?’ 

Which was another good point: they really were in the middle of nowhere, with towns few and far between and only the odd cottage or farm giving signs of habitation. They were only forty miles from Edinburgh, but the city seemed already a distant memory. Siobhan guessed that few buses came this route. If Flip had come here, she’d have needed help. 

‘Maybe a taxi,’ she said. 

‘Not the sort of fare you’d forget.’ 

‘No.’ Yet despite a public appeal, and plenty of photos of Flip in the papers, no taxi driver had come forward. ‘Maybe a friend then, someone we haven’t traced yet.’ 

‘Could be.’ But Hood sounded sceptical. She noticed that he~was already breathing hard. A couple of minutes later, he’d shed the cagoule and folded it, tucking it beneath his arm. 

‘Don’t know how you can wear that lot,’ he complained. She pulled the bobble-hat from her head and unzipped the Barbour. 

‘Is that better?’ she said. 

He just shrugged. 

Eventually, on the steeper climb, they were reduced to scrabbling with their hands while their feet sought purchase, the stony soil crumbling and sliding away beneath them. Siobhan stopped to rest, sitting down with her knees up, heels digging in. She took a swig of water. 

‘Is that you wabbit already?’ Hood said, ten or so feet above her. She offered him the bottle, but he shook his head and started climbing again. She could see sweat shining in his hair. 

‘It’s not a race, Grant,’ she called out. He didn’t reply. After another half-minute, she turned round and followed him. He was moving away from her. So much for team work, she thought. He was like a lot of men she’d known: driven, and yet probably unable to put the reasons into words. It was more in the way of an instinct, a basic need, going beyond the rational. 

The climb was levelling off a little. Hood stood up, hands on his hips, admiring the view as he rested. Siobhan watched as he bent his head and tried to spit, but his saliva was too viscous. It hung in a strand from his mouth, refusing to drop. He got a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped it away. Catching up with him, she handed him the bottle. 

‘Here,’ she said. He looked like he might refuse, but eventually took a mouthful. ‘It’s clouding over.’ Siobhan was interested in the sky rather than the view. The clouds were thick and blackening. Funny how the weather could change so suddenly in Scotland. The temperature must have dropped three or four degrees, perhaps more. ‘Maybe a shower,’ she said. Hood just nodded, handing back the bottle. 

She looked at her watch and saw that they’d been climbing for twenty minutes. That meant they were maybe fifteen from the car, reckoning the descent quicker than the climb. Peering upwards, she guessed they had another fifteen or twenty minutes to go. Hood expelled breath noisily. 

'You okay?’ she asked. 

‘Good exercise,’ he said hoarsely. Then he began climbing again. There were damp patches on the back of his dark-blue sweatshirt. Any minute now he’d probably take it off, and be clad only in a T-shirt as the weather turned. Sure enough, he paused to pull the sweatshirt over his head. 

‘It’s getting cold,’ she warned him. 

‘But I’m not.’ He tied the arms of the sweatshirt around his waist. 

‘At least put your cagoule back on.’ 

‘I’ll bake.’ 

‘No you won’t.’ 

He seemed ready to argue, then changed his mind. Siobhan had already zipped up her Barbour again. The countryside around them was growing less visible, either low cloud or mist. Or maybe showers blowing in. 

Five minutes on, the rain began. Drizzle at first, and then a smattering of big drops. Siobhan put her hat back on, and watched Grant pull his hood up. It was getting windy, too, gusts cutting across them. Grant lost his footing and went down on one knee, cursing. For the next few dozen steps he was limping, clutching at his leg with one hand. 

‘Do you want to wait?’ she asked, knowing what his answer would be: silence. 

The rain grew heavier, but in the distance the sky was already clearing. It wouldn’t last long. All the same, Siobhan’s legs were soaked, her trousers sticking to her. Grant’s trainers were making squelching sounds. He had switched to auto-pilot, his eyes staring, nothing at all on his mind except reaching the summit, whatever it took. 

At they clambered up the last steep incline, the land levelled off. They’d reached the summit. The rain was easing. Twenty feet away stood a cairn. Siobhan knew that sometimes hill-walkers added a rock or stone each time they ended a climb. Maybe that was how this cairn had come into being. 

‘What, no restaurant?’ Grant said, crouching down to get his breath back. The rain had stopped, a shaft of sunshine splitting the clouds and bathing the hills around in an eerie yellow glow. He was shivering, but the rain had been pouring off his cagoule and on to his sweat-shirt, soaking it. No use putting it on now. His denims had changed colour to a darker, dampened blue. 

‘Hot tea, if you want it,’ Siobhan said. He nodded and she poured him a cup. He sipped at it, studying the cairn. 

‘Are we scared what we’ll find?’ he said. 

‘Maybe we won’t find anything.’ 

He conceded as much with a nod. ‘Go look,’ he told her. So she screwed the top back on the flask and approached the cairn, walked round it. Just a pile of stones and pebbles. ‘There’s nothing here,’ she said. She got down on her haunches to take a closer look. 

‘There must be.’ Grant rose to his feet, walked towards her. ‘There’s got to be.’ 

‘Well, whatever it is, it’s well hidden.’ 

He touched a foot to the cairn, then gave a push, toppling it. Dropped to his knees, running his hands through the debris. His face was screwed up, teeth bared. Soon the pile of stones was completely flattened. Siobhan had lost interest in it, was looking around for other possibilities, seeing none. Grant thrust a hand into his cagoul pocket, pulling out the two plastic evidence bags he’d brought. She watched him stuff them under the largest rock, then begin building the cairn again. It didn’t get very high before it started to fall down. 

‘Leave it, Grant,’ Siobhan said. 

‘Useless piece of shit!’ he cried out. She couldn’t be sure who or what his words were aimed at. 

‘Grant,’ she said quietly. ‘Weather’s closing in again. Let’s head back.’ 

He seemed reluctant to go. He sat on the ground, legs stretched out, arms behind him to support himself. 

‘We got it wrong,’ he said, almost in tears. Siobhan was looking at him, knowing she needed to coax him back down the hill. He was wet and cold and losing it. She crouched in front of him. 

‘I need you to be strong, Grant,’ she said, her hands on his knees. 'You go to pieces on me, and that’s it finished. We’re a team, remember?’ 

‘A team,’ he echoed. Siobhan was nodding. 

‘So let’s act like a team and get our arses off this hill.’ 

He was staring at her hands. He reached out with his own, wrapping them around hers. She started to rise, pulling him with her. ‘Come on, Grant.’ They were both up on their feet now, and his eyes weren’t moving from her. 

‘Remember what you said?’ he asked. ‘When we were trying to get parked near Victoria Street?’ 

‘What?’ 

You asked why I always had to play by the rules . . . ’ 

‘Grant . . . ’ She tried for a look that was sympathetic rather than pitying. ‘Let’s not spoil it,’ she said quietly, trying to slide her hands out from his grip. 

‘Spoil what?’ he asked hollowly. 

‘We’re a team,’ she repeated. 

‘That’s it?’ 

He was staring at her as she nodded. She kept nodding and he slowly released her hands. Siobhan turned to move away, start the descent. She hadn’t gone five paces when Grant flew past her, bounding down the slope like a man possessed. He lost his footing once or twice but bounced straight back up again. 

‘Tell me those aren’t hailstones!’ he called out at one point. But they were: stinging Siobhan’s face as she tried to catch up. Then Grant caught his cagoule on the barbed wire as he hurdled the fence, ripping its seam. He was swearing and red-faced as he helped Siobhan over. They got into the car and just sat there for a full minute, getting their breath back. The windscreen started steaming up, so Siobhan slid her window down. The hail had stopped. The sun was coming out again. 

‘Bloody Scottish weather,’ Grant spat. ‘Is it any wonder we’ve a chip on our shoulder?’ 

‘Have we? I hadn’t noticed.’ 

He snorted, but smiled too. Siobhan looked at him, hoping it was going to be all right between them. The way he was acting, it was as if nothing had happened up there on the summit. She took off her Barbour and tossed it into the back. Grant slipped the cagoule over his head. There was steam rising from his T-shirt. From beneath the seat, Siobhan retrieved the laptop and plugged her mobile into it, booting the machine up. The mobile’s signal was weak, but it would do. 

‘Tell him he’s a bastard,’ Grant said. 

‘I’m sure he’d be thrilled to hear it.’ Siobhan started typing a message, Grant leaning over to watch. 

Just been up Hart Fell. No sign of next clue. Did I get it wrong? 

She pressed ‘send’ and waited, pouring herself a cup of tea. Grant was trying to prise his denims away from his skin. ‘Soon as we get moving, I’ll put the heater on.’ She nodded, offered him some more tea, which he took. ‘What time’s the meeting with the banker?’ 

She checked her watch. ‘We’ve a couple of hours. Time enough to home and get changed.’ 

Grant looked at the screen. ‘He’s not there, is he?’ 

Siobhan shrugged, and Grant turned the Alfa’s ignition. They drove in silence, the weather clearing ahead of them. It soon became clear that the rain had been localised. By Innerleithen, the road was bone dry. 

‘I wonder if we should have taken the A701,’ Grant mused. ‘Might have made for a shorter climb, the west side of the hill.’ 

‘Doesn’t matter now,’ Siobhan said. She could see that in his mind he was still on Hart Fell. The laptop suddenly announced that there was post. She clicked, but it was an invitation to visit a porn site. ‘That’s not the first of those I’ve had,’ she informed Grant. 

‘Makes me wonder what you got up to with your computer.’ 

‘They pick names at random,’ he said, his neck reddening. ‘I think they have some kind of system that tells them when you’re online.’ 

‘I’ll believe you,’ she said. 

‘It’s true!’ His voice was rising. 

‘Okay, okay. I really do believe you.’ 

‘I’d never do that, Siobhan.’ 

She nodded, but kept quiet. They had reached the outskirts of Edinburgh when the next message was announced. This time it was Quizmaster. Grant pulled up on to the verge and stopped the car. 

‘What’s he saying?’ 

‘Take a look.’ Siobhan angled the laptop towards him. They were a team, after all . . .

Hart Fell is all I needed. You didn’t need to climb it. 

‘Bastard,’ Grant hissed. 

Siobhan typed her response. Did Flip know that? There was nothing for a couple of minutes, then: You’re two moves away from Hellbank. Clue follows in approximately ten minutes. You have twenty-four hours to solve it. Do you wish to continue the game? 

Siobhan looked at Grant. ‘Tell him yes,’ he said. 

‘Not yet.’ When he looked at her, she held his gaze. ‘I think maybe he needs us as much as we need him.’ 

‘Can we risk that?’ 

But she was already typing: Need to know—did Flip have help? Who else was playing? 

His response was immediate: Last time of asking. Do you wish to continue? 

‘We don’t want to lose him,’ Grant warned. 

‘He knew I’d climb that hill. Probably the way he knew Flip wouldn’t.’ Siobhan chewed her bottom lip. ‘I think we can push him a bit further.’ 

‘We’re two clues away from Hellbank. That’s as far as Flip got.’ 

Siobhan nodded slowly, then began to type: Continue to next level, but please, just tell me if Flip had anyone helping her. 

Grant sat back and sucked in his breath. Nothing came back. Siobhan checked her watch. ‘He said ten minutes.’ 

'You like to gamble, don’t you?’ 

‘What’s life without a bit of risk?’ 

‘A much pleasanter, less stressful experience.’ 

She looked at him. ‘This from the boy racer.’ 

He wiped the windscreen clear of condensation. ‘If Flip didn’t need to climb Hart Fell, I wonder if she needed to do any travelling at all. I mean, could she have solved the puzzle from her bedroom?’ 

‘Meaning?’ 

‘Meaning she wouldn’t have gone anywhere that would have got her into trouble.’ 

Siobhan nodded. ‘Maybe the next clue will tell us.’ 

‘If there is a next clue.’ 

'You gotta have faith,’ she sang. 

‘That’s just what faith is to me: a song by George Michael.’ 

The laptop told them there was a message. Grant leaned over again to read it. 

A corny beginning where the mason’s dream ended. 

While they were still taking it in, another message arrived: I don’t think Flipside had any help. Is anyone helping you, Siobhan? 

She typed ‘No’ and pressed ‘send’. 

‘Why don’t you want him to know?’ Grant asked. 

‘Because he might change the rules, or even take the huff. He says Flip was on her own, I want him to think the same about me.’ She glanced at him. ‘Is that a problem?’ 

Grant thought for a moment, then shook his head. ‘So what does the latest clue mean?’ 

‘I haven’t the faintest. I don’t suppose you’re a Mason?’ 

He shook his head again. ‘Never quite got round to joining. Any idea where we might find one?’ 

Siobhan smiled. ‘In the Lothian and Borders Police? I don’t think we’ll have too much trouble . . .' 

The coffins had turned up at St Leonard’s, as had the autopsy notes. There was just the one small problem: the Falls coffin was now in the possession of Steve Holly. Bev Dodds had given it to him so it could be photographed. Rebus decided he’d have to visit Holly's office. He grabbed his jacket and walked across to the desk opposite, where Ellen Wylie was looking bored as Donald Devlin pored over the contents of a slim manila file. 

‘I have to go out,’ he explained. 

‘Lucky you. Need any company?’ 

‘Look after Professor Devlin. I won’t be long. 

Devlin looked up. ‘And where are your peregrinations taking you?’ 

‘There’s a reporter I need to talk to.’ 

‘Ah, our much-derided fourth estate.’ 

The way Devlin talked, it was getting on Rebus’s nerves. And he wasn’t alone, if Wylie’s look was anything to go by. She always sat with her chair as far from the Professor as possible, on opposite sides of the desk if she could manage it. 

‘I’ll be as quick as I can,’ he tried to reassure her, but as he walked away he knew her eyes were following him all the way to the door. 

Another thing about Devlin: he was almost too keen. Being useful again had taken years off him. He relished the autopsy reports, reciting passages aloud, and whenever Rebus was busy or trying to concentrate, you could be sure Devlin had some question to ask. Not for the first time, Rebus cursed Gates and Curt. Wylie herself had summed it up by way of a question to Rebus: ‘Remind me,’ she’d asked, ‘is he helping us or are we helping him? I mean, if I’d wanted to be a care assistant, I’d have applied to an old folk’s home . . . ’ 

In his car, Rebus tried not to count the number of pubs he passed on his route into town. 

The Glasgow tabloid had its office on the top floor of a Queen Street conversion a few doors along from the BBC. Rebus chanced his luck, parked on a single yellow line outside. The main door was wedged open, so he climbed the three flights and pulled open a glass-panelled door leading to a cramped reception area where a woman working a switchboard smiled at him as she answered the latest call. 

‘I’m afraid he’s out for the day. Do you have his mobile number?’ Her short blonde hair was tucked behind both ears. She wore a black headset consisting of earpiece and microphone. ‘Thank you,’ she said, terminating the call, only to press a button to take another. She didn’t look at Rebus, but held up a finger telling him he hadn’t been forgotten. He looked around for somewhere to sit, but there were no chairs, just an exhausted-looking cheese plant in a pot it was fast outgrowing. 

‘I’m afraid he’s out for the day,’ she told the new caller. ‘Do you have his mobile number?’ She gave this number, then terminated the call. 

‘Sorry about that,’ she told Rebus. 

‘That’s okay. I’m here to see Steve Holly, but I have the feeling I know what you’re going to say.’ 

‘He’s out for the day, I’m afraid.’ 

Rebus nodded. 

‘Do you have his—’ 

‘I do, yes.’ 

‘Was he expecting you?’ 

‘I don’t. know. I’m here to pick up the doll, if he’s finished with it.’ 

‘Ooh, that thing.’ She made a show of shivering. ‘He left it on my chair this morning. Steve’s idea of a laugh.’ 

‘The hours must fly.’ 

She smiled again, enjoying this little conspiracy against her colleague. ‘I think it’s in his cubicle.’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘Photos all done?’ 

‘Oh, yes.’ 

‘Then maybe I could . . . ?’ He pointed a thumb towards where he guessed Holly’s cubicle might be. 

‘Don’t see why not.’ The switchboard was sounding again. 

‘I’ll leave you to it then,’ Rebus said, turning round as if he knew exactly where he was going. 

It was easy enough. There were only four ‘cubicles’: desks separated by free-standing partition walls. No one was working in any of them. The small coffin was sitting next to Holly’s keyboard, a couple of test Polaroids lying on top. Rebus congratulated himself: this was best-case-scenario stuff. If Holly had been here, there’d have been questions to parry, maybe a bit of grief. He took the opportunity to give the work-space a once-over. Phone numbers and news clippings pinned to the walls, a two-inch-high Scooby Doo stuck to the top of the monitor. A Simpsons desk calendar, covered with doodles on a page three weeks out of date. A memo recorder, its battery compartment open and empty. There was a newspaper headline taped to the side of the monitor: ‘Super Cally Go Ballistic, Celtic Are Atrocious’. Rebus had a little smile: it was a modern classic, referred to a football match. Maybe Holly was a Rangers fan, maybe he just appreciated a joke. As he was about to leave, he noticed Jean’s name and phone number on the wall near the desk. He tore it down and pocketed it, then saw other numbers beneath . . . his own, plus Gill Templer’s. Beneath these were other names: Bill Pryde, Siobhan Clarke, Ellen Wylie. The reporter had home numbers for Templer and Clarke. Rebus couldn’t know if Holly had copies, but he decided to take the lot with him. 

Outside, he tried Siobhan’s mobile, but got a recording saying his call couldn’t be connected. There was a ticket on his car, no sign of the warden. They were known around town as ‘Blue Meanies’ because of their uniform. Rebus, probably the only person who’d seen Yellow Submarine in the cinema without benefit of drugs, appreciated the name, but cursed the ticket anyway, stuffing it in his glove compartment. He smoked a cigarette on the crawl back to St Leonard’s. So many of the streets now, you couldn’t go the way you wanted. Unable to take a left on to Princes Street, and with traffic stalled at Waverley Bridge due to roadworks, he ended up taking The Mound, turning off down Market Street. He had Janis Joplin on the stereo, Buried Alive in the Blues. Had to be better than a living death on Edinburgh’s roads. 

Back at the office, Ellen Wylie looked like she could sing some blues of her own. 

‘Fancy a little trip?’ Rebus asked. 

She perked up. ‘Where?’ 

‘Professor Devlin, you’re invited too.’ 

‘Sounds most intriguing.’ He wasn’t wearing a cardigan today, but a V-neck jumper, sagging beneath the arms but too short at the back. ‘Would this be some sort of mystery tour?’ 

‘Not exactly. We’re visiting a funeral parlour.’ 

Wylie stared at him. 'You’ve got to be joking.’ 

But Rebus shook his head, pointing towards the coffins arranged on his desk. ‘If you want an expert opinion,’ he said, ‘you need to ask an expert.’ 

‘Self-evidently,’ Devlin agreed. 

The undertaker’s was a short walk from St Leonard’s. Last time Rebus had been in a funeral parlour was when his father had died. He’d walked forward, touched the old man’s forehead, the way his father had taught him when his mother had died: if you touch them, Johnny, you’ll never need fear the dead. Somewhere in the city, Conor Leary was settling into his own box. Death and taxes: shared by everyone. But Rebus had known some criminals who’d never paid a bawbee’s tax in their life. It didn’t matter: when the time was right, their box was still waiting. 

Jean Burchill was already there. She rose from the chair in the reception area, as if glad of some company. The mood was sombre, despite the sprays of fresh-cut flowers. Idly, Rebus wondered if they got a discount from whoever did their wreaths. The walls were wood-panelled, and there was a faint smell of furniture polish. The brass doorhandles gleamed. Underfoot, the floor was tiled with marble, black and white squares like a chessboard. Rebus made the introductions. While shaking Jean’s hand, Devlin asked, ‘And what is it exactly that you curate?’ 

‘Nineteenth-century,’ she explained. ‘Belief systems, social concerns . . .'

‘Ms Burchill is helping us form a historical perspective,’ Rebus said. 

‘I’m not sure I understand.’ Devlin looked to her for help. 

‘I put together the display of the Arthur’s Seat coffins.’ 

Devlin’s eyebrows shot up. ‘Oh, but how fascinating! And there may be some correlation with the current spate?’ 

‘I’m not sure you could call it a “spate”,’ Ellen Wylie argued. ‘Five coffins over a thirty-year period.’ 

Devlin seemed taken aback. Perhaps he wasn’t often pulled up for his vocabulary. He gave Wylie a look, then turned to Rebus. ‘But is there some historical connection?’ 

‘We don’t know. That’s what we’re here to find out.’ 

The inner door opened and a man appeared. He was in his fifties, dressed in dark suit, crisp white shirt, and grey shimmering tie. His hair was short and silver, his face long and pale. 

‘Mr Hodges?’ Rebus asked. The man acknowledged as much with a bow. Rebus shook his hand. ‘We spoke on the phone. I’m Detective Inspector Rebus.’ Rebus introduced the others. 

‘It was,’ Mr Hodges said in a near-whisper, ‘one of the more remarkable requests I’ve received. However, Mr Patullo is waiting for you in my office. Would you care for any tea?’ 

Rebus assured him they’d be fine, and asked if Hodges would lead the way. 

‘As I explained on the phone, Inspector, these days the majority of coffins are made along what could be described as an assembly- line process. Mr Patullo is that rare woodworker who will still produce a casket to order. We’ve been using his services for years, certainly for as long as I’ve been with the firm.’ The hall they trooped along was wood-panelled like the reception area, but with no exterior lighting. Hodges opened a door and ushered them inside. The office was spacious, completely lacking in clutter. Rebus didn’t know what he’d expected: displays of bereavement cards brochures for coffins maybe. But the only clue that this office belonged to an undertaker was the very lack of any outward clues. It went beyond discretion. The clients who came in here didn’t want reminding of the visit’s purpose, and Rebus didn’t suppose it made the undertaker’s job any easier if people were bursting into tears every two minutes. 

‘I’ll leave you alone,’ Hodges said, closing the door. He’d arranged enough seats for them, but Patullo was standing beside the opaque window. He carried a flat tweed cap, the brim of which he worried between the fingers of both hands. The fingers themselves were gnarled, the skin like parchment. Rebus reckoned Patullo had to be in his mid-seventies. He still had a good head of thick silver hair, and his eyes were clear, if wary. But he held himself with a stoop, and his hand trembled when Rebus made to shake it. 

’Mr Patullo,’ he said, ‘I really appreciate you agreeing to meet us’ 

Patullo shrugged, and Rebus made one more round of introductions before telling everyone to sit down. He had the coffins ma carrier bag, and brought them out now, laying them on the unblemished surface of Mr Hodges’ desk. There were four of them- Perth, Nairn, Glasgow, plus the more recent one from Falls. 

‘I’d like you to take a look, please,’ Rebus said, ‘and tell us what you see.’ 

‘I see some wee coffins.’ Patullo’s voice was hoarse. 

‘I meant in terms of craftsmanship.’ 

Patullo reached into his pocket for his glasses, then got up and stood in front of the display. 

‘Pick them up if you like,’ Rebus said. Patullo did so, examining the lids and the dolls, peering closely at the nails. 

‘Carpet tacks and small wood nails,’ he commented. ‘The joints are a bit rough, but working to this scale . . .'

‘What?’ 

‘Well, you wouldn’t expect to see anything as detailed as a dovetail.’ He went back to his examination. 'You want to know if a coffin-maker made these?’ Rebus nodded. ‘I don’t think so. There’s a bit of skill here, but not that much. The proportions are wrong, the shape’s too much of a diamond.’ He turned each coffin over to examine its underside. ‘See the pencil marks here where he made his outline?’ Rebus nodded. ‘He measured up, then he cut with a saw. Didn’t do any planing, just some sandpaper.’ He looked at Rebus over the top of his glasses. 'You want to know if they’re all by the same hand?’ 

Again, Rebus nodded. 

‘This one’s a bit cruder,’ Patullo said, holding up the Glasgow coffin. ‘Different wood, too. The rest are pine, this is balsa. But the joints are the same, as are the measurements.’ 

‘So you think it’s the same person?’ 

‘As long as my life didn’t depend on it.’ Patullo picked up another coffin. ‘Now this one, the proportions are different. Joints aren’t so tidy. Either a rushed job, or my guess would be it’s by someone else.’ 

Rebus looked at the coffin. It was the one from Falls. 

‘So we’ve got two different people responsible?’ Wylie said. When Patullo nodded, she blew air from her mouth and rolled her eyes. Two culprits made for twice the work, and halved the chance of getting a result. 

‘A copycat?’ Rebus guessed. 

‘I wouldn’t know,’ Patullo admitted. 

‘Which brings us to . . . ’ Jean Burchill dipped a hand into her shoulder-bag, produced a box, which she opened. Inside, wrapped in tissue, was one of the Arthur’s Seat coffins. Rebus had asked her to bring it, and she made eye contact with him now, letting him know what she’d already told him in the cafe: that she was putting her job on the line. If it was discovered that she’d sneaked an artefact out of the Museum, or if anything happened to it . . . she’d be dismissed on the spot. Rebus nodded his head, letting her know he understood. She got up and placed the coffin on the desk. 

‘It’s rather delicate,’ she told Patullo. Devlin, too, had risen to his feet, and Wylie wanted a better look also. 

‘My goodness,’ Devlin gasped, ‘is that what I think it is?’ 

Jean just nodded. Patullo didn’t pick the coffin up, but bent down so his eyes were close to the level of the desk. 

‘What we’re wondering,’ Rebus said, ‘is whether you think the coffins you’ve just looked at could be modelled on this.’ 

Patullo rubbed his cheek. ‘This is a much more basic design. Still well made, but the sides are a lot straighter. It’s not the casket shape we’d recognise today. The lid has been decorated with iron studs.’ He rubbed his cheek again, then straightened up, gripping the edge of the desk for support. ‘They’re not copies of it. That’s about as much as I can tell you.’ 

‘I’ve never seen one outside the Museum,’ Devlin said, shuffling forward so he could take Patullo’s place. He beamed at Jean Burchill. 'You know, I have a theory as to who made them.’ 

Jean raised an eyebrow. ‘Who?’ 

Devlin turned his attention to Rebus. 'You remember that portrait I showed you? Dr Kennet Lovell?’ When Rebus nodded Devlin turned back to Jean. ‘He was the anatomist who carried out Burke’s autopsy. Afterwards, I think he carried a weight of guilt over the whole affair.’ 

Jean was interested. ‘Had he been buying corpses from Burke? 

Devlin shook his head. ‘There’s no historical indication that such was the case. But like many an anatomist of the day, he probably bought his share of bodies without asking too many questions as to provenance. The thing is,’ Devlin licked his lips, ‘our Dr Lovell was also interested in carpentry.’ 

‘Professor Devlin,’ Rebus told Jean, ‘owns a table he made.’ 

‘Lovell was a good man,’ Devlin was saying, ‘and a good Christian.’ 

‘He left them to commemorate the dead?’ Jean asked. 

Devlin shrugged, glanced around. ‘I’ve no evidence, of course . . .' His voice tailed off, as though he realised his animation maybe looked foolish. 

‘It’s an interesting theory,’ Jean conceded, but Devlin only shrugged again, as though realising he was being patronised. 

’Like I say, it’s well enough made,’ Patullo commented. 

‘There are other theories,’ Jean said. ‘Maybe witches or sailors made the Arthur’s Seat coffins.’ 

Patullo nodded. ‘Sailors used to be good woodworkers. In some cases it was a necessity, for others it passed a long voyage.’ 

‘Well,’ Rebus said, ‘thanks again for your time, Mr Patullo. Can we get someone to drive you home?’ 

‘I’ll be fine.’ 

They said their goodbyes, and Rebus directed his party to the Metropole cafe, where they ordered coffees and squeezed into one of the booths. 

‘One step forward, two steps back,’ Wylie said. 

‘How do you reckon?’ Rebus asked. 

‘If there’s no connection between the other coffins and the one at Falls, we’re chasing a wild goose.’ 

‘I don’t see that,’ Jean Burchill interrupted. ‘I mean, maybe I’m speaking out of turn here, but it seems to me whoever left that coffin at Falls had to get the idea from somewhere.’ 

‘Agreed,’ Wylie said, ‘but it’s far more likely they got it from a trip to the Museum, wouldn’t you say?’ 

Rebus was looking at Wylie. 'You’re saying we should ditch the four previous cases?’ 

‘I’m saying their only relevance here is if they connect to the Falls coffin, always supposing it has anything to do with the Balfour disappearance. And we can’t even be sure of that.’ Rebus started to say something, but she hadn’t finished. ‘If we go to DCS Templer with this—as we should—she’ll say the same thing I’m saying now. We’re getting further and further away from the Balfour case.’ She raised her cup to her lips and sipped. 

Rebus turned to Devlin, who was sitting next to him. ‘What do you think, Professor?’ 

‘I’m forced to agree, reluctant though I am to be cast back into the darkness of an old man’s retirement.’ 

‘There was nothing in the autopsy notes?’ 

‘Nothing as yet. It looks very much as if both women were alive when they went into the water. Both bodies sustained some injuries, but that’s not so unusual. The river would have rocks in it, so that the victim may have hit her head when falling. As to the victim in Nairn, the tides and sealife can do terrible things to a body, especially one that’s been in the water for some time. I’m sorry I can’t be more helpful.’ 

‘Everything’s useful,’ Jean Burchill said. ‘If it doesn’t rule something in, it can help rule other things out.’ 

She looked to Rebus, hoping he might smile at hearing his own words paraphrased, but his mind was elsewhere. He was worried Wylie was right. Four coffins left by the same person, one by someone completely different, no connection between the two. The problem was, he felt there was a connection. But it wasn’t something he could make someone like Wylie comprehend. There were times when instinct had to take over, no matter what the protocol. Rebus felt this was one of those times, but doubted Wylie would go along with it. 

And he couldn’t blame her for that. 

‘Maybe if you could give the notes a final look,’ he asked Devlin. 

‘Gladly,’ the old man said, bowing his head. 

‘And talk to the pathologists from either case. Sometimes they remember things . . .'

‘Absolutely.’ 

Rebus turned his attention to Ellen Wylie. ‘Maybe you should make your report to DCS Templer. Tell her what we’ve done. I’m sure there’s work for you on the main investigation.’ 

She straightened her back. ‘Meaning you’re not giving up?’ 

Rebus gave a tired smile. ‘I’m close to. Just a couple more days.’ 

‘To do what exactly?’ 

‘Convince myself it’s a dead end.’ 

The way Jean looked at him across the table, he knew she wanted to offer him something, some form of comfort: a squeeze of the hand maybe, or a few well-intentioned words. He was glad there were other people present, making the gesture impossible. Otherwise he might have blurted something out, something about comfort being the last thing he needed. 

Unless comfort and oblivion were the same thing. 

Daytime drinking was special. In a bar, time ceased to exist, and with it the outside world. For as long as you stayed in the pub, you felt immortal and ageless. And when you stumbled back out from twilight into raging daylight, people all around you going about their afternoon’s business, the world had a new shine to it. After all, people had been doing the same damned thing for centuries: plugging the holes in their consciousness with alcohol. But today . . . today Rebus was just having the two drinks. He knew he could walk out after two. To stay for three or four would mean staying either until closing time or until he keeled over. But two . . . two was a manageable number. He smiled at that word: number, with its possible other meaning—that which made you numb. Comfortably numb, as Pink Floyd would say. 

Vodka and fresh orange: not his first choice, but it didn’t leave a smell. He could walk back into St Leonard’s and no one would know. It was just that the world would seem a little softer to him. When his mobile sounded, he thought of ignoring it, but its trilling was disturbing the other drinkers, so he pushed the button. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘Let me guess,’ the voice said. It was Siobhan. 

‘In case you’re wondering, I’m not in a pub.’ Which was the cue for the young guy at the bandit to hit a big win, the coins disgorging noisily. 

'You were saying?’ 

‘I’m meeting someone.’ 

‘Do these excuses get any better?’ 

‘What do you want anyway?’ 

‘I need to pick a Mason’s brain.’ 

He misheard. You need to pick “Amazing Grace”?’ 

‘A Mason. You know, funny handshakes, trousers rolled up.’ 

‘Can’t help. I failed the audition.’ 

‘But you must know a few?’ 

He thought about it. ‘What’s all this about anyway?’ 

So she told him the latest clue. 

‘Let me think,’ he said. ‘How about the Farmer?’ 

‘Is he one?’ 

‘Going by his handshake.’ 

‘Do you think he’d mind me calling him?’ 

‘Quite the opposite.’ There was a pause. ‘Now you’re going to ask if I know his home number, and as it happens you’re in luck.’ He took out his notebook, recited the number. 

‘Thanks, John.’ 

‘How’s it going anyway?’ 

‘Okay.’ 

Rebus detected a slight reticence. ‘Everything all right with Grant?’ 

‘Fine, yes.’ 

Rebus raised his eyes to the gantry. ‘He’s there with you, isn’t he?’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘Message received. We’ll talk later. Oh, hang on.'

‘What?’ 

You ever had anything to do with someone called Steve Holly?’

‘Who is he?’ 

‘A local hack.’ 

‘Oh, him. I think we might have talked once or twice.’ 

‘He ever call you at home?’ 

‘Don’t be daft. That’s one number I keep close to my chest.’ 

‘Funny, he has it pinned to the wall in his office.’ She didn’t say anything. ‘No idea how he could have come by it?’ 

‘I suppose there are ways. I’m not giving him tip-offs or anything, if that’s what you’re implying.’ 

‘The only thing I’m implying, Siobhan, is that he needs watching. He’s as smooth as a fresh-laid turd and gives off the same smell.’ 

‘Charming. I’ve got to go.’ 

'Yes, me too.’ Rebus cut the call and drained his second drink. Right, that was that then, time to call it a day. Except there was another race coming up on TV, and he had his eye on the chestnut, Long Day’s Journey. Maybe one more wouldn’t do any harm . . . Then his phone rang again, and, cursing, he pushed his way outdoors, squinting into the sudden light. 

'Yes?’ he snapped. 

‘That was a bit naughty.’ 

‘Who’s this?’ 

‘Steve Holly. We met at Bev’s house.’ 

‘Funny, I was just talking about you.’ 

‘Only, I’m glad we met that day, or I might not have been able to place you from Margot’s description.’ Margot: the blonde receptionist with the earpiece. Not enough of a conspirator to resist grassing Rebus up . . . 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Come on, Rebus. The coffin.’ 

‘I heard you’d finished with it.’ 

‘Is it evidence then?’ 

‘No, I was just returning it to Ms Dodds.’ 

‘I’ll bet. Something’s going on here.’ 

‘Bright boy. That “something” is a police investigation. In fact I’m up to my eyes in it right now, so if you wouldn’t mind . . . ’

‘Bev said something about all these other coffins . . . ’ 

‘Did she? Maybe she misheard.’ 

'I don't think so.' Holly waited, but Rebus wasn't saying anything. ‘Fine,’ the journalist said into the silence. ‘We’ll talk later.’ We'll talk later, the very words Rebus had used to Siobhan. For a split second, he wondered if Holly had been listening in. But it wasn't possible. As the phone went dead, two things struck Rebus. One was that Holly hadn’t mentioned the phone numbers missing from his wall, so probably hadn’t noticed them yet. The other was that he’d just called Rebus on his mobile, meaning he knew the number. Normally, Rebus gave out his pager rather than his mobile. He wondered which he had given to Bev Dodds . . . 

Balfour’s Bank wasn’t much like a bank at all. For a start, it was sited on Charlotte Square, one of the most elegant parts of the New Town. Shoppers queued grimly for non-existent buses outside, but inside was very different: thick carpets, an imposing staircase, and a huge chandelier, walls recently given a coat of startling white. There were no cashiers, no queues. Transactions were dealt with by three members of staff seated at their own desks, far apart so that discretion was assured. The staff were young and well dressed. Other customers sat in comfortable chairs, selecting newspapers and magazines from the coffee table as they waited to be ushered into one of the private rooms. The atmosphere was rarefied: this was a place where money wasn’t so much respected as worshipped. It reminded Siobhan of a temple. 

‘What did he say?’ Grant Hood asked. 

She slipped her mobile back into her pocket. ‘He thinks we should talk to the Farmer.’ 

‘Is that his number?’ Grant nodded towards Siobhan’s notebook. 

'Yes.’ She’d placed the letter F beside the number: F for Farmer. It made the various addresses and phone numbers in her notebook harder to identify, should the book fall into the wrong hands. She was annoyed that a journalist she barely knew should have access to her home number. Not that he’d called her there, but all the same . . . 

‘Reckon anyone here has an overdraft?’ Grant asked. 

‘The staff might. Not so sure about their clients.’ 

A middle-aged woman had come from behind one of the doors, closing it softly behind her. She made no noise at all as she walked towards them. 

‘Mr Marr will see you now.’ 

They’d expected to be led back to the door, but instead the woman headed for the staircase. Her brisk pace kept her four or five steps ahead of them: no chance for conversation. At the end of the first- floor hall she knocked on a double set of doors and waited. 

‘Enter!’ At which command she pushed open both the doors, gesturing for the two detectives to walk past her and into the room. 

It was huge, with three floor-to-ceiling windows, covered by pale linen roller-blinds. There was a polished oak committee-table, laid with pens, notepads and water-jugs. It took up only a third of the available space. There was a seating area—sofa and chair, with a TV nearby showing stock-market fluctuations. Ranald Marr himself was standing behind his desk, a huge antique expanse of walnut. Marr, too, was burnished, his tan looking as though it had its roots in the Caribbean rather than a Nicolson Street sun-bed. He was tall, his salt-and-pepper hair immaculately barbered. His suit was a double-breasted pinstripe, almost certainly bespoke. He deigned to come forward to greet them. 

‘Ranald Marr,’ he said unnecessarily. Then, to the woman: 

‘Thank you, Camille.’ 

She closed the doors after her, and Marr gestured towards the sofa. The two detectives made themselves comfortable while Marr settled into the matching leather chair. He crossed one leg over the other. 

‘Any news?’ he asked, his face turning solicitous. 

‘Inquiries are progressing, sir,’ Grant Hood informed him. Siobhan tried not to look askance at her colleague: inquiries are progressing . . . she wondered which TV show Grant had picked that up from. 

‘The reason we’re here, Mr Marr,’ Siobhan said, ‘is because it looks like Philippa was involved in some sort of role-playing game.’ 

‘Really?’ Marr looked puzzled. ‘But what’s that got to do with me?’ 

‘Well, sir,’ Grant said, ‘it’s just that we’ve heard you like to play those sorts of games, too.’ 

“’Those sorts of .. .”?’ Marr clapped his hands together. ‘Oh, I know what you mean now. My soldiers.’ He frowned. ‘Is that what Flip was involved in? She never showed any interest 

‘This is a game where clues are given and the player has to solve each one to reach a different level.’ 

‘Not the same thing at all.’ Marr slapped his knees and rose to his feet. ‘Come on,’ he said, ‘I’ll show you.’ He went to his desk and took a key from a drawer. ‘This way,’ he said brusquely, opening the door to the hallway. He led them back to the top of the staircase, but climbed a narrower stairwell to the second storey. ‘Along here.’ As he walked, Siobhan noticed a slight limp. He disguised it well, but it was there. Probably he should have been using a stick, but she doubted his vanity would allow it. She caught wafts of eau-de- Cologne. No wedding ring on show. When he made to slip the key into a lock, she saw that his wristwatch was a complicated affair with a leather strap to match his tan. 

He opened the door and preceded them inside. The window had been covered with a black sheet, and he switched on the overhead lights. The room was half the size of his office, much of the space A taken up with something at table height. It was a model, maybe eighteen feet long by ten wide: green rolling hills, a blue strip of river. There were trees and ruined dwellings, and, covering much of the board, two armies. Several hundred soldiers, divided into regiments. The pieces themselves were less than an inch high, but the detail on each was painstaking. 

‘I painted most of them myself. Tried to keep them all that little bit different, give them a personality.’ 

'You re-enact battles?’ Grant said, picking up a cannon. Marr didn’t look happy at this transgression. He nodded, lifting the piece delicately from Grant with forefinger and thumb. 

‘That’s what I do. War-gaming, you could call it.’ He placed the piece back on the board. 

‘I went paintballing once,’ Grant told him. ‘Ever done that?’ 

Marr allowed the officer a thin smile. ‘We took the bank staff once. I can’t say I was keen: too much mess. But John enjoyed himself. He’s always threatening a return fixture.’ 

‘John being Mr Balfour?’ Siobhan guessed. 

There was a shelf stacked with books: some on modelling, some about the battles themselves. Other shelves contained clear plastic boxes within which rested armies, waiting for their chance at victory. 

‘Do you ever change the outcome?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘That’s part of the strategy,’ Marr explained. You figure out where the defeated side went wrong, and you try to alter history.’ There was a new passion in his voice. Siobhan walked over to where a seamstress’s dummy had been kitted out in uniform. There were other uniforms some better preserved than others—mounted behind glass on the walls. No weapons of any kind, just the clothes the soldiers would have worn. 

‘The Crimea,’ Marr said, pointing to one of the framed jackets. 

Grant Hood interrupted with a question. ‘Do you play against other people?’ 

‘Sometimes.’ 

‘They come here?’ 

‘Never here, no. I have a much larger layout in the garage at my house.’ 

‘Then why do you need a set-up here?’ 

Marr smiled. ‘I find that it relaxes me, helps me think. And I do get the occasional break from the desk.’ He broke off. You think it a childish hobby?’ 

‘Not at all,’ Siobhan said, only half truthfully. There was a certain ‘toys for the boys’ feel to it, and she could see the years dropping from Grant as he studied the little model armies. ‘Ever play any other way?’ she asked. 

‘How do you mean?’ 

She shrugged, as if the question had been a casual inquiry merely, keeping the conversation going. ‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘Maybe moves sent by post. I’ve heard of chess players doing that. Or how about the Internet?’ 

Grant glanced at her, seeing her gist immediately. 

‘I know of some Internet sites,’ Marr said. You get one of those camera thingies.’ 

‘Web cams?’ Grant offered. 

‘That’s it. Then you can play across continents.’ 

‘But you’ve never done that?’ 

‘I’m not the most technically gifted of people.’ 

Siobhan turned her attention back to the bookcase. ‘Ever heard of a character called Gandalf?’ 

‘Which one?’ She just looked at him. ‘I mean, I know at least two. The wizard in Lord of the Rings, and the rather odd chap who runs the games shop on Leith Walk.’ 

'You’ve been to his shop then?’ 

‘I’ve bought a few pieces from him down the years. But I mostly buy mail order.’ 

‘And over the Internet?’ 

Marr nodded. ‘Once or twice, yes. Look, who was it exactly who told you about this?’ 

‘About you liking to play games?’ Grant asked. 

'Yes.’ 

‘It’s taken you a while to ask,’ Siobhan commented. 

He glowered at her. ‘Well, I’m asking now.’ 

‘I’m afraid we’re not at liberty to say.’ 

Marr didn’t like that, but refrained from making a comment. ‘Am I right in thinking,’ he said instead, ‘that whatever game it was Flip was playing, it was nothing like this?’ 

Siobhan shook her head. ‘Nothing at all like it, sir. 

Marr looked relieved. ‘Everything all right, sir?’ Grant asked. 

‘Everything’s fine. It’s just . . . it’s proving such a terrible strain on all of us.’ 

’I’m sure that’s true,’ Siobhan said. Then, with a last expansive look around: ‘Well, thank you for letting us see your toys, Mr Marr. We’d better let you get back to work now . . . ’ But having half turned away, she stopped again. ‘I’m sure I’ve seen soldiers like these somewhere before,’ she said, as if thinking aloud. ‘Maybe in David Costello’s flat?’ 

‘I think I did give David one piece,’ Marr said. ‘Was it him who . .?’ He broke off, smiled and shook his head. ‘I forgot: you won’t be at liberty to say.’ 

‘Quite so, sir,’ Hood told him. 

As they left the building, Grant started to chuckle. ‘He didn’t like it when you called them “toys”.’ 

‘I know, that’s why I said it.’ 

‘Don’t bother trying to open an account, I can see you being blackballed.’ 

She smiled. ‘He knows about the Internet, Grant. And playing those sorts of games, he’s probably got an analytical mind.’ 

‘Quizmaster?’ 

She wrinkled her nose. ‘I’m not sure. I mean, why would he do it? What’s in it for him?’ 

Grant shrugged. ‘Maybe nothing much . . . apart from control of Balfour’s Bank.’ 

'Yes, there’s always that,’ Siobhan said. She was thinking about the playing piece in David Costello’s flat. A little gift from Ranald Marr . . . only Costello had said he’d no idea where it had come from, with its broken musket and the soldier’s head twisted round. Then he’d called her and told her about Marr’s little hobby . . . 

‘Meantime,’ Grant was saying, ‘we’re no closer to solving the clue.’ 

He broke her train of thought. She turned towards him. ‘Just promise me one thing, Grant.’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘Promise you’re not going to turn up outside my flat at midnight.’ 

‘No can do,’ Grant said, smiling. ‘We’re against the clock, remember.’ 

She looked at him again, remembering the way he’d been on top of Hart Fell, the way he’d gripped her hands. Right now, he looked like he was enjoying himself—the chase, the challenge—just a little too much. 

‘Promise,’ she said again. 

‘Okay,’ he said. ‘I promise. 

Then he turned and gave her a wink. 

Back at the station, Siobhan sat in a toilet cubicle and studied the hand which she’d brought up level with her eyes. The hand carried a slight tremble. It was curious how you could be quivering inside, yet manage not to show it. But she knew her body had other ways of manifesting outward signs: the rashes she sometimes got; the outbreaks of acne on her chin and neck; the eczema she sometimes suffered from on the thumb and forefinger of her left hand. 

She was trembling now because she was having trouble focusing on what was important. It was important to do the job well, important, too, not to piss off Gill Templer. She didn’t think her own hide was toughened the way Rebus’s was. The case was important, and maybe Quizmaster was too. It rankled that she couldn’t know for sure. She knew one thing: that the game was in danger of becoming an obsession. She kept trying to put herself in Flip Balfour’s shoes, to think along the same lines. She couldn’t be sure how well she was doing. Then there was Grant, who was looking more and more of a liability. Yet she couldn’t have come this far without him, so maybe it was important that she stay close to him. She couldn’t even be sure that Quizmaster was male. She had a gut feeling, but it was dangerous to depend on those: she’d seen Rebus screw up more than once on the strength of a gut feeling for someone’s guilt or innocence. 

She still wondered about the liaison job, and whether she’d burned her bridges there. Gill had succeeded only by becoming more like the male officers around her, people like ACC Carswell. She probably thought she’d played the system, but Siobhan suspected that it was the system which had played her, moulding her, changing her, making sure she would fit in. It meant putting up barriers, keeping your distance. It meant teaching people lessons, people like Ellen Wylie. 

She heard the door to the Ladies’ creak open. A moment later, there was a soft tapping on her cubicle door. 

‘Siobhan? That you in there?’ 

She recoguised the voice: Dilys Gemmill, one of the WPCs. ‘What’s up, Dilys?’ she called. 

‘That drink tonight, wondered if you were still on.’ 

It was a regular thing: four or five WPCs, plus Siobhan. A bar with loud music, plenty of gossip to go with the Moscow Mules. Siobhan an honorary member: the only non-uniform ever invited. 

‘I don’t think I can manage it, Dilys.’ 

‘Come on, girl . . .'

‘Next time for definite, okay?’ 

‘It’s your funeral,’ Gemmill said, moving away. 

‘I hope not,’ Siobhan muttered to herself, getting up to unlock the door. 

Rebus stood across the road from the church. He’d been home to change, but now that he was here he couldn’t make himself go in. A taxi drew up and Dr Curt stepped out. As he stopped to button his jacket, he saw Rebus. It was a small, local church, just as Leary had wanted: He’d said as much to Rebus several times during the course of their conversations. 

‘Quick, clean and simple,’ he’d stated. ‘It’s the only way I’ll have it.’ 

The church might have been small, but the congregation looked large. The Archbishop, who’d attended the Scots College in Rome with Leary, would be leading the service, and what looked like dozens of priests and officiates had filed into the church already. Clean’ it might be, but Rebus doubted the event would turn out either ‘quick’ or ‘simple’ . . . 

Curt was crossing the street. Rebus flicked the remains of his cigarette on to the roadway and slid his hands into his pockets. He noticed some ash clinging to his sleeve, but didn’t bother brushing it away. 

‘Nice day for it,’ Curt commented, studying a sky which thick cloud had turned a bruised-looking grey. It felt claustrophobic, even outdoors. When Rebus brushed a hand across the back of his head he could feel the follicles coated with sweat. On afternoons like this, Edinburgh felt like imprisonment, a city of walls. 

Curt was tugging at one of his shirt sleeves, making sure it came an inch below the jacket, exposing a hallmarked silver cuff-link. His suit was dark blue, the shirt white, his tie plain black. His black brogues had been given a polish. Always immaculately dressed. Rebus knew his own suit, though the best, the most formal he possessed, was shabby by comparison. He’d had it six, seven years, had sucked his gut in to get the trousers fastened. Hadn’t even bothered trying to button the jacket. Austin Reed he’d got it from; maybe it was time for another visit. He got few invites these days to weddings and christenings, but funerals were another matter. Colleagues, drinkers he knew .. . they were falling off the perch. Only three weeks back, he’d been to the crematorium, a woolly-suit from St Leonard’s who’d died less than a year after retiring. The white shirt and black tie had gone back on to the hanger afterwards. He’d checked the shirt collar this afternoon, before putting the shirt back on. 

‘Shall we go in then?’ Curt said. 

Rebus nodded. You go ahead.’ 

‘What’s wrong?’ 

Rebus shook his head. ‘Nothing. I’m just not sure . . . ’ He took his hands from his pockets, busied himself with another cigarette Offered one to Curt, who nodded and took it. 

‘Not sure of what?’ the pathologist asked, as Rebus lit the cigarette for him. Rebus waited until he had his own one lit. A couple of puffs and then a loud exhaling of smoke. 

‘I want to remember him the way he was to me,’ he said. ‘If I go in there, it’ll be speeches and other people’s memories. It won’t be the Conor I knew.’ 

‘The pair of you were pretty close at one time,’ Curt agreed. ‘I didn’t really know him that well.’ 

‘Is Gates coming?’ Rebus asked. 

Curt shook his head. ‘Prior commitment.’ 

‘Did the pair of you do the autopsy?’ 

‘It was a brain haemorrhage.’ 

More mourners were arriving, some on foot, others by car. Another taxi drew up, and Donald Devlin got out. Rebus thought he spotted a grey cardigan beneath the suit jacket. Devlin took the church steps at a brisk pace and disappeared inside. 

‘Was he able to help you?’ Curt asked. 

‘Who?’ 

Curt nodded towards the departing taxi. ‘The old-timer.’ 

‘Not really. He gave it his best shot though.’ 

‘Then he did as much as Gates or I could have.’ 

‘I suppose so.’ Rebus was thinking of Devlin, picturing him at the desk, poring over details, Ellen Wylie keeping her distance. ‘He was married, wasn’t he?’ he asked. 

Curt nodded again. ‘Widower. Why do you ask?’ 

‘No reason, really.’ 

Curt looked at his watch. ‘I think I’d better go in.’ He stamped the cigarette out on the pavement. ‘Are you coming?’ 

‘I don’t think so.’ 

‘What about the cemetery?’ 

‘I think I’ll give that a miss too.’ Rebus looked up at the clouds. ‘What the Americans would call a rain-check.’ 

Curt nodded. ‘I’ll see you later then.’ 

‘Next time there’s a homicide,’ Rebus confirmed. Then he turned and walked away. His head was filling with images of the mortuary, the post-mortem examination. The wooden blocks they laid the deceased’s head on. The little channels on the table which drained away the body fluids. The instruments and specimen jars . . . He thought of the jars he’d seen in the Black Museum, the way horror had mixed with fascination. One day, maybe not too far away, he knew it would be him on that table, maybe Curt and Gates preparing their day’s routine. That was what he would be to them: part of the routine, just as another routine was being played out in the church behind him. He hoped some of it would be in Latin: Leary had been a great fan of the Latin mass, would recite whole passages to Rebus, knowing he couldn’t understand. 

‘Surely in your day they taught Latin?’ he’d asked one time. 

‘Maybe at the posh school,’ Rebus had replied. ‘Where I went, it was woodwork and metalwork.’ 

‘Turning out workers for the religion of heavy industry?’ And Leary had chuckled, the sound booming from deep within his chest. Those sounds were what Rebus would remember: the clucking of his tongue whenever he felt Rebus had said anything wantonly idiotic; the exaggerated groan whenever he rose to fetch more Guinness from the fridge. 

‘Ah, Conor,’ Rebus said now, bowing his head so no passers-by would see the tears forming. 

Siobhan was on the phone to the Farmer. 

‘It’s good to hear from you, Siobhan.’ 

‘Actually, I’m after a favour, sir. Sorry to disturb your peace and quiet.’ 

‘There’s such a thing as too much peace and quiet, you know.’ The Farmer laughed, so she would assume he was joking, but she detected something behind his words. 

‘It’s important to stay active.’ She almost winced: it sounded like something from an agony column. 

‘That’s what they say all right.’ He laughed again: it sounded even more forced this time. ‘Which new hobby are you suggesting?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ Siobhan squirmed in her chair. This wasn’t quite the conversation she’d expected. Grant Hood was sitting the other side of the desk. He’d borrowed John Rebus’s chair, which looked like the one from the Farmer’s old office. ‘Maybe golf?’ 

Now Grant frowned, wondering what the hell she was talking about. 

‘I’ve always said golf spoils a good walk,’ the Farmer said. 

‘Well, walking’s good for you.’ 

‘Is it? Thanks for reminding me.’ The Farmer definitely sounded tetchy; she didn’t know quite why or how she’d hit a nerve. 

‘About this favour . . . ?’ she began. 

'Yes, better ask it quick, before I get my jogging shoes on.’ 

‘It’s sort of a clue to a puzzle.’ 

'You mean a crossword?'

'No, sir. It's something we're working on. Philippa Balfour was trying to solve all these clues, so we're doing the same.'

'And how can I help?’ He’d calmed a little; sounded interested .

‘Well, sir, the clue goes: “a corny beginning where the mason's dream ended". We're wondering if it might be "mason" as in “Masonic Lodge”.’ 

‘And someone told you I’m a Mason?’ 

'Yes.’ 

The Farmer was quiet for a moment. ‘Let me get a pen,’ he said at last. Then he had her repeat the clue while he wrote it down. ‘Capital M on Mason?’ 

‘No, sir. Does that make a difference?’ 

‘I’m not sure. Usually I’d expect a capital.’ 

‘So it could be a stonemason or something instead?’ 

‘Hang on, I’m not saying you’re wrong. I just need to think about it. Can you give me half an hour or so?’

‘Of course.’ 

‘Are you at St Leonard’s?’

'Yes, sir.’ 

‘Siobhan, you don’t need to call me “sir” any more.’ 

‘Understood . . . sir.’ She smiled. ‘Sorry, can’t help it.’ 

The Farmer seemed to brighten a little. ‘Well, I’ll call you back after I’ve given this some thought. No nearer to finding out what happened to her?’ 

‘We’re all working flat out, sir.’ 

‘I’m sure you are. How’s Gill coping?’ 

‘In her element, I think.’ 

‘She could go all the way, Siobhan, mark my words. There’s a lot you could learn from Gill Templer.’ 

Yes, sir. I’ll speak to you later.’ 

‘Bye, Siobhan.’ 

She put the phone down. ‘He’s going to mull it over,’ she told Grant. 

‘Great, and meantime the clock’s ticking.’ 

‘Okay then, clever-clogs, let’s hear your great idea.’ 

He looked at her as if measuring the challenge, then held up a finger. ‘One, it reads to me almost like a story-line. Maybe from Shakespeare or somewhere.’ A second finger. ‘Two, does it mean corny” as in old-fashioned, or is it maybe to do with where corn comes from?’ 

'You mean where corn was first grown?’ 

He shrugged. ‘Or how it starts off life as a seed: ever heard the expression “sowing the corn of an idea”?’ 

She shook her head. He held up another finger. 

‘Three, say it’s mason as in stonemason. Could it be a gravestone? That’s where all our dreams end, after all. Maybe it’s a carving of a corn-stalk.’ He bunched the raised fingers into a fist. ‘That’s what I’ve got so far.’ 

‘If it’s a gravestone, we need to know which cemetery.’ Siobhan picked up the scrap of paper on which she’d written the clue. ‘There’s nothing here, no map reference or page number . . .'

Grant nodded. ‘It’s a different kind of clue.’ He seemed to spot something else. ‘Could “a corny beginning” actually be “acorny”, as in like an acorn?’ 

Siobhan frowned. ‘Where would that get us?’ 

‘An oak tree . . . maybe oak leaves. A cemetery with “acorn or “oak” in its name?’ 

She puffed out her cheeks. ‘And where would this cemetery be, or do we have to check every town and city in Scotland?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ Grant conceded, rubbing at his temples. Siobhan let the clue drop back on to the desk. 

‘Are they getting harder?’ she asked. ‘Or is it that my brain 5 packing in?’ 

‘Maybe we just need a break,’ Grant said, trying to get comfortable in the chair. ‘We could even call it a day.’ 

Siobhan glanced up at the clock. It was true: they’d put in about ten hours already. The whole morning had been spent on a wasted trip south. She could feel her limbs aching from the climb. A long hot soak with some bath salts and a glass of Chardonnay . . . It was tempting. But she knew that when she woke up tomorrow, there’d be scant time left before the clue was void, always supposing Quizmaster stuck to his rules. The problem was, the only way to know whether he would or not was to fail to solve the clue in time. It wasn’t the sort of risk she wanted to take. 

The trip to Balfour’s Bank . . . she wondered if that had been a waste of time too. Ranald Marr and his little soldiers . . . the tip-off coming from David Costello . . . the broken playing piece in Costello’s flat. She wondered if Costello had been trying to tell her something about Marr. She couldn’t think what. Skulking at the back of her mind was the possibility that this whole exercise was a waste of time, that Quizmaster really was playing with them, that the game had nothing to do with Flip’s disappearance . . . Maybe that drink with the girls wasn’t such a bad idea . . . When her phone went, she snatched at it. 

‘DC Clarke, CID,’ she recited into the mouthpiece. 

‘DC Clarke, it’s the front desk. Got someone down here wants a word.’ 

‘Who is it?’ 

‘A Mr Gandalf.’ The speaker’s voice dropped. ‘Weird-looking bugger, like he got sunstroke in the Summer of Love and hasn’t been right since . . . '

Siobhan went downstairs. Gandalf was holding a dark-brown fedora, stroking the multicoloured feather attached to its head- band. He wore a brown leather waistcoat over the same Grateful Dead T-shirt he’d worn in his shop. The pale-blue cords had seen better days, as had the sand-shoes on his feet. 

‘Hi there,’ Siobhan said. 

His eyes widened as though he didn’t quite recognise her. 

‘It’s Siobhan Clarke,’ she said, holding out her hand. ‘We met at your shop.’ 

'Yes, yes,’ he mumbled. He stared at her hand but didn’t seem inclined to shake it, so Siobhan lowered her arm. 

‘What brings you here, Gandalf?’ 

‘I said I’d see what I could find about Quizmaster.’ 

‘That’s right,’ she said. ‘Would you like to come upstairs? I could probably rustle us up a cup of coffee.’ 

He stared at the door she’d just come through, and slowly shook his head. ‘Don’t like police stations,’ he said gravely. ‘They give off a bad vibe.’ 

‘I’m sure they do,’ Siobhan agreed. You’d rather talk outside? She looked out at the street. Still rush hour, the traffic nose to tail 

‘There’s a shop round the corner, run by some people I know . 

‘Good vibes?’ Siobhan guessed. 

‘Excellent,’ Gandalf said, his voice animated for the first time. 

‘Won’t it be shut?’ 

He shook his head. ‘They’re still open. I checked.’ 

‘All right then, just give me a minute.’ Siobhan walked over to the desk, where a shirtsleeved officer was watching from behind a glass shield. ‘Can you buzz upstairs to DC Hood, tell him I’ll be back in ten?’ 

The officer nodded. 

‘Come on then,’ Siobhan told Gandalf. ‘What’s the shop called anyway?’ 

‘Out of the Nomad’s Tent.’ 

Siobhan knew the place. It was more warehouse than shop, and sold gorgeous carpets and crafts. She’d splashed out there once on a kilim, because the rug she’d coveted was out of her price range. A lot of the stuff came from India and Iran. As they walked in, Gandalf waved a greeting to the proprietor, who waved back and returned to some paperwork. 

‘Good vibes,’ Gandalf said with a smile, and Siobhan couldn’t help but smile back. 

‘Not sure my overdraft would agree,’ she said. 

‘It’s only money,’ Gandalf told her, as though imparting some great wisdom. 

She shrugged, keen to get down to business. ‘So, what can you tell me about Quizmaster?’ 

‘Not a great deal, except that he may have other names. 

‘Such as?’ 

‘Questor, Quizling, Myster, Spellbinder, OmniSent . . . How many do you want?’ 

‘What does it all mean?’ 

‘These are names used by people who’ve set challenges on the Internet.’ 

‘Games that are happening right now?’ 

He reached out his hand to touch a rug hanging from the nearest wall. You could study this pattern for years,’ he said, ‘and still not wholly understand it.’ 

Siobhan repeated her question and he seemed to come to himself. 

‘No, they’re old games. Some involving logic puzzles, numerology others where you took on a role, like knight or apprentice wizard.’ He glanced towards her. ‘We’re talking about the virtual world. Quizmaster could have virtually any number of names at his disposal.’ 

‘And no way of tracing him?’ 

Gandalf shrugged. ‘Maybe if you asked the CIA or the FBI . . . ’ 

‘I’ll bear that in mind.’ 

He shifted slightly in what was almost a squirm. ‘I did learn one other thing.’ 

‘What?’ 

He took a sheet of paper from the back pocket of his cords, handed it to Siobhan, who unfolded it. A news cutting from three years before. It concerned a student who had disappeared from his home in Germany. A body had been found on a remote hillside in the north of Scotland. It had been lying there many weeks, even months, disturbed only by the local wildlife. Identification had proven difficult, the corpse reduced to skin and bone. Until the parents of the German student had widened their search. They became convinced the body on the hillside was that of their son, J~rgen. A revolver had been found twenty feet from the corpse. A single bullet had pierced the young man’s skull. The police had it down as suicide, explained away the location of the firearm by saying a sheep or some other animal could have moved it. Plausible, Siobhan had to concede. But the parents still weren’t convinced that their son hadn’t been murdered. The gun wasn’t his, and couldn’t be traced. The bigger question was: how had he ended up in the Scottish Highlands? No one seemed to know. Then Siobhan frowned, had to read the story’s final paragraph again: Jurgen was keen on role-playing games, and spent many hours surfing the Internet. His parents think it possible that their student son became involved in some game which had tragic consequences. 

Siobhan held up the dipping. ‘Is this all there is?’ He nodded. ‘Just the one story.’ 

‘Where did you get it?’ 

‘From someone I know.’ He held out his hand. ‘He’d like it back.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because he’s writing a book about the perils of the e-universe. Incidentally, he’d like to interview you some time, too.’ 

‘Maybe later.’ Siobhan folded the dipping but made no attempt to hand it back. ‘I need to keep this, Gandalf. Your friend can have it when I’m finished with it.’ 

Gandalf looked disappointed in her, as though she’d failed to keep her side of some bargain. 

‘I promise he can have it back when I’m finished.’ 

‘Couldn’t we just photocopy it?’ 

Siobhan sighed. An hour from now, she hoped she’d be in that bathtub, maybe with a gin and tonic replacing the wine. ‘All right,’ she said. ‘Come back to the station and . . . ’ 

‘They’ll have a copier here.’ He was pointing towards the corner where the proprietor sat. 

‘Okay, you win.’ 

Gandalf brightened at this, as though those three little words were the sweetest ones he knew. 

Back at the station, having left Gandalf at Out of the Nomad’s Tent, Siobhan found Grant Hood scrunching another sheet of paper into a ball and failing to hit the waste-paper bin with it. 

‘What’s up?’ she asked. 

‘I got wondering about anagrams. 

‘And?’ 

‘Well, if the town of Banchory didn’t have that “h”, it would be an anagram of “a corny b”.’ 

Siobhan burst out laughing, slapping her hand to her mouth when she saw Grant’s look. 

‘No,’ he said, ‘go ahead and laugh.’ 

‘God, I’m sorry, Grant. I think I’m nearing a state of mild hysteria.’ 

‘Should we try e-mailing Quizmaster, tell him we’re stuck?’ 

‘Maybe nearer the deadline.’ Looking over his shoulder at the remaining sheet of paper, Siobhan saw that he was working on anagrams for ‘mason’s dream’. 

‘Call it a day?’ he suggested. 

‘Maybe.’ 

He caught her tone of voice. You’ve got something?’ 

‘Gandalf,’ she said, handing over the news story. She watched him read, noticing that his lips moved slightly. She wondered if he’d always done it . . . 

‘Interesting,’ he said at last. ‘Do we follow it up?’ 

‘I think we have to, don’t you?’ 

He shook his head. ‘Hand it over to the inquiry. We’ve got our work cut out with this bloody clue.’ 

‘Hand it over . . . ?’ She was aghast. ‘This is ours, Grant. What if it turns out to be vital?’ 

‘Christ, Siobhan, listen to yourself. It’s an inquiry, lots of people all chipping in. It doesn’t belong to us. You can’t be selfish with something like this.’ 

‘I just don’t want someone else stealing our thunder.’ 

‘Even if it means finding Flip Balfour alive?’ 

She paused, screwed up her face. ‘Don’t be stupid.’

‘This all comes from John Rebus, doesn’t it?’ 

Colour rose to her cheeks. ‘What does?’ 

‘Wanting to keep it all to yourself, like the whole investigation’s down to you and you alone.’ 

‘Bollocks.’ 

'You know it yourself; I can see it just by looking at you.’ 

‘I don’t believe I’m hearing this.’ 

He stood up to face her. They were no more than a foot apart, the office empty. You know it,’ he repeated quietly. 

‘Look, all I was trying to say . . . ’ 

'. . . was that you don’t want to share, and if that doesn’t sound like Rebus, I don’t know what does.’ 

'You know your trouble?’ 

‘I get the feeling I’m about to find out.’ 

'You’re too chicken, always playing by the rule-book.’ 

'You’re a cop, not a private detective.’ 

‘And you’re chicken. Blinkers on and toeing the line.’ 

‘Chickens don’t wear blinkers,’ he spat back. 

‘They must, because you do!’ she exploded. 

‘That’s right,’ he said, seeming to calm a little, head bobbing. 

‘That’s right: I always play by the rules, don’t I?’ 

‘Look, all I meant was—’ 

He grabbed her arms, pulled her to him, his mouth seeking hers. Siobhan’s body went rigid, then her face twisted away. The grip he had on her arms, she couldn’t move them. She’d backed up against the desk, stuck there. 

‘A good close working partnership,’ a voice boomed from the doorway. ‘That’s what I like to see.’ 

Grant’s grip on her fell away as Rebus walked into the room. 

‘Don’t mind me,’ he continued. ‘Just because I don’t indulge in these new-fangled methods of policing doesn’t mean I don’t approve.’ 

‘We were just . . . ’ Grant’s voice died. Siobhan had walked round the desk and was lowering herself shakily into her chair. Rebus approached. 

‘Finished with this?’ He meant the Farmer’s chair. Grant nodded and Rebus wheeled it back towards his own desk. He noticed that on Ellen Wylie’s desk, the autopsy reports were tied back up with string: conclusions reached, and of no further use. ‘Did the Farmer get you a result?’ he asked. 

‘Hasn’t called back,’ Siobhan said, trying to control her voice. ‘I was just about to phone him.’ 

‘But you mistook Grant’s tonsils for the receiver, eh?’ 

‘Sir,’ she said, keeping her voice level, though her heart was pounding, ‘I wouldn’t want you to get the wrong impression about what happened here . . . '

Rebus held up a hand. ‘Nothing to do with me, Siobhan. You’re dead right. Let’s say no more about it.’ 

‘I think something needs to be said.’ Her voice had risen. She glanced over towards where Grant was standing, body turned away from her, head twisted so his eyes were not quite on her. 

But she knew he was pleading. Mr Boy-Tekky-Racer! Mr Nerdy- Well with his gadgets and flash car! 

Better make that a bottle of gin, a whole crateful of gin. And sod the bath. 

‘Oh?’ Rebus was asking, genuinely curious now. 

I could finish your career right here, Grant. ‘It’s nothing,’ she said finally. Rebus stared at her, but she kept her eyes fixed on the paperwork before her. 

‘Anything happening your end, Grant?’ he asked blithely, settling into his chair. 

‘What?’ Colour bloomed in Grant’s cheeks. 

‘The latest clue: anywhere near solving it?’ 

‘Not really, sir.’ Grant was standing by one of the other desks, gripping its edge. 

‘How about you?’ Siobhan asked, shifting in her seat. 

‘Me?’ Rebus tapped a pen against his knuckles. ‘I think today I’ve managed to achieve the square root of bugger all.’ He threw the pen down. ‘Which is why I’m buying.’ 

‘Already had a couple of drinks?’ Siobhan asked. 

Rebus’s eyes narrowed. ‘A few. They put a friend of mine into the ground. Tonight, I was planning a private wake. If either of you would like to join me, that would be fine.’ 

‘I need to go home,’ Siobhan said. 

‘I don’t . . .'

‘Come on, Grant. It’ll be good for you.’ 

Grant looked in Siobhan’s direction, seeking guidance, or maybe permission. ‘I suppose I might manage the one,’ he conceded. 

‘Good lad,’ Rebus told him. ‘One drink it is.’ 

Having nursed his pint while Rebus downed two double whiskies and two beers, Grant was dismayed to find another half poured into his glass as soon as there was room for it. 

‘I have to drive home,’ he warned. 

‘Bloody hell, Grant,’ Rebus complained, ‘that’s about all I’ve heard from you. 

‘Sorry.’ 

‘And apologies make up the rest. I can’t see there’s any need to apologise for snogging Siobhan.’ 

‘I don’t know how it happened.’ 

‘Don’t try to analyse it.’ 

‘I think the case just got . . .’ He broke off at the sound of a dull electronic bleeping. Yours or mine?’ he asked, already reaching into his jacket. But it was Rebus’s mobile. He angled his head to let Grant know he was taking it outside. 

‘Hello?’ Cool twilight, taxis looking for trade. A woman nearly tripped over a cracked paving slab. A young man, shaven head and nose-ring, helped her retrieve the oranges which had tumbled from her shopping bag. A small act of kindness . . . but Rebus watched until the youth moved away, just in case. 

‘John? It’s Jean. Are you working?’ 

‘Surveillance,’ Rebus told her. 

‘Oh dear, do you want me to . . . ?’ 

‘It’s okay, Jean. I was joking. I’m just out having a drink.’ 

‘How was the funeral?’ 

‘I didn’t go. I mean, I did go, but I couldn’t face it.’ 

‘And now you’re drinking?’ 

‘Don’t start with the help-line stuff.’ 

She laughed. ‘I wasn’t going to. It’s just that I’m sitting here with a bottle of wine and the TV . . .' 

‘And?’ 

‘And some company would be nice.’ 

Rebus knew he was in no state to drive; not much of a state for anything, if it came to it. ‘I don’t know, Jean. You’ve not seen me after a drink.’ 

‘What, you turn into Mr Hyde?’ She laughed again. ‘I had that with my husband. I doubt you could show me anything new.’ Her voice strained for levity, but there was an edge to it. Maybe she was nervous about asking him: no one liked a rejection. Or maybe there was more to it . . .

‘I suppose I could take a taxi.’ He studied himself: still in the funeral suit, the tie removed and top two buttons of the shirt undone. ‘Maybe I should go home and change.’ 

‘If you like.’ 

He looked across the street. The woman with the shopping was waiting at the bus stop now. She kept glancing into her bag as if checking everything was there. City life: mistrust part of the armour you wore; no such thing as a simple good deed. 

‘I’ll see you soon,’ he said. 

Back in the pub, Grant was standing next to his empty pint glass. As Rebus came forwards, he raised his hands in a show of surrender. 

‘Got to go.’ 

'Yes, me too,’ Rebus said. 

Grant looked somehow disappointed, as though he’d wanted Rebus to go on drinking, getting drunker. Rebus looked at the empty glass, wondering if the barman had been persuaded to ditch its contents. 

'You all right to drive?’ Rebus asked. 

‘I’m fine.’ 

‘Good.’ Rebus slapped Grant’s shoulder. ‘In that case, you can give me a lift to Portobello . . .'

Siobhan had spent the past hour trying to clear her head of anything and everything to do with the case. It wasn’t working. The bath hadn’t worked; the gin was refusing to kick in. The music on her hi-fi—Mutton Birds, Envy of Angels—wasn’t cocooning her the way itusually did. The latest clue was ricocheting around her skull. And every thirty seconds or so . . . here it came again! . . . she watched a replay of Grant pinning her arms, while John Rebus—of all people!—watched from the doorway. She wondered what would have happened if he hadn’t announced his presence. She wondered how long he’d been there, and whether he’d heard any of their argument. 

She leapt back up from the sofa and started pacing the room again, glass in hand. No, no, no . . . as if repeating the word could make everything go away, never have happened. Because that was the problem. You couldn’t unmake something. 

‘Stupid bitch,’ she said aloud in a sing-song voice, repeating the phrase until the words lost their meaning. 

Stupidbitchstupidbitch . . . 

No no no no no no . . . 

The mason’s dream . . . 

Flip Bal four . . . Gandalf . . . Ranald Marr . . .

Grant Hood. 

Stupidbitchstupidbitch . . . 

She was over by the window when the track ended. In the momentary silence, she heard a car turning into the end of her street, and instinct told her who it was. She ran to the lamp and stamped down on the floor-switch, plunging the room into darkness. There was a light on in her hallway, but she doubted it could be seen from outside. She was afraid to move, afraid she would cast a telltale shadow. The car had stopped. The next track was playing. She reached down for the remote and used it to turn off the CD player. Now she could hear the car idling. Her heart was pounding. 

Then the door buzzer, telling her someone was outside and wanting in. She waited, didn’t move. Her fingers were so tight around the glass that they began to cramp. She changed hands. The buzzer again. 

No no no no . . . 

Just leave it, Grant. Get in the Alfa and go home. Tomorrow we can start pretending it never happened. 

Bzzzz bzzzz zzzz . . . 

She began to hum softly to herself; a tune she was making up. Not even a tune really; just sounds to compete with the buzzer and the blood singing in her ears. 

She heard a car door close, relaxed a little. Nearly dropped the glass when her phone started ringing. 

She could see it by the light of the streetlamp. It was lying on the floor by the sofa. Six rings and the answering machine would kick in. Two . . . three . . . Four . . .

Maybe the Farmer! 

‘Hello?’ She slumped on to the sofa, phone to her ear. 

‘Siobhan? It’s Grant.’ 

‘Where are you?’ 

'I’ve just been ringing your doorbell.’ 

‘Mustn’t be working. What can I do for you?’

‘Letting me in would be a start.’ 

‘I’m tired, Grant. Just going to bed.’ 

‘Five minutes, Siobhan.’ 

‘I don’t think so.’ 

‘Oh.’ The silence was like a third party, some huge, humourless friend only one of them had invited. 

‘Just go home, eh? I’ll see you in the morning.’ 

‘That might be too late for the Quizmaster.’ 

‘Oh, you’re here to talk about work?’ She slid her free hand up her body, tucking it beneath the arm holding the phone. 

‘Not exactly,’ he admitted. 

‘No, I didn’t think so. Look, Grant, let’s call it a moment of madness, eh? I think I can live with that.’ 

‘That’s what you think it was?’ 

‘Don’t you?’ 

‘What are you scared of, Siobhan?’ 

‘How do you mean?’ Her voice hardening. 

A short silence before he relented, telling her: ‘Nothing. I didn’t mean anything. Sorry.’ 

‘I’ll see you in the office then.’ 

‘Right.’ 

‘Get a good night’s sleep. We’ll crack the clue tomorrow.’ 

 ‘If you say so. 

‘I do. Goodnight, Grant.’ 

“Night, Shiv.’ 

She ended the call, didn’t even take the time to tell him she hated ‘Shiv’: girls at school had used it. One of her boyiriends at college had liked it, too. He told her it was slang for a knife. Siobhan: even the teachers at her school in England had had trouble with her name. ‘See-Oban’ they’d pronounce it, and she would have to correct them. 

Night, Shiv . . . 

Stupidbitch . . . 

She heard his car move off, watched the play of headlights across her ceiling and far wall. She sat there in the dark, finishing her drink without tasting it. When her phone rang again, she swore out loud. 

‘Look,’ she roared into the mouth piece, ‘just let it go, okay?’ 

‘Well . . . if you say so.’ It was the Farmer’s voice. 

‘Oh, hell, sir, I’m sorry. 

‘Expecting another call?’ 

‘No, I . . . maybe another time.’ 

‘Fair enough. I’ve been doing some ringing round. There are people who know the Craft far better than I do, I thought maybe they could shed some light.’ 

His tone told her what she needed to know. ‘No joy?’ 

‘Not as such. But a couple of folk have still to get back to me. Nobody home, so I left messages. Nil desperandum: that’s what they say, isn’t it?’ 

Her smile was bleak. ‘Some of them probably do, yes.’ Hopeless optimists, for example. 

‘So you can expect another call tomorrow. What time’s the cut- off?’ 

‘Late morning.’ 

‘Then I’ll make some follow-up calls first thing.’ 

‘Thank you, sir.’ 

‘It’s nice to feel useful again.’ He paused. ‘Things getting you down, Siobhan?’ 

‘I’ll cope.’ 

‘I’d put money on it. Speak to you tomorrow.’ 

‘Goodnight, sir.’ 

She put the phone down. Her drink was finished. This all comes from John Rebus, doesn’t it? Grant’s words to her during their argument. Now here she was with an empty glass in her hand, sitting in the dark, staring out the window. 

‘I’m not like him at all,’ she said out loud, then she picked up the phone again and called his number. Got his answering machine. She knew she could try his mobile. Maybe he was out on the bevvy; almost certainly he was out on the bevvy. She could meet up with him, explore the city’s late openers, each dimly lit howff protection against the dark. 

But he’d want to talk about Grant, about the clinch he thought he’d found them in. It would be there between them, no matter what the conversation. 

She thought about it for a minute, then called his mobile anyway, but it was switched off. Another answering service; another message not left. Last-chance saloon was his pager, but she was winding down now. A mug of tea . . . she’d take it to bed with her. She switched the kettle on, looked for the tea-bags. The box was empty. All she had were some little sachets of herbal stuff: camomile. She wondered if the petrol station at Canonmills would be open . . . maybe the chip shop on Broughton Street. Yes, that was it . . . she could see the answer to her problems! She slipped her shoes and coat on, made sure she had keys and money. When she went out, she checked that the door had locked behind her. Down the stairs and out into the night, searching for the one ally she could depend on, no matter what. 

Chocolate. 
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It had just gone seven thirty when the phone woke her up. She staggered from bed, padded through to the living room. She had one hand on her forehead; the other reached for the handset. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘Good morning, Siobhan. Didn’t wake you, did I?’ 

‘No, I was just making breakfast.’ She blinked a few times, then stretched her face, trying to get her eyes open. The Farmer sounded like he’d been up for hours. 

‘Well, I don’t want to keep you, only I’ve just had a very interesting phone call.’ 

‘One of your contacts?’ 

‘Another early riser. He’s in the middle of writing a book about the Knights Templar, connecting them to the Masons. That’s probably why he saw it straight away.’ 

Siobhan was in the kitchen now. She checked there was water in the kettle and switched it on. Enough instant coffee in the jar for maybe two or three cups. She had to do a supermarket run one of these days. Crumbs of chocolate on the worktop. She pressed her finger to them, lifting them to her mouth. 

‘Saw what?’ she said. 

The Farmer started laughing. You’re not awake yet, are you?’ 

‘A bit groggy, that’s all.’ 

‘Late night?’ 

‘Maybe one Rolo too many. Saw what, sir?’ 

‘The clue. It’s a reference to Rosslyn Chapel. You know where that is?’ 

‘I was there not too long ago.’ Another case; one she’d worked with Rebus. 

‘Then maybe you saw it: one of the windows apparently is decorated with carvings of maize.’ 

‘I don’t remember.’ But she was waking up now. 

'Yet the chapel was built before maize was known in Britain.’ 

“’A corny beginning”,’ she recited. 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘And the mason’s dream?’ 

‘Something you must have noticed in the chapel: two elaborate pillars. One is called the Mason’s Pillar, the other the Apprentice Pillar. The story goes, the Master Mason decided to go abroad to study the design for the pillar he was to construct. But while he was away, one of his apprentices had a dream about the way the finished pillar should look. He got to work and created the Apprentice Pillar. When the Master Mason returned, he was so jealous he went after the apprentice and bludgeoned him to death with a mallet.’ 

‘So the mason’s dream ended with the pillar?’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

Siobhan went through the story in her head. ‘It all fits,’ she said at last. ‘Thanks so much, sir.’ 

‘Mission accomplished?’ 

‘Well, not quite. I’ve got to go.’ 

‘Call me some other time, Siobhan. I want to hear how it ends.’ 

‘I will. Thanks again.’ 

She ran both hands through her hair. A corny beginning where the mason’s dream ended. Rosslyn Chapel. It was in the village of Roslin, about six miles south of the city. Siobhan picked up her phone again, ready to call Grant . . . But then she put it down. Over at the laptop, she sent an e-mail to Quizmaster: 

The Apprentice Pillar, Rosslyn Chapel. 

Then she waited. She drank a cup of weak coffee, using it to wash down two paracetamol. She went into the bathroom and had a shower. She was rubbing her hair dry with a towel when she walked back into the living room. There was still no message from Quizmaster. She sat down again, chewed her bottom lip. They hadn’t needed to go to Hart Fell: the name had been enough. In less than three hours, time would be up. Did Quizmaster want her to go to Roslin? She sent another e-mail: 

Do I stay or do I go? 

Again she waited. The second cup of coffee was weaker than the first. The jar was empty now. If she wanted anything else to drink, it would have to be camomile tea. She wondered if Quizniaster could have gone somewhere. She got the feeling he would take a laptop and mobile with him wherever he went. Maybe he’d even run it twenty-four/seven, just like she’d been doing. He’d want to know when messages came through. 

So what was he playing at? 

‘Can’t risk it,’ she said out loud. One final message: I’m going to the chapel. Then she went to get dressed. 

She got into her car, placed the laptop on the passenger seat. She thought again about calling Grant, but decided against it. She’d be all right; she could take any flak he threw at her . . . 

. . . you don’t want to share. And if that doesn’t sound like Rebus, I don’t know what does. 

Grant’s words to her. Yet here she was heading off to Roslin on her own. No back-up, and having alerted Quizmaster that she was coming. Before she’d reached the top of Leith Walk she’d made up her mind. She turned the car in the direction of Grant’s flat. 

It was just gone eight fifteen when the phone woke Rebus up. It was his mobile. He’d plugged it into a wall socket last thing, charged it overnight. He slid from the bed and got his feet caught in the clothes strewn across the carpet. Down on hands and knees, he fumbled for the phone, held it to his ear. 

‘Rebus,’ he said. ‘And this had better be good.’

'You’re late,’ the voice said. Gill Templer. 

‘Late for what?’ 

‘The big story.’ 

Still on hands and knees, Rebus glanced towards the bed. No sign of Jean. He wondered if she’d gone to work. 

‘What big story?’ 

'Your presence is requested in Holyrood Park. A body’s been found on Arthur’s Seat.’ 

‘Is it her?’ Rebus felt his skin suddenly go clammy. 

‘Hard to judge at this stage.’ 

‘Oh, Christ.’ He angled his neck, eyes to the ceiling. ‘How did she die?’ 

‘Body’s been there a while.’ 

‘Are Gates and Curt on the scene?’ 

‘Expected shortly.’ 

‘I’ll go straight there.’ 

‘Sorry to have disturbed you. Not at Jean’s by any chance?’ 

‘Is that a wild guess?’ 

‘Maybe call it woman’s intuition.’ 

‘Bye, Gill.’ 

‘Bye, John.’ 

As he was switching off the phone, the door swung open and Jean Burchill walked in. She was wearing a towelling robe and carrying a tray: orange juice and toast, a cafetiere full of coffee. 

‘My,’ she said, ‘don’t you look fetching?’ 

Then she saw the look on his face and her smile vanished. ‘What’s wrong?’ she asked. 

So he told her. 

Grant yawned. They’d picked up a couple of beakers of coffee from a newsagent’s, but even so he wasn’t fully awake yet. His hair was standing up at the back, and he seemed conscious of it, kept trying to press it flat with his hand. 

‘Didn’t get much sleep last night,’ he said, glancing in Siobhan’s direction. She kept her eyes on the road. 

‘Anything in the paper?’ 

He had the day’s tabloid—bought along with the coffees—open across his lap. ‘Not much.’ 

‘Anything about the case?’ 

‘I don’t think so. Relegated to oblivion.’ He had a sudden thought, started patting his pockets. 

‘What?’ For a split second, she thought maybe he’d forgotten some vital medication. 

‘My mobile. Must’ve left it on the table.’ 

‘We’ve got mine.’ 

'Yes, hooked to my ISP: what happens if someone tries calling?’ 

‘They’ll leave a message.’ 

‘I suppose so . . . Look, about yesterday . . .' 

‘Let’s pretend it never happened,’ she said quickly. 

‘But it did.’ 

‘I just wish it hadn’t, all right?’ 

You’re the one who was always complaining I—’ 

‘Subject closed, Grant.’ She turned to him. ‘I mean it. It’s either closed, or I take it to the boss—your call.’ 

He started to say something, but stopped himself, folded his arms across his chest. Virgin AM was playing quietly on the stereo. She liked it; helped her wake up. Grant wanted something newsy, Radio Scotland or Radio Four. 

‘My car, my stereo,’ was all she’d said to that. 

Now he asked her to repeat what she’d already told him about the Farmer’s call. She did, glad that they were staying off the subject of the clinch. 

Grant sipped his coffee while she spoke. He was wearing sunglasses, though there was no sun. They were Ray-Bans, tortoiseshell frames. 

‘Sounds good,’ he said when she’d finished. 

‘I think so,’ she agreed. 

‘Almost too easy.’ 

She snorted. ‘So easy we almost missed it.’ 

He shrugged. ‘It didn’t take any skill, that’s what I’m saying. It’s the sort of thing you either know or you don’t.’ 

‘Like you said, a different kind of clue.’ 

‘How many Masons do you suppose Philippa Balfour knows?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘It’s how you found out. How would she have worked it out?’ 

‘She was studying art history, wasn’t she?’ 

‘True. So she might have come across Rosslyn Chapel in her studies?’ 

‘Possibly.’ 

‘And would Quizmaster have known that?’ 

‘How could he?’ 

‘Maybe she told him what she was studying.’ 

‘Maybe.’ 

‘Otherwise, it’s just not the sort of clue she’d have been able to get. Do you see what I’m saying?’ 

‘I think so. You’re saying it needed specialist knowledge that the previous clues didn’t?’ 

‘Something like that. Of course, there is one other possibility.’ 

‘Which is?’ 

‘That Quizmaster knew damned fine she’d know a little of Rosslyn Chapel, whether she told him what she was studying or not.’ 

Siobhan saw what he was getting at. ‘Someone who knows her? You’re saying Quizmaster is one of her friends?’ 

Grant peered at her over the top of his Ray-Bans. ‘Wouldn’t surprise me if Ranald Marr turned out to be a Mason, man in his line of work . . .'

‘No, nor me,’ Siobhan said thoughtfully. ‘We might just have to go back and ask him.’ 

They turned off the main road and drove into the village of Roslin. Siobhan parked the car beside the chapel’s gift shop. The door was locked tight. 

‘Place doesn’t open till ten,’ Grant said, reading from the notice. ‘How long do you reckon we’ve got?’ 

‘If we wait till ten, not very long.’ Siobhan was sitting in the car, checking that there were no new e-mails for her. 

‘There must be somebody.’ Grant banged on the door with his fist. Siobhan got out of the car and studied the wall surrounding the chapel grounds. 

‘Any good at climbing?’ she asked Grant. 

‘We could give it a go,’ he said. ‘But what if the chapel’s locked too?’ 

‘What if someone’s in there giving it a quick spit and polish?’ 

He nodded. But then there was the sound of a bolt being drawn back. The door opened and a man stood there. 

‘We’re not open yet,’ he said sternly. 

Siobhan showed him her warrant card. ‘Police officers, sir. Afraid we can’t wait.’ 

They followed him along a path towards the chapel’s side door. The building itself was covered with a huge canopy. From her previous visit, Siobhan knew there was a problem with the roof. It had to dry out before work could be done on it. The chapel was small on the outside, but seemed larger inside, a trick of its ornate decoration. The ceiling itself was stunning, even if much of it was green with damp and decay. Grant stood in the central aisle, gawping much as she had done the first time she’d come here. 

‘It’s incredible,’ he said quietly, his words echoing back off the walls. There were carvings everywhere. But Siobhan knew what she was looking for, and walked straight towards the Apprentice Pillar. It was next to some steps leading down to the sacristy. The pillar was about eight feet high, carved ribbons snaking down it. 

‘This it?’ Grant said. 

‘This is it.’ 

‘So what are we looking for?’ 

‘We’ll know when we find it.’ Siobhan ran her hands over the cool sufface of the pillar, then crouched down. Intertwined dragons were coiled around the base. The tail of one of them, twisting back on itself, had left a small nook. She reached in with finger and thumb and brought out a small square of paper. 

‘Bloody hell,’ Grant said. 

She didn’t bother with gloves or an evidence bag, knew by now that Quizmaster wouldn’t have left anything useful to Forensics. It was a piece of notepaper, folded over three times. She unfolded it, Grant shifting so they could both see what was printed there. 

You are the Seeker. Your next destination is Hellbank. Instructions to follow. 

‘I don’t get it,’ Grant said. ‘All of this, just for that?’ His voice was rising 

Siobhan read the message through again, turned the paper over. Its other side was blank. Grant had spun on his heels and kicked air. 

‘Bastard!’ he called out, earning a frown from the guide. ‘I bet he’s having a bloody good laugh, seeing us chasing all over the place!’ 

‘I think that’s part of it, yes,’ Siobhan agreed quietly. He turned to her. ‘Part of what?’ 

‘Part of the attraction for him. He likes to see us being run ragged.’ 

'Yes, but he doesn’t see us, does he?’ 

‘I don’t know. I sometimes get the feeling he might be watching.’ 

Grant stared at her, then walked up to the guide. ‘What’s your name?’ 

‘William Eadie.’ 

Grant had his notebook out. ‘And what’s your address, Mr Eadie?’ He started to take down Eadie’s details. 

‘He’s not the Quizmaster,’ Siobhan stated. 

‘The who?’ Eadie asked, his voice wavering. 

‘Never mind,’ Siobhan said, dragging Grant away by the arm. They went back to the car, and Siobhan started typing an e-mail: 

Ready for Hellbank clue. 

She sent it, then sat back. 

‘Now what?’ Grant asked. Siobhan shrugged. But then the laptop announced there was a new message. She clicked to read it. 

Ready to give up? That’s a surer thing. 

Grant let out a hiss of breath. ‘Is this a clue or a taunt?’ 

‘Maybe both.’ Another message came through: 

Hellbank by six tonight. 

Siobhan nodded. ‘Both,’ she repeated. 

‘Six? He’s only giving us eight hours.’ 

‘No time to waste then. What’s a surer thing?’ 

‘Not a clue.’ 

She looked at him. You don’t think it’s a clue?’ 

He forced a smile. ‘That’s not what I meant. Let’s take another look at it.’ Siobhan put the message back up on the screen. You know what it looks like?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘A crossword clue. I mean, it’s not quite grammatical, is it? It almost makes sense, but doesn’t.’ 

Siobhan nodded. ‘Like it’s a bit strained?’ 

‘If it was a crossword clue . . .’ Grant pursed his lips. A little vertical crease appeared between his eyebrows as he concentrated. ‘If it was a clue, then “give up” could mean “yield”, as in yielding meaning. Do you see?’ 

He fumbled in his pocket, brought out his notebook and pen. ‘I need to see it written down,’ he explained, copying out the clue. ‘It’s a classic crossword construction: part of it tells you what you have to do, part is the meaning you’ll have if you do it.’ 

‘Keep going. You might start making sense soon. 

He smiled again, but kept his eyes on the words in front of him. ‘Let’s say it’s an anagram. “Ready to give up . . . that’s a surer”. If you give up—meaning render or use—the letters in “that’s a surer”, you’ll get a word or words meaning a “thing”.’ 

‘What sort of thing?’ Siobhan could feel a headache coming on. 

‘That’s what we have to find out.’ 

‘If it’s an anagram.’ 

‘If it’s an anagram,’ Grant conceded. 

‘And what’s any of it got to do with Hellbank, whatever Hellbank is?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ 

‘If it is an anagram, isn’t that too easy?’ 

‘Only if you know how cros swords work. Otherwise you’d read it literally, and it wouldn’t mean anything at all.’ 

‘Well, you’ve just explained it and it still sounds like gobbledygook to me.’ 

‘Then aren’t you lucky I’m here? Come on.’ He tore off a fresh sheet of paper and handed it to her. ‘See if you can unscramble “that’s a surer 

‘To make a word that means a thing?’ 

‘Word or words,’ Grant corrected her. You’ve got eleven letters to play with.’ 

‘Isn’t there some computer program we could use?’ 

‘Probably. But that would be cheating, wouldn’t it?’ 

‘Right now, cheating sounds fine to me.’ 

But Grant wasn’t listening. He was already at work. 

‘I was only up here yesterday,’ Rebus said. Bill Pryde had left his clipboard back at Gayfield Square. He was breathing heavily as they climbed. Uniformed officers were standing around. They held rolls of striped tape and were waiting to be told whether a cordon was necessary or practical. There was a line of parked cars on the roadway below: journalists, photographers, at least one TV crew. Word had gone around fast, and the circus had come to town. 

‘Anything to tell us, DI Rebus?’ he’d been asked by Steve Holly as he got out of his own car. 

‘Just that you’re annoying me.’ 

Now Pryde was explaining that a walker had found the body. ‘In some gorse bushes. No real attempt to hide it.’ 

Rebus kept quiet. Two bodies never found . . . the other two found in water. Now this: a hillside. It broke the pattern. 

‘Is it her?’ he asked. 

‘From the Versace T-shirt, I’d have to say yes.’ 

Rebus stopped, looked around. A wilderness in the middle of Edinburgh. Arthur’s Seat itself was an extinct volcano, surrounded by a bird sanctuary and three lochs. You’d have a hard job dragging a body up here,’ he said. 

Pryde nodded. ‘Probably killed on the spot.’ 

‘Lured up here?’ 

‘Or maybe just out walking.’ 

Rebus shook his head. ‘I don’t figure her for the walking type.’ They’d started moving again, getting close now. A cluster of stooped forms on the hillside, white. overalls and hoods: all too easy to contaminate a crime scene. Rebus recognised Professor Gates, red- faced from the exertion of the climb. Gill Templer was next to him, not talking, just listening and looking. The scene-of-crime officers were doing a rudimentary ground search—later on, when the body had been shifted, they’d bring in some of the uniforms and start a fingertip search. It wouldn’t be easy: the grass was long and thick. A police photographer was adjusting his lens. 

‘Better not go any further than this,’ Pryde said. Then he called for someone to fetch two more sets of overalls. As Rebus started pulling his on over his shoes, the thin material crackled and flapped in the strong breeze. 

‘Any sign of Siobhan Clarke?’ he asked. 

‘Tried contacting her and Grant Hood,’ Pryde said. ‘So far, no luck.’ 

‘Really?’ Rebus had to hold back a smile. 

‘Something I should know about?’ Pryde asked. 

Rebus shook his head. ‘Grim place to die, isn’t it?’ 

‘Aren’t they all?’ Pryde zipped up his one-piece and started forwards towards the corpse. 

'Throttled,’ Gill Templer informed them. 

‘Best guess at this stage,’ Gates corrected her. ‘Morning, John.’ 

Rebus nodded a greeting back. ‘Dr Curt not with you?’ 

‘Phoned in sick. He’s been sick a lot lately.’ Gates was just making conversation while his examination continued. The body lay awkwardly, legs and arms all jutting angles. The gorse bushes next to it must have hidden it well enough, Rebus guessed. Combined with the long grass, you’d need to be closer than eight feet before you’d be able to make out what it was. The clothing helped with the camouflage: light green combat trousers, khaki T- shirt, grey jacket. The clothes Flip had been wearing the day she’d gone missing. 

‘Parents informed?’ he asked. 

Gill nodded. ‘They know a body’s been found.’ 

Rebus walked around her to get a better view. The face was turned away from him. There were leaves in the hair, and a slug’s shimmering trail. Her skin was mauve-coloured. Gates had probably moved the body slightly. What Rebus was seeing was lividity, the blood sinking in death, colouring the body parts nearest the ground. He’d seen dozens of corpses over the years; they never got any less sad, or made him any less depressed. Animation was the key to every living thing, its absence difficult to accept. He’d seen grieving relatives reach out to bodies on mortuary slabs and shake them, as if this would bring them back. Philippa Balfour wasn’t coming back. 

‘The fingers have been gnawed at,’ Gates stated, more for his tape recorder than his audience. ‘Local wildlife most probably.’ 

Weasels or foxes, Rebus guessed. Facts of nature you didn’t find in the TV documentaries. 

‘Bit of a bugger, that,’ Gates went on. Rebus knew what he meant: if Philippa had fought her attacker, her fingertips might have told them a lot—bits of skin or blood beneath the nails. 

‘What a waste,’ Pryde suddenly said. Rebus got the feeling he didn’t mean Philippa’s death as such, but the effort they’d expended during the days since her disappearance—the checks on airports, ferries, trains . . . working on the assumption that she was maybe—just maybe—still alive. And throughout, she’d been lying here, each day robbing them of possible evidence, possible clues. 

‘Lucky she was found so soon,’ Gates commented, perhaps to comfort Pryde. True enough, another woman’s body had been found a few months back in a different part of the park, hardly any distance at all from a popular path. Yet the body had lain there for over a month. It had turned out to be a ‘domestic’, that handy euphemism when victims were killed by their loved ones. 

Down below, Rebus recognised one of the grey mortuary vans arriving. The body would be bagged and taken away to the Western General, where Gates would conduct his autopsy. 

‘Drag marks on her heels,’ Gates was reciting into his tape machine. ‘Not too severe. Lividity consistent with body’s position, so she was either still alive or only just dead when she was dragged here.’ 

Gill Templer looked around. ‘How far do we need to widen the search?’ 

‘Fifty, a hundred yards maybe,’ Gates told her. She glanced in Rebus’s direction, and he saw that she wasn’t hopeful. Unlikely they’d be able to pinpoint exactly where she was dragged from, unless she’d dropped something. 

‘Nothing in the pockets?’ Rebus asked. 

Gates shook his head. ‘Jewellery on the hands, and quite an expensive watch.’ 

‘Cartier,’ Gill added. 

‘At least we can rule out robbery,’ Rebus muttered, causing Gates to smile. 

‘No signs of the clothing having been disturbed,’ the pathologist commented, ‘so you can probably rule out a sexual motive while you’re at it.’ 

‘Better and better.’ Rebus looked at Gill. ‘This is going to be a cinch.’ 

‘Hence my ear-to-ear grin,’ she parried solemnly. 

Back at St Leonard’s, the station was buzzing with the news, but all Siobhan could feel was a dazed numbness. Playing Quizmaster’s game—the way Phillipa probably had—had made Siobhan feel an affinity with the missing student. Now she was no longer a MisPer, and the worst fears had been realised. 

‘We always knew, didn’t we?’ Grant said. ‘It was just a matter of when the body turned up.’ He dropped his notebook on to the desk in front of him. Three or four pages were covered with anagrams. He sat down and turned to a fresh sheet, pen in hand. George Silvers and Ellen Wylie were in the CID room too. 

‘I took my kids up Arthur’s Seat just last weekend,’ Silvers was saying. 

Siobhan asked who found the body. 

‘Someone out walking,’ Wylie replied. ‘Middle-aged woman, I think. Daily constitutional.’ 

‘Be a while before she takes that route again,’ Silvers muttered. 

‘Was Flip lying there all this time?’ Siobhan was looking across to where Grant was busy juggling letters. Maybe he was right to keep working, but she couldn’t help feeling a certain distaste. How could he not be affected by the news? Even George Silvers—as cynical as they came—looked a bit shell-shocked. 

‘Arthur’s Seat,’ he repeated. ‘Just last weekend.’ 

Wylie decided to answer Siobhan’s question. ‘Chief Super seems to think so.’ As she spoke, she looked down at her desk, and rubbed her hand along it as though wiping off dust. 

It hurts her, Siobhan thought . . . even saying the words ‘Chief Super’ reminds her of that TV appearance and hardens the sense of resentment. 

When one of the phones rang, Silvers went to answer. 

‘No, he’s not here,’ he told the caller. Then: ‘Hang on, I’ll check.’ He put his hand over the mouthpiece. ‘Ellen, any idea when Rebus will be back?’ 

She shook her head slowly. Suddenly Siobhan knew where he was: he was on Arthur’s Seat . . . while Wylie, who was supposed to be his partner, wasn’t. She thought of Gill Templer, telling Rebus he was needed there. He’d have gone like a shot, leaving Wylie behind. It looked to Siobhan like a calculated snub by Templer. She would know exactly how Wylie would feel. 

‘Sorry, no idea,’ Silvers said into the phone. Then: ‘Hang on a sec. He held the receiver out towards Siobhan. 

‘Lady wants to speak to you. 

Siobhan crossed the floor, mouthing the word ‘who?’, but Silvers just shrugged, handed her the phone. 

‘Hello, DC Clarke speaking?’ 

‘Siobhan, it’s Jean Burchill.’

‘Hi, Jean, what can I do for you?’ 

‘Have you identified her yet?’ 

‘Not a hundred per cent. How did you know?’ 

‘John told me, then he rushed off’ 

Siobhan’s lips formed a silent O. John Rebus and Jean Burchill . . . well, well. ‘Do you want me to tell him you called?’ 

‘I tried his mobile.’ 

‘He might have it turned off: you don’t always want interruptions at the locus.’ 

‘The what?’ 

‘The crime scene.’ 

‘Arthur’s Seat, isn’t it? We were there only yesterday morning.’ Siobhan looked across to Silvers. It seemed like every other person had been on Arthur’s Seat recently. When her eyes moved to Grant, she saw that he was staring at his notepad, as if mesmerised by something there. 

‘Do you know where on Arthur’s Seat?’ Jean was asking. 

‘Across the road from Dunsapie Loch and a bit further around towards the east.’ 

Siobhan was watching Grant. His eyes were on her as he got up from his chair, picking up the notebook. 

‘Where’s that . . . ?’ The question was rhetorical, Jean trying to picture the location. Grant was holding the notebook out in front of him, but still too far away for her to make out much: jumbles of letters, and then a couple of words circled. Siobhan narrowed her eyes. 

‘Oh,’ Jean said suddenly, ‘I know where you mean. Hellbank, I think it’s called.’ 

‘Hellbank?’ Siobhan made sure Grant could hear her, but his mind seemed to be elsewhere. 

‘Quite a steep slope,’ Jean was saying, ‘which might explain the name, though of course the folklore prefers witches and devilry.’ 

'Yes,’ Siobhan said, dragging the word out. ‘Look, Jean, I’ve got to go.’ She was staring at the words circled on Grant’s notepad. He’d worked out the anagram. ‘That’s a surer’ had become ‘Arthur’s Seat’. 

Siobhan put down the phone. 

‘He was leading us to her,’ Grant said quietly. 

‘Maybe.’ 

‘What do you mean, “maybe”?’ 

'You’re saying he knew Flip was dead. We can’t know that for certain. All he was doing was taking us to the places Flip went.’ 

‘She turned up dead at this one. And who apart from Quizmaster knew she’d be there?’ 

‘Someone could have followed her, or even chanced upon her.’

'You don’t believe that,’ Grant said confidently. 

‘I’m playing devil’s advocate, Grant, that’s all.’ 

‘He killed her.’ 

‘Then why bother helping us play the game?’ 

‘To fuck with our heads.’ He paused. ‘No, to fuck with your head. And maybe more than that.’ 

‘Then he’d have killed me before now. 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because now I don’t need to play the game any more. I’ve come as far as Flip did.’ 

He shook his head slowly. 'You’re saying if he sends you the clue for . . . what’s the next stage?’ 

‘Stricture.’ 

He nodded. ‘If he sends it, you won’t be tempted?’ 

‘No,’ she said. 

'You’re lying.’ 

‘Well, after this there’s no way I’d go anywhere without back-up, and he must know that.’ She had a thought. ‘Stricture,’ she said. 

‘What about it?’ 

‘He e-mailed Flip . . . after she’d been killed. Why on earth would he do that if he’d killed her?’ 

‘Because he’s a psychopath.’ 

‘I don’t think so.’ 

'You should get online and ask him.’ 

‘Ask if he’s a psychopath?’ 

‘Tell him what we know.’ 

‘He could just disappear. Face it, Grant, we could walk past him in the street and not know him. He’s just a name—and not even a real name.’ 

Grant thumped the desk. ‘Well, we’ve got to do something. Any minute now he’s going to hear on the radio or TV that the body’s been found. He’ll be expecting to hear from us.’ 

'You’re right,’ she said. The laptop was in her shoulder-bag, still hooked up to the mobile phone. She got it out and set it up, plugging both computer and phone into the floor point for a recharge. 

Which gave Grant time enough to start having second thoughts. ‘Hang on,’ he said, ‘we need to clear this with DCS Templer.’ 

She gave him a look. ‘Back to playing by the rules, eh?’ 

His face reddened, but he nodded. ‘Something like this, we need to tell her.’ 

Silvers and Wylie, who’d been listening intently throughout, had understood enough to know something important was going on. 

‘I’m with Siobhan,’ Wylie said. ‘Strike while the iron is hot and all that.’ 

Silvers disagreed. 'You know the score: Chief Super’ll blast the pair of you if you go behind her back.’ 

‘We’re not going behind her back,’ Siobhan stated, eyes on Wylie.

'Yes we are,’ Grant said. ‘It’s a murder case now, Siobhan. The time for playing games just stopped.’ He rested both hands on her desk. ‘Send that e-mail, and you’re on your own.’ 

‘Maybe that’s where I want to be,’ she retorted, regretting the words the moment they were out. 

‘Nice to have a bit of plain speaking,’ Grant said. 

‘I’m all for it,’ John Rebus said from the doorway. Ellen Wylie straightened up and folded her arms. ‘Speaking of which,’ he went on, ‘sorry, Ellen, I should have called you.’ 

‘Forget it.’ But it was clear to everyone in the room that she wouldn’t. 

When Rebus had listened to Siobhan’s version of the morning’s events—Grant interrupting now and then with a comment or different perspective—they all looked to him for a decision. He ran a finger along the top of the laptop’s screen. 

‘Everything you’ve just told me,’ he advised, ‘needs to be taken to DCS Templer.’ 

To Siobhan’s eyes, Grant didn’t look so much vindicated as revoltingly smug. Ellen Wylie, meantime, looked like she was spoiling for a fight with anyone . . . about anything. As a murder team, they weren’t exactly ideal. 

‘Okay,’ she said, ready to make at least a partial peace, ‘w~l go talk to the Chief Super.’ And, as Rebus started nodding, she added: ‘Though I’m willing to bet it’s not what you would have done.’ 

‘Me?’ he said. ‘I wouldn’t have had the first clue, Siobhan. Know why?’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because e-mail’s a black art as far as I’m concerned.’ 

Siobhan smiled, but there was a thread running through her mind: black art . . . coffins used in witches’ spells . . . Flip’s death on a hillside called Hellbank. 

Witchcraft? 

Six of them in the cramped office at Gayfield Square: Gill Templer and Bill Pryde; Rebus and Ellen Wylie; Siobhan and Grant. Templer was the only one sitting. Siobhan had printed off all the emails, and Templer was sifting through them silently. Finally she looked up. 

‘Is there any way we can identity Quizmaster?’ 

‘Not that I know of” Siobhan admitted. 

‘It’s possible,’ Grant added. ‘I mean, I’m not sure how, but I think it’s possible. Look at these viruses, somehow the Americans always seem to be able to trace them back.’ 

Templer nodded. ‘That’s true.’ 

‘The Met has a computer crime unit, doesn’t it?’ Grant went on. ‘They could have links to the FBI.’ 

Templer studied him. ‘Think you’re up to it, Grant?’ 

He shook his head. ‘I like computers, but this is way out of my league. I mean, I’d be happy to liaise . . .'

‘Fair enough.’ Templer turned to Siobhan. ‘This German student you were telling us about . . .'

'Yes?' 

‘I’d like a bit more detail.’ 

‘Shouldn’t be too difficult.’ 

Suddenly Templer’s gaze shifted to Wylie. ‘Can you run with that, Ellen?’ 

Wylie looked surprised. ‘I suppose so. 

'You’re splitting us up?’ Rebus interrupted. 

‘Unless you can think of a good reason not to.’ 

‘A doll was left at Falls, now the body’s turned up. It’s the same pattern as before.’ 

‘Not according to your coffin-maker. Different workmanship altogether, I believe he said.’ 

'You’re putting it down to coincidence?’ 

‘I’m not putting it down to anything, and if something else crops up in connection with it, you can start back in again. But we’re on a murder case now, and that changes everything.’ 

Rebus glanced towards Wylie. She was simmering—the transfer from dusty old autopsies to a background check on a student’s curious demise . . . it wasn’t exactly thrilling her. But at the same time she wasn’t going to throw her weight behind Rebus—too busy working on her own sense of injustice. 

‘Right,’ Templer said into the silence. ‘For the moment, you’ll be going back to the body of the investigation—and yes, I know there’s a joke in there somewhere.’ She tidied the sheets of paper together, made to hand them back to Siobhan. ‘Can you stay behind for a sec?’ 

‘Sure,’ Siobhan said. The rest of them squeezed out of the room, glad of the fresher, cooler air. Rebus, however, loitered near Templer’s door. He stared across the room to the array of information on the far wall—faxes, photos and the rest. Someone was busy dismantling the collage, now that this was no longer a MisPer inquiry. The pace of the investigation seemed already to have slowed, not from any sense of shock or out of respect for the dead, but because things had changed: there was no need to rush, no one out there whose life they might just possibly save . . . 

Inside the office, Templer was asking Siobhan if she’d like to reconsider the liaison position. 

‘Thanks,’ Siobhan replied. ‘But I don’t think so.’ 

Templer leaned back in her chair. ‘Want to share the reasons with me?’ 

Siobhan looked around, as though seeking out the phrases that might be hidden on the bare walls. ‘I can’t think of any offhand,’ she shrugged. ‘I just don’t fancy it right now.’ 

‘I may not fancy asking again.’ 

‘I know. Maybe I’m just too deep into this case. I want to keep working it.’ 

‘Okay,’ Templer said, dragging out the second syllable. ‘I think that’s us finished here.’ 

‘Right.’ Siobhan reached for the doorhandle, trying not to read too much into those words. 

‘Oh, could you ask Grant to pop in?’ 

Siobhan paused with the door an inch or two open, then nodded and left the room. Rebus stuck his head round. 

‘Got two seconds, Gill?’ 

‘Just barely.’ 

He wandered in anyway. ‘Something I forgot to mention . . . ’ 

‘Forgot?’ She produced a wry smile. 

He had three sheets of fax paper in his hand. ‘These came through from Dublin.’ 

‘Dublin?’ 

‘A contact there called Declan Macmanus. I was asking about the Costellos.’ 

She looked up from the sheets. ‘Any particular reason?’ 

‘Just a hunch.’ 

‘We’d already looked into the family.’ 

He nodded. ‘Of course: a quick phone call, and back comes the news that there are no convictions. But you know as well as I do, that’s often just the beginning of the story.’ 

And in the case of the Costellos, that story was a long one. Rebus knew he had Templer hooked. When Grant Hood knocked, she told him to come back in five minutes. 

‘Better make that ten,’ Rebus added, winking towards the young  man. Then he moved three file-boxes from the spare chair and made himself comfortable. 

Macmanus had come good. David Costello had been wild in his youth: ‘the result of too much money given and not enough attention’, in Macmanus’s phrase. Wild meant fast cars, speeding tickets, verbal warnings issued where some miscreants would have found themselves behind bars. There were fights in pubs, smashed windows and phone boxes, at least two episodes when he’d relieved himself in a public place—O’Connell Bridge, mid-afternoon. Even Rebus had been impressed by this last. It was said that the eighteen-year-old David had held a record of sorts in the number of pubs he was barred from at the same time: the Stag’s Head, J. Grogan’s, Davie Byrnes, O’Donoghue’s, Doheny and Nesbitt’s, the Shelbourne . . . eleven in total. The previous year, an ex-girlfriend complained to police that he’d punched her in the face outside a nightclub on the banks of the Liffey. Templer looked up when she reached that part. 

‘She’d had a few, couldn’t remember the name of the nightclub,’ Rebus said. ‘Eventually, she let it drop.’ 

'You think maybe money changed hands?’ 

He shrugged. ‘Keep reading.’ 

Macmanus conceded that David Costello had cleaned up his act, pinpointing the turnaround to an eighteenth birthday party, where a friend had tried to leap between two roofs for a dare, falling short, plummeting into the alley below. 

He wasn’t killed. But there was brain damage, spinal damage . . . not much more than a vegetable, cared for round the clock. Rebus thought back to David’s flat—the half-bottle of Bell’s . . . Not a drinker, he’d thought. 

‘Bit of a shock at that age,’ Macmanus had written. ‘Got David clean and sober in no seconds flat, otherwise he might have turned out not so much a chip off the old block as a bloody great boulder.’ 

Like son, like father. Thomas Costello had managed to write off eight cars, yet never lose his driving licence. His wife Theresa had twice called police to the home when her husband was in a rage. Both times they’d found her in the bathroom, door locked but missing some splinters where Thomas had started attacking it with a carving knife. ‘Just trying to get the bloody thing open,’ he’d explained to officers the first time. ‘Thought she was going to do herself in. 

‘It’s not me that needs doing in!’ Theresa had yelled back. (In the margins of the fax, Macmanus had added a handwritten note to the effect that Theresa had twice taken overdoses, and that everyone in the city felt sorry for her: hard-working wife, abusive and lazy husband who just happened to be hugely wealthy through no significant effort of his own.) 

At the Curran, Thomas had verbally abused a tourist visitor and been ejected by stewards. He’d threatened to cut off a bookmaker’s penis after the man had asked if Mr Costello might wish finally to settle up his huge losses, losses the bookmaker had been carrying for several months. 

And so it went on. The two rooms at the Caledonian made sense now . . . 

‘Lovely family,’ Templer commented. 

‘Dublin’s finest.’ 

‘And all of it covered up by police.’ 

‘Tut tut,’ Rebus remarked. ‘We wouldn’t do that here, would we?’

‘Dear me, no,’ she said with a wry smile. ‘And your thinking on all this is . . . ?’ 

‘That there’s a side of David Costello we didn’t know about till now. And that goes for his family, too. Are they still in the city?’ 

‘They went back to Ireland a couple of days ago.’ 

‘But they’ll be coming over again?’ 

She nodded. ‘Now that Philippa’s been found.’ 

‘Has David Costello been told?’ 

‘He’ll have heard. If Philippa’s parents haven’t said, the media will have.’ 

‘I’d like to have been there,’ Rebus said to himself.

'You can’t be everywhere.’ 

‘I suppose not.’ 

‘Okay, talk to the parents when they get here.’ 

‘And the boyfriend?’ 

She nodded. ‘But not too heavy . . . doesn’t look good with someone who’s grieving.’ 

He smiled. ‘Always thinking of the media, eh, Gill?’ 

She looked at him. ‘Could you send Grant in, please?’ 

‘One impressionable young officer coming right up.’ He pulled open the door. Grant was standing there, rocking on the heels of his shoes. Rebus didn’t say anything, just gave another wink as he passed. 

Ten minutes later, Siobhan was getting a coffee from the machine when Grant found her. 

‘What did Templer want?’ she asked, unable to stop herself. 

‘Offered me liaison.’ 

Siobhan concentrated on stirring her drink. ‘Thought it might be that.’ 

‘I’ll be on the telly!’ 

‘I’m thrilled.’ 

He stared at her. 'You could try a bit harder.’ 

'You’re right, I could.’ They locked eyes. ‘Thanks for helping with the clues. I couldn’t have done it without you.’ 

Only now did he seem to realise that their partnership truly was dissolved. ‘Oh . . . right,’ he said. ‘Look, Siobhan . . . ’ 

‘What happened in the office . . . I really am sorry.’ 

She allowed herself a sour smile. ‘Afraid I’ll tell on you?’ 

‘No . . . it’s not that . . .'

But it was, and they both knew it. ‘Haircut and a new suit this weekend,’ she suggested. 

He looked down at his jacket. 

‘If you’re going to be on the box. Plain shirt: no stripes or checks. Oh, and Grant . . . ?’ 

‘What?’ 

She reached out a finger and slipped it under his tie. 

‘Keep this plain, too. Cartoon characters just aren’t funny.’ 

‘That’s what DCS Templer said.’ He sounded surprised, angling his head to examine the little Homer Simpson heads which decorated his tie. 

Grant Hood’s first TV appearance took place that same afternoon. He was seated next to Gill Templer as she read out a short statement concerning the finding of the body. Ellen Wylie watched on one of the office monitors. There wasn’t going to be a speaking part for Hood, but she noticed how, as the media all started asking questions, he leaned over to whisper some comment into Templer’s ear, the Chief Super nodding a response. Bill Pryde was on Templer’s other side, fielding most of the queries. Everyone wanted to know if the corpse was that of Philippa Balfour; everyone wanted to know the cause of death. 

‘We’re not in a position to confirm identity as yet,’ Pryde stated, his words punctuated with little coughs. He looked nervous, and Wylie knew the coughs were vocal tics. She’d been the same herself, all that throat-clearing. Gill Templer glanced towards Pryde, and Hood seemed to take this as his cue. 

‘Cause of death is also yet to be determined,’ he said, ‘with a post- Imortem examination scheduled for late afternoon. As you know, another conference will take place at seven this evening, by which time we hope to have more details available.’ 

‘But the death’s being treated as suspicious?’ one journalist called out. 

‘At this early stage, yes, we’re treating the death as suspicious.’ 

Wylie stuck the end of her biro between her teeth and ground down on it. Hood was cool, no doubt about it. He’d changed his clothes: the ensemble looked brand new. Managed to wash his hair too, she thought. 

‘There’s very little we can add right now,’ he was telling the is media, ‘as you’ll no doubt appreciate. If and when an identification is made, family have to be contacted and the identification confirmed.’ 

‘Can I ask if Philippa Balfour’s family are coming to Edinburgh?’ 

Hood gave the questioner a sour look. ‘I won’t deign to answer that.' Beside him, Gill Templer was nodding agreement, marking her own distaste. 

‘Can I ask Detective Inspector Pryde if the missing persons investigation is ongoing?’ 

'The investigation’s ongoing,’ Pryde said determinedly, picking up some confidence from Hood’s performance. Wylie wanted to switch off the monitor, but others were watching with her, so instead she got up and wandered down the corridor to the drinks machine. By the time she got back, the conference was ending. Someone else turned off the monitor and put her out of her misery. 

‘Looked good in there, didn’t he?’ 

She stared at the uniform who’d asked, but there was no malice apparent. 'Yes,’ she confirmed. ‘He did all right.’ 

‘Better than some,’ another voice said. She turned her head, but there were three officers there, all Gayfield-based. None was looking at her. She reached out a hand for her coffee, but didn’t pick it up, fearing her trembling would be noticed. Instead, she turned her attention to Siobhan’s notes on the German student. She could make a start, busy herself with phone calls. 

Just as soon as she got the words better than some out of her head. 

Siobhan was sending another message to Quizmaster. She’d taken twenty minutes getting it right. 

Hellbank solved. Flip’s body found there. Do you want to talk? 

It didn’t take long for him to respond. 

How did you solve it? 

Anagram of Arthur’s Seat. Hellbank the hillside’s name.
Was it you who found the body? 

No. Was it you who killed her?

No. 

But connected to the think anyone was helping her? 

I don’t know. Do you wish to continue? 

Continue? 

Stricture awaits. 

She stared at the screen. Did Flip’s death mean so little to him? 

Flip’s dead. Someone killed her at Hellbank. I need you to come forward. 
His reply took time coming through.

Can’t help. 

I think you can, Quizmaster. 

Undergo Stricture. Perhaps we can meet there. 

She thought for a moment. What is the game’s goal? When does it end? 

There was no answer. She was aware of a figure standing behind her: Rebus. 

‘What’s Lover Boy saying?’ 

“’Lover Boy”?’ 

You seem to be spending a lot of time together.’ 

‘That’s the job.’ 

‘I suppose it is. So what’s he saying?’ 

‘He wants me to go on playing the game.’ 

‘Tell him to sod off. You don’t need him now. 

‘Don’t I?’ 

The phone rang; Siobhan picked up. 

'Yes . . . that’s fine . . . of course.’ She looked up at Rebus, but he was sticking around. When she ended the call, he raised an eyebrow expectantly. 

‘The Chief Super,’ she explained. ‘Now that Grant’s got liaison, I’m to stick with the computer angle.’ 

‘Meaning?’ 

‘Meaning find out if there’s any way of tracing Quizmaster. What do you reckon: Crime Squad?’ 

‘I doubt those buggers could spell “modem”, never mind use one.’ 

‘But they’ll have contacts in Special Branch.’ 

Rebus accepted as much with a shrug. 

‘The other thing I need to do is canvass Flip’s friends and family again.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because I couldn’t have got to Hellbank on my own.’

Rebus nodded. You don’t think she did either?’ 

‘She needed to know London tube lines, geography and the Scots language, Rosslyn Chapel and crossword puzzles.’ 

‘A tall order?’ 

‘That’s my guess.’ 

Rebus was thoughtful. ‘Whoever Quizmaster is, he needed to know all those things too.’ 

‘Agreed.’ 

‘And to know she had at least a chance of solving each puzzle?’ 

‘I think maybe there were other players . . . not for me, but when Flip was playing. That would put them up against not just the clock, but each other.’ 

‘Quizmaster won’t say?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘I wonder why.’ 

Siobhan shrugged. ‘I’m sure he has his reasons. 

Rebus rested his knuckles on the desk. ‘I was wrong. We need him after all, don’t we?’ 

She looked at him. “’We”?’ 

He held up his hands. ‘All I meant was, the case needs him.’ 

‘Good, because if I thought you were trying your usual stunt . . . ’ 

‘Which is?’ 

'Grabbing at every strand and calling it your own.’ 

'Perish the thought, Siobhan.’ He paused. ‘But if you’re going to be talking to her friends . . . ’ 

'Yes?’ 

‘Would that include David Costello?’ 

‘We already talked to him. He said he didn’t know anything about the game.’ 

‘But you’re planning to talk to him again anyway?’ 

She almost smiled. ‘Am I so easy to read?’ 

‘It’s just that maybe I could tag along. I’ve got a few more questions for him myself.’ 

‘What sort of questions?’ 

‘Let me buy you a cup of coffee and I’ll tell you . . .'

That evening, John Balfour, accompanied by a family friend, made the formal identification of his daughter Philippa. His wife was waiting for him in the back of a Balfour’s Bank Jaguar driven by Ranald Marr. Rather than wait in the car park, Marr had driven the car around nearby streets, returning twenty minutes later—the length of time suggested by Bill Pryde, who was there to accompany Mr Balfour on the uneasy journey to the Identification Suite. 

A couple of resolute reporters were on hand, but no photographers: the Scottish press still had one or two principles left. Nobody was going to ask questions of the bereaved; all they wanted was some colour for later reports. When it was over, Pryde gave Rebus a call on his mobile to let him know. 

‘That’s us then,’ Rebus told the room. He was in the Oxford Bar with Siobhan, Ellen Wylie and Donald Devlin. Grant Hood had turned down the offer of a drink, saying he had to do a quick crash course in the media—names and faces. The conference had been moved to nine p.m., by which time it was hoped the autopsy would be complete, initial conclusions reached. 

‘Oh, dear,’ Devlin said. He’d removed his jacket, and now bunched his fists into the capacious pockets of his cardigan. ‘What a terrible shame.’ 

‘Sorry I’m late,’ Jean Burchill said, sliding her coat from her shoulders as she approached. Rebus was out of his chair, taking the coat from her, asking what she wanted to drink. 

‘Let me buy a round,’ she said, but he shook his head. 

‘My invitation. That makes it my duty to get in the first round at least.’ 

They had colonised the back room’s top table. The place wasn’t busy, and the TV in the opposite corner meant they were unlikely to be overheard. 

‘Some sort of pow-wow?’ Jean asked, after Rebus had gone. 

‘Or maybe a wake,’ Wylie guessed. 

‘It’s her then?’ Jean asked. Their silence was answer enough. 

'You work on witchcraft and stuff, don’t you?’ Siobhan asked Jean. 

‘Belief systems,’ Jean corrected her, ‘but, yes, witchcraft falls into it.’ 

‘It’s just that with the coffins, and Flip’s body being found in a place called Hellbank . . . You said yourself there might be some connection with witchcraft.’ 

Jean nodded. ‘It’s true that Hellbank may have come by its name that way. 

‘And true that the little coffins on Arthur’s Seat might have been to do with witchcraft?’ 

Jean looked to Donald Devlin, who was following the dialogue intently. She was still debating what to say when Devlin spoke up. 

‘I very much doubt there’s any element of witchcraft involved in the Arthur’s Seat coffins. But you do propose an interesting hypothesis, in that, enlightened though we might think ourselves, we are always ready to invite such mumbo-jumbo.’ He smiled at Siobhan. ‘I’m impressed that a police detective should be so minded.’ 

‘I didn’t say I was,’ Siobhan snapped back. 

‘Clutching at straws then, perhaps?’ 

When Rebus returned with Jean’s lime and soda, he couldn’t help but note the silence which had fallen over the table. 

‘Well,’ Wylie said impatiently, ‘now we’re all here . . .'

‘Now we’re all here . . .’ Rebus echoed, lifting his pint, ‘cheers!’ He waited till they’d lifted their own glasses before putting his own to his mouth. Scotland: you couldn’t refuse a toast. 

‘All right,’ he said, putting the glass back down, ‘there’s a murder case needs solving, and I just want to be sure in my own mind where we all stand.’ 

‘Isn’t that what the morning briefings are for?’ 

He looked at Wylie. ‘Then call this an unofficial briefing.’ 

‘With the booze as a bribe?’ 

‘I’ve always been a fan of incentive schemes.’ He managed to force a smile from her. ‘Right, here’s what I think we’ve got so far. We’ve got Burke and Hare—taking things chronologically—and soon after them we’ve got lots of little coffins found on Arthur’s Seat.’ He looked towards Jean, noticing for the first time that though there was a space on the bench next to Devlin, she’d pulled a chair over from one of the other tables so she was next to Siobhan instead. ‘Then, connected or not, we’ve got a series of similar coffins turning up in places where women happen to have disappeared or turned up dead. One such coffin is found in Falls, just after Philippa Balfour goes missing. She then turns up dead on Arthur’s Seat, location of the original coffins.’ 

‘Which is a long way from Falls,’ Siobhan felt bound to point out. ‘I mean, those other coffins you’ve got, they were found near the scene, weren’t they?’ 

‘And the Falls coffin is different from the others,’ Ellen Wylie added. 

‘I’m not saying otherwise,’ Rebus interrupted. ‘I’m just trying to establish whether I’m the only one who sees possible links?’ 

They all looked at each other; no one said anything until Wylie lifted her Bloody Mary and, studying its red surface, mentioned the German student. ‘Swords and sorcery, role-playing, ends up dead on a Scottish hillside.’ 

‘Exactly.’ 

‘But,’ Wylie continued, ‘hard to tie in with your disappearances and drownings.’ 

Devlin seemed persuaded by her tone. ‘It’s not,’ he added, ‘as if the drownings were considered suspicious at the time, and my examination of the pertinent details doesn’t persuade me other- wise.’ He had taken his hands from his pockets; they now rested on the shiny knees of his baggy grey trousers. 

‘Fine,’ Rebus said, ‘then I’m the only one who’s even remotely convinced?’ 

This time, not even Wylie spoke up. Rebus took another long swallow of beer. ‘Well,’ he said, ‘thanks for the vote of confidence.’ 

‘Look, why are we here?’ Wylie laid her hands on the table. You’re trying to convince us to work as a team?’ 

‘I’m just saying all these little details may end up being part of the same story.’ 

‘Burke and Hare to the Quizmaster’s Treasure Hunt?’ 

'Yes.’ But Rebus looked like he was believing it less himself now. ‘Christ, I don’t know . . . ’ He ran a hand over his head. 

‘Look, thanks for the drink . . . ’ Ellen Wylie’s glass was empty. She picked her shoulder-bag up from the bench, started getting to her feet. 

‘Ellen . . . '

She looked at him. ‘Big day tomorrow, John. First full day of the murder inquiry.’ 

‘It’s not officially a murder inquiry until the pathologist pronounces,’ Devlin reminded her. She looked ready to say something, but just graced him with the coldest of smiles. Then she squeezed out between two of the chairs, said a general goodbye, and was gone. 

‘Something connects them,’ Rebus said quietly, almost to himself ‘I can’t for the life of me think what it is, but it’s there . . .'

‘It can be detrimental,’ Devlin pronounced, ‘to begin obsessing—as our transatlantic cousins might say—on a case. Detrimental both to the case and to oneself.’ 

Rebus tried for the same smile Ellen Wylie had just given. ‘I think the next round’s yours,’ he said. 

Devlin checked his watch. ‘Actually, I’m afraid I’m unable to tarry.’ He seemed to find it painful rising from the table. ‘I don’t suppose one of the young ladies might proffer a lift?’ 

'You’re on my way home,’ Siobhan conceded at last. 

Rebus’s sense of desertion was softened when he saw her glance in Jean’s direction: she was leaving the two of them alone, that was all.

‘But I’ll get a round in before I go,’ Siobhan added. 

‘Maybe next time,’ Rebus told her with a wink. He sat in silence with Jean until they’d gone, and was about to speak when Devlin came shuffling back. 

‘Am I right to assume,’ he said, ‘that my usefulness is now at an end?’ Rebus nodded. ‘In which case, will the files be sent back to their place of origin?’ 

‘I’ll get DS Wylie to do it first thing,’ Rebus promised. 

‘Many thanks then.’ Devlin’s smile was directed at Jean. ‘It’s been a pleasure to have met you’ 

‘And you,’ she said. 

‘I may pop into the Museum some day. Perhaps you’d do me the honour of showing me round . . .'

‘I’d love to.’ 

Devlin bowed his head, and started back towards the stairs again. 

‘I hope he doesn’t,’ she muttered when he’d gone. 

’Why not?’ 

‘He gives me the creeps. 

Rebus looked over his shoulder, as though some final view of Devlin might persuade him she was right. You’re not the first to say that.’ He turned back to her. ‘But don’t worry, you’re perfectly safe with me.’ 

‘Oh, I hope not,’ she said, eyes twinkling above her glass. 

They were in bed when the news came through. Rebus took the call, seated naked on the edge of the mattress, uncomfortably aware of the view he was presenting to Jean: probably two spare tyres around his middle, arms and shoulders more fat than muscle. The silver lining was: the view could only be worse from the front . . . 

‘Strangulation,’ he told her, sliding back under the bedclothes. 

‘It was quick then?’ 

‘Definitely. There’s bruising on the neck just at the carotid artery. She probably passed out, then he strangled her.’ 

‘Why would he do that?’ 

‘Easier to kill someone when they’re compliant. No struggle.’ 

'You’re quite the expert, aren’t you? Ever killed someone, John?’ 

‘Not so you’d notice.’ 

‘That’s a lie, isn’t it?’ 

He looked at her and nodded. She leaned over and kissed his shoulder. 

'You don’t want to talk about it. That’s okay.’ 

He wrapped his arm around her, kissed her hair. There was a mirror in the room, one of those floor-standing models so you could see yourself head to foot. It faced away from the bed. Rebus wondered if that was on purpose or not, but he wasn’t about to ask. 

‘Where’s the carotid artery?’ she asked. 

He placed a finger on his own neck. ‘Put pressure on it, the person blacks out in a matter of seconds.’ 

She felt her neck until she’d found it. ‘Interesting,’ she said. ‘Does everyone except me know that?’ 

‘Know what?’ 

‘Where it is, what it does.’ 

‘I don’t suppose so, no. What are you getting at?’ 

’It’s just that whoever did it was in the know.’ 

‘Cops know about it,’ he admitted. ‘It’s not much used these days, for obvious reasons. But there was a time it could make an unruly prisoner manageable. The Vulcan death-grip, we used to call it.’ 

She smiled. ‘The what?’ 

'You know, Spock on Star Trek.’ He pinched her shoulder blade. She wriggled free and gave his chest a slap, resting her hand there. Rebus was thinking of his army training, and how he’d been taught attack techniques, including pressure on the carotid . . . 

‘Would doctors know?’ Jean asked. 

‘Probably anyone who’s had medical training would.’ 

She looked thoughtful. 

’Why?’ he asked at last. 

‘Just something from the paper. Wasn’t one of Philippa’s friends a medical student, one of the ones she was going to meet that night. . .?’ 
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His name was Albert Winfield—‘Aibie’ to his friends. He seemed surprised that the police wanted to talk to him again, but turned up at St Leonard’s at the appointed time next morning. Rebus and Siobhan left him fully fifteen minutes while they got on with other work, then made sure two burly uniforms led him to the interview room, where they left him for a further quarter of an hour. Outside the room, Siobhan and Rebus locked eyes and nodded at one another. Then Rebus pushed open the door forcefully. 

‘Many thanks for coming along, Mr Winfield,’ he snapped. The young man almost leapt from his chair. The window was closed tight, the room stifling. Three chairs—two on one side of the narrow table, one on the other. Winfield had been facing those two empty chairs. Tape recorders and a video recorder were bolted to the wall where it met the table. There were scratched names on the table itself, evidence of time being whittled away by previous occupants called things like Shug, Jazz and Bomber. A No Smoking sign on the wall, defaced with ballpoint pen, and a video camera mounted where wall met ceiling, peering down on proceedings should anyone decide a video record was required. 

Rebus ensured his chair-legs made the maximum noise as he scraped them in towards the table. He’d thrown a bulky folder down: no names on it. Winfield seemed mesmerised. He couldn’t know it was full of blank sheets of paper borrowed from one of the photocopiers. 

Rebus rested his hand on the folder and smiled at Winfield. 

‘It must have come as a terrible shock.’ A quiet voice, soothing, solicitous . . . Siobhan sat down beside her thuggish colleague. ‘I’m DC Clarke, by the way. This is DI Rebus.’ 

‘What?’ the young man said. Perspiration made his forehead shine. His short brown hair came to a widow’s peak. There was acne on his chin. 

‘The news of Flip’s murder,’ Siobhan continued. ‘It must have been a shock.’ 

'Y-es . . . absolutely.’ He sounded English, but Rebus knew he wasn’t. Private education south of the border had ironed out all trace of his Scottish roots. Father a businessman in Hong Kong until three years ago, divorced from the mother, who lived in Perthshire. 

'You knew her well then?’ 

Winfield kept his eyes on Siobhan. ‘I suppose so. I mean, she was Camille’s friend really.’ 

‘Camille’s your girlfriend?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘Foreign, is she?’ Rebus barked. 

‘No . . . ’ The eyes strayed to Rebus, but only for a second. ‘No, she’s from Staffordshire.’ 

‘Like I said, foreign.’ 

Siobhan glanced at Rebus, worried he was milking his role. As Winfield stared down at the table-top, Rebus gave Siobhan a wink of reassurance. 

‘Hot in here, isn’t it, Albert?’ Siobhan paused. 'You don’t mind me calling you Albert?’ 

‘No . . . no, that’s fine.’ He glanced up at her again, but whenever he did his eyes were drawn towards her neighbour. 

‘Would you like me to open a window?’ 

‘Wonderful, yes.’ 

Siobhan looked at Rebus, who pushed his chair back with as much noise as possible. The windows were narrow, fixed high on the external wall. Rebus stood on tiptoe to open one of them, pulling it in three or four inches. The breeze swept over him. 

‘Better?’ Siobhan asked. 

'Yes, thanks.’ 

Rebus stayed standing, over to Winfield’s left. He folded his arms and rested against the wall, directly below the camera. 

‘Just a few follow-up questions really,’ Siobhan was saying. 

‘Right . . . fine.’ Winfield nodded enthusiastically. 

‘So you wouldn’t say you knew Flip that well?’ 

‘We went out together . . . in a group, I mean. Dinner some- times . . .'

’At her flat?’ 

‘Once or twice. And at mine.’ 

'You live down near the Botanics?’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘Nice part of town.’ 

‘It’s my father’s place.’ 

‘He lives there?’ 

‘No, he’s . . . I mean, he bought it for me.’ 

Siobhan looked towards Rebus. 

‘All right for some,’ he muttered, arms still folded.

‘I can’t help it if my father has money,’ Winfield complained. 

‘Of course you can’t,’ Siobhan agreed. 

‘What about Flip’s boyfriend?’ Rebus asked. 

Winfield found himself looking at Rebus’s shoes. ‘David? What about him?’ 

Rebus bent down, waved a hand in Winfield’s direction. ‘I’m up here, son.’ He straightened. Winfield held his gaze for all of three seconds. 

‘Just wondering if you consider him a friend,’ Rebus said. 

‘Well, it’s a bit awkward now . . . I mean, it was awkward. They kept splitting up, getting back together again . . . ’ 

‘And you took Flip’s side?’ Siobhan guessed. 

‘I had to, what with Camille and everything . . . ’ 

'You say they kept splitting up. Whose fault was it?’ 

‘I just think they had this personality clash . . . you know how opposites attract? Well, sometimes you get the inverse of that.’ 

‘I didn’t have the benefit of a university education, Mr Winfield,’ Rebus said. ‘Maybe you could spell that out for me.’ 

‘I just mean that they were similar in lots of ways, and that made their relationship difficult.’ 

‘They argued?’ 

‘It was more that they couldn’t let an argument lie. There had to be a winner and a loser, no middle ground.’ 

‘Did these disagreements ever turn violent?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘But David’s got a temper on him?’ Rebus persisted. 

‘No more so than anyone else.’ 

Rebus walked over to the table. It only took him a couple of steps. He leaned forward so that his shadow covered Winfield. ‘But you’ve seen him lose the rag?’ 

‘Not really.’ 

‘No?’ 

Siobhan cleared her throat, a sign that she thought Rebus had hit a wall. ‘Albert,’ she said, her voice like a balm, ‘did you know that Flip liked to play computer games?’ 

‘No,’ he said, looking surprised. 

‘Do you play them?’ 

‘I used to play Doom in first year . . . maybe pinball in the student union. 

‘Computer pinball?’ 

‘No, just pinball.’ 

‘Flip was playing a game online, a sort of variation on a treasure hunt.’ Siobhan unfolded a sheet of paper and slid it across the table. ‘Do these clues mean anything to you?’ 

He read with a frown, then expelled some air. ‘Absolutely nothing.’ 

'You’re studying medicine, aren’t you?’ Rebus interrupted. 

‘That’s right. I’m in my third year.’ 

‘I bet it’s hard work,’ Siobhan said, sliding the sheet of paper back towards her. 

'You wouldn’t believe it,’ Winfield laughed. 

‘I think we might,’ Rebus said. ‘In our line of work, we see doctors all the time.’ Though some of us, he could have added, do our best to avoid them . . . 

‘I’m assuming you know something of the carotid artery then?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘I know where it is,’ Winfield admitted, looking puzzled. 

‘And what it does?’ 

‘It’s an artery in the neck. Actually, there are two of them.’ 

‘Carrying blood to the brain?’ Siobhan said. 

‘I had to look it up in a dictionary,’ Rebus told Winfield. ‘It’s from the Greek, meaning sleep. Know why that is?’ 

‘Because compression of the carotid causes you to black out.’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘That’s right, a deep sleep. And if you keep on pressing . . . '

‘Christ, is that how she died?’ 

Siobhan shook her head. ‘We think she was rendered unconscious, then strangled afterwards.’ 

In the silence that followed, Winfield looked wildly from one detective to the other. Then he started rising to his feet, fingers gripping the table’s edge. 

‘Jesus Christ, you don’t think . . . ? For pity’s sake, you think it was me?’ 

‘Sit down,’ Rebus ordered. In truth, Winfield hadn’t got very far up; it looked like his knees were refusing to lock. 

‘We know it wasn’t you,’ Siobhan said firmly. The student fell back on to his chair, nearly toppling it. 

‘We know it wasn’t you because you’ve got an alibi: you were with everyone else in the bar that night, waiting for Flip.’ 

‘That’s right,’ he said, ‘that’s right.’ 

‘So you’ve nothing to worry about,’ Rebus said, backing off from the table. ‘Unless you know better.’ 

'No, I . . .I'm . . .'

‘Anyone else in your group like to play games, Albert?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘Nobody. I mean, Trist has a few games for his computer Tomb Raider, that sort of thing. But probably everyone does.’ 

‘Probably,’ Siobhan admitted. ‘No one else in your circle studies medicine?’ 

Winfield shook his head, but Siobhan could see he was having a thought. ‘There’s Claire,’ he said. ‘Claire Benzie. I’ve only met her once or twice at parties, but she was a friend of Flip’s . . . from school days, I think.’ 

‘And she’s studying medicine?’ 

'Yes.’ 

‘But you don’t really know her?’ 

‘She’s a year below me, and a different specialism. God, that’s right . . . , He looked up at Siobhan, then to Rebus. ‘Of all the bloody things, she wants to be a pathologist . . . ’ 

'Yes, I know Claire,’ Dr Curt said, leading them down one of the corridors. They were in part of the medical faculty at the university, in a block behind McEwan Hall. Rebus had been here before: it was where both Curt and Gates had their teaching offices. But he’d never been to the lecture halls. Curt was leading them there now. Rebus had asked if he was feeling better. Gastric problems, Curt had explained. 'Very pleasant girl,’ he said now, ‘and a good student. I hope she stays with us.’ 

‘How do you mean?’ 

‘She’s only in second year, she could yet change her mind.’ 

‘Are there many female pathologists?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘Not many, no . . . not in this country.’ 

‘It’s a weird decision to take, isn’t it?’ Rebus said. ‘When you’re that young, I mean.’ 

‘Not really,’ Curt mused. ‘I was always one for dissecting the frogs at biology.’ He beamed a smile. ‘And I’d rather treat the deceased than the living: no anxious diagnoses, no expectant families, fewer negligence claims . . .’ He stopped at a set of doors and peered through the glass upper half. 'Yes, in here.’ 

The lecture room was small and antiquated: wood veneer on the walls, curved wooden benches rising steeply. Curt checked his watch. ‘Only another minute or two.’ 

Rebus peered inside. Someone he didn’t know was lecturing to a few dozen students. There were fresh diagrams on the blackboard, and a podium where the lecturer stood brushing chalk from his hands. 

‘Not a cadaver on view,’ Rebus commented. 

‘We tend to keep those for the practicals.’ 

‘Are you still having to use the Western General?’ 

‘We are, and it’s a blessed nuisance with the traffic.’ 

The autopsy suite at the mortuary was out of commission. Fear of hepatitis allied to a ventilation system past its prime. No sign of funding for a new unit, which meant one of the city hospitals was bearing the brunt of the pathologists’ needs. 

‘The human body is a fascinating machine,’ Curt was saying. 'You only really get a sense of that post mortem. A hospital surgeon will concentrate on one particular area of the body, but we have the luxury of unlimited access.’ 

Siobhan’s look said she wished he’d stop being so remorselessly cheery on the subject. ‘It’s an old building,’ she remarked. 

‘Not that old really, in the context of the university. The medical school was based at Old College in earlier times.’ 

‘That’s where they took Burke’s body?’ Rebus added. 

'Yes, after he was hanged. A tunnel led into Old College. The bodies were all brought in that way—by dead of night in some cases.’ He looked to Siobhan. ‘The Resurrection Men.’ 

‘Good name for a band.’ 

He graced her flippancy with a scowl. ‘Body snatchers,’ he said. 

‘And the skin was flayed from Burke’s body?’ Rebus went on. 

'You know a bit about it.’ 

‘I didn’t until recently. Does the tunnel still exist?’ 

‘Part of it.’

‘I’d be interested to see it sometime.’ 

‘Devlin’s your man.’ 

‘Is he?’ 

‘Unofficial historian of the medical faculty’s early days. He’s written pamphlets on the subject . . . self-published, but pretty enlightening.’ 

‘I didn’t know that. I know he knows a bit about Burke and Hare. He has a theory that Dr Kennet Lovell placed the coffins on Arthur’s Seat.’ 

‘Ah, the ones that’ve been in the papers of late?’ Curt frowned in thought. ‘Lovell? Well, who’s to say he isn’t right?’ He broke off and frowned again. ‘Funny you should mention Lovell actually.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because Claire told me recently she’s descended from him.’ There was a sound of movement from inside. ‘Ah, Dr Easton’s finished. They’ll all filter out this way; we’d better stand back, lest we’re stampeded to death.’ 

‘They’re keen then?’ Siobhan said. 

‘Keen to be back in the fresh air, yes.’ 

Only a few of the students bothered to glance in their direction. Those who did seemed to know who Curt was, some acknowledging him with a bow, smile or word. Finally, with the hall three-quarters empty, Curt went up on to his toes. 

‘Claire? Could you spare a minute?’ 

She was tall and thin with short blonde hair and a long straight nose. Her eyes were an almost oriental shape, like tilted almonds. She carried two folders beneath one arm. There was a mobile phone in her hand. She’d been studying it on her way out of the lecture theatre: checking for messages perhaps. She came forwards with a smile. 

‘Hello, Dr Curt.’ Her voice was almost playful. 

‘Claire, these police officers would like a word.’ 

‘It’s about Flip, isn’t it?’ Her face had fallen, all humour lost to it, and the voice had taken on a sombre tone. 

Siobhan nodded slowly. ‘A few follow-up questions.’ 

‘I keep thinking maybe it wasn’t her, maybe there’s been a mistake .. .’ She looked to the pathologist. ‘Did you . . . ?’ 

Curt shook his head, but it was less a denial than a refusal to answer the question. Rebus and Siobhan knew Curt had been one of the pathologists at the Philippa Balfour autopsy. The other had been Professor Gates. 

Claire Benzie knew it too. Her eyes were still on Dr Curt. ‘Have you ever had to . . . you know . . . on someone you knew?’ 

Curt glanced in Rebus’s direction, and Rebus knew he was thinking of Conor Leary. 

‘It’s not a necessity,’ Curt was explaining to his student. ‘Something like that happens, you can be excused on compassionate grounds.’ 

‘We’re allowed compassion then?’ 

‘The occasional handful, yes.’ This put the smile back on to her face, albeit fleetingly. 

‘So how can I help you?’ she asked Siobhan. 

'You know we’re treating Flip’s death as homicide?’

‘That’s what the news said this morning.’ 

‘Well, we just need your help to clear up a few things.’ 

'You can use my office,’ Curt said. 

As they walked, two by two, back down the corridor, Rebus watched Claire Benzie’s back. She was holding her folders in front of her, discussing her recent lecture with Dr Curt. Siobhan glanced at him and frowned, wondering what he was thinking. He shook his head: not important. But all the same, he thought Claire Benzie was interesting. The morning her friend’s murder is announced, and she’s able to attend a lecture, talk about it afterwards, even with two detectives right behind her . . . 

One explanation: displacement. She was pushing thoughts of Flip aside, replacing them with the routine. Keeping busy to keep from bursting into tears. 

Another: she was self-possession itself, Flip’s demise a minor intrusion in her universe. 

Rebus knew which version he preferred, but he wasn’t sure it was necessarily the right one . . . 

Dr Curt shared a secretary with Professor Gates. They passed through the secretary’s office: two doors next to one another, Curt and Gates. Curt turned the doorhandle and ushered them inside. 

‘I’ve got one or two things to do,’ he said. ‘Just close the door after you when you’ve finished.’ 

‘Thanks,’ Rebus said. 

But, having brought them here, Curt seemed suddenly reluctant to leave his student alone with the two detectives. 

‘I’ll be fine, Dr Curt,’ Claire reassured him, as if she’d understood his hesitation. Curt nodded and left them. It was a cramped, airless room. A glass-fronted bookcase took up one whole wall. It was filled to overflowing. More books and documents covered every bit of shelf space, and while Rebus was sure there was a computer somewhere on the desk, he couldn’t place it: more documents, files and folders, learned journals, empty envelopes . . . 

‘Doesn’t throw much out, does he?’ Claire Benzie said. ‘Ironic when you think what he does to a corpse.’ 

The statement, so casually made, startled Siobhan Clarke. 

‘God, sorry,’ Claire said, placing a hand over her mouth. ‘They should hand out diplomas in bad taste with this course.’ 

Rebus was thinking of autopsies past: of innards tossed into pails, organs severed and placed on scales . . .

Siobhan was resting against the desk. Claire had dropped into the visitor’s chair, which looked like a remnant from a 1970s dining-room suite. Rebus was left with standing in the middle of the floor or taking Curt’s chair. He opted for the latter. 

‘So,’ Claire said, placing her folders on the floor by her feet, ‘what is it you want to know?’ 

'You were at school with Flip?’ 

‘For a few years, yes. 

They’d already been through the notes from Claire Benzie’s first interview. Two of the Gayfleld Square contingent had talked to her, gleaning little. 

'You lost touch?’ 

‘Sort of.. . a few letters and e-mails. Then she started her history of art course and I found out I’d been accepted by Edinburgh.’ 

'You got in touch?’ 

Claire nodded. She’d tucked one leg beneath her on the chair and was playing with a bracelet on her left wrist. ‘Sent her an e-mail, and we met up.’ 

'You saw her often after that?’ 

‘Not that often. Different courses, different workloads.’ 

‘Different friends?’ Rebus asked. 

‘Some, yes,’ Claire agreed. 

‘Did you keep in touch with anyone else from school days?’ 

‘One or two.’ 

‘And did Flip?’ 

‘Not really.’ 

‘How did she meet David Costello, do you know?’ Rebus already knew the answer—they’d met at a dinner party—but was wondering how well Claire knew Costello. 

‘I think she said something about a party . . . ’ 

‘Did you like him?’ 

‘David?’ She was thoughtful. ‘Arrogant sod, very sure of himself.’ 

Rebus almost came back with: not at all like you then? Instead, he looked to Siobhan, who reached into her jacket for the folded note. 

‘Claire,’ she said, ‘did Flip like to play games?’ 

‘Games?’ 

‘Role-playing . . . computer games . . . maybe on the Internet?’ 

She thought for a moment. Fine, except that Rebus knew you could use a pause to think up some story . . .

‘We had a dungeons and dragons club at school.’ 

'You were both in it?’ 

‘Until we realised it was strictly a boy thing.’ She wrinkled her nose. ‘Come to think of it, didn’t David play at school too?’ 

Siobhan handed her the sheet of clues. ‘Ever seen these before?’ 

‘What do they mean?’ 

‘Some game Flip was playing. What are you smiling at?’ 

‘Seven fins high . . . she was so pleased with that.’ Siobhan’s eyes widened. 

‘Sorry?’ 

‘She came bounding up to me in some bar . . . God, I forget where. Maybe Barcelona.’ She looked at Siobhan. ‘It’s a bar on Buccleuch Street.’ 

Siobhan nodded. ‘Go on.’ 

‘She just . . . she was laughing . . . and she said this.’ Claire pointed to the sheet. ‘Seven fins high is king. Then she asked me if I knew what it meant. I told her I hadn’t the faintest. “It’s the Victoria Line,” she said. She seemed so pleased with herself.’ 

’She didn’t tell you what it meant?’ 

‘I’ve just said 

‘I mean, about it being part of a quiz clue.’ 

Claire shook her head. ‘I thought . . . well, I don’t know what I thought.’ 

‘Was anyone else there?’ 

‘Not at the bar, no. I was getting some drinks in when she came running up.’ 

‘Do you think she told anyone else?’ 

‘Not to my knowledge.’ 

‘She didn’t explain any of the others?’ Siobhan gestured towards the sheet. She was feeling an intense rush of relief. Seven fins meant she’d been working out the same clues Flip had. Part of her had worried that Quizmaster was setting her new questions, questions specific to her. Now, she felt closer to Flip than ever 

‘Has this game got something to do with her death?’ Claire was asking. 

‘We don’t know yet,’ Rebus told her. 

‘And you’ve no suspects, no . . . leads?’ 

‘We’ve plenty of leads,’ Rebus was quick to assure her. ‘Tell me, you said you thought David Costello was arrogant. Did it ever go beyond that?’ 

‘How do you mean?’ 

‘We hear there were some pretty wild fallings-out between him and Flip.’ 

‘Flip could give as good as she got.’ She stopped abruptly, stared into space. Not for the first time in his life, Rebus wished he were a mind-reader. ‘She was strangled, wasn’t she?’ 

'Yes.'

‘From what I’ve seen on the forensics course, victims struggle. They’ll scratch and kick and bite.’ 

‘Not if they’re unconscious,’ Rebus said quietly. 

Claire closed her eyes for a moment. When she opened them, there were tears shining there. 

‘Pressure on the carotid artery,’ Rebus went on. 

‘Causing ante-mortem bruising?’ Claire could have been reading from a textbook. Siobhan nodded an answer. 

‘Only seems like yesterday we were schoolgirls . . .'

‘This was in Edinburgh?’ Rebus asked, waiting till Claire had nodded. The first interview hadn’t gone into her background, except, as it related to Flip. ‘Is that where your family live?’ 

‘It is now. But back then, we lived in Causland.’ 

Rebus frowned. ‘Causland?’ He knew the name from somewhere. 

‘It’s a village . . . more of a hamlet really. About a mile and a half from Falls.’ 

Rebus found himself gripping the arms of Dr Curt’s chair. 'You know Falls then?’ 

‘Used to.’ 

‘And Junipers, the Balfours’ house?’ 

She nodded. ‘For a while, I was more house guest than visitor.’ 

‘And then your family moved away?’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘My father . . .’ She broke off. ‘We had to move for his work.’ 

Rebus and Siobhan shared a look: it wasn’t what she’d been about to say. 

‘Did you and Flip ever visit the waterfall?’ Rebus asked casually. 

‘Do you know it?’ 

He nodded. ‘Been there a couple of times.’ 

She was smiling, eyes losing focus. ‘We used to play there, pretend it was our enchanted kingdom. Life Never-Ending we called it. If only we’d known . . .'

She broke down then, and Siobhan went to comfort her. Rebus walked into the outer office and asked the secretary for a glass of water. But by the time he got back with it, Claire was already recovering. Siobhan was crouching by the side of the chair, a hand on her shoulder. Rebus offered the water. Claire rubbed at her nose with a tissue. 

‘Thank you,’ she said, compressing it to the single syllable kyoo. 

‘I think that’s plenty to be going on with,’ Siobhan was saying. Rebus—who privately disagreed—nodded his compliance. 'You’ve been a big help, Claire.’ 

‘Really?’ 

It was Siobhan’s turn to nod. ‘We might be in touch again later, if that’s all right.’ 

‘Fine, whatever.’ 

Siobhan handed over her card. ‘If I’m not in the office, the pager w~ always find me.’ 

‘Okay.’ Claire slipped the card into one of her files. 

‘Sure you’re all right?’ 

Claire nodded, stood up, clutching her files to her chest. ‘I’ve got another class,’ she said. ‘Don’t want to miss it.’ 

‘Dr Curt tells us you’re related to Kennet Lovell?’ 

She looked at him. ‘On my mother’s side.’ She paused, as if expecting a follow-up question, but Rebus didn’t have one. 

‘Thanks again,’ Siobhan said. 

They watched as she started to leave. Rebus was holding the door open for her. ‘Just one thing, Claire?’ 

She stopped beside him, staring up. 'Yes?’ she said. 

'You told us you used to know Falls.’ Rebus waited till she’d nodded. ‘Does that mean you’ve not been there recently?’ 

‘I might have passed through.’ 

He nodded acceptance of this. She made to leave again. 'You know Beverly Dodds though,’ he added. 

‘Who?’ 

‘I think she made that bracelet you’re wearing.’ 

Claire lifted her wrist. ‘This?’ It looked very much like the one Jean had bought: polished stones drilled and threaded. ‘Flip~gave it to me. Said something about it being “good magic”.’ She shrugged ‘Not that I believe in it, of course 

Rebus watched her leave, then closed the door. ‘What do you think?’ he asked, turning back into the room. 

‘I don’t know,’ Siobhan admitted. 

‘A bit of acting going on?’ 

‘The tears seemed real enough.’ 

‘Isn’t that what acting’s all about?’ 

Siobhan sat down in Claire’s chair. ‘If a killer’s hiding in there, it’s buried deep.’ 

‘Seven fin high: say Flip didn’t come up to her at a bar. Say Claire already knew what it meant.’ 

‘Because she’s the Quizmaster?’ Siobhan shook her head. 

‘Or another player,’ Rebus said. 

‘Then why bother telling us anything?’ 

‘Because . . .’ But Rebus couldn’t think of an answer for that. 

‘I’ll tell you what I’m wondering.’ 

‘Her father?’ Rebus guessed. 

Siobhan nodded. ‘There’s something she was holding back.’ 

‘So why did her family move?’ 

Siobhan was thoughtful, but couldn’t think of a quick answer.

‘Her old school might tell us,’ Rebus said. While Siobhan went to ask the secretary for a phone book, Rebus called Bev Dodds’ number. She answered on the sixth ring. 

‘It’s DI Rebus,’ he said. 

‘Inspector, I’m a bit pushed at the moment . . . ’ 

He could hear other voices. Tourists, he guessed, probably deciding what to buy. ‘I don’t think,’ he said, ‘I ever asked you if you knew Philippa Balfour.’ 

‘Didn’t you?’ 

‘Do you mind if I ask you now?’ 

‘Not at all.’ She paused. ‘The answer is no.’ 

'You never met her?’ 

‘Never. Why do you ask?’ 

‘A friend of hers is wearing a bracelet she says Philippa gave her. It looks to me like one of yours.’ 

‘Quite possible.’ 

‘But you didn’t sell it to Philippa?’ 

‘If it’s one of mine, chances are she bought it in a shop. There’s a craft shop in Haddington takes my work, and another in Edinburgh.’ 

‘What’s the name of the one in Edinburgh?’ 

‘Wiccan Crafts. It’s on Jeffrey Street, if you’re interested. Now, if you don’t mind . . . ’ But Rebus had already put down the phone. Siobhan was coming back in with the number for Flip’s old school. Rebus made the call, putting the speaker on so Siobhan could listen. The headmistress had been one of the teachers during Flip and Claire’s time there. 

‘Poor, poor Philippa, it’s terrible news . . . and what her family must be going through,’ the headmistress said. 

‘I’m sure they’ve got every support,’ Rebus commiserated, trying to get as much sincerity into his voice as he could. 

There was a long sigh at the other end of the line. 

‘But actually, I’m phoning in connection with Claire.’ 

‘Claire?’ 

‘Claire Benzie. It’s part of the background, trying to build up a picture of Philippa. I believe she and Claire were good friends at one time.’ 

‘Pretty good, yes. 

‘They lived near one another, too?’ 

‘That’s right. Out East Lothian way.’ 

Rebus had a thought. ‘How did they get to school?’ 

‘Oh, Claire’s father usually drove them in. Either him or Philippa’s mother. A lovely lady, I do grieve for her so . . .'

‘Claire’s father worked in Edinburgh then?’ 

‘Oh, yes. Some sort of lawyer.’ 

‘Is that why the family moved? Was it to do with his work?’ 

‘Dear me, no. I think they were evicted.’ 

‘Evicted?’ 

‘Well, one shouldn’t gossip, but with him being deceased I don’t suppose it matters.’ 

‘We’ll hold it in strictest confidence,’ Rebus said, looking at Siobhan. 

‘Well, it’s just that the poor man made some bad investments. I believe he was always a bit of a gambler, and it looks like this time he went too far, lost thousands . . . his house . . . the lot.’ 

‘How did he die?’ 

‘I think you’ve guessed. He booked into a seaside hotel quite shortly thereafter, and took an overdose of some kind of tablets. It’s quite a tumble after all, isn’t it, from lawyer to bankrupt . . .?’ 

'Yes, it is,’ Rebus agreed. ‘Many thanks for that.’ 

'Yes, I’d better go. I’ve some sort of curriculum meeting to attend.’ Her tone told Rebus this was a regular occurrence, and not one to be savoured. ‘Such a pity, two families torn apart by tragedy.’ 

‘Goodbye then,’ Rebus said, putting down the phone. He looked at Siobhan. 

‘Investments?’ she echoed. 

‘And who would he trust if not the father of his daughter’s best friend?’ 

Siobhan nodded. ‘John Balfour’s about to bury his daughter,’ she reminded him. 

‘Then we’ll talk to someone else at the bank.’ 

Siobhan smiled. ‘I know just the man . . . '

’Ranald Marr was at Junipers, so they drove out to Falls. Siobhan asked if they could stop and look at the waterfall. A couple of tourists were doing the same thing. The man was taking a photo of his wife. He asked Rebus if he’d take one of the pair of them together. His voice was Edinburgh. 

‘What brings you here?’ Rebus asked, feiguing innocence. 

‘Same thing as you most likely,’ the man said, positioning himself next to his wife. ‘Make sure you get the wee waterfall in.’ 

'You mean you’re here because of the coffin?’ Rebus said, peering through the view-finder. 

‘Aye, well, she’s dead now, isn’t she?’ 

‘She is that,’ Rebus said. 

‘Sure you’re getting us in?’ the man asked worriedly. 

‘Perfect,’ Rebus said, pressing the button. When the film was developed, there’d be a picture of sky and trees, nothing more. 

‘Wee tip,’ the man said, taking his camera back. He nodded towards one of the trees. ‘She’s the one found the coffin.’ 

Rebus looked. There was a crude sign pinned to the tree, advertising Bev Dodds’ Pottery. A hand-drawn map showed her cottage. ‘Pottery for Sale, Teas and Coffees.’ She was branching out. 

‘Did she show you it?’ Rebus asked, knowing fine well the answer. The Falls coffin was locked away with the others at St Leonard’s. He’d had about a dozen’ messages from the potter, and, knowing what she wanted, hadn’t responded to any of them. 

The tourist shook his head in disappointment. ‘Police are holding on to it.’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘So where’s your next stop?’ 

‘Thought we’d go look at Junipers,’ his wife said. ‘Always supposing we can find it. Took us half an hour to find this place.’ She looked at Siobhan. ‘They don’t believe in signposts out here, do they?’ 

‘I know where Junipers is.’ Rebus spoke authoritatively. 'You head back down the lane, left through the town. There’s a housing scheme on the right called Meadowside. Drive into it and you’ll see Junipers just beyond.’ 

The man beamed. ‘Magic, thanks a lot.’ 

‘No problem,’ Rebus told him. The tourists waved their goodbyes, eager to be back on the trail. 

Siobhan sidled over towards Rebus. ‘Completely erroneous?’ 

‘They’ll be lucky to get out of Meadowside with four tyres still on their car.’ He grinned at her. ‘My good deed for the day.’ 

Back in the car, Rebus turned to Siobhan. ‘How do you want to play this?’ 

‘First off, I want to know if Marr’s a Mason.’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘I’ll handle that.’ 

‘Then I think we dive straight in with Hugo Benzie.’ 

Rebus was still nodding. ‘Which one of us asks the questions?’ 

Siobhan sat back. ‘Let’s play it by ear, see which one of us Marr prefers.’ Rebus looked at her. 'You don’t agree?’ she asked. 

He shook his head. ‘It’s not that.’ 

‘What then?’ 

‘It’s almost exactly what I’d have said, that’s all.’ 

She turned towards him, held his eyes. ‘Is that a good thing or a bad thing?’ 

Rebus’s face cracked into a smile. ‘I’m still trying to decide,’ he said, turning the ignition. 

The gates at Junipers were being protected by two uniforms, including Nicola Campbell, the WPC he’d met on his first visit. A lone reporter had parked his car on the verge across the road. He was drinking something from a flask, watched Rebus and Siobhan draw up at the gates, then went back to his crossword. Rebus wound down his window. 

‘No more phone taps?’ he asked. 

‘Not now there’s no kidnap,’ Campbell replied. 

‘What about Brains?’ 

‘Back at the Big House: something came up. 

‘I see there’s one vulture.’ Rebus meant the reporter. ‘Any ghouls?’ 

‘A few.’ 

‘Well, a couple more may be on their way. Who’s up there?’ Rebus pointed through the gates. 

‘DCS Templer, DC Hood.’ 

‘Planning the next press conference,’ Siobhan guessed. 

‘Who else?’ Rebus asked Campbell. 

‘The parents,’ she told him, ‘house staff . . . someone from the funeral home. And a family friend.’ 

Rebus nodded. He turned to Siobhan. ‘Wonder if we’ve talked to the staff: sometimes they see and hear things . . . ’ Campbell was opening the gates. 

‘DS Dickie interviewed them,’ Siobhan said. 

‘Dickie?’ Rebus put the car into gear, crawled through the gates. ‘That clock-watching wee nyaff?’ 

She looked at him. 'You want to do it all yourself, don’t you?’ 

‘Because I don’t trust anyone else to do it right.’ 

‘Thanks very much.’ 

He took his eyes off the windscreen. ‘There are exceptions,’ he said. 

Four cars were parked in the driveway outside the house, the same driveway Jacqueline Balfour had come stumbling down, thinking Rebus her daughter’s abductor. 

‘Grant’s Alfa,’ Siobhan commented. 

‘Chauffeuring the boss.’ Rebus guessed that the black Volvo S40 belonged to the funeral home, leaving a bronze Maserati and a green Aston Martin DB7. He couldn’t decide which belonged to Ranald Marr and which to the Balfours, and said as much. 

‘The Aston’s John Balfour’s,’ Siobhan told him. He looked at her. 

‘Is that a guess?’ he asked. 

She shook her head. ‘It’s in the notes.’ 

'You’ll be telling me his shoe size next.’ 

A maid answered the door. They showed their warrant cards and were ushered into the hall. The maid headed off without saying anything. Rebus had never really seen anyone walking on tiptoe before. No voices could be heard anywhere. 

‘This place is straight out of Cluedo,’ Siobhan murmured, studying the wood panelling, the paintings of Balfours past. There was even a suit of armour at the foot of the stairs. A stack of unopened mail sat on a table next to the armour. The same door the maid had disappeared through was opening now. A tall, middle- aged and efficient-looking woman walked towards them. Her face was composed but unsmiling. 

‘I’m Mr Balfour’s personal assistant,’ she said in a voice not much above a whisper. 

‘It’s Mr Marr we were hoping to talk to.’ 

She bowed her head to acknowledge as much. ‘But you must appreciate that this is an extremely difficult time 

‘He won’t talk to us?’ 

‘It’s not a case of “won’t”.’ She was becoming irritated. 

Rebus nodded slowly. ‘Tell you what then, I’ll just go tell Detective Chief Superintendent Templer that Mr Marr is holding up our inquiry into Miss Balfour’s murder. If you could show me the way . . . ?’ 

She stared daggers at him, but Rebus wasn’t about to blink, never mind flinch. 

‘If you’ll wait here,’ she said finally. When she spoke, Rebus saw her teeth for the first time. He managed a polite ‘thank you’ as she headed back towards the door. 

‘Impressive,’ Siobhan commented. 

‘Her or me?’ 

‘The general combat.’ 

He nodded. ‘Two more minutes, I’d have been reaching for that suit of armour.’ 

Siobhan walked over to the table and flicked through the mail. Rebus joined her. 

‘Thought we’d have been opening it,’ he said, ‘looking for ransom demands.’ 

‘We probably were,’ Siobhan answered, studying the postmarks. ‘But this is all yesterday’s and today’s.’ 

‘Keeping the postman busy.’ Several of the envelopes were card- sized and black-edged. ‘Hope the PA opens them.’ 

Siobhan nodded. Ghouls again, for whom the death of someone well known was an invitation to become obsessed. You never knew who’d be sending a condolence card. ‘It should be us checking them.’ 

‘Good point.’ After all, the killer could be a ghoul, too. 

The door opened again. This time, Ranald Marr, in black suit and tie, white shirt, strode towards them, looking upset by the interruption. 

‘What is it this time?’ he asked Siobhan. 

‘Mr Marr?’ Rebus stuck out his hand. ‘DI Rebus. I just want to say how sorry we are that we’ve had to intrude.’ 

Marr, accepting the apology, also accepted Rebus’s hand. Rebus had never joined ‘the craft’, but his father had taught him the handshake one drunken night, back when Rebus had been in his teens. 

‘As long as it’s not going to take long,’ Marr said, pushing for advantage. 

‘Is there somewhere we could talk?’ 

‘Along here.’ Marr led them into one of two hallways. Rebus caught Siobhan’s eye and nodded, answering her question. Marr was a Mason. She pursed her lips, looked thoughtful. 

Marr had opened another door, leading into a large room filled with a wall-length bookcase and a full-size billiard table. When he flicked on the lights—the room, like the rest of the house, was curtained in a show of mourning—the green baize was illuminated. 

Two chairs sat against one wall, a small table between them. On the table sat a silver tray laid with a decanter of whisky and some crystal tumblers. Marr sat down and poured himself a drink. He gestured towards Rebus, who shook his head, Siobhan likewise. Marr raised his glass. 

‘Philippa, God rest her soul.’ Then he drank deeply. Rebus had smelt the whisky on his breath, knew this wasn’t his first of the day. Probably not the first time he’d made the toast either. If they’d been alone together, they would have exchanged information about one another’s home lodge—and Rebus might have been in trouble—but with Siobhan here, he was safe. He rolled a red ball across the table, where it rebounded from the cushion. 

‘So,’ Marr said, ‘what is it you want this time?’ 

‘Hugo Benzie,’ Rebus said. 

The name caught Marr by surprise. His eyebrows lifted, and he took another pull on his drink. 

'You knew him?’ Rebus guessed. 

‘Not very well. His daughter was at school with Philippa.’ 

‘Did he bank with you?’ 

'You, know I can’t discuss the bank’s business. It wouldn’t be ethical.’ 

'You’re not a doctor,’ Rebus said. You just keep people’s money for them.’ 

Marr’s eyes narrowed. ‘We do a sight more than that.’ 

‘What? You mean lose money for them too?’ 

Marr leapt to his feet., ‘What the hell has this got to do with Philippa’s murder?’ 

‘Just answer the question: did Hugo Benzie have his money invested with you?’ 

‘Not with us, through us.’ 

'You advised him?’ 

Marr refilled his glass. Rebus glanced towards Siobhan. She knew her place in this, was keeping quiet, standing in the shadows beyond the baize. 

'You advised him?’ Rebus asked again. 

‘We advised him against taking risks.’ 

‘But he wouldn’t listen?’ 

‘What’s life without a bit of risk: that was Hugo’s philosophy. He gambled . . . and lost.’ 

‘Did he hold Balfour’s responsible?’ 

Marr shook his head. ‘I don’t think so. Poor bugger just did away with himself.’ 

‘What about his wife and daughter?’ 

‘What about them?’ 

‘Did they bear a grudge?’ 

He shook his head again. ‘They knew what kind of man he was’ He put his glass down on the rim of the billiard table. ‘But what’s this got . . .?’ Then he seemed to realise. ‘Ah, you’re still looking for motives . . . and you think a dead man has risen from his grave to seek revenge on Balfour’s Bank?’ 

Rebus rolled another ball across the table. ‘Stranger things have happened.’ 

Siobhan walked forward now, and handed the sheet of paper to Marr. You remember I asked about games?’ 

'Yes.’ 

‘This clue here.’ She pointed to the one relating to Rosslyn Chapel. ‘What do you make of it?’ 

He narrowed his eyes in concentration. ‘Nothing at all,’ he said, handing it back. 

‘Can I ask if you’re a member of a masonic lodge, Mr Marr?’ 

Marr glared at her. Then his eyes flickered in Rebus’s direction. ‘I’m not going to dignify that question with a response.’ 

'You see, Philippa was given this clue to solve, and so was I. And when I saw the words “mason’s dream”, I had to find a member of a lodge to ask what it meant.’ 

‘And what did it mean?’ 

‘That’s not important. What may be important is whether Philippa sought help along the same lines.’ 

‘I’ve already told you, I knew nothing about any of this.’ 

‘But she might have slipped something into the conversation . . .?’ 

‘Well, she didn’t.’ 

‘Any other Masons of her acquaintance, Mr Marr?’ Rebus asked. 

‘I wouldn’t know. Look, I really think I’ve given you enough time . . . today of all days.’ 

Yes, sir,’ Rebus said. ‘Thank you for seeing us.’ He held out his hand again, but this time Marr didn’t take it. He walked to the door in silence, opened it, and walked out. Rebus and Siobhan followed him back down the hallway. Templer and Hood were standing in the entrance hall. Marr passed them without a word and disappeared through a door. 

‘What the hell are you doing here?’ Templer asked in an undertone. 

‘Trying to catch a killer,’ Rebus told her. ‘How about you?’ 

'You looked good on the telly,’ Siobhan said to Hood. 

‘Thanks.’ 

'Yes, Grant did bloody well,’ Templer said, her attention deflected from Rebus on to Siobhan. ‘I couldn’t be more pleased.’ 

‘Me neither,’ Siobhan said with a smile. 

They left the house and got into their respective cars. Templer’s parting shot: ‘I’ll want a report explaining your presence here. And John? The doctor’s waiting . . .'

‘Doctor?’ Siobhan asked, doing up her seat-belt. 

‘It’s nothing,’ Rebus said, turning the ignition. 

‘Has she got it in for you as well as me?’ 

Rebus turned to her. ‘Gill wanted you by her side, Siobhan. You turned that down.’ 

‘I wasn’t ready.’ She paused. You know, this is going to sound daft, but I think she’s jealous.’ 

‘Of you?’ 

Siobhan shook her head. ‘Of you. '

‘Me?’ Rebus laughed. 'Why would she be jealous of me?’ 

‘Because you don’t play by the rules, and she has to. Because despite yourself, you always seem to get people working for you, even when they don’t agree with what you’re asking them to do.’ 

‘I must be better than I think.’ 

She looked at him slyly. ‘Oh, I think you know how good you are. At least, you think you do.’ 

He returned her look. ‘There's an insult buried in there somewhere, but I can’t quite see it.’ 

Siobhan sat back in her seat. ‘So what now?’ 

‘Back to Edinburgh.’ 

‘And?’ 

Rebus was thoughtful as he eased the car back down the driveway. ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘Back there, you’d almost have thought Marr had lost his own kid . . . ’ 

 You’re not saying . . . ?’ 

‘Did he look like her at all? I’m useless at that.’ 

Siobhan thought about it, gnawing her lip. ‘Rich people all look the same to me. You think Marr and Mrs Balfour could have had an affair?’ 

Rebus shrugged. ‘Hard to prove without a blood test.’ He glanced in her direction. ‘Better make sure Gates and Curt keep a sample.’ 

‘And Claire Benzie?’ 

Rebus gave a wave to WPC Campbell. ‘Claire’s interesting, but we don’t want to rattle her chain.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Because a year or three from now, she could be our friendly local pathologist. I may not be around to see it, but you will, and the last thing you want is . . . '

‘Bad blood?’ Siobhan guessed with a smile. 

‘Bad blood,’ Rebus agreed with a slow nod. 

Siobhan was thoughtful. ‘But whichever way you look at it, she has every right to feel pissed off with the Balfours.’ 

‘Then how come she was still friends with Flip?’ 

‘Maybe she was playing a game of her own.’ As they drove back down the lane, she kept her eyes open for the tourists, but didn’t see them. ‘Should we check Meadowside, see if they’re all right?’ 

Rebus shook his head. They were silent once more until they’d left Falls far behind. 

‘Marr’s a Mason,’ Siobhan said at last. ‘And he likes playing games.’ 

‘So now he’s the Quizmaster rather than Claire Benzie?’ 

‘I think it’s more likely than him turning out to be Flip’s father.’ 

‘Sorry I spoke.’ Rebus was thinking of Hugo Benzie. Before driving out to Falls, he’d rung a lawyer friend and asked about him. Benzie had specialised in wills and trusts, a quiet and efficient solicitor, part of a large practice in the city. The gambling wasn’t common knowledge, and had never interfered with his work. The rumour was, he’d stuck money into Far East start-ups, guided by tip-offs and the financial pages of his favoured daily paper. If this were true, then Rebus couldn’t see Balfour’s as culpable. Probably all they’d done was channel the money on his instructions, then had to call time when it disappeared up the Yangtze. Benzie hadn’t just lost all his money—as a lawyer he could always earn more. To Rebus’s mind, he’d lost something much~ more substantial: his faith in himself. Having stopped believing in himself, it was probably easy to start believing in suicide as an option, and sometime thereafter as absolute necessity. Rebus had been there himself once or twice, with the bottle and the darkness for company. He knew he couldn’t leap from a high place: he was scared of heights, had been ever since they’d dropped him from a helicopter during his army $ days. Warm bath and a razor across the wrists . . . the problem there was the mess, the thought of someone, friend or stranger, confronted with such a tableau. Booze and pills . . . it always came down to those essential drugs. Not at home, but in some anonymous hotel room, discovered by the staff. Just another lonely corpse as far as they’d be concerned. 

Idle thoughts. But in Benzie’s shoes . . . wife and daughter . . . he didn’t think he could have done it, leaving behind a devastated family. And now Claire wanted to be a pathologist, a career filled with corpses and ventilated, windowless rooms. Would each body she dealt with be her father’s image . . . ? 

‘Penny for them,’ Siobhan said. 

‘No sale,’ Rebus replied, fixing his eyes on the road ahead. 

‘Cheer up,’ Hi-Ho Silvers said, ‘it’s Friday afternoon.’ 

‘So what?’ 

He stared at Ellen Wylie. ‘Don’t tell me you don’t have a date lined up?’ 

‘A date?’ 

You know: a meal, some dancing, then back to his place.’ He started gyrating his hips. 

Wylie screwed up her face. ‘I’m having trouble keeping my lunch down as it is.’ 

The remains of the sandwich were on her desk: tuna mayonnaise with sweetcorn. There’d been a slight fizziness to the tuna, and now her stomach was sending her signals. Not that Silvers was about to take any notice. 

‘Must have a boyfriend though, Ellen?’ 

‘I’ll call you when desperation takes hold.’ 

‘As long as it’s not Friday or Saturday night: my drinking nights, those are. 

‘I’ll bear that in mind, George.’ 

‘And Sunday afternoon, of course.’ 

‘Of course.’ Wylie couldn’t help thinking that this arrangement probably suited Mrs Silvers just fine. 

‘Unless we get some overtime.’ Silvers’ mind made the switch. ‘What do you reckon the chances are?’ 

‘Depends, doesn’t it?’ And she knew what it depended on: media pressure, forcing the brass to look for a quick result. Or maybe John Balfour, asking another favour, twisting an arm or two. Time was, CID would work seven-day weeks, twelve-hour days on a big case, and be paid accordingly. But budgets were tighter now, along with staffing levels. She’d never seen so many happy cops as the day CHOGM—the Commonwealth Heads of Government Meeting—had rolled into town, bringing with it an overtime jamboree. But that had been a few years back now. Still she caught officers, Silvers among them, muttering the word ‘chogm’ under their breath, as though it were a talisman. As Silvers shrugged and moved off, overtime probably still on his mind, Wylie turned her attention to the story of the German student, Jurgen Becker. She thought of Boris Becker, her favourite tennis player at one time, and wondered idly if Jurgen might be some relation. She doubted it: a famous relly would have pulled out the stops, like with Philippa Balfour. 

And yet what progress had they made? They didn’t seem to be any further forward than the day the MisPer inquiry had opened. Rebus had all these ideas, but there was no focus to them. It was as if he reached out his hand and plucked possibilities from some tree or bush, expecting people to swallow them. The one time she’d worked with him before—a body found in Queensberry House, just as they were readying to knock most of it down and start building the parliament—there hadn’t been a result. He’d as good as dumped her, refused to talk about the case afterwards. Nothing had come to court. 

And yet . . . she’d rather be part of Rebus’s team than none at all. She felt she’d burned her bridges with Gill Templer, whatever Rebus said, and she knew it was all her fault. She’d tried too hard, almost to the point of pestering Templer. It was a form of laziness: pushing to be noticed in the hope advancement would follow. And she knew Templer had rejected her precisely because she’d seen it for what it was. Gill Templer hadn’t got to the top that way—she’d had to work her damnedest throughout, fighting a prejudice against women officers which was never discussed, never admitted to. 

But still there. 

Wylie knew she should have kept her head down and her mouth shut. That was how Siobhan Clarke worked; she never looked pushy, even though she was every inch the careerist . . . and a rival—Wylie couldn’t help but see her that way. Templer’s favourite from the start, which was precisely why she—Ellen Wylie—had begun campaigning overtly and, as it turned out, too strenuously. Leaving her isolated, stuck with a piece of crap like the Jurgen Becker story. On a Friday afternoon, when there’d most likely be no one around to answer her phone calls, reply to her questions. It was dead time, that was all. 

Dead time. 

Grant Hood had another press conference to organise. He already knew the names to put to faces, had arranged short get-to-know meetings with the ‘majors’, these being the more reputable journalists, crime reporters of long standing. 

‘Thing is, Grant,’ DCS Templer had confided in him, ‘there are some journos we can call our own, in that they’re malleable. They’ll toe the line, place a story for us if and when we want them to, while holding back stuff we don’t want getting out. You already have a foundation of trust there, but it cuts both ways. We have to give them good copy, and they’re hoping they get it an hour or two before the oppo.’ 

‘The oppo, ma’am?’ 

‘Opposition. See, they look like a solid mass when you see them in the press room, but they’re not. At times they’ll cooperate with each other—like sending one of their number on a thankless stake- out. He then shares whatever he gets with the rest of them. They take it in turns.’ 

Grant had nodded his understanding. 

‘But in other respects, it’s dog eat dog. The hacks who’re not in the loop, they’re keenest of all, and not likely to be scrupulous. They’ll get chequebooks out when it suits, and they’ll try to win you over. Not with cash maybe, but with drinks, a bit of dinner. They’ll make you feel one of the lads, and you’ll start thinking: they’re not so bad really. That’s when you’re in trouble, because all the time they’ll be pumping you without you knowing it. You might let drop a hint or a teaser, just to show them you’re in the know. And whatever it is you’ve come out with, you can guarantee they’ll print it with knobs on. You’ll he “a police source or an unnamed source close to the investigation”—that’s if they’re in the mood to be kind. And if they get anything on you, they’ll turn the screws. They’ll want chapter and verse, or they’ll leave you on the rack.’ She’d patted his shoulder, and finished by saying: ‘Just a word to the wise. 

Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.’ 

‘It’s okay to be on genial terms with them all, and you should introduce yourself to the ones who matter, but never forget which side you’re on . . . or that there are sides. Okay?’ 

He’d nodded. Then she’d given him the list of ‘majors’. 

He’d stuck to coffee and orange juice in each meeting, and was relieved to see most of the journalists doing likewise. 

You might find the “elders” running on whisky and gin,’ one younger reporter had said, ‘but not us.’ 

The meeting after that had been with one of the most respected of the “elders”. He’d wanted nothing more than a glass of water: ‘The young ones drink like fish, but I find I can’t any more. And what’s your tipple of preference, DC Hood?’ 

‘This isn’t a formal occasion, Mr Gillies. Please, call me Grant.’ 

‘Then you must call me Allan . . . ’ 

Still Grant couldn’t get Templer’s warning words out of his head. As a result, he felt he’d come over as stiff and awkward at each get- to-know. Still, one definite bonus was that Templer had arranged for him to have his own office at Fettes HQ, at least for the duration of the inquiry. She’d called it ‘prudent’, explaining that he’d be talking to journalists every day, and it was best to keep them at a distance from the main investigation. If they happened to drop into Gayfield or St Leonard’s for a briefing or even a quick chat, there was no telling what they might overhear or happen to notice. 

‘Good point,’ he’d said, nodding. 

‘Same goes for phone calls,’ Templer had gone on. ‘If you want to call a journalist, do so from your office, door closed. That way they’re not going to hear anything they shouldn’t in the background. One of them phones you and catches you in CID or somewhere, say you’ll call them back.’ 

He’d nodded again. 

Thinking back, she’d probably reckoned he resembled one of those nodding dogs, the kind you got in the back of naff cars. He tried to shake the image away, focused on his screen. He was drafting a press release, copies to go to Bill Pryde, Gill Templer and ACC Carswell for their input and approval. 

Carswell, the Assistant Chief Constable, was on another floor in the same building. He’d already knocked on Grant’s door and come in to wish him good luck. When Grant had introduced himself as Detective Constable Hood, Carswell had nodded slowly, his eyes those of an examiner. 

‘Well,’ he’d said, ‘no cock-ups and a result on this, we’ll have to see about doing something better for you, eh?’ 

Meaning a hike to detective sergeant. Hood knew Carswell could do it, too. He’d already taken one young CID officer under his wing 

—DI Derek Linford. Problem was, neither Linford nor Carswell had any time for John Rebus, which meant Hood would have to be careful. He’d already turned down one drink with Rebus and the rest of the crew, but was conscious that he’d spent some time alone with Rebus in a bar all too recently. It was the sort of thing which, leaked to Carswell, could put a real spanner in the works. He thought again of Templer’s words: if they get anything on you, they’ll turn the screws . . . Another image flashed in front of him, that clinch with Siobhan. He’d have to be careful from now on: careful who he spoke to and what he said, careful who he spent time with, careful what he did. 

Careful not to make enemies. 

Another knock on the door. It was one of the civilian staff. ‘Something for you,’ she said, handing over a carrier bag. Then she smiled and retreated. He opened it. A bottle inside: Jose Cuervo Gold. And along with it, a little card: 

Here’s wishing you well in your new post. Think of us as sleepy- headed children, who need to be told their daily story. 

Your news friends, the Fourth Estate. 

Grant smiled. He thought he detected the hand of Allan Gillies. Then it struck him: he’d never answered Gillies’ inquiry about his favoured drink . . . yet somehow Gillies had got it right. It went beyond guesswork: someone had been talking. The smile left Grant’s face. The tequila wasn’t just a gift, it was a show of strength. Just then his mobile sounded. He took it from his pocket. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘DC Hood?’ 

‘Speaking.’ 

‘Just thought I’d introduce myself, since I seemed to miss out on one of the invites.’ 

‘Who is this?’ 

‘My name’s Steve Holly. You’ll have seen my byline.’ 

‘I’ve seen it.’ Holly’s was definitely not one of the names on Templer’s list of ‘majors’. Her own succinct description of him: ‘a shit’. 

‘Well, we’ll be seeing one another at all these press conferences and such like, but I thought I’d just say hello first. Did you get the bottle?’ 

When Grant didn’t reply, Holly just laughed. 

‘He always does that, old Allan. Thinks it’s clever, but you and I know it’s just a party trick.’ 

‘Is it?’ 

‘I’m not the sort for rubbish like that, as you’ll no doubt have noticed.’ 

‘Noticed?’ Grant frowned. 

‘Think about it, DC Hood.’ With that, the line went dead. 

Grant stared at the phone, and then it dawned on him. The journalists, all they’d had from him so far were his office phone, fax and pager. He thought hard, and was sure he hadn’t given his mobile to any of them. More advice from Templer: 

‘Once you get to know them, there’ll be one or two you really click with—it’s never the same combination for any liaison officer. Those really special ones, you might want to let have your mobile number. It’s a sign of trust. For the rest, forget it or your life won’t be your own . . . and with them clogging the line, how can any of your colleagues hope to contact you? Us and them, Grant, us and them . . . ’ 

And now one of ‘them’ had his mobile number. There was only one thing for it, he’d have to get it changed. 

As for the tequila, that was going with him to the press conference. He’d hand it back to Allan Gillies, tell him he was off the alcohol these days. 

He was beginning to think that might not be so far from the truth. There were a lot of changes to be made if he was going to stay the course. 

Grant felt he was ready. 

The CID suite at St Leonard’s was emptying. Officers not involved in the murder case were clocking off for the weekend. Some would work a Saturday shift if it was offered them. Others would be on call, should a fresh case need investigating. But for most, the weekend was beginning. There was a spring in their step; they struck up choruses of old pop songs. The city had been quiet of late. A few domestics, a drug bust or two. The Drugs Squad were keeping their heads down, however, after answering a tip-off: a council house in Gracemount, silver sheeting at an upstairs bedroom window, kept closed all day and night. They’d hurtled in, ready to demolish Edinburgh’s latest cannabis supply, and had instead found a teenager’s bedroom, newly decorated. His mum had bought a moon blanket instead of curtains, thought it looked trendy . . . 

‘Bloody Changing Rooms,’ one of the Drugs Squad had muttered. 

There were other incidents, but they were isolated, hardly the stuff of a crime wave. Siobhan looked at her watch. She’d called the Crime Squad earlier, asked about computers. She hadn’t even got half~ay through her explanation when Claverhouse had said, ‘Someone’s already on it. We’ll send him over.’ So now she was waiting. She’d tried Claverhouse again: no answer. He was probably on his way home or to the pub. Maybe he wasn’t sending anyone till Monday. She’d give it another ten minutes. After all, she had her own life, didn’t she? Football tomorrow if she wanted it, though it was an away match. Sunday she could go for a drive: there were all these places she’d never been—Linlithgow Palace, Falkland Palace, Traquair. A friend she hadn’t seen in months had invited her to a birthday party Saturday night. She didn’t think she’d go, but the option was always there . . . 

‘Are you DC Clarke?’ 

He had a briefcase with him, which he placed on the floor. She was reminded for a second of door-to-door salesmen, cold callers. Straightening, she saw that he was overweight, most of it around the stomach. Short hair, a tuft standing up at the back of his head. He introduced himself as Eric Bain. 

‘I’ve heard of you,’ Siobhan admitted. ‘Don’t they call you “Brains”?’ 

‘Sometimes, but to be honest I prefer Eric.’ 

‘Eric it is. Make yourself comfortable.’ 

Bain pulled over a chair. As he sat, the material of his light-blue shirt stretched, opening gaps between buttons at the front, exposing areas of pale-pink skin. 

‘So,’ he said, ‘what have we got?’ 

Siobhan explained, while Bain gave her his full concentration, his eyes fixed on hers. She noticed that his breath came in small wheezes, and wondered if there was an inhaler in one of his pockets. 

She tried for eye contact, tried to relax, but his size and proximity made her uncomfortable. His fingers were pudgy and ringless. His watch had too many buttons on it. There was hair below his chin which the morning’s razor had failed to find. 

He didn’t ask a single question throughout her speech. At the end, he asked to see the e-mails. 

‘Onscreen, or printed out?’ 

‘Either will do.’ 

She took the sheets from her shoulder-bag. Bain moved his chair even closer so he could spread them out on the desk. He made a chronological line, working from the dates at the top of each one. 

‘These are just the clues,’ he said. 

'Yes.’ 

‘I want all the e-mails.’ 

So Siobhan booted up the laptop, connecting her mobile while she was at it. ‘Shall I check for new messages?’ 

‘Why not?’ he asked. 

There were two from Quizmaster. 

Game time is elapsing. Do you wish to continue, Seeker? 

An hour later, this had been followed by: 

Communication or cessation? 

‘Knows her vocab, doesn’t she?’ Bain stated. Siobhan looked at him. You keep saying “he”,’ he explained. ‘Thought it might help us keep an open mind if I . . . ’ 

‘Fine,’ she said, nodding. ‘Whatever.’ 

‘Do you want to reply?’ 

She started to shake her head, then changed it to a shrug. ‘I’m not sure what I want to say.’ 

‘Be easier to trace her if she doesn’t shut down.’ 

She looked at Bain, then typed a reply—Thinking about it—and hit ‘send’. ‘Reckon that’ll do?’ she asked. 

‘Well, it definitely ranks as “communication”.’ Bain smiled. ‘Now let me have those other messages.’ 

She hooked up to a printer, only to find there was no paper. ‘Hell,’ she hissed. The store cupboard was locked and she’d no idea where the key was. Then she remembered Rebus’s file, the one he’d taken with him when they’d interviewed Albie the medical student. He’d made it look intimidatingly thick by padding it with sheets from the photocopier. Siobhan walked to Rebus’s desk, started opening drawers. Bingo: the file was there, the half-ream still tucked inside. Two minutes later she had the history of Quizmaster’s correspondence. Bain shuffled the sheets so that everything could fit on her desktop, covering it almost completely. 

‘See all this stuff?’ he asked, pointing to the bottom halves of some of the pages. You probably never look at it, do you?’ 

Siobhan had to admit as much. Beneath the word ‘Headers’ lay more than a dozen lines of extra material: Return-Path, Message- ID, X-Mailer . . . It didn’t mean much to her. 

‘This,’ Bain said, drawing his lips into his mouth to moisten them, ‘is the juicy stuff.’ 

‘Can we identify Quizmaster from it?’ 

‘Not straight away, but it’s a start.’ 

‘How come some of the messages don’t have headers?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘That,’ Bain said, ‘is the bad news. If a message has no headers, it means the sender is using the same ISP you are.’ 

‘But . . . ’ 

Bain was nodding. ‘Quizmaster has more than one account.’ 

‘He’s switching ISPs?’ 

‘It’s not uncommon. I have a friend who’s averse to paying for Internet access. Before the freeserves came along, he’d sign up with a different ISP every month. That way he took advantage of all those “first month free” deals. When time was up, he cancelled and went looking elsewhere. One whole year, he didn’t pay a penny. What Quizmaster is doing is an extension of that.’ Bain ran his finger down each list of headers, stopping at the fourth line. ‘These tell you his ISP. See? Three different providers.’ 

‘Making him harder to catch?’ 

‘Harder, yes. But he must have set up a .. .’ He noticed the look on Siobhan’s face. ‘What?’ he asked. 

'You said “he”.’ 

‘Did I?’ 

‘Would it be simpler if we stuck to that, do you think? Not that I don’t appreciate your idea of keeping an open mind.’ 

Bain thought about it. ‘Fine,’ he said. ‘So, as I was saying, he—or she—must have set up a payment account with each one. At least, I’d think so. Even if you’re on a month’s free trial, they’ll usually ask for some details first, including a Visa card or bank account.’ 

‘So they can start charging you when the time comes?’ 

Bain nodded. ‘Everyone leaves traces,’ he said quietly, staring at the sheets. ‘They just don’t think they do.’ 

‘It’s like forensics, isn’t it? A hair, a fieck of skin . . .'

‘Exactly.’ Bain was smiling again. 

‘So we need to talk to the service providers, get them to hand over his details?’ 

‘If they’ll talk to us.’ 

‘This is a murder inquiry,’ Siobhan said. ‘They’ll have to.’ 

He glanced in her direction. ‘There are channels, Siobhan.’ 

‘Channels?’ 

‘There's a Special Branch unit deals with nothing but high-tech crime. They concentrate on hard-core mostly, track down the buyers of kiddie porn, that kind of stuff. You wouldn’t believe the stories: hard disks hidden inside other hard disks, screen-savers which hide pornographic images . . . ’ 

‘We need their permission?’ 

Bain shook his head. ‘We need their help.’ He checked his watch. ‘And it’s too late tonight to do anything about it.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because it’s Friday night in London too.’ He looked at her. ‘Buy you a drink?’ 

She wasn’t going to say yes: lots of excuses ready to use. But somehow she couldn’t say no, and they found themselves across the road in The Maltings. Again, he placed his briefcase on the floor next to him as they stood at the bar. 

‘What do you keep in there?’ she asked. 

‘What do you think?’ 

She shrugged. ‘Laptop, mobile phone . . . gadgets and floppies . . . I don’t know.’ 

‘That’s what you’re supposed to think.’ He hefted the briefcase on to the bar and was about to snap it open, but then paused and shook his head. ‘Nah,’ he said. ‘Maybe when we know one another a bit better.’ He placed it back beside his feet. 

‘Keeping secrets from me?’ Siobhan said. ‘That’s a fine start to a working relationship.’ 

They both smiled as their drinks arrived: bottled lager for her, a pint of beer for him. There were no free tables. 

‘So what’s St Leonard’s like?’ Bain asked. 

‘Much the same as any other station, I suppose.’ 

‘It’s not every station has a John Rebus in it.’ 

She looked at him. ‘How do you mean?’ 

He shrugged. ‘It’s something Claverhouse said, about you being Rebus’s apprentice.’ 

‘Apprentice!’ Even with the stereo blaring, her outburst had heads turning towards them. ‘Bloody cheek!’ 

‘Easy, easy,’ Bain said. ‘It’s just something Claverhouse said.’ 

‘Then you tell Claverhouse to stick his head up his arse. 

Bain started laughing. 

‘I’m not joking,’ she said. But then she started laughing too. 

After two more drinks, Bain said he felt peckish and what about seeing if Howie’s had a table. She wasn’t about to say yes—didn’t really feel that hungry after the lager—but somehow she found herself unable to say no. 

Jean Burchill was working late at the Museum. Ever since Professor Devlin had mentioned Dr Kennet Lovell, Jean had been intrigued. She’d decided to do some investigating of her own, to see if the pathologist’s theory could be substantiated. She knew that she could take a short cut by talking to Devlin himself, but something stopped her. She imagined she could still smell formaldehyde on his skin and feel the cold touch of dead flesh when he took her hand. History only brought her in contact with the long dead, and then usually as mere references in books or artefacts discovered during digs. When her husband had died, his pathology report had made for grim reading, yet whoever had written it had done so with relish, lingering on the liver abnormalities, its swollen and overtaxed nature. ‘Overtaxed’ was the very word the writer had used. Easy enough, she supposed, to diagnose alcoholism after death. 

She thought of John Rebus’s drinking. It didn’t seem to her to resemble Bill’s. Bill would toy with his breakfast, then head out to the garage where he kept a bottle hidden. A couple under his belt before getting into the car. She kept finding evidence: empty bourbon bottles in the cellar, and at the back of the topmost shelf of his closet. She never said anything. Bill went on being ‘the life and soul’, ‘steady and reliable’, ‘a fun guy’, right up until the illness stopped him working, sending him to a hospital bed instead. 

She didn’t think Rebus was a secret drinker in that way. He just liked to drink. If he did it alone, that was because he didn’t have many friends. She’d asked Bill once why he drank, and he hadn’t been able to answer her. She thought probably John Rebus had answers, though he would be reluctant to give them. They’d be to do with washing away the world, scouring his mind of the problems and questions he kept stored there. 

None of which would make him a more attractive drunk than Bill had been, but then so far she hadn’t seen Rebus drunk. She got the feeling he’d be a sleeper: however many drinks it took, and then crashing into unconsciousness wherever he happened to be. 

When her phone rang, she was slow to pick it up. 

‘Jean?’ It was Rebus’s voice. 

‘Hello, John.’ 

‘Thought you’d have left by now. 

‘I’m working late.’ 

‘I was just wondering if you . . . ’ 

‘Not tonight, John. I’ve a lot I want to get done.’ She pinched the bridge of her nose. 

‘Fair enough.’ He couldn’t hide the disappointment in his voice. ‘What about this weekend: any plans?’ 

‘Well, that was something I wanted to tell you . . .' 

‘What?’ 

‘Lou Reed at the Playhouse tomorrow night. I’ve got two tickets.’ 

‘Lou Reed?’ 

‘He could be great, could be mince. Only one way to find out.’ 

‘I haven’t listened to him in years. 

‘Don’t suppose he’s learned how to sing in the interim.’ 

‘No, probably not. All right then, let’s do it.’ 

‘Where shall we meet?’ 

‘I’ve some shopping to do in the morning . . . how about lunch?’ 

‘Great.’ 

‘If you’ve nothing else on, we could make a weekend of it.’ 

‘I’d like that.’ 

‘Me too. I’m shopping in town . . . wonder if we can get a table at Cafe St Honore?’ 

‘Is that just along from the Oxford Bar?’ 

'Yes,’ she said, smiling. She thought of Edinburgh in terms of restaurants, Rebus pubs. 

‘I’ll phone and book.’ 

‘Make it one o’clock. If they can’t fit us in, call me back.’ 

‘They’ll fit us in. The chefs a regular at the Ox.’ 

She asked him how the case was progressing. He was reticent, until he remembered something. 

'You know Professor Devlin’s anatomist?’ 

‘Who? Kennet Lovell?’ 

‘That’s the one. I had to interview a medical student, friend of Philippa’s. Turns out she’s a descendant.’ 

‘Really?’ Jean tried not to sound too intrigued. ‘Same name?’ 

‘No: Claire Benzie. She’s related on her mother’s side.’ 

They chatted for another couple of minutes. When Jean put the phone down, she looked around her. Her ‘office’ was a small cubicle with desk and chair, filing cabinet and bookshelves. She’d stuck some postcards on the back of the door, including one from the Museum shop: the Arthur’s Seat coffins. Secretarial and support staff shared a larger outer office just outside her door, but they’d all gone home. There would be cleaners busy elsewhere in the building, and a security guard doing the rounds. She’d wandered all through the Museum at night, never in the least spooked by it. Even the old museum, with its displays of stuffed animals, calmed her. Friday night, she knew the restaurant at the top of the Museum would be busy. It had its own lift, and someone on the door to make sure diners headed straight for it and didn’t wander into the Museum instead. 

She remembered her first meeting with Siobhan, the story of the ‘bad experience’. Couldn’t have had anything to do with the food, though the bill at the end could sometimes come as a shock. She wondered if she’d treat herself later. The price of a meal went down after ten p.m.; maybe they could squeeze her in. She touched her stomach. Lunch tomorrow . . . it wouldn’t hurt her to skip dinner tonight. Besides, she wasn’t sure she’d still be here at ten. Her investigation into the life of Kennet Lovell hadn’t thrown up a surfeit of information. 

Kennet: she’d first thought the name a misprint, but it kept recurring. Kennet, not Kenneth. Born 1807, in Coylton, Ayrshire, making him just twenty-one at the time of Burke’s execution. His parents were farming folk, his father having employed Robert Burns’ father for a time. Kennet was given an education locally, helped by the local church minister, the Reverend Kirkpatrick . . . 

There was a kettle in the outer office. She got up, walked out of her room. Left the door open, so her shadow stretched across the floor. She didn’t bother with the lights. Switched the kettle on and rinsed a mug under the tap. Tea-bag, powdered milk. She stood in the semi-dark, leaning against the worktop, arms folded. Through the doorway, she could see her desk and the photocopied sheets, all she’d been able to find so far on Dr Kennet Lovell, who’d assisted at a murderer’s autopsy, helped flay William Burke’s skin from his bones. The initial post-mortem examination had been undertaken by Dr Monro, in the presence of a select audience including a phrenologist and a sculptor, as well as the philosopher Sir William Hamilton and the surgeon Robert Liston. This was followed by a public dissection in the university’s packed anatomical theatre, noisy medical students gathered around like so many vultures, hungry for knowledge, while those without tickets hammered at the doors for entry and fought with police. 

She was working from history books: some about the Burke and Hare case, others about the history of medicine in Scotland. The Edinburgh Room at the Central Library had proved helpful as ever, as had a contact at the National Library. Both had done photocopying for her. She’d taken a trip to Surgeons’ Hall, too, using their library and database. Hadn’t told Rebus about any of this. She knew why: because she was worried. She felt that the Arthur’s Seat case was a blind alley, and one down which John, with his need for answers, might go careering. Professor Devlin had been right about that: obsession was always a trap into which you could fall. This was history—ancient history, compared to the Balfour case. Whether the killer had known about the Arthur’s Seat coffins or not seemed irrelevant. There was no way of telling. She was conducting this research for her own satisfaction; didn’t want John reading anything more into it. He had enough on his plate without that. 

There was a noise in the corridor. When the kettle clicked off’ she thought no more about it. Poured the water into her mug, dunked the tea-bag a few times, then tipped it into the swing-bin. Took the mug back into her room, leaving the door open. 

Kennet Lovell had arrived in Edinburgh in December 1822, aged barely fifteen. She couldn’t know whether he’d taken a coach, or walked. It wasn’t uncommon to walk such distances in those days, especially if money was an issue. One historian, in a book about Burke and Hare, speculated that Reverend Kirkpatrick had provided for Lovell’s journey, and in addition had given him an introduction to a friend, Dr Knox, recently returned from time overseas, during which he had worked as an army surgeon at Waterloo and studied in Africa and Paris. Knox had housed young Lovell for the first year or so of his life in Edinburgh. But when Lovell had started university, the two seemed to have drifted apart, and Lovell moved to lodgings in West Port . . . 

Jean sipped her tea and flipped through the photocopied sheets: no footnotes or index, nothing to indicate the provenance of these apparent ‘facts’. Dealing as she did with beliefs and superstitions, she knew how hard it could be to sift out hard objective truths from the chaff of history. Hearsay and rumour could find their way into print. Mistakes, only occasionally pernicious, crept in. It galled her that she had no way of checking anything, had for the moment to rely on mere commentary. A case like Burke and Hare had thrown up any number of contemporary ‘experts’, who believed their testimony to be the one true and worthwhile account. 

It didn’t mean she had to believe it. 

More frustrating still, Kennet Lovell was a bit-player in the Burke and Hare story, existing only for that one gruesome scene, while in the history of medicine in Edinburgh his role was more negligible still. Large gaps were left in his biography. By the time she’d finished reading, she knew only that he had completed his studies, moving into the field of teaching as well as practising. He had been present at the Burke autopsy. Yet three years later he seemed to be in Africa, combining much-needed medical skills with Christian missionary work. How long he spent there she couldn’t say. His reappearance in Scotland came in the late 1840s. He set up a medical practice in the New Town, his clients probably reflecting the wealth of that enclave. One historian’s supposition had it that he had been bequeathed the bulk of the Reverend Kirkpatrick’s estate, having ‘kept in good graces with that gentleman by dint of regular correspondence down the years’. Jean would have liked to see those letters, but nobody had quoted from them in any of the books. She made a note to try tracking them down. The parish in Ayrshire might have some record, or someone at Surgeons’ Hall might know. Chances were, they couldn’t be recovered, either because they’d perished—been disposed of with Lovell’s effects when he’d died—or had gone overseas. An awful lot of historical documentation had found its way into collections overseas—mostly Canada and the US . . . and many of those collections were private, which meant few details of their contents were available. 

She’d seen many a trail go cold, frustrated by her inability to know whether some letter or document was still in existence. Then she remembered Professor Devlin, with his dining table crafted by Lovell. Lovell, who according to Devlin was an amateur wood- worker . . . She sifted through the papers again, sure that there was nothing in them mentioning this hobby. Either Devlin had some book, some evidence she’d failed so far to find, or else he was myth- making. This, too, she saw all the time: people who ‘just knew’ that the antique in their possession had once belonged to Bonnie Prince Charlie or Sir Walter Scott. If it turned out she only had Devlin’s word for it that Lovell had worked with wood, then the whole notion that he had left the coffins on Arthur’s Seat would begin to crumble. She sat back, annoyed with herself. All this time, she’d been working on an assumption that could turn out to be false. Lovell had left Edinburgh in 1832; the boys had stumbled on the cave containing the coffins in June 1836. Could they have gone undetected for so long? 

She lifted something from the desk-top. It was a Polaroid she’d taken in Surgeons’ Hall the portrait of Lovell. He didn’t look like a man who’d suffered the ravages of Africa. His skin was pale and smooth, his face youthful. She had pencilled the artist’s name on the back. She got up and left her room again, opened the door to her boss’s office and switched on his light. He had a shelf of thick reference books, and she found the one she needed, turned to the painter’s name, J. Scott Jauncey. ‘Active in Edinburgh 1825-35,’ she read, ‘chiefly landscapes, but some portraiture.’ After which he’d taken himself to Europe for many years before settling in Hove. So Lovell had sat for the portrait during his early years in Edinburgh, before his own travels. She wondered if such a thing was the luxury it seemed, to be afforded only by the well-off. Then she thought of Reverend Kirkpatrick . . . maybe the portrait had been at his request, something to be sent west to the Ayrshire parish, to remind the minister of his charge. 

Again, there might be a clue buried deep within Surgeons’ Hall, some record of the portrait’s history prior to its arrival there. 

‘Monday,’ she said out loud. It could wait till Monday. She had the weekend to look forward to . . . and a Lou Reed concert to survive. 

Switching off her boss’s light, she heard another noise, much closer. The door to the outer office swung open and the lights all came on. Jean took half a step back, then saw it was just the cleaner. 

'You gave me a fright,’ she said, putting a hand to her chest. 

The cleaner just smiled and put a bin-bag down, heading back into the hallway to fetch her vacuum cleaner. 

‘Mind if I get started?’ she asked. 

‘Go ahead,’ Jean said. ‘I’m finished here anyway. 

As she tidied her desk, she noticed that her heart was still racing, her hands shaking slightly. All her night-time walks through the museum, and this was the first time she’d been fazed. The portrait of Kennet Lovell stared at her from the Polaroid. Somehow, it seemed to her, Jauncey had failed to flatter his subject. Lovell looked young, yes, but there was a coldness to the eyes, and the mouth was set, the face full of calculation. 

‘Heading straight home?’ the cleaner asked, coming in to empty her bin. 

‘Might make a pit-stop at the off-licence.’ 

‘Kill or cure, eh?’ the cleaner said. 

‘Something like that,’ Jean replied, as an unwanted image of her husband flashed up in her mind. Then she thought of something and walked back to her desk. Lifted her pen and added a name to the notes she’d taken so far. 

Claire Benzie. 
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‘Jesus, that was loud,’ Rebus said. They were back on the pavement outside the Playhouse, and the sky, which had still been light when they’d gone in, was now dark. 

'You don’t do this sort of thing often then?’ she asked. Her own ears were ringing. She knew she was talking too loudly, overcompensating. 

‘It’s been a while,’ he admitted. The crowd had been a mix of teenagers, old punks, right up to people Rebus’s own age . . . maybe even a year or two older. Reed had played a lot of new material, stuff Rebus hadn’t recognised, but with a few of the classics stirred into the pot. The Playhouse: last time he’d been there had probably been UB4O, around the time of their second album. He didn’t want to think how long ago that was. 

‘Shall we get a drink?’ Jean suggested. They’d been drinking on and off all afternoon and evening: wine with lunch, then a quick one at the Ox. A long walk down to Dean Village and along the Water of Leith. All the way down to Leith itself, with breaks on the way to park themselves on a bench and talk. Two more drinks in a pub on The Shore. They’d considered an early supper, but were still full from the Cafe’ St Honore. Walked back up Leith Walk to the Playhouse. Still early, so they’d gone into the Conan Doyle for one, then the Playhouse bar itself. 

At one point Rebus had found himself saying: ‘I’d have thought you’d steer clear of the drink.’ Regretting the remark immediately. But Jean had just shrugged. 

'You mean because of Bill? That’s not the way it works. I mean, maybe it is with some people, they either become a drunk themselves or they make a pact never to touch another drop. But it’s not the booze that’s to blame, it’s the person using it. All the time Bill had his problem, it didn’t stop me indulging. I never lectured him. And it hasn’t stopped me drinking . . . because I know it doesn’t mean that much to me.’ She’d paused. ‘What about you?’ 

‘Me?’ Rebus had offered his own shrug. ‘I just drink to be sociable.’ 

‘And when does it start working?’ 

They’d laughed at that, and left the subject alone. Now, just gone eleven on a Saturday night, the street was noisy with alcohol. 

‘Where do you suggest?’ Jean asked. Rebus made a show of checking his watch. There were plenty of bars he could think of; but they weren’t places he wanted Jean to see. 

‘Could you stand a bit more music?’ 

She shrugged. ‘What kind?’ 

‘Acoustic. It’d be standing room only.’ 

She was thoughtful. ‘Is it between here and your flat?’ 

He nodded. You know the place is a tip . . . ’ 

‘I’ve seen it.’ Her eyes found his. ‘So . . . are you going to ask?’ 

'You want to stay the night?’ 

‘I want you to ask me to.’ 

‘It’s only a mattress on the floor.’ 

She laughed, squeezed his hand. ‘Are you doing this on purpose?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Trying to put me off.’ 

‘No, it’s just . . .’ He shrugged. ‘I just don’t want you—’ 

She interrupted him with a kiss. ‘I won’t be,’ she said. 

He ran a hand up her arm, let it rest on her shoulder. ‘Still want that drink first?’ 

‘I think so. How far is it?’ 

‘Just up the Bridges. Pub’s called the Royal Oak.’ 

‘Then lead me to it.’ 

They walked hand in hand, Rebus trying his best not to feel awkward. Still he found himself scanning faces they passed, looking for ones he recognised: colleagues or ex-cons, he couldn’t have said which he’d like to meet the least. 

‘Do you ever relax?’ Jean asked at one point. 

‘I thought I was doing a pretty good imitation.’ 

‘I felt it at the concert, bits of you were elsewhere.’ 

‘Comes with the job.’ 

‘I don’t think so. Gill manages to switch off. I’d guess most of the rest of CID do too.’ 

‘Maybe not as much as you think.’ He thought of Siobhan, imagined her sitting at home, staring into the laptop . . . and Ellen Wylie festering somewhere . . . and Grant Hood, his bed strewn with paperwork, memorising names and faces. And the Farmer, what would he be doing? Running a cloth slowly over surfaces already clean? There were some—Hi-Ho Silvers; Joe Dickie—who barely switched on when they went to work, never mind switched off at day’s end. Others like Bill Pryde and Bobby Hogan worked hard, but left the job in the office, managed the magic of separating their personal lives from their careers. 

Then there was Rebus himself, who for so long had put the job first . . . because it saved him having to face some home truths. 

Jean broke his reverie with a question. ‘Is there a twenty-four- hour shop somewhere on the route?’ 

‘More than one. Why?’ 

‘Breakfast: something tells me your fridge won’t exactly be an Aladdin’s Cave.’ 

Monday morning, Ellen Wylie was back at her own desk in what everyone in the force referred to as ‘West End’, meaning the police station on Torphichen Street. Her reasoning was that it would be easier to get work done there, space not exactly being at a premium. A couple of weekend stabbings, one mugging, three domestics and an arson . . . these were keeping her colleagues busy. When they passed her, they asked about the Balfour case. She was waiting for Reynolds and Shug Davidson in particular—the pair forming a fearsome double act—to say something about her TV appearance, but they didn’t. Maybe they were taking pity on the afflicted; most likely they were just showing solidarity. Even in a city as small as Edinburgh, rivalries existed between stations. If the Balfour investigation shat on DS Ellen Wylie, it was in effect dumping on West End. 

‘Reassigned?’ Shug Davidson guessed. 

She shook her head. ‘I’m following a lead. It’s as easy to do it here as there.’ 

‘Ah, but here you’re a long way away from the glamour chase.’ 

‘The what?’ 

He smiled. ‘The big picture, the juicy inquiry, the centre of everything.’ 

‘I’m at the centre of the West End,’ she told him. ‘That’s good enough for me.’ Earned herself a wink from Davidson and a round of applause from Reynolds. She smiled: she was back home. 

It had niggled at her all weekend: the way she’d been sidelined—bumped from liaison and dropped off at the twilight zone in which DI John Rebus worked. And from there to this—a tourist’s suicide from years back—seemed yet another snub. 

So she’d come to a decision: if they didn’t want her, she didn’t need them. Welcome back to the West End. She’d picked up all her notes on the way in. They sat on her desk, a desk she didn’t need to share with half a dozen other bodies. The telephone wasn’t going constantly, Bill Pryde flapping past with his clipboard and nicotine chewing-gum. She felt safe here, and here she could safely reach the conclusion that she was on another wild-goose chase. 

Now all she had to do was prove it to Gill Templer’s satisfaction. 

She was off to a flyer. She’d called the police station in Fort William and spoken to a very helpful sergeant called Donald Maclay, who remembered the case well. 

‘The upper slope of Ben Dorchory,’ he told her. ‘The body had been there a couple of months. It’s a remote spot. A ghillie happened on the scene; could have lain there years otherwise. We followed procedure. Nothing in the way of ID on the body. Nothing in the pockets.’ 

‘Not even any money?’ 

‘We didn’t find any. Labels on the jacket, shirt and such-like didn’t tell us anything. Talked to the B and Bs and hotels, checked the missing persons records.’ 

‘What about the gun?’ 

‘What about it?’ 

‘Did you get any prints?’ 

‘After that length of time? No, we didn’t.’ 

‘But you did check for them?’ 

‘Oh, aye.’ 

Wylie was writing everything down, abbreviating most of the words. ‘Gunpowder traces?’ 

‘Sorry?’ 

‘On the skin. He was shot in the head?’ 

‘That’s right. The pathologist didn’t find any burning or residues on the scalp.’ 

‘Isn’t that unusual?’ 

‘Not when half the head’s been blown away and the local wildlife have been feeding.’ 

Wylie stopped writing. ‘I get the picture,’ she said. 

‘I mean, this wasn’t like a body, more a scarecrow. The skin was like parchment. There’s a hellish wind blows across that hill.’ 

'You didn’t treat it as suspicious?’ 

‘We went by the autopsy findings.’ 

‘Any chance you can send me the file?’ 

‘If we get a written request, sure.’ 

‘Thanks.’ She tapped her pen against the desk. ‘The gun was how far away?’ 

‘Maybe twenty feet.’ 

You think an animal moved it?’ 

'Yes. Either that or it was a reflex thing. Put a gun to your head and pull the trigger, there’s going to be a recoil, isn’t there?’ 

‘I’d think so.’ She paused. ‘So what happened next?’ 

‘Well, eventually we tried facial reconstruction, then issued the composite photo.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘And nothing very much. Thing was, we thought he was a lot older . . . early forties maybe, and the composite reflected that. God knows how the Germans got to hear of it.’ 

‘The mother and father?’ 

‘That’s right. Their son had been missing the best part of a year . . . maybe even a bit longer. Then we got this call from Munich, couldn’t make much sense of it. Next thing, they’d turned up at the station with a translator. We showed them the clothes and they recognised a couple of things . . . the jacket, and a wristwatch.’ 

‘You don’t sound convinced.’ 

‘To tell you the truth, I’m not. A year they’d been looking for him, going out of their minds. The jacket was just a plain green thing, nothing special about it. Same goes for the watch.’ 

'You think they managed to convince themselves simply because they wanted to believe?’ 

‘Wanted it to be him, yes. But their son was barely twenty . . . experts told us we had the remains of someone twice that age. Then the bloody papers went and printed the story anyway.’ 

‘How did all the sword-and-sorcery stuff come into the picture?’ 

‘Hang on a minute, will you?’ She heard Maclay put the receiver down next to his phone. He was giving instructions to someone. ‘Just past the creels . . . there’s a hut Aly uses when he’s renting out his boat . . . ’ She imagined Fort William: quiet and coastal, with islands off to the west. Fishermen and tourists; gulls overhead and the tang of seaweed. 

‘Sorry about that,’ Maclay said. 

‘Keeping you busy?’ 

‘Oh, it’s always hectic up this way,’ he replied with a laugh. She wished she were there with him. After they’d finished talking, she could walk down to the harbour, passing those creels . . . ’Where were we?’ he said. 

‘Sword and sorcery. 

‘First we knew about that was when they put it in the paper. The parents again, they’d been talking to some reporter.’ 

Wylie held the photocopy in front of her. The headline: Did Role Game Kill in Highland Gun Mystery? The reporter’s name was Steve Holly. 

Jurgen Becker was a twenty-year-old student who lived with his parents in a suburb of Hamburg. He attended the local university, specialising in psychology. He loved role-playing games, and was part of a team who played in an inter-university league on the Internet. Fellow students said that he’d been ‘anxious and troubled’ during the week leading up to his disappearance. When he left home for that last time, he took a backpack with him. In it, to the best of his parents’ knowledge, were his passport, a couple of changes of clothes, his camera, and a portable CD player with maybe a dozen or so discs. 

The parents were professionals—the father an architect, mother a lecturer—but they’d given up work to concentrate on finding their son. The story shifted into bold type for its final paragraph: ‘Now, two grieving parents know they’ve found their son. Yet for them the mystery has only deepened. How did Jurgen come to die on a barren Scottish mountaintop? Who else was there with him? Whose was the gun . . . and who used it to end the young student’s life?’ 

‘The backpack and stuff, they never turned up?’ Wylie asked. 

‘Never. But then if it wasn’t him, you would hardly expect them to.’ 

She smiled. You’ve been a real help, Sergeant Maclay.’ 

‘Just put that request in writing, and I’ll let you have chapter and verse. 

‘Thanks, I’ll do that.’ She paused. ‘We’ve got a Maclay in Edinburgh CID, works out of Craigmillar . . . ’ 

‘Aye, we’re cousins. Met him at a couple of weddings and funerals. Craigmillar’s where the posh folk live?’ 

‘Is that what he told you?’ 

‘Was I being fed a line?’ 

‘Come see for yourself sometime.’ 

Wylie was laughing when she finished the call, had to tell Shug Davidson why. He came over to her desk. The CID room wasn’t big: four desks, doors leading off to walk-in cupboards where they kept old case files. Davidson picked up the photocopied news story, read it through. 

‘Looks like something Holly made up all by himself;’ he commented. 

'You know him?’ 

‘Had a couple of run-ins with him. Holly’s speciality is blowing a story up.’ 

She took the article from him. Sure enough, all the stuff about fantasy games and role-playing was kept ambiguous, the text peppered with conditionals: ‘may have’, ‘could be’, ‘if; as it is thought . . . ’ 

‘I need to speak to him,’ she stated, picking up the phone again. ‘Do you know his number?’ 

‘No, but he’s based at the paper’s Edinburgh office.’ Davidson started back towards his own desk. You’ll find it in Yellow Pages under “Leper Colonies” . . .'

Steve Holly was still on his way into work when his mobile sounded. He lived in the New Town, only three streets from what he’d recently called in print ‘the tragic death flat’. Not that his own place was in the same league as Flip Balfour’s. He was at the top of an unmodernised tenement—one of few still left in the New Town. And his street didn’t have the cachet of Flip’s address. Still, he’d watched the paper value of his flat soar. Four years ago, he’d decided he wanted to live in this part of town. But even then it had seemed beyond his means, until he started reading the death notices in the city’s daily and evening papers. When he saw a New Town address, he’d head round there with an envelope marked ‘Urgent’ and addressed to ‘The Owner’. The letter inside was short. He introduced himself as someone who’d been born and raised in whichever street, but whose family had moved away and encountered bad fortune since. With both parents dead, he now wished to return to a street which held such fond memories, and should the owner ever wish to consider selling . 

And bloody hell, it had worked. An old woman—house-ridden for a decade—had died, and her niece, who was her closest living relative, had read Holly’s letter, phoning him that afternoon. He’d gone to look at the place—three bedrooms, a bit smelly and dark but he knew such things could be fixed. Nearly shot himself in the foot when the niece asked which number he’d lived at, but he’d managed to fool her well enough. Then his pitch: all the estate agents and solicitors getting their cut . . . better to agree a fair price between them and cut out the middle-men. 

The niece lived in the Borders, didn’t seem to know what flats in Edinburgh were fetching. She’d even thrown in a lot of the old lady’s furniture, for which he’d thanked her profusely, turfing out the lot his first weekend in residence. 

If he sold up now he’d have a hundred grand in his pocket, a nice nest egg. In fact, only this morning he’d wondered about trying something similar with the Balfours . . . only somehow he reckoned they’d know to the last penny what Flip’s place was worth. He stopped, halfway up the Dundas Street climb, and answered his mobile. 

‘Steve Holly speaking.’ 

‘Mr Holly, this is Detective Sergeant Wylie, Lothian and Borders  CID.’ 

Wylie? He tried to place her. Of course! That brilliant press conference! Yes, DS Wylie, and what can I do for you this morning?’ 

‘It’s about a story you ran three years or so back . . . the German student.’ 

‘Would that be the student with the twenty-foot reach?’ he asked with a grin. He was outside a small art gallery, peered in through the window, curious about the prices first, paintings second. 

‘That’s the one, yes.’ 

‘Don’t tell me you’ve caught the killer?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘What then?’ 

She hesitated; he frowned in concentration. ‘Some new evidence may have come to light 

‘What new evidence?’ 

‘Right now, I’m afraid I can’t divulge . . . '

'Yeah, yeah. Tell me something I don’t hear every other day. Your lot always want something for nothing.’ 

‘And your lot don’t?’ 

He turned away from the window, just in time to catch a green Aston revving away from the lights: not too many about, had to be the grieving father . . . ’What’s it got to do with Philippa Balfour?’ he asked. 

Silence on the line. ‘Sorry?’ 

‘That’s not a very good answer, DS Wylie. Last time I saw you, you were attached to the Balfour case. Are you saying they’ve suddenly shifted you on to a case which isn’t even in the Lothian and Borders remit?’

I . . .' 

'You’re probably not at liberty to say, right? Me, on the other hand, I can say whatever I like.’ 

‘The way you made up that sword-and-sorcery stuff?’ 

‘That wasn’t made up. I got it from the parents.’ 

‘That he liked role-playing, yes, but the idea that it was some game brought him to Scotland . . . ?’ 

‘Speculation based on the available evidence.’ 

‘But there was no evidence of such a game, was there?’ 

‘Highland mountains, all that Celtic myth rubbish . . . just the place someone like Jurgen would end up. Sent out on some quest, only there’s a gun waiting for him when he gets there.’ 

'Yes, I read your story.’ 

‘And somehow it ties in with Flip Balfour, but you’re not going to tell me how?’ Holly licked his lips; he was enjoying this. 

‘That’s right,’ Wylie said. 

‘It must have hurt.’ His voice was almost solicitous. 

‘What?’ 

‘When they pulled you from liaison. Not your fault, was it? We’re like bloody savages at times. They should have prepared you better. Christ, Gill Templer worked liaison for a hundred years . . . she should have known.’ 

Another silence on the. line. Holly softened his voice. ‘And then they go and give it to a detective constable. DC Grant Hood. A shining example. Now there’s one cocky little bastard if ever I saw one. Like I say, something like that’s got to hurt. And what’s happened to you, DS Wylie? You’re stuck halfway up a Scottish mountain, scrabbling around for a reporter—one of the enemy—to put you right.’ 

He thought she’d gone, but then heard something which was almost a sigh. 

Oh, you’re good, Stevie boy, he thought to himself. You’ll have the right address some day, and works of art on the walls for people to gawp at . . . 

‘Detective Sergeant Wylie?’ he said. 

‘What?’ 

‘Sorry if I hit a nerve. But, look, maybe we could meet. I think I might just have a way to help, even if only a little.’ 

‘What is it?’ 

‘Face to face?’ 

‘No.’ The voice hardening. ‘Tell me now.’ 

‘Well . . .’ Holly angled his head towards the sun. ‘Say this thing you’re working on . . . it’s confidential, right?’ He took a breath. ‘Don’t answer that. We both know already. But say someone . . . a journalist, for want of a better example . . . got hold of this story. People would want to know how he got it, and do you know who they’d look to first?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘The liaison officer, Detective Constable Grant Hood. He’s the one with the line to the media. And if a certain journalist—the one in possession of the leak—happened to . . . well, indicate that his source was not a thousand miles from the liaison officer . . . I’m sorry, it probably sounds petty to you. You probably don’t want to see DC Hood with a bit of mud on his new starched shirt, or the flak that would head the way of DCS Templer. It’s just that sometimes when I start thinking something, I need to go the whole way. Do you know what I’m saying?’ 

'Yes.’ 

‘We could still have that meeting. I’m free all morning. I’ve already told you what you need to know about Mountain Boy, but we could talk anyway . . . ’ 

Rebus had been standing in front of Ellen Wylie’s desk a full half- minute before she seemed to realise he was there. She was staring towards the paperwork in front of her, but Rebus didn’t think she was seeing it. Then Shug Davidson wandered past, slapping Rebus on the back and saying ‘Morning, John’, and Wylie looked up. 

‘Weekend that bad, was it?’ Rebus asked. 

‘What are you doing here?’ 

‘Looking for you, though I’m beginning to wonder why I bothered.’ 

She seemed to pull herself together, ran a hand over her head and muttered something approaching an apology. 

‘So am I right, was it a bad weekend?’ 

Davidson was passing again, papers in hand. ‘She was fine till ten minutes ago.’ He stopped. ‘Was it that wanker Holly?’ 

‘No,’ Wylie said. 

‘Bet it was,’ Davidson stated, moving off again. 

‘Steve Holly?’ Rebus guessed. 

Wylie tapped the newspaper story. ‘I had to talk to him.’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘Just watch out for him, Ellen.’ 

‘I can handle him, don’t worry.’ 

He was still nodding. ‘That’s more like it. Now, do you ‘feel like doing me a favour?’ 

‘Depends what it is.’ 

‘I got the feeling this German student thing would be driving you mental . . . Is that why you came back to West End?’ 

‘I just thought I might get more work done here.’ She threw her pen down on the desk. ‘Looks like I was wrong.’ 

‘Well, I’m here to offer you a break. I’ve got a couple of interviews to do, and I need a partner.’ 

‘Who are you interviewing?’ 

‘David Costello and his father.’ 

‘Why me?’ 

‘I thought I’d already explained that.’ 

‘Charity case, am I?’ 

Rebus let out a long breath. ‘Jesus, Ellen, you can be hard work sometimes.’ 

She looked at her watch. ‘I have a meeting at half-eleven.’ 

‘Me too: doctor’s appointment. But this won’t take long.’ He paused. ‘Look, if you don’t want to . . . ’ 

‘All right,’ she said. Her shoulders were slumped. ‘Maybe you’re right.’ 

Too late, Rebus was having second thoughts. It was as if the fight had gone out of her. He thought he knew the reason, but knew also that there was little he could do about it. 

‘Great,’ he said. 

Reynolds and Davidson were watching from one of the other desks. ‘Look, Shug,’ Reynolds said, ‘it’s the Dynamic Duo!’ 

It seemed to take all Ellen Wylie’s effort to lift her from her chair. 

He briefed her in the car. She didn’t ask much, seemed more interested in the passing parade of pedestrians. Rebus left the Saab in hotel parking and walked into the Caledonian, Wylie a couple of steps behind. 

The ‘Caley’ was an Edinburgh institution, a red-stone monolith at the west end of Princes Street. Rebus had no idea what a room cost. He’d eaten in the restaurant once, with his wife and a couple of friends. of hers who were honeymooning in the city. The friends had insisted on putting dinner on their room tab, so Rebus had never known the final figure. He’d been uncomfortable all evening, right in the middle of a case and wanting to get back to it. Rhona knew, too, and excluded him from the conversation by concentrating on reminiscences she shared with her friends. The honeymooners holding hands between courses, and sometimes even while they ate. Rebus and Rhona almost strangers to one another, their marriage faltering . . . 

‘How the other half live,’ he said to Wylie as they waited for the receptionist to call the Costellos’ room. When Rebus had phoned David Costello’s flat, there’d been no answer, so he’d asked around the office and been told that the parents flew into town Sunday evening, and that their son was spending the day with them. 

‘I don’t think I’ve been inside before,’ Wylie replied. ‘It’s just a hotel, after all.’ 

‘They’d love to hear you say that.’ 

‘Well, it’s true, isn’t it?’ 

Rebus got the feeling she wasn’t thinking about what she was saying. Her mind was somewhere else, the words just filling spaces. 

The receptionist smiled at them. ‘Mr Costello’s expecting you.’ She gave them the room number and directed them towards the lifts. A liveried porter was hovering, but one look at Rebus told him there was no work for him here. As the lift glided upwards., Rebus tried to get the song ‘Bell-Boy’ out of his head, Keith Moon growling and wailing. 

‘What’s that you’re whistling?’ Wylie asked. 

‘Mozart,’ Rebus lied. She nodded as if she’d just placed the tune . . . 

It wasn’t a room after all, but a suite, with a connecting door to the suite next to it. Rebus caught a glimpse of Theresa Costello before her husband closed the door. The living area was compact: sofa, chair, table, . . . . There was a bedroom off, and a bathroom down the hall. Rebus could smell soap and shampoo, and behind them the unaired smell you sometimes got in hotel rooms. There was a basket of fruit on the table, and David Costello, seated there, had just helped himself to an apple. He had shaved, but his hair was unwashed, lank and greasy. His grey T-shirt looked new, as did the black denims. The shoelaces on both his trainers were untied, either by accident or design. 

Thomas Costello was shorter than Rebus had imagined him, a boxer’s roll to his shoulders when he walked. His mauve shirt was open-necked, and his trousers were held up with pale pink braces. 

‘Come in, come in,’ he said, ‘sit yourselves down.’ He gestured towards the sofa. Rebus, however, took the armchair, while Wylie stayed standing. There was nothing for the father to do but sink into the sofa himself, where he spread his arms out either side of him. But a split second later he brought his hands together in a single sharp clap and exclaimed that they needed something to drink. 

‘Not for us, Mr Costello,’ Rebus said. 

You’re sure now?’ Costello looked to Ellen Wylie, who managed a slow nod. 

‘Well then.’ The father once again arranged his arms either side of him. ‘So what can we be doing for you?’ 

‘I’m sorry we have to intrude at a time like this, Mr Costello.’ Rebus glanced towards David, who was showing about as much interest in proceedings as Wylie. 

‘We quite understand, Inspector. You’ve got a job to do, and we all want to help you catch the sick bastard who did this to Philippa.’ Costello clenched his fists, showing he was ready to do some damage to the culprit himself. His face was almost wider than it was long, the hair cut short and brushed straight back from the forehead. The eyes were narrowed slightly, and Rebus guessed that the man wore contact lenses, and was ever fearful of them falling out. 

‘Well, Mr Costello, we just have some follow-up questions 

‘And do you mind me staying while you ask them?’ 

‘Not at all. It may even be that you can help.’ 

‘Go ahead then.’ His head snapped round. ‘Davey! Are you listening?’ 

David Costello nodded, ripping another bite from the apple. 

‘The stage is all yours, Inspector,’ the father said. 

‘Well, maybe I could start by asking David a couple of things.’ Rebus made a show of easing the notebook from his pocket, though he knew the questions already and didn’t think he’d need to write anything down. But sometimes the presence of a notebook could work a little magic. Interviewees seemed to trust the written word: if you had something in your notebook, then it had probably been verified. Additionally, if they thought their replies were going to be recorded, they gave each utterance more consideration, or else became flustered and blurted out the truth. 

You’re sure you won’t sit?’ the father asked Wylie, patting the space on the sofa. 

‘I’m fine,’ she answered coolly. 

The exchange had somehow broken the spell; David Costello didn’t look in the least bothered about the notebook. 

‘Fire away,’ he told Rebus. 

Rebus took aim and fired. ‘David, we’ve asked you about this Internet game we think Flip might have been playing . . . '

'Yes.’ 

‘And you said you didn’t know anything about it, and didn’t go much for computer games and such-like.’ 

'Yes.’ 

‘But now we hear that in your schooldays you were a bit of a whizz at dungeons and dragons.’ 

‘I remember that,’ Thomas Costello interrupted. You and your pals, up there in your bedroom all day and all night.’ He looked at Rebus. ‘All night, Inspector, if you can believe that.’ 

‘I’ve heard of grown men doing the same thing,’ Rebus said. ‘A few hands of poker and a big enough pot . . . ’ 

Costello conceded as much with a smile: one gambling man to another. 

‘Who told you I was a “whizz”?’ David asked. 

‘It just came up.’ Rebus shrugged. 

‘Well, I wasn’t. The D and D craze lasted about a month.’ 

‘Flip played, too, when she was at school, did you know that?’ 

‘I’m not sure.’ 

‘She’d have told you though . . . I mean, the pair of you were into it.’ 

‘Not by the time we met. I don’t think the subject ever came up.'

Rebus stared into David Costello’s eyes. They were red-rimmed and bloodshot. 

‘Then how would Flip’s friend Claire have got to hear of it?’ 

The young man snorted. ‘She told you? Claire the Cow?’ 

Thomas Costello tutted. 

‘Well, she is,’ his son snapped back. ‘She was always trying to break us up, pretending she was “a friend”.’ 

‘She didn’t like you?’ 

David considered this. ‘I think it was more that she couldn’t bear to see Flip happy. When I told Flip, she just laughed in my face. She couldn’t see it. There was some history between her family and Claire’s, and I think Flip felt guilty. Claire was a real blind spot. 

‘Why didn’t you tell us this before?’ 

David looked at him and laughed. ‘Because Claire didn’t kill Flip.’ 

‘No?’ 

‘Christ, you’re not saying . . . ’ He shook his head. ‘I mean, when I say Claire was vicious, it was just mind games with her . . . just words.’ He paused. ‘But then maybe that’s what the game was, too: is that what you’re thinking?’ 

‘We’re keeping an open mind,’ Rebus said. 

‘Jesus, Davey,’ the father said, ‘if there’s anything you need to tell these officers, get it off your chest!’ 

‘It’s David!’ the young man spat. His father looked furious, but didn’t say anything. ‘I still don’t think it was Claire,’ David added, for Rebus’s benefit. 

‘What about Flip’s mother?’ Rebus asked casually. ‘How did you get on with her?’ 

‘Fine.’ 

Rebus allowed the silence to linger, then repeated the word back at David, this time as a question. 

'Youknow how mothers are with daughters,’ David started to add. ‘Protective and all that.’ 

‘Rightly so, eh?’ Thomas Costello winked at Rebus, who glanced towards Ellen Wylie, wondering if this would rouse her. But she was staring out of the window. 

‘Thing is, David,’ Rebus said quietly, ‘we’ve reason to believe there might have been a bit of friction there too.’ 

‘How so?’ Thomas Costello asked. 

‘Maybe David can answer that,’ Rebus told him. 

‘Well, David?’ Costello asked his son. 

‘I’ve no idea what he means. 

‘I mean,’ Rebus said, pretending to check his notes, ‘that Mrs Balfour harboured the thought that you’d somehow poisoned Flip’s mind.’ 

'You must have misheard the lady,’ Thomas Costello said. He was bunching his fists again. 

‘I don’t think so, sir.’ 

‘Look at the strain she’s been under . . . doesn’t know what she’s saying.’ 

‘I think she knew.’ Rebus was still looking at David. 

‘It’s right enough,’ he said. He’d lost all interest in the apple. It hung from his hand, the white, exposed flesh already beginning to discolour. His father gave a questioning look. ‘Jacqueline had some notion that I was giving Flip ideas.’ 

‘What sort of ideas?’ 

‘That she hadn’t had a happy childhood. That she was remembering it all wrong.’ 

‘And did you think she was?’ Rebus asked. 

‘It was Flip, not me,’ David stated. ‘She’d been having this dream. She was back in London, back at the house there, and running up and down stairs trying to get away from something. Same dream most nights for a fortnight.’ 

'What did you do?'

'Looked in a couple of textbooks, told her it might be to do with repressed memory.'

'The boy's lost me,' Thomas Costello admitted. His son turned his head towards him.

'Something bad that you've managed not to thin about. I was quite envious, actually.' They stared at one another. Rebus thought he knew what David was talking about: growing up with Thomas Costello couldn't have been easy. Maybe it explained the son's teenage years . . .

'She never explained what that might be?' Rebus asked.

David shook his head. 'Probably it was nothing; dreams can have all sorts of meanings.'

'But Flip believed it?'

'For a little while, yes.'

'And told her mother as much?'

David nodded. 'Who then blamed the whole thing on me.'

'Bloody woman,' Thomas Costello hissed. He rubbed his forehead. 'But then she's been under a lot of strain . . .'

'This was before Flip went missing,' Rebus reminded him.

'I don't mean that: I mean Balfour's.' Costello growled. The slight against his son was still fresh.

Rebus frowned. 'What about it?'

'Lots of money men in Dublin. You get to hear rumours'

'About Balfour's?'

'I don't understand it all myself: overstretched . . . Liquidity ratios . . . Just words to me.'

'You're saying Balfour's Bank is in trouble?'

Costello shook his head. 'Just a few stories that they might be headed that way if they don't turn things around. Problem with banking is, it's all about confidence, isn't it? Few wild stories can do a lot of damage . . .'

Rebus got the feeling Costello wouldn't have said anything, but Jacqueline Balfour's accusations against his son had tipped the balance. He made his first note of the interview: 'check Balfour's'.

He'd had a notion himself: to bring up the matter of father and son's wild days in Dublin. But David seemed calmer now, his teenage years in the past. And as for his father, well, Rebus had seen intimations of a short temper. He didn't think he needed a further lesson.

There was silence in the room again.

'Will that do you for now, Inspector?' Costello said, making show of reaching into his trousers and drawing out a pocket watch, flipping it open and snapping it closed. 

‘Just about,’ Rebus admitted. ‘Do you know when the funeral is?’ 

‘Wednesday,’ Costello said. 

It was sometimes the case, in a murder inquiry, that the victim was left unburied as long as possible, just in case some new piece of evidence came to light. Rebus reckoned strings had been pulled: John Balfour again, getting his own way. 

‘Is it a burial?’ 

Costello nodded. A burial was good. With a cremation, it wasn’t quite so easy to disinter the body should the need arise . . .

‘Well,’ he said, ‘unless there’s anything either of you would like to add . . . ?’ 

There wasn’t. Rebus got to his feet. ‘All right, DS Wylie?’ he said. It was as if she’d been roused from sleep. 

Costello insisted on seeing them to the door, shook both their hands. David didn’t get up from his chair. He was lifting the apple to his mouth as Rebus said goodbye. 

Outside, the door clicked shut. Rebus stood there for a moment, but couldn’t make out any voices from within. He noticed the next door along was open a couple of inches, Theresa Costello peering out. 

‘Everything okay?’ she was asking Wylie. 

‘Everything’s fine, madam,’ Wylie told her. 

Before Rebus could get there, the door had closed again. He was left wondering whether Theresa Costello felt as trapped as she looked . . . 

In the lift, he told Wylie he’d drop her off. 

‘That’s okay,’ she said. ‘I’m walking.’ 

‘Sure?’ She nodded, and he checked his watch. Your half-eleven?’ he guessed. 

‘That’s right.’ Her voice died away. 

‘Well, thanks for all your help.’ 

She blinked, as though having difficulty taking the words in. He stood in the main lobby and watched her make for the revolving door. A moment later, he followed her out on to the street. She was crossing Princes Street, holding her bag in front of her, almost jogging. She made her way up the side of Fraser’s store, towards Charlotte Square, where Balfour’s had its headquarters. He wondered where she was headed: George Street, or maybe Queen Street? Down into the New Town? The only way to find out was to follow her, but he doubted she would appreciate his curiosity. 

‘Oh, what the hell,’ he muttered to himself, making for the crossing. He had to wait for the traffic to stop, and only caught sight of her when he reached Charlotte Square: she was over the other side, walking briskly. By the time he was on George Street, he’d lost her. He smiled to himself: some detective. Walked along as far as Castle Street, then doubled back. She could be in one of the shops or cafes. To hell with it. He unlocked the Saab and drove out of the hotel car park. 

Some people had their demons. He got the feeling Ellen Wylie was among them. He was a good judge of character that way. Experience always told. 

Back in St Leonard’s, he phoned a contact on a Sunday newspaper’s business pages. 

‘How sound is Balfour’s?’ he asked, no preamble. 

‘I’m assuming you mean the bank?’ 

'Yes.’ 

‘What have you heard?’ 

‘There are rumours in Dublin.’ 

The journalist chuckled. ‘Ah, rumours, where would the world be without them?’ 

‘Then there’s no problem?’ 

‘I didn’t say that. On paper, Balfour’s is ticking along as ever. But there are always margins where figures can be buried.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘And their half-year forecast has been revised downwards; not quite enough to give big investors the jitters, but Balfour’s is a loose affiliation of smaller investors. They have a tendency towards hypochondria.’ 

‘Bottom line, Terry?’ 

‘Balfour’s should survive, a hostile takeover notwithstanding. But if the balance sheet looks murky at year’s end, there may have to be one or two ritual beheadings.’ 

Rebus was thoughtful. ‘Who would go?’ 

‘Ranald Marr, I should think, if only to show that Balfour himself has the ruthlessness necessary for this day and age.’ 

‘No place for old friendships?’ 

‘Truth be told, there never was. 

‘Thanks, Terry. A large G and T will be waiting for you behind the bar of the Ox.’ 

‘It may wait a while.’ 

'You on the wagon?’ 

‘Doctor’s orders. We’re being picked off one by one, John.’ 

Rebus commiserated for a couple of minutes, thinking of his own doctor’s appointment, the one he was missing yet again by making this call. When he put the phone down, he scribbled the name Marr on to his pad and circled it. Ranald Marr, with his Maserati and toy soldiers. You’d almost have thought he’d lost a daughter . . . Rebus was beginning to revise that opinion. He wondered if Marr knew how precarious his job was, knew that the mere thought of their savings catching a cold might spur the small investors on, demanding a sacrifice . . . 

He switched to a picture of Thomas Costello, who’d never had to work in his life. What must that be like? Rebus couldn’t begin to answer the question. His parents had been poor all their lives: never owned their own house. When his father had died, he’d left four hundred quid for Rebus to split with his brother. A policy had taken care of the funeral. Even back then, pocketing his share of the notes in the bank manager’s office, he’d wondered . . . half his parents’ life savings represented one of his week’s wages. 

He had money in the bank himself now: did very little with his monthly salary. The flat was paid off; neither Rhona nor Samantha ever seemed to want something from him. Food and drink, and garage bills for the Saab. He never went on holiday, probably bought a couple of LPs or CDs a week. A couple of months back, he’d thought of buying a Linn hi-fi system, but the shop had knocked him back, told him they’d nothing in stock and would phone him when they had. They’d never phoned. The Lou Reed tickets hadn’t exactly stretched him: Jean had insisted on paying for hers .. . and cooked him breakfast next morning to boot. 

‘It’s the Laughing Policeman!’ Siobhan called across the office. She was seated at her desk next to Brains from Fettes. Rebus realised he had a big grin on his face. He got up and crossed the room. 

‘I withdraw that remark,’ Siobhan said quickly, holding up her hands in surrender. 

‘Hello, Brains,’ Rebus said. 

‘His name’s Bain,’ Siobhan corrected him. ‘He likes to be called Eric.’ 

Rebus ignored this. ‘It’s like the deck of the Starship Enterprise in here.’ He was looking at the array of computers and connections: 

two laptops, two PCs. He knew one of the PCs was Siobhan’s, the other Flip Balfour’s. ‘Tell me,’ he asked her, ‘what do we know about Philippa’s early life in London?’ 

She wrinkled her nose, thinking. ‘Not much. Why?’ 

‘Because the boyfriend says she was having these nightmares, running up and down the London house being chased by something.’ 

‘Sure it was the London house?’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

She shrugged. ‘Just that Junipers gave me the heebies: suits of armour and dusty old billiard rooms . . . imagine growing up with that.’ 

‘David Costello said the London house.’ 

‘Transference?’ Bain suggested. They both looked at him. ‘Just a thought,’ he said. 

‘So really it was Junipers she was scared of?’ Rebus asked. 

‘Let’s get out the ouija board and ask her.’ Siobhan realised what she’d said and winced. ‘Worst possible taste, sorry.’ 

‘I’ve heard worse,’ Rebus said. He had, too. At the murder scene, one of the woolly-suits helping with the cordon had been overheard telling a mate: ‘I bet she hadn’t banked on that. Get it?’ 

‘It’s kind of sub-Hitchcock, isn’t it?’ Bain said now. You know, Marnie, that sort of thing . . .'

Rebus thought of the book of poems in David Costello’s flat: I Dream of Alfred Hitchcock. 

You do not die for being bad, you die 

For being available . . . 

You’re probably right,’ he said. 

Siobhan read his tone. ‘All the same, you still want the low-down on Flip’s London years?’ 

He began to nod, then shook his head. ‘No,’ he said, ‘you’re right it’s too far-fetched.’ 

As he moved away, Siobhan turned to Bain. ‘That’s usually right up his street,’ she murmured. ‘The more far-fetched it is, the better he likes it.’ 

Bain smiled. He had the briefcase with him again; still hadn’t opened it. After the meal on Friday night they’d said their goodbyes. Siobhan had got into her car Saturday morning and headed north for the football. Didn’t bother offering anyone a lift: she’d packed an overnight bag. Found herself a guest house. Good win for Hibs in the afternoon, then a bit of exploring and a spot of dinner. She’d taken her Walkman, half a dozen tapes and a couple of paperbacks with her, leaving the laptop back in her flat. A weekend without Quizmaster: just what the doctor ordered. Except that she couldn’t stop thinking about him, wondering if there was a message for her. She’d made sure she was late getting back Sunday night, then busied herself with laundry. 

Now the laptop sat on her desk. She was almost afraid to touch it, afraid to give in to the craving . . . 

‘Good weekend?’ Bain asked. 

‘Not bad. How about you?’ 

‘Quiet. That dinner on Friday was just about the highlight.’ 

She smiled, accepting the compliment. ‘So what do we do now? Get on the blower to Special Branch?’ 

‘We talk to the Crime Squad. They route our request.’ 

‘We can’t cut out the middle-man?’ 

‘The middle-man wouldn’t like that.’ 

Siobhan thought of Claverhouse: Bain was probably right. ‘Go ahead then,’ she said. 

So Bain picked up the phone and had a long conversation with DI Claverhouse at the Big House. Siobhan ran her fingers over the laptop’s keyboard. It was already connected to her mobile. A phone message had been waiting for her at home on Friday night: her mobile account, wondering if she knew that her usage had suddenly gone up. Yes, she knew all right. With Bain still busy explaining things to Claverhouse, she decided to connect to the Net, just to give her something to do . . . 

There were three messages from Quizmaster. The first was from Friday evening, around the time she got home: 

Seeker—My patience wears thin. The quest is about to close on you. Immediate response requested. 

The second was from Saturday afternoon: 

Siobhan? I’m disappointed in you. Your times so far have been excellent. Game is now closed. 

Closed or not, he’d come back on Sunday at the stroke of midnight: 

Are you busy tracing me, is that it? Do you still want to meet? 

Bain ended his conversation and put down the phone. He was staring at the screen. 

'You’ve got him rattled,’ he said. 

‘New ISP?’ Siobhan asked. Bain checked the headers and nodded. ‘New name, new everything. Still, he’s getting the inkling that he’s not untraceable.’ 

‘Then why doesn’t he just shut down?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ 

You really think the game’s closed?’ 

‘Only one way to find out . . . ’ 

So Siobhan got busy on the keyboard: 

I was away all weekend, that’s all. Inquiries progress. Meantime, yes, I’d still like to meet. 

She sent the message. They went and grabbed coffee, but when they came back there was no reply. 

‘Is he sulking?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘Or away from his machine.’ 

She looked at him. 'Your bedroom, is it full of computer stuff?’ 

'You’re angling an invite to my bedroom?’ 

She smiled. ‘No, I was just wondering. Some of these people, they can spend all day and night at a monitor, can’t they?’ 

‘Absolutely. But I’m not one of them. Three chat rooms where I’m a regular, maybe an hour or two of surfing when I get bored.’ 

‘What are the chat rooms?’ 

‘Tekky stuff’ He shifted his chair towards the desk. ‘Now, while we’re waiting, maybe we should take a look at Ms Balfour’s deleted files.’ He saw the look on her face. You know you can undelete files?’ 

‘Sure. We already looked at her correspondence.’ 

‘But did you look at her e-mails?’ 

Siobhan was forced to admit she hadn’t. Or rather, Grant hadn’t known it could be done. 

Bain sighed and got to work on Flip’s PC. It didn’t take long. Soon they were staring at a list of deleted messages, both from Flip and to her. 

‘How far back do they go?’ Siobhan asked. 

‘Just over two years. When did she buy the computer?’ 

‘It was an eighteenth birthday present,’ Siobhan said. 

‘Not bad for some. 

Siobhan nodded. ‘She got a flat, too.’ 

Now Bain looked at her, shook his head slowly in disbelief., ‘I got a watch and a camera for mine,’ he said. 

‘Is that the watch?’ Siobhan pointed to his wrist. 

Bain’s mind, however, was elsewhere. ‘So we’ve got e-mails stretching right back to when she first got started. He clicked on the one with the earliest date, but the computer told him he couldn’t open it. 

’Need to convert it,’ he said. ‘The hard disk has probably compressed it.’ 

Siobhan was trying to study what he was doing, but he was going too fast. In no time, they were reading the first e-mail Flip had sent on her machine. It was to her father at his office: 

Just testing. Hope you get this. The PC’s super! See you tonight. Flip. 

‘I suppose we need to read them all?’ Bain guessed. 

‘I suppose,’ Siobhan agreed. ‘Which means converting them one at a time?’ 

‘Not necessarily. If you can fetch me a tea—white, no sugar—I’ll see what I can do.’ 

By the time she got back with the drinks, he was printing out sheets of messages. ‘This way,’ he said, ‘you can be reading them while I’m preparing the next batch.’ 

Siobhan started chronologically, and it didn’t take her long to find something more interesting than gossipy exchanges between Flip and her friends. 

‘Look at this,’ she told Bain. 

He read the e-mail. ‘It’s from Balfour’s Bank,’ he said. ‘Someone called RAM.’ 

‘I’m willing to bet it’s Ranald Marr.’ Siobhan took the note back.

Flip, Great news that at last you are part of the virtual world! I hope you have a lot of fun with it. You’ll also find the Internet a great research tool, so I’m hoping it helps you with your studies. Yes, you’re right that you can delete messages—it makes space in the memory, and allows your computer to work more quickly. But remember that deleted messages are still recoverable unless you take certain steps. Here’s how to delete something completely. 

The writer went on to explain the process. At the end he signed himself R. Bain ran a finger down one edge of the screen. 

‘Explains why there are big gaps,’ he said. ‘Once he’d told her how to fully delete, she started doing it.’ 

‘Also explains why there are none of the messages to or from Quizmaster.’ Siobhan was sifting through the sheets of paper. ‘Not even her original message to RAM.’ 

‘And none afterwards either.’ 

Siobhan rubbed at her temples. ‘Why would she want everything deleted anyway?’ 

‘I don’t know. It’s not something most users would think to do.’ 

‘Shift over,’ Siobhan said, sliding her chair across. She started composing a new e-mail, to RAM at Balfour’s Bank. 

DC Clarke here. Urgent that you get in touch. 

She added the St Leonard’s phone number and sent the message, then picked up a telephone and called the bank. 

‘Mr Marr’s office, please.’ She was put through to Marr’s secretary. ‘Is Mr Marr there?’ she asked, her eyes on Bain as he sipped his tea. ‘Maybe you can help me. It’s Detective Constable Clarke here, CID at St Leonard’s. I just sent Mr Marr an e-mail and I was wondering if he’d received it. Apparently we’re having some sort of problem at our end . . .’ She paused while the secretary checked. 

‘Oh? He’s not? Could you tell me where he is then?’ She paused again, listening to the secretary. ‘It really is quite important.’ Now her eyebrows went up. ‘Prestonfield House? That’s not far from here. Is there any chance you could get a message to him; asking him to drop into St Leonard’s after his meeting? It’ll only take five minutes. Probably more convenient than having us visit him at work . . . ’ She listened again. ‘Thanks. And the e-mail did get through? Great, thanks.’ 

She put the phone down, and Bain, cup drained and binned, applauded silently. 

Forty minutes later, Marr arrived at the station. Siobhan got one of the uniforms to escort him upstairs to CID. Rebus was no longer around, but the suite was busy. The uniform brought Marr to Siobhan’s desk. She nodded and asked the banker to take a seat. Marr looked around: there were no spare chairs. Eyes were studying him, the other officers wondering who he was. Dressed in a crisp pinstripe suit, white shirt and pale-lemon tie, he looked more like an expensive lawyer than the usual visitors to the station. 

Bain got up, dragging his own chair round the desk for Marr to sit in. 

‘My driver’s parked on a single yellow,’ Marr said, making a show of looking at his watch. 

‘This won’t take long, sir,’ Siobhan said. ‘Do you recognise the machine.’ She tapped the computer. 

‘What?’ 

‘It belonged to Philippa.’ 

‘Did it? I wouldn’t know.’ 

‘I suppose not. But you sent e-mails to one another.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘RAM: that is you, isn’t it?’ 

‘What if it is?’ 

Bain stepped forward and handed Marr a sheet of paper. ‘Then you sent her this,’ he said. ‘And it looks like Ms Balfour acted on it. 

Marr looked up from the message, his eyes on Siobhan rather than Bain. She’d winced at Bain’s words, and Marr had noticed. 

Big mistake, Eric! she felt like screaming. Because now Marr knew that this was the only e-mail they had between himself and Flip. Otherwise, Siobhan could have strung him along, letting him think they had others, seeing whether that bothered him or not. 

‘Well?’ was all Marr said, having read the message. 

‘It’s just curious,’ Siobhan said, ‘that your first ever e-mail to her should be all about how to delete e-mails.’ 

‘Philippa was very private in many ways,’ Marr explained. ‘She liked her privacy. The first thing she asked me was about deleting material. This was my response. She didn’t like the idea of anyone being able to read what she’d written.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

Marr shrugged both elegant shoulders. ‘We all have different personae, don’t we? The “you” who writes to an aged relative isn’t the same “you” who writes to a close friend. I know that when I’m e-mailing a war-gamer, I don’t necessarily want my secretary to read it. She would see a very different “me” from the person she works for.’ 

Siobhan was nodding. ‘I think I understand.’ 

‘It’s also the case that in my own profession, confidentiality—secrecy, if you like—is absolutely vital. Commercial subterfuge is always an issue. We shred unwanted documents, delete e-mails and so on, to protect our clients and ourselves. So when Flip mentioned the delete button, that sort of consideration was uppermost in my mind.’ He paused, looked from Siobhan to Bain and back again. ‘Is that all you wanted to know?’ 

‘What else did you talk about in your e-mails?’ 

‘We didn’t correspond for long. Flip was dipping a toe in the water. She had my e-mail address and knew I was an old hand. At first she had lots of questions to ask, but she was a fast learner.’ 

‘We’re still checking the machine for deleted messages,’ Siobhan led blithely. ‘Any idea when your last message to or from her would have been?’ 

‘Maybe as much as a year back.’ Marr started getting to his feet. ‘Now, if we’re quite finished, I really must . . .'

‘If you hadn’t told her about deleting, we might have him by now.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Quizmaster.’ 

‘The person she was playing this game against? You still think that had something to do with her death?’ 

‘I’d like to know.’ 

Marr was standing now, smoothing his jacket. ‘Is that possible, without the help of this . . . Quizmaster?’ 

Siobhan looked to Bain, who knew a cue when he saw one. 

‘Oh, yes,’ he said confidently. ‘It’ll take a bit longer, but we’ll trace him. He’s left enough bits and pieces for us along the way.’ 

Marr looked from one detective to the other. ‘Splendid,’ he said with a smile. ‘Well, if I can be of further assistance . . .'

'You’ve helped us enormously already, Mr Marr,’ Siobhan said, fixing her eyes on him. ‘I’ll have one of the uniformed officers show you out . . . ’ 

After he’d gone, Bain pulled his chair back around to Siobhan’s side of the desk and sat down next to her. 

'You think it’s him, don’t you?’ he asked quietly. 

She nodded, staring at the doorway through which Marr had just left. Then her shoulders slumped. She squeezed shut her eyes, rubbed at them. ‘Truth is, I haven’t a clue.’ 

'You also don’t have any evidence.’ 

She nodded, eyes still closed. 

‘Gut feeling?’ he guessed. 

She opened her eyes. ‘I know better than to trust it.’ 

‘Glad to hear it.’ He smiled at her. ‘Some proof would be nice, wouldn’t it?’ 

When the phone rang, Siobhan seemed in a dream, so Bain answered. It was a Special Branch officer called Black. He wanted to know if he was speaking to the right person. When Bain assured him he was, Black asked how much he knew about computers. 

‘I know a bit.’ 

‘Good. Is the PC in front of you?’ When Bain said that it was, Black told him what he wanted. When Bain came off the phone five minutes later, he puffed out his cheeks and exhaled noisily. 

‘I don’t know what it is about Special Branch,’ he said, ‘but they always make me feel about five years old and starting my first day at school.’ 

'You sounded okay,’ Siobhan assured him. ‘What do they need?’ 

‘Copies of all the e-mails between you and Quizmaster, plus details of Philippa Balfour’s ISP account and user names, plus the same for you. 

‘Except it’s Grant Hood’s machine,’ Siobhan said, touching the laptop. 

‘Well, his account details then.’ He paused. ‘Black asked if we had any suspects.’ 

'You didn’t tell him?’ 

He shook his head. ‘But we could always send him Marr’s name. We could even provide his e-mail address.’ 

‘Would that help?’ 

‘It might. You know the Americans can read e-mails using atellites? Any e-mails in the world . . . ’ She just stared at him, and he laughed. ‘I’m not saying Special Branch have that sort of technology, but you never know, do you?’ 

Siobhan was thoughtful. ‘Then give them what we’ve got. Give them Ranald Marr.’ 

The laptop told them they had a message. Siobhan clicked it open. Quizmaster. 

Seeker—We meet on completion of Stricture. Acceptable? 

‘Ooh,’ Bain said, ‘he’s actually asking you.’ 

So game isn’t closed? Siobhan typed back. 

Special dispensation. 

She typed another message: There are questions need answering right now. 

An immediate reply: Ask, Seeker. 

So she asked: Was anyone playing the game apart from Flip? 

They waited a minute for the response. 

Yes. 

She looked at Bain. ‘He said before that there wasn’t.’ 

‘He was either lying then, or he’s lying now. Fact that you asked the question again makes me think you didn’t believe him first time round.’ 

How many? Siobhan typed.

Three. 

Pitted against each other? Did they know? 

They knew. 
They knew who they were playing against? 

A thirty-second pause. Absolutely not. 

‘Truth or lie?’ Siobhan asked Bain. 

‘I’m busy wondering if Mr Marr’s had enough time to get back to his office.’ 

‘Someone in his profession, wouldn’t surprise me if he kept a laptop and mobile in the car, just to stay ahead of the game.’ She smiled at the unmeant pun. 

‘I could call his office . . .’ Bain was already reaching for the phone. Siobhan recited the bank’s number. 

‘Mr Marr’s office, please,’ Bain said into the receiver. Then: ‘Is that Mr Marr’s assistant? It’s DS Bain here, Lothian Police. Could I have a word with Mr Marr?’ He looked at Siobhan. ‘Due back any minute? Thank you.’ Then an afterthought. ‘Oh, is there any way I could contact him in his car? He doesn’t have access to e-mails there, does he?’ A pause. ‘No, it’s okay, thank you. I’ll call again later.’ He put the phone down. ‘No in-car e-mails.’ 

‘As far as his assistant knows,’ Siobhan said quietly. 

Bain nodded. 

‘These days,’ she went on, ‘all you need is a phone.’ A WAP phone, she was thinking, just like Grant’s. For some reason her mind flashed on that morning in the Elephant House . . . Grant busy on a crossword he’d already completed, trying to impress the woman at the next table . . . She got to work on her next message: 

Can you tell me who they were? Do you know who they are? The reply was immediate. 

No. 

No you can’t or no you don’t? 

No to both. Stricture awaits. 

One final thing, Master. How did you come to choose Flip? 

She came to me, as you did. 

But how did she find you? 

Stricture clue will follow shortly. 

‘I think he’s had enough,’ Bain said. ‘Probably not used to his slaves talking back.’ 

Siobhan thought about trying to keep the dialogue going, then nodded her agreement. 

‘I don’t think I’m quite Grant Hood’s standard,’ Bain added. She frowned, not understanding. ‘In the puzzle-solving department,’ he explained. 

‘Let’s wait and see about that.’ 

‘Meantime, I can get that stuff PDQ’d to SB.’ 

‘AOK,’ Siobhan said with a smile. She was thinking of Grant again. She wouldn’t have got this far without him. Yet since his transfer he hadn’t shown the least curiosity, hadn’t so much as called to find out if there were some new clue to be solved . . She wondered at his ability to switch focus so completely. The Grant she saw on TV was almost unrecognisable from the one who’d paced her flat at midnight, the one who’d lost heart on Hart Fell. She knew which model she preferred; didn’t think it was just professional jealousy. She thought she’d learned something about Gill Templer now. Gill was running scared, terror of her new seniority causing her to dish it out to the juniors. She was targeting the keen and the confident, maybe because she lacked confidence in herself. Siobhan hoped it was just a phase. She prayed it was. 

She hoped that when Stricture came through, the busy Grant might spare a minute for his old sparring partner, whether his new sponsor liked it or not. 

Grant Hood had spent the morning dealing with the press, reworking the daily news release for later in the day—hopefully this time to the satisfaction of both DCS Templer and ACC Carswell—and fielding calls from the victim’s father, angry that more broadcast time wasn’t being given to appeals for information. 

‘What about Crimewatch?’ he’d asked several times. Secretly, Grant thought Crimewatch was a bloody good idea, so he’d called the BBC in Edinburgh and been given a number in Glasgow. Glasgow had then given him a number in London, and the switchboard there had put him through to a researcher who’d informed him—in a tone which said any liaison officer worth their salt would already know—that Crimewatch had ended its run and wouldn’t be back on air for several months. 

‘Oh, yes, thanks,’ Grant had said, putting down the phone. 

He hadn’t had time for lunch, and breakfast had been a bacon roll from the canteen, almost six hours ago. He was aware of politics all around him—the politics of Police HQ. Carswell and Templer might agree on some things, but never on everything, and he was poised somewhere between them, trying not to fall too fatally into either camp. Carswell was the real power, but Templer was Grant’s boss, she had the means to kick him back into the wilderness. His job was to deprive her of motive and opportunity. 

He knew he was coping so far, but only by dint of forgoing food, sleep and free time. On the plus side, the case was now garnering interest from further afield, not just the London media, but New York, Sydney, Singapore and Toronto. International press agencies wanted clarification of the details they had. There was talk of bringing correspondents to Edinburgh, and would DC Hood be available for a short broadcast interview? 

In each case, Grant felt able to answer in the affirmative. He made sure he jotted down the details of each journalist, with contact numbers and even a note of the time difference. 

‘No point me sending you faxes in the middle of the night,’ he’d told one news editor in New Zealand. 

‘I’d prefer an e-mail, mate.’ 

So Grant had taken those details down, too. It struck him that he needed to get his laptop back from Siobhan. Either that or invest in something more up-to-date. The case could use its own website. He’d send a memo to Carswell, copy to Templer: stating his case. 

If he ever got the time . . . 

Siobhan and his laptop: he hadn’t thought of her in a couple of days. His ‘crush’ on her hadn’t lasted long. Just as well they hadn’t taken things any further really: his new job would have driven a wedge between them. He knew they could play down that kiss, until it would seem as if it had never happened. Rebus was the only witness, but if the pair of them denied it, called him a liar, he’d start forgetting, too. 

Only two things Grant felt sure of now: that he wanted Liaison permanently, and that he was good at it. 

He celebrated with the day’s sixth cup of coffee, nodding to strangers in the corridors and on the stairwell. They seemed to know who he was, wanting both to know him and be known by him. His phone was ringing again when he pushed open his door—the office was small, no bigger than the cupboards in some stations, and there was no natural light. Still, it was his fiefdom. He leaned back in his chair, taking the receiver with him. 

‘DC Hood.’ 

You sound happy.’ 

‘Who is this, please?’ 

‘It’s Steve Holly. Remember me?’ 

‘Sure, Steve, what can I do for you?’ But the tone was immediately more professional. 

‘Well . . . Grant.’ Holly managed to get a sneer into the word. ‘I was just after a quote to go with a piece I’m running.’ 

Yes?’ Grant leaned forward a little in his chair, not quite so comfortable now. 

‘Women going missing all over Scotland . . . dolls found at the scene . . . games on the Internet . . . students dead on hillsides. Any of it ring a bell?’ 

Grant thought he’d squeeze the life out of the receiver. The desk, the walls . . . they’d all gone hazy. He closed his eyes, tried to shake his head clear. 

‘Case like this, Steve,’ he said, attempting levity, ‘a reporter will hear all kinds of stuff.’ 

‘Believe you solved some of the Internet clues yourself, Grant. What do you reckon? Got to be connected to the murder, haven’t they?’ 

‘I’ve no comment to make on that, Mr Holly. Look, whatever you think you may know, you’ve got to understand that stories—true or false—can do irreparable damage to an investigation, especially one at a crucial stage.’ 

‘Is the Balfour inquiry at a crucial stage? I hadn’t heard . . . ’ 

‘All I’m trying to say is . . . '

‘Look, Grant, admit it: you’re fucked on this one, pardon my French. Best thing you can do is fill me in on the small print.’ 

‘I don’t think so.’ 

‘Sure about that? Tasty new posting you’ve got there . . . I’d hate to see you go down in flames.’ 

‘Something tells me you’d like nothing better, Holly.’ 

The telephone receiver laughed into Grant’s ear. ‘Steve to Mr Holly to Holly . . . you’ll be calling me names next, Grant.’ 

‘Who told you?’ 

‘Something this big, you can never keep it watertight.’ 

‘So who punched the hole through the hull?’ 

‘A whisper here, a whisper there . . . you know how it is.’ Holly paused. ‘Oh no, that’s right—you don’t know how it is. I keep forgetting, you’ve only been in the job five fucking minutes, and already you think you can lord it over the likes of me.’ 

‘I don’t know what—’ 

‘Those little individual briefings, just you and your favoured poodles. Stuff all that, Grant. It’s the likes of me you should be looking out for. And you can take that any way you like.’ 

‘Thanks, I will. How soon are you going to press?’ 

‘Going to try slapping us with a two-eye?’ When Grant didn’t say anything. Holly laughed again. You don’t even know the lingo!’ he crowed. But Grant was a fast learner. 

‘It’s an interim interdict,’ he guessed, knowing he was right. Two i’s: a.court injunction, halting publication. ‘Look,’ he said, pinching the bridge of his nose, ‘on the record, we don’t know that any of the stuff you’ve mentioned is pertinent to the current case.’ 

‘It’s still news.’ 

‘And possibly prejudicial.’ 

‘So sue me.’ 

‘People play dirty like this, I never forget it.’ 

‘Get in the fucking queue.’ 

Grant was about to put down the phone, but Holly beat him to it. He got up and kicked the desk, then kicked it again, followed by the waste-bin, his briefcase (bought at the weekend), and the corner where two walls met. He rested his head against the wall. 

I have to go to Carswell with this. I have to tell Gill Templer!! 

Templer first . . . chain of command. Then she’d have to break the news to the ACC, who in turn would probably have to disturb the Chief Constable’s daily routine. Mid-afternoon . . . Grant wondered how late he could leave it. Maybe Holly would call Templer or Carswell himself. If Grant sat on it till day’s end, he’d be in bigger trouble. It could even be that there was still time for that two-eye. 

He picked up the phone, squeezed shut his eyes once more in what, this time round, was a short and silent prayer. 

Made the call. 

It was late afternoon, and Rebus had been staring at the coffins for a good five minutes. Occasionally he would pick one up, examine the workmanship, comparing and contrasting with the others. His latest thought: bring in a forensic anthropologist. The tools used to make the coffins would have left tiny grooves and incisions, marks an expert could identify and explore. If the exact same chisel had been used on each joint, maybe it could be proven. Perhaps there were fibres, fingerprints . . . The scraps of cloth: could they be traced? He slid the list of victims so that it sat in front of him on the desk: 1972 . . .'77 . . . ’82 and ‘95. The first victim, Caroline Farmer, was the youngest by far; the others were in their twenties and thirties, women in the prime of life. Drownings and disappearances. Where there was no body, it was all but impossible to prove a crime had been committed. And death by drowning . . . pathologists could tell if someone were alive or dead when they entered the water, but other than that . . . Say you knocked someone unconscious and pushed them in: even if it came to court, there’d be room for haggling, the murder charge reduced to culpable homicide. Rebus remembered a fireman once telling him the perfect way to commit murder: get the victim drunk in their kitchen, then turn the heat up under the chip-pan. 

Simple and clever. 

Rebus still didn’t know how clever his adversary had been. Fife, Nairn, Glasgow and Perth—certainly he’d ranged far and wide. Someone who travelled. He thought of Quizmaster and the jaunts Siobhan had taken so far. Was it possible to connect Quizmaster to whoever had left the coffins? Having scribbled the words ‘forensic pathologist’ on to his notepad, Rebus added two more: ‘offender profiling’. There were university psychologists who specialised in this, deducing aspects of a culprit’s character from their MO. Rebus had never been convinced, but he felt he was banging his fists against a locked and bolted door, one he was never going to break down without help. 

When Gill Templer stormed down the corridor, past the CID suite’s doorway, Rebus didn’t think she’d seen him. But now she was heading straight for him, her face furious. 

‘I thought,’ she said, ‘you’d been told.’ 

‘Told. what?’ he asked innocently. 

She pointed to the coffins. ‘Told that these were a waste of time.’ Her voice vibrated with anger. Her whole body was taut. 

‘Jesus, Gill, what’s happened?’ 

She didn’t say anything, just swung her arm across the desk, sending the coffins flying. Rebus scrambled from his chair, started picking them up, checking for damage. When he looked round, Gill was on her way to the door again, but she stopped, half turned. 

'You’ll find out tomorrow,’ she said, making her exit. 

Rebus looked around the room. Hi-Ho Silvers and one of the civilian staff had stopped the conversation they’d been having. 

‘She’s losing it,’ Silvers commented. 

‘What did she mean about tomorrow?’ Rebus asked, but Silvers just shrugged. 

‘Losing it,’ he said again. 

Maybe he was right. 

Rebus sat back down at his desk and pondered the phrase: there were lots of ways of ‘losing it’. He knew he was in danger of losing it too . . . whatever it was. 

Jean Burchill had spent much of her day trying to trace the correspondence between Kennet Lovell and the Reverend Kirkpatrick. She’d spoken to people in Alloway and Ayr—the parish minister; a local historian; one of Kirkpatrick’s descendants. She’d spent over an hour on the phone to the Mitchell Library in Glasgow. She’d taken the short walk from the Museum to the National Library, and from there to the Faculty of Advocates. Finally, she’d walked back along Chambers Street and headed for Surgeons’ H~. In the museum there she’d stared long and hard at the portrait of Kennet Lovell by J. Scott Jauncey. Lovell had been a handsome young man. Often in portraits, the artist left little clues as to the character he was painting: profession, family, hobbies . . . But this was a simple execution: head and upper body. The background was plain and black, contrasting with the bright yellows and pinks of Lovell’s face. The other portraits in Surgeons’ Hall, they usually showed their subjects with a textbook in front of them, or some paper and a pen. Maybe standing in their library or posed with a few telling props—a skull or femur, an anatomical drawing. The sheer plainness of the Lovell portrait bothered her. Either the painter had had little enthusiasm for the commission, or else the subject had insisted on giving little enough away. She thought of Reverend Kirkpatrick, imagined him paying the artist’s fee and then receiving this bland decoration. She wondered if it perhaps showed some ideal of its subject, or if it was the equivalent of a picture postcard, a mere advertisement for Lovell. This young man, hardly out of his teens, had assisted in the Burke autopsy. According to one report of the time, ‘the quantity of blood that gushed out was enormous, and by the time the lecture was finished the area of the classroom had the appearance of a butcher’s slaughter-house, from its flowing down and being trodden upon’. The description had made her queasy, first time she’d read it. How much more preferable to have died as one of Burke’s victims, made insensible with drink and then smothered. Jean stared into Kennet Lovell’s eyes again. The black pupils seemed luminous, despite the horrors they’d witnessed. 

Or, she couldn’t help wondering, because of them? 

The curator wasn’t able to help answer her questions, so she’d asked if she might see the bursar. But Major Bruce Cawdor, while affable and willing, wasn’t able to add much to what Jean already knew. 

‘We don’t seem to have any record,’ he told her as they sat in his office, ‘of how the Lovell portrait came into the College’s possession. I’d presume it was a gift, perhaps to defer death duties.’ He was short but distinguished looking, well dressed and with a face shining with good health. He’d offered her tea, which she’d accepted. It was Daijeeling, each cup coming with its own silver tea-strainer. 

‘I’m also interested in Lovell’s correspondence.’ 

'Yes, well, we would be, too.’ 

'You don’t have anything?’ She was surprised. 

The bursar shook his head. ‘Either Dr Lovell wasn’t a great man for the pen, or else they’ve perished or ended up in some obscure collection.’ He sighed. ‘A great pity. We know so little about his time in Africa . . . ’ 

‘Or in Edinburgh, come to that.’ 

‘He’s buried here. Don’t suppose his grave’s of much interest to you . . . . '

‘Whereabouts is it?’ 

‘Calton cemetery. His plot’s not far from David Hume’s.’ 

‘I might as well take a look.’ 

‘I’m sorry I can’t be more help.’ He thought for a moment, and his face brightened. ‘Donald Devlin’s supposed to have some table made by Lovell.’ 

'Yes, I know, though there’s nothing in the literature about an interest in carpentry.’ 

‘I’m sure it’s mentioned somewhere; I seem to recall reading something . . . ’ But try as he might, Major Cawdor couldn’t remember what or where. 

That evening, she sat with John Rebus in her Portobello home. They ate Chinese takeaway, washed down with cold Chardonnay for her, bottled beer for him. Music on the hi-fi: Nick Drake, Janis Ian, Pink Floyd’s Meddle. He seemed wrapped up in his thoughts, but she could hardly complain. After the food, they walked down to the promenade. Kids on skateboards, looking American but sounding pure Porty, swearing like troopers. One chip shop open, that childhood smell of hot fat and vinegar. They still didn’t say much, which didn’t make them so very different from the other couples they passed. Reticence was an Edinburgh tradition. You kept your feelings hidden and your business your own. Some people put it down to the influence of the Church and figures like John Knox—she’d heard the city called ‘Fort Knox’ by outsiders. But to Jean, it was more to do with Edinburgh’s geography, its louring rock-faces and dark skies, the wind whipping in from the North Sea, hurtling through the canyon-like streets. At every turn you felt over-whelmed and pummelled by your surroundings. Just travelling into town from Portobello, she felt it: the bruising and bruised nature of the place. 

John Rebus, too, was thinking of Edinburgh. When he moved from his flat, where would he make his next home? Was there any district he liked better than any other? Portobello itself was fine, pretty relaxed. But he could always move south or west, into the country. Some of his colleagues travelled in from as far as Falkirk and Linlithgow. He wasn’t sure he was ready for that kind of commute. Portobello would be okay though. The only problem was, when they walked along the promenade, he kept looking towards the beach, as if expecting to see a little wooden coffin there, like the one they’d found in Nairn. It wouldn’t matter where he went, his head would go with him, colouring his surroundings. The Falls coffin was working away at him now. He only had the carpenter’s word for it that it had been made by someone else, someone who hadn’t made the other four. But if the killer was being really clever, wouldn’t he have anticipated just that, changing his work habits and tools, trying to dupe them into . . . 

Oh Christ, here he went again . . . the same old dance, reeling around his skull. He sat down on the sea wall, and Jean asked if something was wrong. 

‘Bit of a headache,’ he said. 

‘Isn’t that supposed to be the woman’s prerogative?’ She was smiling, but he could see she wasn’t happy. 

‘I should be heading back,’ he told her. ‘Not great company tonight.’ 

‘Do you want to talk about it?’ He raised his eyes so they met hers, and she snorted with laughter. ‘Sorry, stupid question. You’re a Scottish male, of course you don’t want to talk about it.’ 

‘It’s not that, Jean. It’s just . . . ’ He shrugged. ‘Maybe therapy wouldn’t be such a bad idea.’ 

He was trying to make a joke of it, so she didn’t push him. 

‘Let’s head back,’ she said. ‘Bloody freezing out here anyway.’ 

She slid her arm through his as they walked. 
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By the time Assistant Chief Constable Cohn Carswell arrived at Gayfield Square police station on that underlit Tuesday morning, he was out for blood. 

John Balfour had bawled him out; Balfour’s lawyer had done his damage more subtly, the voice never wavering in its professional and well-educated tones. Still, Carswell felt bruised, and he wanted some measure of revenge. The Chief Constable was remaining aloof—his position, his unassailability, had to be maintained at all costs. This was Carswell’s mess, one he’d spent all the previous evening busy surveying. He might as well have been exploring a landscape of shrapnel and broken glass, armed only with a dustpan and some tweezers. 

The best minds in the Procurator Fiscal’s office had pored over the problem and had concluded, in an annoyingly bland and objective way (letting Carswell know that it was no skin off their noses) that there was little chance of blocking the story. After all, they couldn’t prove that either the dolls or the German student had anything to do with the Balfour case—most senior officers seemed to agree that a connection was unlikely at best—and so would find it difficult to persuade a judge that Holly’s information could, once published, be detrimental to the inquiry. 

What Balfour and his lawyer wanted to know was why the police hadn’t seen fit to share with them the story of the dolls, or the information about the German student and the Internet game. 

What the Chief Constable wanted to know was what Carswell intended doing about it. 

And what Carswell himself wanted was blood. 

His official car, driven by his acolyte DI Derek Linford, drew up in front of a station already crowded with officers. Everyone who had worked or was currently working on the Balfour case—uniforms, CID, even the forensic team from Howdenhall—had been ‘requested’ to attend the morning meeting. Consequently, the briefing room was packed and stifling. Outside, the morning was still recovering from overnight sleet, the pavement damp and chilling to the feet as Carswell’s leather-shod soles stamped across it. 

‘Here he comes,’ someone said, watching as Linford, having opened Carswell’s door for him, now closed it and, showing a slight limp, walked back round to the driver’s side. There was a sound of folding paper as the fresh tabloids—each copy the same title, each open at the same gathering of pages—were closed and put out of sight. DCS Templer, dressed as though for a funeral, dark lines under her eyes, came into the room first. She whispered something into the ear of DI Bill Pryde, who nodded and tore the corner from a notepad, spitting into it the wad of chewing gum he’d been gnawing for the past half-hour. When Carswell himself walked in, there was a ripple of movement as officers subconsciously corrected their posture or checked their attire for obvious blemishes. 

‘Is anyone missing?’ Carswell called out. No ‘good morning’, no ‘thank you all for coming’, the usual protocols forgotten. Templer had a few names for him—minor ailments and complaints. Carswell nodded, didn’t seem interested in what he was being told, and didn’t wait for her to finish the roll-call. 

‘We’ve got ourselves a mole,’ he bawled, loud enough to be heard down the corridor. He nodded slowly, eyes trying to take in every face in front of him. When he saw that there were people at the back, out of staring range, he walked up the aisle between the desks. Officers had to shift so he could get through, but left enough room so that there was no possibility he might brush against them. 

‘A mole’s always an ugly little thing. It lacks vision. Sometimes it has big greedy paws. It doesn’t like to be exposed.’ There were flecks of saliva either side of his mouth. ‘I find a mole in my garden, I put down poison. Now, some of you will say that moles can’t help it. They don’t know they’re in someone’s garden, a place of order and calm. They don’t know they’re making everything ugly. But they are, whether they know it or not. And that’s why they have to be eradicated.’ He paused, the silence lingering as he walked back down the aisle. Derek Linford had entered the room as if by stealth and was standing by the door, eyes searching out John Rebus, the two of them recent enemies . . .

The presence of Linford seemed only to spur Carswell on. He spun on his heels, facing his subjects again. 

‘Maybe it was a mistake. We all make slip-ups, can’t be helped. But, by Christ, a lot of information seems to have been pushed to the surface!’ Another pause. ‘Maybe it was blackmail.’ And now a shrug. ‘Someone like Steven Holly, he’s lower than a mole on the evolutionary ladder. He’s pond-life. He’s the scum you sometimes see there.’ He waved a hand slowly in front of him, as if skimming water. ‘He thinks he’s made us dirty, but he hasn’t. Game’s not near over, we all know that. We’re a team. That’s how we work! Anyone who doesn’t like that can always ask to be transferred back to normal duties. It’s that simple, ladies and gentlemen. But just think of this, will you?’ He dropped his voice. ‘Think of the victim, think of her family. Think of all the upset this is going to cause them. They’re the ones we’re slogging our guts out for here, not the newspaper readers or the scribes who provide them with their daily gruel. 

'You might have some grievance against me, or someone else on the team, but why the hell would you want to put them—the family and friends, getting ready for tomorrow’s funeral—why would anyone want to do something like this to people like them?’ He let the question hang, saw faces bow in collective shame as he scanned them. Took another deep breath, his voice rising again. 

‘I’m going to find whoever did this. Don’t think I won’t. Don’t think you can trust Mr Steven Holly to protect you. He doesn’t care a damn for you. If you want to stay buried, you’ll have to feed him more stories, and more, and more! He’s not going to let you rise back up to the world you knew before. You’re different now. You’re a mole. His mole. And he’ll never let you rest, never let you forget it.’ 

A glance in Gill Templer’s direction. She was standing by the wall, arms folded, her own eyes scanning the room. 

‘I know this probably all sounds like the headmaster’s warning. Some pupil’s smashed a window or daubed graffiti on the bike sheds.’ He shook his head. ‘I’m talking to all of you like this because it’s important we’re clear on what’s at stake. Talk might not cost lives, but that doesn’t mean it should be squandered. Careful what you say, who you say it to. If the person responsible wants to come forward, that’s fine. You can do it now, or later. I’ll be here for an hour or so, and I can always be reached at my office. Think what’s at stake if you don’t. Not part of a team any more, not on the side of the angels. But in a journalist’s pocket. For as long as he wants you there.’ This final pause seemed to last an eternity, nobody coughed or cleared their throat. Carswell slid his hands into his pockets, head angled as though inspecting his shoes. ‘DCS Templer?’ he said. 

And now Gill Templer stepped forward, and the room relaxed a little. 

‘Don’t go getting the holiday mood just yet!’ she called out. ‘Okay, there’s been a leak to the press, and what we need now is some damage limitation. Nobody talks to anybody unless they run it past me first, understood?’ There were murmurs of assent. 

Templer went on, but Rebus wasn’t listening. He hadn’t wanted to listen to Carswell either, but it had been hard to block the man out. Impressive stuff really. He’d even put some thought into the image of the garden mole, almost making it work without becoming laughable. 

But mostly Rebus’s attention had been on the people around him. Gill and Bill Pryde were distant figures, whose discomfort he could almost ignore. Bill’s big chance to shine; Gill’s first major inquiry as a DCS. Hardly what either of them would have wanted . . . 

And closer to home: Siobhan, concentrating hard on the ACC’s speech, maybe learning something from it. She was always on the lookout for a new lesson. Grant Hood, someone else with every- thing to lose, dejection written into his face and shoulders, the way he held his arms across chest and stomach, as though to ward off blows. Rebus knew Grant was in trouble. A leak to the press, you looked at liaison first. They were the ones with the contacts: an unwise word; the drunk and friendly banter at the end of a good meal. Even if not to blame, a good liaison officer might have been all that was needed in the way of Gill’s ‘damage limitation’. With experience, you’d know how to bend a journalist’s will to your own, even if it meant a bribe of some kind: first dibs on some later story or stories . . . 

Rebus wondered at the extent of the damage. Quizmaster would now know what he’d probably always suspected: that it wasn’t just him and Siobhan, that she was keeping her colleagues apprised. Her face didn’t give anything away, but Rebus knew she was already wondering how to handle it, how to phrase her next communication with Quizmaster, supposing he wanted to keep playing . . . The Arthur’s Seat coffins connection annoyed him only because Jean had been mentioned by name in the story, cited as ‘the Museum’s resident expert’ on the case. He recalled that Holly had been persistent, leaving messages for Jean, wanting to speak to her. Could she have said something to him unwittingly? He didn’t think so. 

No, he had the culprit in his sights. Ellen Wylie looked like she’d been wrung out. There were tangles in her hair where she hadn’t been concentrating with the brush. Her eyes had a resigned look. She kept staring at the floor during Carswell’s speech, and hadn’t shifted when he’d finished. She was still looking at the floor now, trying to find the will to do anything else. Rebus knew she’d spoken on the phone with Holly yesterday morning. It had been to do with the German student, but afterwards she’d seemed lifeless. Rebus had thought it was because she was working another dead end. Now he knew different. When she’d walked away from the Caledonian Hotel, she’d been heading either for Holly’s office or for some wine bar or cafe nearby. 

He’d got to her.

Maybe Shug Davidson would realise as much; maybe her colleagues at West End would remember how different she’d been after that phone call. But Rebus knew they wouldn’t shop her. It was something you didn’t do. Not to a colleague, a pal. 

Wylie had been unravelling for days. He’d taken her into the coffin case thinking maybe he could help. But then maybe she was right—maybe he’d been treating her as just another ‘cripple’, someone else who might be bent to his will, do some of the hard graft on something which would always be his case. 

Maybe he’d had ulterior motives. 

Wylie had probably seen it as a way of getting back at all of them: Gill Templer, cause of her public humiliation; Siobhan, for whom Templer still had such high hopes; Grant Hood, the new golden boy, coping where Wylie had not . . . And Rebus, too, the manipulator, the user, grinding her down. 

He saw her left with two alternatives: let it all out, or burst with frustration and anger. If he’d accepted her offer of a drink that night . . . maybe she’d have opened up and he’d have listened. Maybe that was all she’d needed. But he hadn’t been there. He’d sneaked off to a pub by himself. 

Nice one, John. Very smoothly played. For some reason an image came to mind: some old blues stalwart, turning up for ‘Ellen Wylie’s Blues’. Maybe John Lee Hooker or B.B. King . . .  He caught himself and snapped out of it. He’d almost retreated into music, almost got to a lyric that would tide him over. 

But now Carswell was reading from a list of names, and Rebus caught his own as Carswell snapped it out. DC Hood . . . DC Clarke . . . DS Wylie . . . The coffins; the German student—they’d worked those cases, and now the ACC wanted to see them. Faces turned, curious. Carswell was announcing that he’d see them in the ‘boss’s office’, meaning the station commander’s, commandeered for the occasion. 

Rebus tried to catch Bill Pryde’s eye as they trooped out, but with Carswell already having exited, Bill was searching his pockets for more gum, his eyes trying to locate his clipboard. Rebus was the tail of this lethargic snake, Hood in front of him, then Wylie and Siobhan. Templer and Carswell at the head. Derek Linford was standing outside the station commander’s office, opened the door for them and then stood back. He tried to stare Rebus down, but Rebus wasn’t having that. They were still at it when Gill Templer closed the door, breaking the spell. 

Carswell was sliding his chair in towards the desk. You’ve already heard my spiel,’ he told them, ‘so I won’t bore you again. If the leak came from anywhere, it came from one of you. That little shit Holly knew way too much.’ As his mouth snapped shut his eyes looked up at them for the first time. 

‘Sir,’ Grant Hood said, taking a half-step forward and folding his hands behind his back, ‘as liaison officer it should have been my job to damp the story down. I’d just like to publicly apologise for—’ 

'Yes, yes, son, I got all that from you last night. What I want now is a simple confession.’ 

‘With respect, sir,’ Siobhan Clarke said, ‘we’re not criminals here. We’ve had to ask questions, put out feelers. Steve Holly could just have been putting two and two together . . . ’ 

Carswell just stared at her, then said: ‘DCS Templer?’ 

‘Steve Holly,’ Templer began, ‘doesn’t work that way if he can possibly help it. He’s not the brightest bulb in the chandelier, but he’s as sneaky as they come, and ruthless with it.’ The way she spoke was telling Clarke something, was saying to her that this had all been gone over already. ‘Some of the other journos, yes, I think they could take what’s out there in the public domain and make something of it, but not Holly.’ 

‘But he did work the case of the German student,’ Clarke persisted. 

‘And shouldn’t have known about the gaming connection,’ Templer said, almost by rote: another argument that the senior officers had tried out between themselves. 

‘It was a long night,’ Carswell told them, ‘trust me. We’ve been over it time and again. And it still seems to come down to the four of you.’ 

‘There’s been outside assistance,’ Grant Hood argued. ‘A museum curator, a retired pathologist . . .'

Rebus laid a hand on Hood’s arm, silencing him. ‘It was me,’ he said. Heads turned towards him. ‘I think it might have been me.’ 

He concentrated on not looking in Ellen Wylie’s direction, but was aware of her eyes burning into him. 

‘Early on, I was out at Falls talking to a woman called Bev Dodds. She’d found the coffin by the waterfall. Steve Holly had already been sniffing around, and she’d given him the story . . . ’ 

‘And?’ 

‘And I let it slip that there’d been more coffins . . . let slip to her, I mean.’ He was remembering the slip—a slip Jean had in fact made. ‘If she yapped to Holly, he’d have been on a flyer. I had Jean Burchill with me—she’s the curator. That might have given him the Arthur’s Seat connection . . . '

Carswell was staring at him coldly. ‘And the Internet game?’ 

Rebus shook his head. ‘That one I can’t explain, but it’s not exactly a well-kept secret. We’ve been shoving the clues at all the victim’s friends, asking if she’d asked them for help. any one of them could have told Holly.’ 

Carswell was still staring. 'You’re taking the fall for this?’ 

‘I’m saying it could be my fault. Just that one slip . . . ’ He turned to the others. ‘I can’t begin to tell you how sorry I am. I let all of us down.’ His gaze skirted Wylie’s face, concentrating on her hair. 

‘Sir,’ Siobhan Clarke said, ‘what DI Rebus has just admitted could go for any one of us. I’m sure I may have said a little more than I should on occasion . . .'

Carswell wafted his hand in front of him, quieting her. 

‘DI Rebus,’ he said, ‘I’m suspending you from active duty, pending further inquiries.’ 

'You can’t do that!’ Ellen Wylie blurted out. 

‘Shut up, Wylie!’ Gill Templer hissed. 

‘DI Rebus knows the consequences,’ Carswell was saying. 

Rebus nodded. ‘Someone needs to be punished.’ He paused. ‘For the sake of the team.’ 

‘That’s right,’ Carswell said, nodding. ‘Otherwise mistrust begins its corrosive influence. I don’t think any of us wants that, do we?’ 

‘No, sir.’ Grant Hood’s voice proved a lone one. 

‘Go home, DI Rebus,’ Carswell said. ‘Write your version down, leaving nothing out. We’ll talk again later.’ 

'Yes, sir,’ Rebus said, turning and opening the door. Linford was directly outside, and smiling with one side of his face. Rebus didn’t doubt he’d been listening. It struck him suddenly that Carswell and Linford might well conspire to make the case against him look as black as possible. 

He’d just given them the perfect excuse for getting rid of him for good. 

His flat was ready to be put on the market, and he called the selling solicitor and told her so. 

‘Thursday evenings and Sunday afternoons for viewing?’ she asked. 

‘I suppose so.’ He was sitting in his chair, staring out of the window. ‘Is there any way I can . . . not be here?’ 

'You want someone to show the flat for you?’ 

‘We have people who’ll do that for a small fee.’ 

‘Good.’ He didn’t want to be around when strangers were opening doors, touching things . . . He didn’t think he’d make the best salesman for the place. 

‘We already have a photograph,’ the solicitor was saying. ‘So the ad could go in the ESPC guide as early as Thursday next.’ 

‘Not the day after tomorrow?’ 

‘I’m afraid not . . 

When he’d finished the call, he walked into the hall. New light switches, new sockets. The place was a lot brighter, the fresh coats of paint helping. Not much clutter—he’d made three trips to the dump-site on Old Dalkeith Road: a coat-rack he’d inherited from somewhere; boxes of old magazines and newspapers; a two-bar electric fire with frayed cable; the chest of drawers from Samantha’s old room, still decorated with stickers of eighties pop stars . . . The carpets were back down. A drinking acquaintance from Swany’s Bar had lent a hand, asking if he wanted them nailed at the edges. Rebus hadn’t seen the point. 

‘New owners will turf them out anyway.’ 

'You should’ve had these floors sanded, John. They’d’ve come up a treat . . . ’ 

Rebus had whittled his possessions down until they wouldn’t fill a one-bedroom flat, never mind the three he currently possessed. But still he had nowhere to go. He knew what the market was like in Edinburgh. If Arden Street went on the market next Thursday, it could go to a closing date the week after. Two weeks from now, he could find himself homeless. 

And, come to that, jobless. 

He’d been expecting phone calls, and eventually one came. It was Gill Templer. 

Her opening words: 'You stupid bastard.’ 

‘Hi there, Gill.’ 

'You could have kept your mouth shut.’ 

‘I suppose I could.’ 

‘Always the willing martyr, eh, John?’ She sounded angry, tired and under pressure. He could see reasons for all three. 

‘I just told the truth,’ he said. 

‘That would be a first . . . not that I believe it for a minute.’ 

‘No?’ 

‘Come on, John. Ellen Wylie practically had “guilty” stamped on her forehead.’ 

You think I was shielding her?’ 

‘I don’t exactly take you for Sir Galahad. You’ll have had your reasons. Maybe it was simply to piss off Carswell; you know he hates your guts.’ 

Rebus didn’t like to concede that she might be right. ‘How’s everything else?’ he asked. 

Her anger was played out. ‘Liaison’s snowed under. I’m giving a helping hand.’ 

Rebus bet she was busy: all the other papers and media, trying to play catch-up with Steve Holly. 

‘What about you?’ she asked. 

‘What about me?’ 

‘What are you going to do?’ 

‘I haven’t really thought about it.’ 

‘Well . . . ’ 

‘I’d better let you get back, Gi~. Thanks for caihng.’ 

‘Bye, John.’ 

As he put the phone down, it started ringing again. Grant Hood this time. 

‘I just wanted to thank you for getting us off the hook like that.’ 

'You weren’t on the hook, Grant.’ 

‘I was, believe me.’ 

‘I hear you’re busy.’ 

‘How . . . ?’ Grant paused. ‘Oh, DCS Templer’s been on to you.’ 

‘Is she helping out or taking over?’ 

‘Hard to say at the minute.’ 

‘She’s not in the room with you, is she?’ 

‘No, she’s in her own office. When we came out of that meeting with the ACC . . . she was the one who looked most relieved.’ 

‘Maybe because she has the most to lose, Grant. You probably can’t see that right now, but it’s true.’ 

‘I’m sure you’re right.’ But he didn’t sound convinced that his own survival wasn’t more important in the scheme of things. 

‘Off you go, Grant, and thanks for finding the time to call.’ 

‘See you around some time.’ 

You never know your luck . . .'

Rebus put the phone down and waited, staring at it. But no more calls came. He went to the kitchen to make a mug of tea, and discovered he was out of tea-bags and milk. Without bothering with a jacket, he headed downstairs and out to the local deli, where he added some ham, rolls and mustard to the shopping. Back at the main door to the tenement, someone was trying one of the buzzers. 

‘Come on, I know you’re there . . .'

‘Hello, Siobhan.’ 

She turned towards him. ‘Christ, you gave me a . . . ’ She put a hand to her throat. Rebus stretched an arm past her and unlocked the door. 

‘Because I sneaked up on you, or because you thought I was sitting upstairs with my wrists slashed?’ He held the door open for her. 

‘What? No, that’s not what I was thinking.’ But the colour was rising to her cheeks. 

‘Well, just to stop you worrying, if I’m ever going to top myself, it’ll be with a lot of drink and some pills. And by “a lot” I mean two or three days’ worth, so you’ll have plenty of warning.’ 

He preceded her up the stairs, opened his front door. 

Your lucky day,’ he said. ‘Not only am I not dead, but I can offer tea and rolls with ham and mustard.’ 

‘Just tea, thanks,’ she said, finally regaining some composure. ‘Hey, the hall looks great!’ 

‘Take a look around. I may as well get used to it.’ 

'You mean it’s on the market?’ 

‘As from next week.’ 

She opened a bedroom door, stuck her head round. ‘Dimmer switch,’ she commented, trying it out. 

Rebus went into the kitchen and stuck the kettle on, found two clean mugs in the cupboard. One of them said ‘World’s Greatest Dad’. It wasn’t his; one of the sparkies must have left it. He decided Siobhan could have her tea in it, he’d have the taller one with the poppies and the chipped rim. 

'You didn’t paint the living room,’ she said, coming into the kitchen., 

‘It was done not so long ago.’ 

She nodded. There was something he wasn’t saying, but she wasn’t going to force it. 

'You and Grant still an item then?’ he asked. 

‘We never were. And that’s the subject closed.’ 

He got the milk from the fridge. ‘Better be careful, you’ll be getting a rep.’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

‘Unsuitable men. One of them was staring daggers at me all morning.’ 

‘Oh God, Derek Linford.’ She was thoughtful. ‘Didn’t he look awful?’ 

‘Doesn’t he always?’ Rebus placed a tea-bag in each mug. ‘So, are you here to check up on me or thank me for sticking my neck out?’ 

‘I’m not about to thank you for that. You could have stayed quiet, and you know it. If you owned up, it was because you wanted to.’ She broke off. 

‘And?’ he encouraged her. 

‘And you’ll have some agenda going.’ 

‘Actually I don’t . . . not particularly.’ 

‘Then why did you do it?’ 

‘It was the quickest way, the simplest. If I’d bothered to think for a moment . . . maybe I’d have kept my mouth shut.’ He poured water and milk into the mugs, handed one over. Siobhan looked at the tea-bag floating there. ‘Spoon it out when it’s strong enough,’ he suggested. 

'Yummy.’ 

‘Sure I can’t tempt you with a ham roll?’ 

She shook her head. ‘Don’t let me stop you.’ 

‘Maybe later,’ he said, leading them through to the living room. ‘Everything calm at base camp?’ 

‘Say what you like about Carswell, he’s a pretty good motivator. Everyone thinks it was that speech of his that made you feel guilty.’ 

‘And they’re now working harder than ever?’ He waited till she’d nodded. ‘A team of happy gardeners with no nasty moles to bother them.’ 

Siobhan grinned. ‘It was pretty bloody corny, wasn’t it?’ She looked around. ‘Where are you going to go when you sell this place?’ 

‘Got a spare room, have you?’ 

‘Depends for how long.’ 

‘I’m just joking, Siobhan. I’ll be fine.’ He took a gulp of tea. ‘So what exactly does bring you here?’ 

'You mean apart from checking up on you?’ 

‘I’m guessing that wasn’t all.’ 

She reached down to place her mug on the floor. ‘I got another message.’ 

‘Quizmaster?’ She nodded. ‘Saying what exactly?’ 

She unfolded some sheets from her pocket, reached over towards him with them. Their fingers touched as he took them. The first was an e-mail from Siobhan: 

Still awaiting Stricture. 

‘I sent that first thing this morning,’ she said. ‘Thought maybe he wouldn’t have heard.’ 

Rebus turned to the second sheet. It was from Quizmaster. 

I’m disappointed in you, Siobhan. I’m taking my ball home now. 

Then Siobhan: 

Don’t believe everyything you read. I still want to play. 

Quizmaster: 

And go yapping to your bosses? 

Siobhan: 

You and me this time, that’s a promise. 

Quizmaster: 

How can I trust you? 

Siobhan: 

I've been trusting you, haven’t I? And you always know where to find me. I still don’t have the first clue about you. 

‘I had to wait a while after that. The final sheet came in about—’ she checked her watch— ‘forty minutes ago.’ 

‘And you came straight here?’ 

She shrugged. ‘More or less.’ 

You didn’t show it to Brains?’ 

‘He’s off on some errand for Crime Squad.’ 

‘Anyone else?’ She shook her head. ‘Why me?’ 

‘Now that I’m here,’ she said, ‘I don’t really know.’ 

‘Grant’s the one with the puzzle mind.’ 

‘Right now he’s too busy puzzling over how to keep his job.’

Rebus nodded slowly and re-read the final sheet: 

Add Camus to ME Smith, they’re boxing where the sun don’t shine, and Frank Finlay’s the referee. 

‘Well,’ he said, ‘you’ve shown me it . . . ’ He made to hand the sheets back. ‘And it doesn’t mean a thing to me.’ 

‘No?’ 

He shook his head. ‘Frank Finlay was an actor might still be, for all I know. I think he played Casanova on TV, and he was in something called Barbed Wire and Bouquets . . . something like that.’ 

‘Bouquet of Barbed Wire?’ 

‘Could have been.’ He glanced at the clue a final time. ‘Camus was a French writer. I used to think it was pronounced “came as” until I heard it mentioned on the radio or the box.’ 

‘Boxing—that’s something you know about.’ 

‘Marciano, Dempsey, Cassius Clay before he became Ali . . .’ He shrugged. 

‘Where the sun don’t shine,’ Siobhan said. ‘That’s an American expression, isn’t it?’ 

‘It means out your arse,’ Rebus confirmed. You think suddenly Quizmaster’s American?’ 

She smiled, but there was no humour to it. 

‘Take my advice, Siobhan. Give it to Crime Squad or Special Branch or whoever’s supposed to be tracking this arsehole down. Or just e-mail him back telling him to get stuffed.’ He paused. 'You said he knows where to find you?’ 

She nodded. ‘He knows my name, that I’m CID in Edinburgh.’ 

‘But nothing about where you live? He hasn’t got your phone number?’ She shook her head and Rebus nodded, satisfied. He was thinking of all the numbers pinned to Steve Holly’s office wall. 

‘Then let him go,’ he said quietly.

‘Is that what you’d do?’ 

‘It’s what I’d strongly advise.’ 

‘Then you don’t want to help me?’ 

He looked at her. ‘Help you how?’ 

‘Copy the clue, do some detecting.’ 

He laughed. 'You want me in even more trouble with Carswell?’ 

She looked down at the sheets of paper. You’re right,’ she said. ‘I wasn’t thinking. Thanks for the tea.’ 

‘Stay and finish it.’ He watched her get to her feet. 

‘I should be heading back. Lots to do.’ 

‘Starting with handing that clue over?’ 

She stared at him. 'You know your advice is always important to me. 

‘Is that a yes or a no?’ 

‘Take it as a definite maybe.’ 

He was standing now, too. ‘Thanks for coming, Siobhan.’ 

She turned towards the doorway. ‘Linford’s out to get you, isn’t he? Him and Carswell both?’ 

‘Don’t fret over it.’ 

‘But Linford’s getting stronger. He’ll be Chief Inspector any day.’ 

‘For all you know, maybe I’m getting stronger too.’ 

She turned her head to study him, but didn’t say anything, didn’t need to. He followed her out into the hall, opened the door for her. 

She was on the stairwell before she spoke again. ‘Know what Ellen Wylie said after that meeting with Carswell?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Nothing at all.’ She looked at him again, one hand on the banister. ‘Strange that. I was expecting a long speech about your martyr complex . . .'

Back in the flat, Rebus stood in the hall, listening to her footsteps recede. Then he walked to the living-room window and stood on tiptoe, craning his neck to watch her leave the tenement, the door closing with an echo behind her. She’d come here asking for something, and he’d turned her down. How could he tell her that he didn’t want her getting hurt, the way so many people he’d let get close to him had been hurt in the past? How to tell her that she should learn her own lessons, not his, and that she’d be a better cop—as well as a better person—at the end of it? 

He turned back into the room. The ghosts were faint, but visible. People he’d hurt and been hurt by, people who’d died painful, unnecessary deaths. Not for much longer. A couple more weeks and maybe he’d be free of them. He knew the phone wasn’t going to ring, nor was Ellen Wylie about to pay him a visit. They understood one another well enough to render any such contact unnecessary Maybe one day in the future they’d sit down and talk about it. Then again, maybe she’d never speak to him again. He’d stolen the moment from her, and she had stood there and let him. Defeat once again snatched from the jaws of victory. He wondered if she’d stay in Steve Holly’s pocket . . . wondered just how deep and dark that pocket might be. 

He walked through to the kitchen, poured Siobhan’s and the rest of his tea down the sink. An inch of malt into a clean glass and a bottle of IPA from the cupboard. Back in the living room, he sat in his chair, took pen and notebook from his pocket, and jotted down the latest clue as best he could remember it . . . 

Jean Burchill’s morning had consisted of a series of meetings, including one heated debate on funding levels which threatened to turn violent, with one curator walking out, slamming the door after him, and another almost bursting into tears. 

By lunchtime, she felt exhausted, the stuffiness of her office contributing to a thumping head. Steve Holly had left two more messages for her, and she just knew that if she sat at her desk with a sandwich, the phone would ring again. Instead, she headed outside, joining the throng of workers released from captivity for the time it took to queue at the baker’s for a filled roll or pie. The Scots had an unenviable record for heart disease and tooth decay, both the result of the national diet: saturated fats, salt and sugar. She’d wondered what it was that made Scottish people reach for the comfort foods, the chocolate, chips and fizzy drinks: was it the climate? Or could the answer lie deeper, within the nation’s character? Jean decided to buck the trend, purchased some fruit and a carton of orange juice. She was heading into town down the Bridges. It was all cheap clothes shops and takeaways, with queues of buses and lorries waiting to crawl through the traffic lights at the Tron kirk. A few beggars sat in doorways, staring at the passing parade of feet. Jean paused at the lights and looked left and right along the High Street, imagining the place in the days before Princes Street: vendors hawking their wares; ill-lit howffs where business was done; the tollbooth and the gates which were closed at nightfall, locking the city into itself . . . She wondered if someone from the 1770s, somehow transported to the present, would find this part of the city so very different. The lights, the cars might shock them, but not the feel of the place. 

She paused again on North Bridge, staring eastwards towards where the new parliament site showed no signs of progress. The Scotsman had moved its offices down to a shiny new building in Holyrood Road, just across from the parliament. She’d been there recently for a function, standing on the large balcony to the rear, staring out at the immensity of Salisbury Crags. Behind her now, the old Scotsman building was being gutted: another new hotel in the making. Further down North Bridge, where it connected with Princes Street, the old Post Office HQ sat dusty and empty, its future apparently still not decided—another hotel, the rumour went. She took a right into Waterloo Place, munching on her second apple and trying not to think of crisps and Kit-Kats. She knew where she was headed: Calton cemetery. As she entered through the wrought-iron gate, she was confronted by the obelisk known as the Martyrs’ Memorial, dedicated to the memory of five men, the ‘Friends of the People’, who had dared in the 1790s to advocate parliamentary reform. This at a time when fewer than forty people in the city had the power to vote in an election. The five were sentenced to transportation: a one-way ticket to Australia. Jean looked at the apple she was eating. She’d just peeled a little sticker from it, announcing its country of origin as New Zealand. She thought of the five convicts, the lives they must have led. But there was to be no counterpart to the French Revolution in Scotland, not in the 1790s. 

She was reminded of some communist leader and thinker—was it Marx himself?—who had predicted that the revolution in western Europe would have Scotland as its starting-point. Another dream . . . 

Jean didn’t know much about David Hume, but stood in front of his monument while she attacked her carton of juice. Philosopher and essayist . . . a friend had once told her that Hume’s achievement had been in making the philosophy of John Locke comprehensible, but then she didn’t know anything much about Locke either. 

There were other graves: Blackwood and Constable, publishers, and one of the leaders of ‘the Disruption’, which had led to the founding of the Free Church of Scotland. Just to the east, over the cemetery wall, was a small crenellated tower. This she knew was all that remained of the old Calton Prison. She’d seen drawings of it, taken from Calton Hill opposite: friends and family of the prisoners would gather there to shout messages and greetings. Closing her eyes, she could almost replace the traffic noises with yelps and whoops, the dialogue between loved ones echoing back along Waterloo Place . . . 

When she opened her eyes again, she saw what she’d hoped to find: Dr Kennet Lovell’s grave. The headstone had been set into the cemetery’s eastern wall, and was now cracked and soot-blackened, its edges fallen away to reveal the sandstone beneath. It was a small thing, close to the ground. ‘Dr Kennet Anderson Lovell,’ Jean read, ‘an eminent Physician of this City.’ He’d died in 1863, aged fifty-six. There were weeds rising from ground level, obscuring much of the inscription. Jean crouched down and started pulling them away, encountering a used condom which she brushed aside with a dock leaf. She knew that there were people who used Calton Hill at night, and imagined them coupling against this wall, pressing down on the bones of Dr Lovell. How would Lovell feel about that? For a moment, she formed a picture of another coupling: herself and John Rebus. Not her type at all really. In the past she’d dated researchers, university lecturers. One brief dalliance with a sculptor in the city—a married man. He’d taken her to cemeteries, his favourite places. John Rebus probably liked cemeteries, too. When they’d first met she’d seen him as a challenge and a curiosity. Even now she had to work hard not to think of him in terms of an exhibit. There were so many secrets there, so much of him that he refused to show to the world. She knew there was digging still to be done . . . 

As she cleared the weeds, she found that Lovell had married no fewer than three times, and that each wife had passed away before him. No evidence of any children . . . she wondered if the offspring might be buried elsewhere. Maybe there were no children. But then hadn’t John said something about a descendant . . . ? As she examined the dates, she saw that the wives had died young, and another thought crossed her mind: they’d died in childbirth, perhaps. 

His first wife: Beatrice, nee Alexander. Aged twenty-nine. 

His second wife: Alice, nee Baxter. Aged thirty-three. 

His third wife: Patricia, nee Addison. Aged twenty-six. 

An inscription read: Passed over, to be met again so sweetly in the Lord’s domain. 

Jean couldn’t help thinking that it must have been some meeting, Lovell and his three wives. She had a pen in her pocket, but no notepad or paper. She looked around the cemetery, found an old envelope, torn in half. She brushed dirt and dust from it and jotted down the details. 

Siobhan was back at her desk, trying to form anagrams from the letters in ‘Camus’ and ‘ME Smith’, when Eric Bain came into the office. 

‘All right?’ he asked. 

‘I’ll survive.’ 

‘That good, eh?’ He placed his briefcase on the floor, straightened up and looked around. ‘Special Branch get back to us yet?’ 

‘Not that I know of.’ She was scoring out letters with her pen. The M and E had no space between them. Did Quizmaster mean them to be read as “me”? Was he saying his name was Smith? ME was also a medical condition. She couldn’t recall what the letters stood for . . . remembered it being called “yuppie flu” in the newspapers. 

Bain had walked over to the fax machine, picked up some sheets and sifted through them. 

‘Ever think to check?’ he said, sliding two sheets out and putting the rest back next to the machine. 

Siobhan looked up. ‘What is it?’ 

He was reading as he approached. ‘Bloody marvellous,’ he gasped. ‘Don’t ask me how they did it, but they did it.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘They’ve traced one of the accounts already.’ 

Siobhan’s chair fell back as she got to her feet, hands grabbing at the fax. As Bain relinquished it, he asked her a simple question. 

‘Who’s Claire Benzie?’ 

'You’re not in custody, Claire,’ Siobhan said, ‘and if you want a solicitor, that’s up to you. But I’d like your permission to make a tape recording.’ 

‘Sounds serious,’ Claire Benzie said. They’d picked her up at her flat in Bruntsfield, driven her to St Leonard’s. She’d been compliant, not asking questions. She was wearing jeans and a pale-pink turtleneck. Her face looked scrubbed, no make-up. She sat in the interview room with arms folded while Bain fed tapes into both recording machines. 

‘There’ll be a copy for you, and one for us,’ Siobhan was saying. ‘Okay?’ 

Benzie just shrugged. 

Bain said ‘okey-dokey’ and set both tapes running, then eased himself into the chair next to Siobhan. Siobhan identified herself and Bain for the record, adding time and place of interview. 

‘If you could state your full name, Claire,’ she asked. 

Claire Benzie did so, adding her Bruntsfield address. Siobhan sat back for a moment, composing herself, then leaned forward again so her elbows were resting on the edge of the narrow desk. 

‘Claire, do you remember when I spoke to you earlier? I was with a colleague, in Dr Curt’s office?’ 

'Yes, I remember.’ 

‘I was asking you if you knew anything about the game Philippa Balfour had been playing?’ 

‘It’s her funeral tomorrow.’ 

Siobhan nodded. ‘Do you remember?’ 

‘Seven fins high is king,’ Benzie said. ‘I told you about it.’ 

‘That’s right. You said Philippa had come up to you at a bar . . . ’ 

'Yes.’ 

' . . . . and explained it to you.’

'Yes.’ 

‘But you didn’t know anything about the game itself?’ 

‘No. I hadn’t a clue till you told me.’ 

Siobhan sat back again, folded her own arms so that she was almost a mirror-image of Benzie. ‘Then how come whoever was sending Flip those messages was using your Internet account?’ 

Benzie stared at her. Siobhan stared back. Eric Bain scratched his nose with his thumb. 

‘I want a solicitor,’ Benzie said. 

Siobhan nodded slowly. ‘Interview ends, three twelve p.m.’ Bain switched off the tapes and Siobhan asked if Claire had anyone in mind. 

‘The family solicitor, I suppose,’ the student said. 

‘And who’s that?’ 

‘My father.’ When she saw the puzzled look on Siobhan’s face, the corners of Benzie’s mouth curled upwards. ‘I mean my stepfather, DC Clarke. Don’t worry, I’m not about to summon ghosts to fight my corner . . . '

News had travelled, and there was a scrum in the corridor when Siobhan came out of the interview room, just as the summoned WPC was going in. Whispered questions flew. 

‘Well?’ 

‘Did she do it?’ 

‘What’s she saying?’ 

‘Is it her?’ 

Siobhan ignored everyone except Gill Templer. ‘She wants a solicitor, and as chance would have it there’s one in her family.’ 

‘That’s handy.’ 

Siobhan nodded and squeezed her way into the CID office, unplugging the first free phone she came to. 

‘She also wants a soft drink, Diet Pepsi for preference.’ 

Templer looked around, eyes fixing on George Silvers. ‘Hear that, George?’ 

Yes, ma’am.’ Silvers seemed reluctant to leave, until Gill shooed him out with her hands. 

‘So?’ Gill was now blocking Siobhan’s path. 

‘So,’ Siobhan said, ‘she’s got some explaining to do. It doesn’t make her the killer.’ 

‘Be nice if she was though,’ someone said. 

Siobhan was remembering what Rebus had said about Claire Benzie. She met Gill Templer’s gaze. ‘Two or three years from now, she said, ‘if she sticks with pathology, we could end up working side by side with her. I don’t think we can afford to be heavy-handed.’ She wasn’t sure if she was copying Rebus’s words verbatim, but she knew she was pretty close. Templer was looking at her appraisingly, nodding slowly. 

‘DC Clarke’s got a very good point,’ she told the surrounding faces. Then she moved aside to let Siobhan past, murmuring something like ‘Well done, Siobhan’ as they were shoulder to shoulder. 

Back in the interview room, Siobhan plugged the telephone into the wall and told Claire it was 9 for an outside line. 

‘I didn’t kill her,’ the student said with quiet confidence. 

‘Then everything’s going to be okay. We just need to find out what happened.’ 

Claire nodded, picked up the receiver. Siobhan gestured to Bain, and they left the room together, the WPC taking over the watch. 

Out in the corridor, the scrum had melted away, but the hubbub from inside the CID office was loud and excited. 

‘Say she didn’t do it.’ Siobhan spoke quietly, her words for Bain’s ears only. 

‘Okay,’ he said. 

‘Then how could Quizmaster be tapping into her account?’ 

He shook his head. ‘I don’t know. I mean, I suppose it’s possible, but it’s also highly unlikely.’ 

Siobhan looked at him. ‘So you think it’s her?’ 

He shrugged. ‘I’d like to know who the other access accounts belong to.’ 

‘Did Special Branch say how long it would take?’ 

‘Maybe later today, maybe tomorrow.’ 

Someone walked past, patted both of them on the shoulder, gave a thumbs-up as he bounced down the corridor. 

‘They think we’ve cracked it,’ Bain said. 

‘More fool them.’ 

‘She had the motive, you’ve said so yourself.’ 

Siobhan nodded. She was thinking of the Stricture clue, trying to imagine it composed by a woman. Yes, it was possible; of course it was possible. The virtual world: you could pretend to be anyone you liked, either gender, any age. The newspapers were full of stories about middle-aged paedophiles who’d infiltrated children’s chat rooms in the guise of teens and pre-teens. The very anonymity of the Net was what attracted people to it. She thought of Claire Benzie, of the long and careful planning it must have taken, the anger fermenting ever since her father’s suicide. Maybe she’d started out wanting to know Flip again, wanting to like and forgive her, but had found rising hatred instead, hatred of Flip’s easy world, her friends with fast cars, the bars and night clubs and dinner parties, the whole lifestyle enjoyed by people who’d never known pain, never lost anything in their lives that couldn’t be bought again. 

‘I don’t know,’ she said, running both hands through her hair, pulling so hard that her scalp hurt. ‘I just don’t know.’ 

‘That’s good,’ Bain said. ‘Approach the interview with an open mind: textbook stuff.’ 

She smiled tiredly, squeezed his hand. ‘Thanks, Eric.’ 

'You’ll be fine,’ he told her. She hoped he was right. 

Maybe the Central Library was the right place for Rebus. Many of the customers today seemed to be the dispossessed, the tired, the unemployable. Some sat sleeping in the more comfortable chairs, the books on their laps mere props. One old man, toothless mouth gaping, sat at a desk near the telephone directories, his finger running ponderously down each column. Rebus had asked one of the staff about him. 

‘Been coming in here for years, never reads anything else,’ he was informed. 

‘He could get a job with Directory Enquiries.’ 

‘Or maybe that’s where he was fired from.’ 

Rebus acknowledged that this was a good point, and got back to his own research. So far he’d established that Albert Camus was a French novelist and thinker, the author of novels such as La Chute and La Peste. He’d won the Nobel Prize and then died while still in his forties. The librarian had done a search for him, but this was the only Camus of note to be found. 

‘Unless, of course, you’re talking street names.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Edinburgh street names.’ 

Sure enough, it turned out that the city boasted a Camus Road, along with Camus Avenue, Park and Place. No one seemed to know whether they were named after the French writer; Rebus reckoned the chances were pretty good. He looked up Camus in the phone book—by luck the old man wasn’t using it at the time—and found just the one. Taking a break, he thought about walking home and getting his car, maybe taking a drive out to Camus Road, but when a taxi came by he hailed it instead. Camus Road, Avenue, Park and Place turned out to be a little quartet of quiet residential streets just off Comiston Road in Fairmilehead. The taxi driver seemed bemused when Rebus told him to head back for George IV Bridge. When they hit a traffic hold-up at Greyfriars, Rebus paid the taxi off and got out. He headed straight into Sandy Bell’s pub, where the afternoon crowd hadn’t yet been swollen by workers on their way home. A pint and a nip. The barman knew him, told a few stories. He said that when the Infirmary moved to Petty France, they’d lose half their trade. Not the doctors and nurses, but the patients. 

‘Pyjamas and slippers, I’m not joking: they walk straight out the ward and in here. One guy even had the tubes hanging out his arms.’ 

Rebus smiled, finished his drinks. Greytriars Kirkyard was just around the corner, so he took a wander in. He reckoned that all those Covenanting ghosts would be pretty miserable, knowing a wee dog had made the place more famous than they had. There were tours up here at night, stories of sudden chill hands clamping shoulders. He recalled that Rhona, his ex, had wanted to be married in the kirk itself. He saw graves covered with iron railings—mortsafes, protecting the deceased from the Resurrection Men. Edinburgh seemed always to have thrived on cruelty, its centuries of barbarism masked by an exterior by turns douce and strict . . . 

Stricture . . . he wondered what the word had to do with the clue. He thought it meant being tied up, something along those lines, but realised that he wasn’t sure. He left the kirkyard and headed on to George IV Bridge, turning in to the library. The same librarian was still on duty. 

‘Dictionaries?’ he asked. She directed him towards the shelf he needed. 

‘I did that check you asked for,’ she added. ‘There are some books by a Mark Smith, but nothing by anyone called M. E. Smith.’ 

‘Thanks anyway.’ He started to turn away. 

‘I also printed you out a list of our Camus holdings.’ 

He took the sheet from her. ‘That’s great. Thank you very much.’ 

She smiled, as if unused to compliments, then looked more hesitant as she caught the alcohol on his breath. On his way to the shelves, he noticed that the desk by the telephone directories was vacant. He wondered if that was the old guy finished for the day; maybe it was like a nine-to-five for him. He pulled out the first dictionary he found and opened it at ‘stricture’: it meant binding, closure, tightness. ‘Binding’ made him think of mummies, or someone with their hands tied, held captive . . .

There was a clearing of the throat behind him. The librarian was standing there. 

‘Chucking-out time?’ Rebus guessed. 

‘Not quite.’ She pointed back towards her desk, where another member of staff was now positioned, watching them. ‘My colleague . . . Kenny . . . he thinks maybe he knows who Mr Smith is.’ 

‘Mr who?’ Rebus was looking at Kenny: barely out of his teens, wearing round metal-framed glasses and a black T-shirt. 

‘M. E. Smith,’ the librarian said. So Rebus walked over, nodded a greeting at Kenny. 

‘He’s a singer,’ Kenny said without preamble. ‘At least, if it’s the one I’m thinking of: Mark E. Smith. And not everyone would agree with the description “singer”.’ 

The librarian had gone back around the desk. ‘I’ve never heard of him, I must confess,’ she said. 

‘Time to widen your horizons, Bridget,’ Kenny said. Then he looked at Rebus, wondering at the detective’s wide-eyed stare. 

‘Singer with The Fall?’ Rebus said quietly, almost to himself. 

You know them?’ Kenny seemed surprised that someone Rebus’s age would have such knowledge. 

‘Saw them twenty years ago. A club in Abbeyhill.’ 

‘Real noise merchants, eh?’ Kenny said. 

Rebus nodded distractedly. Then the other librarian, Bridget, gave voice to his thoughts. 

‘Funny really,’ she said. Then she pointed to the sheet of paper in Rebus’s hand. ‘Camus’ novel La Chute translates as “The Fall”. We’ve a copy in the Fiction section if you’d like one . . . '

Claire Beuzie’s stepfather turned out to be Jack McCoist, one of the city’s more able defence solicitors. He asked for ten minutes alone with her before any interview could begin. Afterwards, Siobhan entered the room again, accompanied by Gill Templer who, much to his visible annoyance, had ousted Eric Bain. 

Claire’s drink can was empty. McCoist had half a cup of lukewarm tea in front of him. 

‘I don’t think we need a recording made,’ McCoist stated. ‘Let’s just talk this through, see where it takes us. Agreed?’ 

He looked to Gill Templer, who nodded eventually. 

‘When you’re ready, DC Clarke,’ Templer said. 

Siobhan tried for eye contact with Claire, but she was too busy with the Pepsi can, rolling it between her palms. 

‘Claire,’ she said, ‘these clues Flip was getting, one of them came from an e-mail address which we’ve traced back to you.’ 

McCoist had an A4 pad out, on which he’d already written several pages of notes in handwriting so bad it was like a personal code. Now he turned to a fresh sheet. 

‘Can I just ask how you came into possession of these e-mails?’ 

‘They . . . we didn’t really. Someone called Quizmaster sent Flip Balfour a message, and it came to me instead.’ 

‘How so?’ McCoist hadn’t looked up from his pad. All she could see of him were blue pinstriped shoulders and the top of his head, thinning black hair showing plenty of scalp. 

‘Well, I was checking Ms Balfour’s computer for anything that might explain her disappearance.’ 

‘So this was after she’d disappeared?’ He looked up now: thick black rims to his glasses and a mouth which, when not open, was a thin line of doubt. 

'Yes,’ Siobhan admitted. 

‘And this is the message you say you’ve traced back to my client’s computer?’ 

‘To her ISP account, yes.’ Siobhan was noticing that Claire had looked up for the first time: it was that use of “my client”. Claire was looking at her stepfather, studying him. Probably she’d never seen his professional side before. 

‘ISP being the Internet service provider?’ 

Siobhan nodded her answer. McCoist was letting her know that he was up on the jargon. 

‘Have there been subsequent messages?’ 

'Yes.’ 

‘And do they belong to the same address?’ 

‘We don’t know that yet.’ Siobhan had decided he didn’t need to know more than one ISP was involved. 

'Very well.’ McCoist stabbed a full stop on the latest sheet with his pen, then sat back thoughtfully. 

‘Do I get to ask Claire a question now?’ Siobhan asked.

McCoist peered at her over the top of his glasses. ‘My client would prefer to make a short statement first.’ 

Claire reached into the pocket of her jeans and unfolded a sheet of paper which had obviously come from the pad on the table. The writing was different from McCoist’s scrawl, but Siobhan could see scorings-out where the lawyer had suggested changes. 

Claire cleared her throat. ‘About a fortnight before Flip went missing, I loaned her my laptop computer. She had some essay she was writing, and I thought it might help her. I knew she didn’t have a. laptop of her own. I never got the chance to ask for it back. I was waiting until after the funeral to ask her family if it could be retrieved from her flat.’ 

‘Is this laptop your only computer?’ Siobhan interrupted. 

Claire shook her head. ‘No, but it’s linked to an ISP, same account as my PC.’ 

Siobhan stared at her; still she didn’t make eye-contact. ‘There was no laptop in Philippa Balfour’s flat,’ she said. 

Eye contact at last. ‘Then where is it?’ Claire said. 

‘I’m assuming you still have the proof of purchase, something like that?’ 

McCoist spoke up. ‘Are you accusing my daughter of lying?’ She wasn’t just a client any longer . . . 

‘I’m saying maybe it’s something Claire should have told us a bit earlier.’ 

‘I didn’t know it was . . . ’ Claire began to say. 

‘DCS Templer,’ McCoist began haughtily, ‘I didn’t think it was Lothian and Borders Police policy to accuse potential witnesses of duplicity.’ 

‘Right now,’ Templer shot back, ‘your stepdaughter’s a suspect rather than a witness.’ 

‘Suspected of what exactly? Running a quiz? Since when was that an offence?’ 

Gill didn’t have an answer for that. She glanced in Siobhan’s direction, and Siobhan thought she could read at least a few of her boss’s thoughts. He’s right . . . we still don’t know for sure that Quizmaster has anything to do with anything . . . this is your hunch I’m going with, just remember that . . . 

McCoist knew the look between the two detectives meant something. He decided to press his point. 

‘I can’t see you presenting any of this to the Procurator Fiscal. You’d be laughed back down the ranks . . . DCS Templer.’ Putting the stress on those three letters. He knew she was newly promoted; knew she’d yet to prove herself. 

Gill had already regained her composure. ‘What we need from Claire, Mr McCoist, are some straight answers, otherwise her story’s looking thin and we’ll need to make further inquiries.’ 

McCoist seemed to consider this. Siobhan, mean time, was busy making a mental list. Claire Benzie had the motive all right—the role of Balfour’s Bank in her father’s suicide. With the role-playing game, she had the means, and luring Flip to Arthur’s Seat would give the opportunity. Now she suddenly invented a loaned laptop, conveniently missing . . . Siobhan started another list, this time for Ranald Marr, who’d warned Flip early on about how to delete emails. Ranald Marr with his toy soldiers, second-in-command at the bank. She still didn’t see what Marr would have gained from Flip’s death . . . 

‘Claire,’ she said quietly, ‘those times you went to Jumpers, did you ever meet Ranald Marr?’ 

‘I don’t see what that’s—’ 

But Claire interrupted her stepfather. ‘Ranald Marr, yes. I never really knew what she saw in him.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Flip. She had this crush on Ranald. Schoolgirl stuff~ I suppose . . . ’ 

‘Was it reciprocated? Did it go further than a crush?’ 

‘I think,’ McCoist said, ‘we’re straying somewhat from the—’ 

But Claire was smiling at Siobhan. ‘Not until later,’ she was saying. 

‘How much later?’ 

‘I got the feeling she was seeing him pretty much up till she went missing . . .'

‘What’s all the excitement?’ Rebus asked. 

Bain looked up from the desk he was working at. ‘Brought in Claire Benzie for questioning.’ 

‘Why?’ Rebus leaned down, reached into one of the desk’s drawers. 

‘Sorry,’ Bain said, ‘is this your . . .?’ 

He was making to get up, but Rebus stopped him. ‘I’m suspended, remember? Just you keep it warm for me.’ He closed the drawer, not having found anything. ‘So what’s Benzie doing here?’ 

‘One of the e-mails, I got Special Branch to trace it.’ 

Rebus whistled. ‘Claire Benzie sent it?’ 

‘Well, it was sent from her account.’ 

Rebus considered this. ‘Not quite the same thing?’ 

‘Siobhan’s the sceptical one.’ 

‘Is she in with Benzie?’ Rebus waited till Bain nodded. ‘But you’re out here?’ 

‘DCS Templer.’ 

‘Ah,’ Rebus said, no further explanation needed. 

Gill Templer burst into the CID office. ‘I want Ranald Marr brought in for questioning. Who wants to fetch him?’ 

She got two volunteers straight away—Hi-Ho Silvers and Tommy Fleming. Others were trying to place the name, wondering what it could have to do with Claire Benzie and Quizmaster. When Gill turned round, Siobhan was standing behind her. 

‘That was good work in there.’ 

‘Was it?’ Siobhan asked. ‘I’m not so sure.’ 

‘How do you mean?’ 

‘When I talk to her, it’s like I’m asking her things she wants to be asked. It’s as if she’s in control.’ 

‘I didn’t see that.’ Gill touched Siobhan’s shoulder. ‘Take a break. We’ll let someone else have a shot at Ranald Marr.’ She looked around the room. ‘The rest of you, back to work.’ Her eyes met those of John Rebus. ‘What the hell are you doing here?’ 

Rebus opened another drawer, this time pulling out a pack of cigarettes and shaking them. 

‘Just came to collect a few personal items, ma’am.’ 

Gill pursed her lips, stalked out of the room. McCoist was in the corridor with Claire. The three started a short discussion. Siobhan approached Rebus. 

‘What the hell are you doing here?’ 

'You look shattered.’ 

‘I see your silver tongue’s as rusty as ever.’ 

‘Boss told you to take a break, and as luck would have it, I’m buying. While you’ve been busy scaring wee lassies, I’ve been doing the important stuff . . . ’ 

Siobhan was sticking to orange juice, and kept playing with her mobile: Bain was under strictest orders to call her if and when there was news. 

‘I need to get back,’ she said, not for the first time. Then she checked the mobile’s display again, just in case the battery needed recharging or the signal had been lost. 

‘Have you eaten?’ Rebus asked. When she shook her head, he came back from the bar with a couple of packets of Scampi Fries, which she was devouring when she heard him say: 

‘That’s when it struck me.’ 

‘When what struck you?’ 

‘Christ, Siobhan, wake up.’ 

‘John, I feel like my head’s about to explode. I honestly think it might.’ 

'You don’t think Claire Benzie’s guilty, that much I understand. And now she says Flip Balfour was getting her end away with Ranald Marr.’ 

‘Do you believe her?’ 

He lit another cigarette, wafted the smoke away from Siobhan. ‘I’m not allowed an opinion: suspended from duty till further notice.’ 

She gave him a dirty look, lifted her glass. 

‘It’s going to be some conversation, isn’t it?’ Rebus asked. 

‘What?’ 

‘When Balfour asks his trusted compadre what the cops wanted him for.’ 

‘Think Marr will tell him?’ 

‘Even if he doesn’t, Balfour’s sure to find out. Funeral tomorrow should be a jolly affair.’ He blew more smoke ceilingwards. 'You going to be there?’ 

‘Thinking of it. Templer and Carswell, a few others . . . they’ll be going.’ 

‘Might be needed if a fight starts.’ 

She looked at her watch. ‘I should head back, see what Marr’s been saying.’ 

'You were told to take a break.’ 

‘I’ve had one.’ 

‘Phone in if you really feel the need.’ 

‘Maybe I’ll do that.’ She noticed that her mobile was still attached to the connector which, were the laptop not back at St Leonard’s, would have given her access to the Net. She stared at the connector, then up at Rebus. ‘What were you saying?’ 

‘About what?’ 

‘About Stricture.’ 

Rebus’s smile widened. ‘Nice to have you back with us. I was saying that I spent all afternoon in the library, and I’ve worked out the first bit of the puzzle.’ 

‘Already?’ 

'You’re dealing with quality here, Siobhan. So, do you want to hear?’ 

‘Sure.’ She noticed that his glass was almost empty. ‘Should  I . . . ?’ 

‘Just listen first.’ He pulled her back on to her seat. The pub was maybe half full, and most of the drinkers looked like students Rebus reckoned he was the oldest face in the place. Standing by the bar, he might have been taken for the owner. At the corner table with Siobhan, he probably looked like a seedy boss trying to get his secretary tipsy. 

‘I’m all ears,’ she told him. 

‘Albert Camus,’ he began slowly, ‘wrote a book called The Fall.’ He slid a paperback copy from his coat and placed it on the table, tapping it with one finger. It wasn’t from the library; he’d found it in Thin’s Bookshop on his way to St Leonard’s. ‘Mark E. Smith is the singer with a band called The Fall.’ 

Siobhan frowned. ‘I think I had one of their singles once.’ 

‘So,’ Rebus went on, ‘we have The Fall and The Fall. Add one to the other and you get . . . ’ 

‘Falls?’ Siobhan guessed. Rebus nodded. She picked up the book, examined its cover, then turned it to read the blurb on the back. 'You think maybe that’s where Quizmaster wants to meet?’ 

‘I think it has to do with the next clue.’ 

‘But what about the rest of it, the boxing match and Frank Finlay?’ 

Rebus shrugged. ‘Unlike Simple Minds, I didn’t promise you a miracle.’ 

‘No . . . ’ She paused, then looked up at him. ‘Come to think of it, I didn’t think you were that interested.’ 

‘I changed my mind.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Ever sat at home watching paint dry?’ 

‘I’ve been on dates where it would have been preferable.’ 

‘Then maybe you know what I mean.’ 

She nodded, flicking the pages of the book. Then a frown appeared on her forehead, she stopped nodding, and looked up at him again. ‘Actually,’ she said, ‘I don’t have the faintest idea what you mean. 

‘Good, that means you’re learning.’ 

‘Learning what?’ 

‘John Rebus’s own patented brand of existentialism.’ He wagged a finger at her. ‘That’s a word I didn’t know till today, and I’ve got you to thank.’ 

‘So what does it mean?’ 

‘I didn’t say I knew what it meant, but I think it’s got quite a lot to do with choosing not to watch paint dry . . . ’ 

They went back to St Leonard’s, but there was no news. Officers were practically bouncing off the walls. They needed a breakthrough. They needed a break. A fight had to be broken up in the toilets: two uniforms who couldn’t say how it started. Rebus watched Siobhan for a few minutes. She went from one huddle to another, desperate to know things. He could see she was having trouble holding on: a head full of theories and fancies. She, too, needed the breakthrough, the break. He walked up to her. Her eyes were glistening. Rebus took hold of her arm, escorted her outside. She resisted at first. 

‘When did you last eat?’ he asked. 

'You bought me those Scampi Fries.’ 

‘I mean a hot meal.’ 

'You sound like my mum . . .'

The short walk led them to an Indian restaurant on Nicolson Street. It was dark and up a flight of stairs and mostly empty. Tuesday had become the new Monday: a dead night on the town. The weekend started on Thursday as you planned how to spend your pay, and ended with a quick pint after work on the Monday so you could pick over the highlights just past. Tuesday, the sensible option was to go home, keep what cash you had. 

'You know Falls better than I do,’ she said now. ‘What landmarks are there?’ 

‘Well, the waterfall itself—you’ve seen that—and maybe Junipers—you’ve been there.’ He shrugged. ‘That’s about it.’ 

‘There’s a housing scheme, right?’ 

He nodded. ‘Meadowside. And there’s a petrol station just outside town. Plus Bev Dodds’ cottage and a few dozen commuters. Not even a church or a post office.’ 

‘No boxing ring then?’ 

Rebus shook his head. ‘And no bouquets, barbed wire or Frank Finlay House.’ 

Siobhan seemed to lose interest in her food. Rebus wasn’t too worried: she’d already dispatched a mixed tandoori starter and the bulk of her biryani. He watched her take out her phone and try the station again. She’d called once already: no one had answered. This time someone did. 

‘Eric? It’s Siobhan. What’s happening there? Have we got Marr yet? What’s he saying?’ She listened, then her eyes met Rebus’s. ‘Really?’ Her voice had risen slightly in pitch. ‘That was a bit silly, wasn’t it?’ 

For a second, Rebus thought: suicide. He drew a finger across his throat, but Siobhan shook her head. 

‘Okay, Eric. Thanks for that. See you later.’ She ended the call, took her time placing the phone back in her bag. 

‘Spit it out,’ Rebus said. 

She scooped up another forkful of food You’re suspended, remember? Off the case.’ 

‘I’ll suspend you from the ceiling if you don’t cough up.’ 

She smiled, put the fork down, food untouched. The waiter took a step forward, ready to clear the table, but Rebus waved him back. 

‘Well,’ Siobhan said, ‘they went to pick up Mr Marr at his detached home in The Grange, only he wasn’t there.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘And the reason he wasn’t there was, he’d been told they’d be coming. Gill Templer called the ACC, said they were picking up Marr for questioning. The ACC “suggested” they phone Mr Marr beforehand, as “a courtesy”.’ 

She picked up the water jug, tipped the dregs into her glass. The same waiter started forward, ready to replace the jug, but Rebus waved him back again. 

‘So Marr did a runner?’ 

Siobhan nodded. ‘Looks like it. His wife says he took the call, and two minutes later when she went to look for him, he wasn’t there and neither was the Maserati.’ 

‘Better stick one of the napkins in your pocket,’ Rebus suggested. ‘Looks like some egg needs wiping from Carswell’s face.’ 

‘I can’t imagine he’ll have fun explaining to the Chief Constable,’ Siobhan agreed. Then she watched a grin light up Rebus’s face. ‘Just what you needed?’ she guessed. 

‘Might help take some of the heat off.’ 

‘Because Carswell will be too busy covering his own arse to find time to kick yours?’ 

‘Eloquently put.’ 

‘It’s the college education.’ 

‘So what’s happening about Marr?’ Rebus nodded towards the waiter, who took a hesitant step forward, unsure if he’d suddenly be expelled again. ‘Two coffees,’ Rebus told him. The man made a little bow and moved off. 

‘Not sure,’ Siobhan admitted. 

‘Night before the funeral, could be awkward.’ 

‘High-speed car chase . . . stop and arrest . . . ’ Siobhan was imagining the scenario. ‘Grieving parents wondering why their best friend is suddenly in custody . . .'

‘If Carswell’s thinking straight, he’ll do nothing till the funeral’s over. Could be Marr will turn up there anyway.’ 

‘A fond farewell to his secret lover?’ 

‘If Claire Benzie’s telling the truth.’ 

‘Why else would he run?’ 

Rebus stared at her. ‘I think you know the answer to that one.’ 

You mean if Marr killed her?’ 

‘I thought you had him in the frame.’ 

She was thoughtful. ‘That was before this happened. I don’t think Quizmaster would run.’ 

‘Maybe Quizmaster didn’t kill Flip Balfour.’ 

Siobhan nodded. ‘That’s my point. I had Marr in the frame for Quizmaster.’ 

‘Meaning she was killed by someone else?’ 

The coffees arrived, and with them the ubiquitous mints. Siobhan dunked hers in the hot liquid, quickly hoisting it into her mouth. Without being asked, the waiter had brought the bill with their coffees. 

‘Split it down the middle?’ Siobhan suggested. Rebus nodded, took three fivers from his pocket. 

Outside, he asked how she was getting home. 

‘My car’s at St Leonard’s: need a lift?’ 

‘Nice night for a walk,’ he said, looking up at the clouds. ‘Just promise me you will go home, take a break . . . ’ 

‘Promise, Mum.’ 

‘And now that you’ve convinced yourself that Quizmaster didn’t kill Flip . . . '

'Yes?’ 

‘Well, you don’t have to bother with the game any more, do you?’ She blinked, told him she supposed he was right. But he could see she didn’t believe it. The game was her part of the case. She couldn’t just let it go . . . He knew he’d have felt the same way. 

They parted on the pavement, Rebus heading back to the flat. When he got in, he called Jean, but she wasn’t at home. Maybe another late night at the Museum, but she wasn’t answering there either. He stood in front of his dining table, staring at the’ case notes there. He’d pinned some sheets to the wall, detailing the four women—Jesperson, Gibbs, Gearing and Farmer. He was trying to answer a question: why would the killer leave the coffins? Okay, they were his ‘signature’, but that signature had not been recognised. It had taken the best part of thirty years for someone to realize that there even was a signature. If the killer had hoped to be identified with his crimes, wouldn’t he have repeated the exercise, or tried some other method: a note to the media or the police? So say they weren’t a signature as such; say his motive had been . . . what? Rebus saw them as little memorials, holding meaning only for the person who’d left them there. And couldn’t the same be said for the Arthur’s Seat coffins? Why had the person responsible not come forward in some form? Answer: because once found, the coffins had ceased to have meaning for their creator. They’d been memorials, never meant to be found or associated with the Burke and Hare killings . . . 

Yes, there were connections between those coffins and the ones Jean had identified. Rebus was wary of adding the Falls coffin to the list, but he felt a connection there, too—a looser connection, to be sure, but still powerful. 

He’d checked his answering-machine, just the one message: his solicitor, concerning a retired couple who would show the flat to potential buyers, relieving him ofthe burden. He knew he’d have to take his little collage down before then, hide everything away, do some tidying . . . 

He tried Jean’s number again, but there was still no answer. Stuck a Steve Earle album on: The Hard Way. 

Rebus didn’t know of any other . . . 

You’re lucky I didn’t change my name,’ Jan Benzie said. Jean had just explained how she’d called every Benzie in the phone book. ‘I’m married to Jack McCoist these days.’ 

They were sitting in the drawing room of a three-storey townhouse in the city’s west end, just off Palmerston Place. Jan Benzie was tall and thin, and wore a knee-length black dress with a sparkling brooch just above her right breast. The room reflected her elegance: antiques and polished surfaces, thick walls and floors muffling any sound. 

‘Thank you for seeing me at such short notice.’ 

‘There’s not much I can add to what I told you on the phone.’ Jan Benzie sounded distracted, as if part of her was elsewhere. Maybe that was why she’d agreed to the appointment in the first place . . . It’s been rather a strange day, Miss Burchill,’ she said now. 

‘Oh?’ 

But Jan Benzie just shrugged one shoulder and asked again if Jean would like something to drink. 

‘I don’t want to keep you. You said Patricia Lovell was a relation?’ 

‘Great-great-grandmother . . . something like that.’ 

‘She died very young, didn’t she?’ 

You probably know more about her than I do. I’d no idea she was buried at Calton Hill.’ 

‘How many children did she have?’ 

‘Just the one, a girl.’ 

‘Do you know if she died in childbirth?’ 

‘I’ve no idea.’ Jan Benzie laughed at the absurdity of the question. 

‘I’m sorry,’ Jean said, ‘I know this must all sound a bit ghoulish . . . ’ 

‘A bit. You say you’re researching Kennet Lovell?’ 

Jean nodded. ‘Would your family have any of his papers?’ 

Jan Benzie shook her head. ‘None.’ 

'You’ve no relatives who might . . .’ 

‘I really don’t think so, no.’ She moved an arm towards the occasional table next to her chair, lifted her cigarette packet and eased one out. ‘Do you . . .’ 

Jean shook her head and watched Jan Benzie light the cigarette with a slim gold lighter. The woman seemed to do everything in slow motion. It was like watching a film at the wrong speed. 

‘It’s just that I’m looking for some correspondence between Dr Lovell and his benefactor.’ 

‘I didn’t even know there was one.’ 

‘A kirk minister back in Ayrshire.’ 

‘Really?’ Jan Benzie said, but Jean could tell she wasn’t interested. Right now, the cigarette between her fingers meant more to her than anything else. 

Jean decided to plough on. ‘There’s a portrait of Dr Lovell in Surgeons’ Hall. I think maybe it was executed at the minister’s behest.’ 

‘Is that so?’ 

‘Have you ever seen it?’ 

‘Can’t say that I have.’ 

‘He had several wives, Dr Lovell, did you know that?’ 

‘Three, wasn’t it? Not so many, really, in the scheme of things.’ Benzie seemed to grow thoughtful. ‘I’m on my second . . . who’s to say it’ll stop there?’ She examined the ash at the end of her cigarette. ‘My first committed suicide, you know.’ 

‘I didn’t.’ 

‘No reason why you should.’ She paused. ‘Don’t suppose I can expect the same of Jack.’ 

Jean wasn’t sure what she meant, but Jan Benzie was studying her, seeming to expect some reply. ‘I suppose,’ Jean said, ‘it would look a bit suspicious, losing two husbands.’ 

‘And yet Kennet Lovell can lose three wives . . . ?’ 

Jean’s thinking exactly . . . 

Jan Benzie had risen to her feet, walked over to the window. Jean took another look around the room. All the artefacts, the paintings and framed photographs, candlesticks and crystal ash trays . . . she got the feeling none of it belonged to Benzie. It had come with her marriage to Jack McCoist, part of the baggage he brought. 

‘Well,’ she said, ‘I’d better be going. Sorry again to have . . .'

‘No trouble,’ Benzie said. ‘I hope you find what you’re looking for.’ Suddenly there were voices out in the hall, and the sound of the front door being closed. The voices began ascending the staircase, coming closer. 

‘Claire and my husband,’ Jan said, sitting back down again, arranging herself the way an artist’s model might. The door burst open and Claire Benzie stormed into the room. To Jean’s eye, she bore no physical resemblance to her mother, but perhaps that was partly down to her entrance, the way she crackled with energy. 

‘I don’t bloody care,’ she was saying. ‘They can lock me up if they want, throw away the bloody key!’ She was pacing the room as Jack McCoist walked in. He had his wife’s slow movements, but they seemed merely the result of fatigue. 

‘Claire, all I’m saying is . . .’ He leaned down to peck his wife’s cheek. ‘What a bloody awful time we’ve had,’ he informed her. ‘Cops crawling over Claire like lice. Is there any way you can control your daughter, darling?’ His words died as he straightened and saw they had a visitor. Jean was rising to her feet. 

‘I really should be going,’ she said. 

‘Who the hell’s this?’ Claire snarled. 

‘Ms Burchill is from the Museum,’ Jan explained. ‘We’ve been talking about Kennet Lovell.’ 

‘Christ, not her as well!’ Claire tossed her head back, then dropped on to one of the room’s two sofas. 

‘I’m researching his life,’ Jean explained for McCoist’s benefit. He was pouring himself a whisky at the drinks cabinet. 

‘At this time of night?’ was all he said. 

‘His portrait’s hanging in some hall somewhere,’ Jan Benzie told her daughter. ‘Did you know that?’ 

‘Of course I bloody did! It’s in the museum at Surgeons’ Hall.’ She looked at Jean. ‘Is that where you’re from?’ 

‘No, actually . . .'

‘Well, wherever you’re from, why don’t you piss off back there? I’m just out of police custody and—’ 

'You will not speak like that to a guest in this house!’ Jan Benzie yelped, springing from her chair. ‘Jack, tell her.’ 

‘Look, I really should . . . ’ Jean’s words were swamped as a three- way argument started. She backed away, heading for the door. 

'You’ve no bloody right . . . !'

‘Christ, anyone would think it was you they interrogated!’ 

‘That’s still no excuse for . . .'

‘Just one quiet drink, is that too much to . . . '

They didn’t seem to notice as Jean opened the door, closing it again behind her. She walked down the carpeted stairs on tiptoe, and opened the front door as quietly as she could, escaping into the street, where, finally, she let out a huge breath of air. Walking away, she glanced back towards the drawing-room window, but couldn’t see anything. The houses here had walls so thick, they could double as padded cells, and it felt like that was just what she’d escaped from. 

Claire Benzie’s temper had been something to behold. 
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Wednesday morning, there was still no sigu of Ranald Marr. His wife Dorothy had called Junipers and spoken to John Balfour’s PA. She was reminded in no uncertain terms that the family had a funeral to see to, and that the PA didn’t feel able to disturb either Mr or Mrs Balfour further until some time thereafter. 

‘They’ve lost a daughter, you know,’ the PA said haughtily. 

‘And I’ve lost my fucking husband, you bitch!’ Dorothy Marr spat back, recoiling ever so slightly afterwards as she realised it was probably the first time she’d used a swear-word in her adult life. But it was too late to apologise: the PA had already put down the phone and was informing a lesser member of the Balfour staff not to accept any further calls from Mrs Marr. 

Junipers itself was full of people: family members and friends were gathering there. Some, having travelled far, had stayed the previous night, and were now wandering the many corridors in search of something resembling breakfast. Mrs Dolan the cook had decided that hot food would not be seemly on such a day, so her usual vapour trail of sausage, bacon and eggs or pungent kedgeree could not be followed. In the dining room sat an array of cereal packets and preserves, the latter home-made but not including Mrs Dolan’s blackcurrant and apple, which had been Flip’s favourite since childhood. She’d left that particular jar back in the pantry. Last time anyone had eaten some, it had been Flip herself on one of her infrequent visits. 

Mrs Dolan was telling her daughter Catriona as much, as Catriona comforted her and handed over another paper handkerchief. One of the guests, sent to enquire whether coffee and cold milk might be available, put his head round the kitchen door, but withdrew again, embarrassed to be witnessing the indomitable Mrs Dolan brought low like this. 

In the library, John Balfour was telling his wife that he didn’t want ‘any bloody police thickos’ at the cemetery. 

‘But, John, they’ve all worked so hard,’ his wife was saying, ‘and they’ve asked to be there. Surely they’ve as much right as . . .’ Her voice died away. 

‘As who?’ His voice had grown less angry, but suddenly colder. 

‘Well,’ his wife said, ‘all these people we don’t know . . .'

'You mean people I know? You’ve met them at parties, functions. Jackie, for Christ’s sake, they want to pay their respects.’ 

His wife nodded and stayed quiet. After the funeral, there would be a buffet lunch back at Junipers, not just for close family but for all her husband’s associates and acquaintances, nearly seventy of them. Jacqueline had wanted a much smaller affair, something that could be accommodated in the dining room. As it was, they’d had to order a marquee, which had been installed on the back lawn. An Edinburgh firm—run by another of her husband’s clients, no doubt—was doing the catering. The lady owner was busy out there now, supervising the unloading of tables, cloths, crockery and cutlery from what seemed a never-ending series of small vans. Jacqueline’s small victory so far had been to widen the circle of invitees to include Flip’s own friends, though this had not been without its awkward moments. David Costello, for example, would have to be invited, along with his parents, though she’d never liked David and felt he held the family in mild distaste. She was hoping they would either fail to turn up, or would not linger. 

‘Silver lining, in a way,’ John was droning on, hardly aware of her presence in the room. ‘Something like this, it binds them all to Balfour’s, makes it harder for them to make a move elsewhere . . .' 

Jacqueline rose shakily to her feet. 

‘We’re burying our daughter, John! This isn’t about your~bloody business! Flip’s not part of some . . . commercial transaction!’ 

Balfour glanced towards the door, making sure it was closed. ‘Keep your voice down, woman. It was only a . . . I didn’t mean . . . ’ He slumped on to the sofa suddenly, face in his hands. You’re right, I wasn’t thinking . . . God help me.’ 

His wife sat down next to him, took his hands and lowered them from his face. ‘God help both of us, John,’ she said. 

Steve Holly had managed to persuade his boss at the paper’s Glasgow HQ that he needed to be on the scene as early as possible. He’d also, knowing the geographical illiteracy rampant in Scotland, managed to persuade him that Falls was a lot further away from Edinburgh than was actually the case, and that Greywalls Hotel would make an ideal overnight stop. He hadn’t bothered explaining that Greywalls was in Gullane, and consequently wasn’t much more than a half-hour’s drive from Edinburgh, or that Gullane, as the crow flew, wasn’t exactly between Falls and Edinburgh. But what did it matter? He’d had his overnighter, joined by his girlfriend Gina, who wasn’t really his girlfriend but just someone he’d dated a few times over the previous three months. Gina had been keen, but had worried about getting to work the next morning, so then Steve had fixed a taxi for her. He knew how he’d wing it, too: he’d say his car broke down and he’d used the taxi himself to get back to town . . . 

After a fabulous dinner and a walk around the garden—designed by someone called Jekyll apparently—Steve and Gina had made ample use of their ample bed before sleeping like logs, so that the first they knew of it, Gina’s cab was waiting and Steve had to tuck into breakfast alone, which would have been his preference anyway. But then the first disappointment: the newspapers . . . all of them broadsheets. He’d stopped in Gullane and bought the competition on his way out to Falls, leaving them on the passenger seat and flicking through them as he drove, cars flashing and tooting at him as he took more than his share of road. 

‘Bollocks!’ he’d yelled from his window, giving each sheep-shagger and country bumpkin the finger as he got on the mobile, wanting to make sure Tony the photographer was primed for the cemetery shoot. He knew Tony had been out to Falls a couple of times to see Bev, or ‘the Potty Potter’ as Steve had come to call her. He thought Tony reckoned he was in there. His advice had been simple: ‘She’s a nutter, mate—you might get a shag, but two-to-one you wake up with your old wotsit sliced off and lying beside you in the bed.’ To which Tony had laughed and said he just wanted to persuade Bev into some ‘art poses’ for his ‘portfolio’. So when Steve got through to Tony this morning, his first words, as usual, were: 

‘Got her on your potter’s wheel yet, mate?’ 

Then, also as usual, he started laughing at his own joke, which was what he was doing when he happened to glance in the rearview and caught the cop car up his bahooky, lights flashing. No idea how long it had been there. 

‘Have to call you back, Tony,’ he said, braking and pulling on to the verge. ‘Just make sure you get to the church on time.’ 

‘Morning, officers,’ he said, stepping out of the car. 

‘And a good morning to you, Mr Holly,’ one of the uniforms said. 

Which was when Steve Holly remembered he wasn’t exactly flavour of the month with the Lothian and Borders Police. 

Ten minutes later, he was back on the road, the cops tailing him to prevent, as they’d put it themselves, ‘further infractions’. When his mobile went, he thought about not answering, but it was Glasgow, so he mirror-signal-manoeuvred back on to the verge and took the call, watching the cops stop ten yards back. 

'Yes?’ he said. 

‘Think you’re a clever little bastard, don’t you, Stevie Boy?’ 

His boss. 

‘Not right this second, no,’ Steve Holly said. 

‘Friend of mine plays golf in Gullane. It’s practically in Edinburgh, you turd. And the same goes for Falls. So any notion you had of turning that little trip round as expenses can now be stuck well and truly up your arse. 

‘No problem.’ 

‘Where are you anyway?’ 

Holly looked around at fields and drystane dykes. There was the distant drone of a tractor. 

‘I’m scoping out the cemetery, waiting for Tony to turn up. I’ll head to Junipers in a couple of mins, follow them to the church.’ 

‘Oh aye? Care to confirm that?’ 

‘Confirm what?’ 

‘That outright fucking lie that just tripped off your tongue!’ 

Holly licked his lips. ‘I don’t follow.’ What was it, did the paper have a tracking device fixed to his car? 

‘Tony phoned the picture editor not five minutes ago. The picture editor who happened to be standing next to my bloody desk. Guess where your missing photographer was calling from?’ 

Holly said nothing. 

‘Go on, take a wild stab, because that’s what I’m going to take at you next time I see you.’ 

‘The cemetery?’ Holly said. 

‘That your final answer? Maybe you want to phone a friend.’ 

Holly felt his anger rise: best defence was attack, right? ‘Look,’ he hissed, ‘I’ve just given your paper the story of the year, scooped every competitor you’ve got, bar none. And this is how you go and treat me? Well, stuff your miserable paper and stuff you. Get someone else out here to cover the funeral, someone who knows the story the way I do. Meantime I think maybe I’ll be making a couple of calls to the competition—on my time, my phone bill. If that’s okay with you, you chiselling bastard. And if you want to know why I’m not at the cemetery, I’ll tell you. It’s because I’ve been stopped by a couple of Lothian’s finest. They won’t let me shake them off now I’ve gone and shat on them in print. You want the patrol car’s licence plate? Give me a second, maybe they’ll speak to you themselves!’ 

Holly shut up, but made sure he was breathing hard into the mouthpiece. 

‘For once,’ the voice from Glasgow eventually said, ‘and maybe they should carve this on my tombstone, I think I may actually have heard Steve Holly tell the truth.’ There was another pause, and then a chuckle. ‘We’ve got them worried then?’ 

We . . . Steve Holly knew he was home and dry. 

‘I’ve got what looks like a permanent escort, just in case I’m thinking of taking a hand off the wheel to pick my nose.’ 

‘So you’re not driving as we speak?’ 

‘Up on the verge, indicators going. And, with all due respect, boss, that’s another five minutes I’ve just wasted talking to you . . .  Not that I don’t always enjoy our little tete-a’-tetes.’ 

Another chuckle. ‘An, fuck it, bit of steam needs to be let off now and then, eh? Tell you what, put that hotel through to accounts, okay?’ 

‘Right, boss.’ 

‘And get your raggedy arse back on the road.’ 

‘Ten-four, boss. This is the shining sword of truth, signing off.’ Holly cut the call, exhaled heavily, and did what he’d been told to do: got his raggedy arse back on that road . . . 

The village of Falls had neither church nor cemetery, but there was a small, little-used church—more the size of a chapel, really—just off the road between Falls and Causland. The family had picked the spot and arranged everything, but secretly those friends of Flip’s who’d been able to attend thought the tranquillity and isolation out of keeping with Flip’s character. They couldn’t help feeling she’d have wanted something livelier, somewhere in the city itself, where people walked their dogs or went for a Sunday stroll, and where, in darkness, lively biker parties and furtive couplings might take place. 

The graveyard here was too neat and compact, the graves too old and looked after. Flip would have wanted wild, straggling creepers and mosses, briar bushes and long wet grass. But then, when they considered, they realised she wouldn’t care one way or the other, because she was dead and that was the end of it. At that moment, perhaps for the first time, they were able to separate loss from numb shock, and to feel the pangs of a life left incomplete. 

There were too many people for the church. The doors were left open so that the short service could be heard outside. The day was cool, the ground heavy with dew. Birds played in the trees, agitated at this unique invasion. Cars lined the main road, the hearse having discreetly pulled away, heading back to Edinburgh. Liveried drivers stood beside several of the vehicles, cigarettes in hands. Rollers, Mercs, Jags . . . 

Nominally, the family had worshipped in a city church, and the minister had been persuaded to lead the service, though he was used to seeing the Balfours only at Christmas, and then not for the past two or three years. He was a thorough man, who had checked his script with the mother and father, asking solicitous questions whose answers would help him bulk out Flip’s biography, but he was also bemused by the attentions of the media. Being used to encountering cameras only at weddings and christenings, when one was pointed in his direction for the first time, he gave a beaming smile, only afterwards realising the inappropriateness of his action. These were not carnationed relatives but journalists, keeping their distance from the solemnities and their lenses trained only so far. Though the graveyard itself could be viewed clearly from the roadway, there’d be no photos of the coffin being lowered, or the parents by the graveside. Permission had been granted for one photograph only: of the coffin being carried from the church. 

Of course, once the mourners were off church property, they would be reckoned fair game again. 

‘Parasites,’ one of the guests, a Balfour’s client of long standing, had hissed. All the same, he knew he’d be buying more than one paper next morning, just to see if he figured in any of the spreads. 

With the pews and side aisles being crammed, the police officers present kept their own distance, to the back of the crowd at the church doors. Assistant Chief Constable Colin Carswell stood with hands clasped in front of him, head slightly bowed. Detective Chief Superintendent Gill Templer was next to Detective Inspector Bill Pryde, just behind Carswell. Other officers were further off still, patrolling what grounds there were. Flip’s killer was still out there, and so, if the two could be differentiated, was Ranald Marr. Inside the church, John Balfour kept turning his head, examining each face as if looking for someone. Only those who knew the workings of Balfour’s Bank guessed who this missing face belonged to . . . 

John Rebus was standing by the far wall, dressed in his good suit and a long green raincoat, its collar up. He kept thinking how bleak the surroundings were: typical bare hillside dotted with sheep; dull yellow gorse bushes. He’d read the noticeboard just inside the churchyard gate. It told him the building dated back to the seventeenth century, and that local farmers had raised the contributions necessary for its construction. At least one Templar grave had been found inside the low stone wall, leading historians to believe that a former chapel and burying place must have rested on this site. 

‘The headstone from this Templar grave,’ he’d read, ‘can now be seen in the Museum of Scotland.’ 

He’d thought then of Jean, who, walking in a place like this, would notice things he couldn’t see, telltale signs from the past. But then. Gill had come towards him, face set, hands deep in pockets, and had asked what he thought he was doing there. 

‘Paying my respects.’ 

He’d noticed Carswell move his head slightly, noting Rebus’s presence. 

‘Unless there’s a law against it,’ he’d added, walking away. 

Siobhan was about. fifty yards from him, but so far had acknowledged his presence only with a wave of her gloved hand. Her eyes were on the hillside, as if she thought the killer might suddenly reveal himself there. Rebus had his doubts. As the service ended, the coffin was carried out, and the cameras began their short work. The journalists present were studying the scene carefully, jotting mental paragraphs, or else speaking very quietly into mobile phones. Idly, Rebus wondered which service they were using: he still couldn’t get a signal out here on his. 

The TV cameras, which had recorded the exit of the pall-bearers from the church, switched off and hung from their cameramen's arms. There was silence outside the churchyard walls as within, broken only by the slow crunching of feet over gravel and the occasional sob from a mourner. 

John Balfour had one arm around his wife. Some of Flip’s student friends were hugging each other, faces buried in shoulders and chests. Rebus recognised faces: Tristram and Tina, Albert and Camille . . . No sign of Claire Benzie. He spotted some of Flip’s neighbours, too, including Professor Devlin, who had come bustling up to talk to him earlier, asking about the coffins, whether there’d been any progress. When Rebus had shaken his head, Devlin had asked how he was feeling. 

‘Only, I sense a certain frustration,’ the old man had said. 

‘That’s how it is sometimes.’ 

Devlin had studied him. ‘I wouldn’t have taken you for a pragmatist, Inspector.’ 

‘I’ve always found pessimism a great comforter,’ Rebus had told him, moving away. 

Now, Rebus watched the rest of the procession. There was a smattering of politicians, including the MSP Seona Grieve. David Costello preceded his parents out of the church, blinking at the sudden light, digging sunglasses from his breast pocket and slipping them on. 

Victim’s eyes catching the likeness of the killer . 

Anyone looking at David Costello would see only their own reflection. Was that precisely what Costello wanted them to see? Behind him, his mother and father walked their separate and very distinct walks, more like nodding acquaintances than spouses. As the crowd lost its shape, David found himself next to Professor Devlin. Devlin stuck out a hand for David to shake, but the young man just stared at it, until Devlin withdrew and patted his arm instead. 

But now something was happening . . . A car arriving, door slamming, and a man dressed casually—woollen V-neck and grey slacks—jogging up the road and in through the churchyard gates. Rebus recognised an unshaven and bleary-eyed Ranald Marr, guessed at once that Marr had slept in his Maserati, saw Steve Holly’s face crease as he wondered what was going on. The procession had just reached the graveside when Marr caught it up. He walked straight to the front and stood in front of John and Jacqueline Balfour. Balfour released his grip on his wife, hugged Marr instead, the gesture returned. Templer and Pryde were looking to Colin Carswell, who made a motion with his hands, palms down. Easy, he was saying. We go easy. 

Rebus didn’t think any of the reporters had noticed Carswell; too busy trying to make sense of this curious interruption. And then he saw that Siobhan was staring into the grave, eyes flickering to the coffin and back, as if she could see something there. All at once, she turned her back on proceedings and started walking between the tombstones, as if searching for something she’d dropped. 

‘For I am the Resurrection and the Life,’ the minister was saying. Marr was standing beside John Balfour now, eyes on the coffin and nothing else. Off to one side, Siobhan was still moving between the graves. Rebus didn’t think any of the reporters could see her: the mourners formed a barrier between her and them. She crouched down in front of one stubby gravestone, seemed to be reading its inscription. Then she rose to her feet again and moved off, but more slowly now, without the same sense of urgency. When she turned, she saw that Rebus was watching her. She flashed him a quick smile, which for some reason he didn’t find reassuring. Then she was on the move again, round to the rear of the mourning party, and out of his immediate sight. 

Carswell was muttering something to Gill Templer: instructions on how to deal with Marr. Rebus knew they’d probably let him leave the churchyard, but insist on accompanying him immediately afterwards. Maybe they’d head to Junipers, do the questioning there; more likely, Marr wouldn’t be seeing the marquee and the finger buffet. Instead, it would be an interview room at Gayfield and a mug of greyish tea. 

‘Ashes to ashes . . . ’ 

Rebus couldn’t help it; found the first few bars of the Bowie tune bouncing through his head. 

A couple of the reporters were already preparing to head off, either back to the city or up the road to Junipers, where they could make a tally of the invited guests. Rebus slipped his hands into the pockets of the raincoat, started a slow patrol of the churchyard’s perimeter. Earth was raining on to Philippa Balfour’s coffin, the last rain the polished wood would ever feel. Her mother sent a cry up into the sky. It was carried by the breeze towards the surrounding hills. 

Rebus found himself standing in front of a small headstone. Its owner had lived from 1876 to 1937. Not quite sixty-one when he died, missing the worst of Hitler, and maybe just too old to have fought in the First World War. He’d been a carpenter, probably serving the surrounding farms. For a second, Rebus remembered the coffin-maker. Then he went back to the name on the headstone—Francis Campbell Finlay—and had to suppress a smile Siobhan had looked at the box in which lay the remains of Flip Balfour, and she’d thought: boxing. Then she’d looked at the grave itself and realised that it was a place where the sun didn’t shine. Quizmaster’s clue had been leading her right here, but it was only once she’d arrived that she’d been able to work it out. She’d gone looking for Frank Finlay, and found him. Rebus wondered what else she’d found when she crouched in front of the headstone. He glanced back to where the mourners were departing the churchyard, the chauffeurs stubbing out their cigarettes and preparing to open car doors. He couldn’t see Siobhan, but Carswell himself had taken Ranald Marr to one side so they could have a discussion, Carswell doing the talking, Marr responding with resigned nods of the head. When Carswell put out his hand, Marr dropped his car keys into it. 

Rebus was the last to leave. Some of the cars were making three- point turns. A tractor-trailer was waiting to get past. Rebus didn’t recognise the driver. Siobhan was standing on the verge, leaning her arms on her car roof, in no hurry. Rebus crossed the road, nodded a greeting. 

‘Thought we might see you here,’ was all she said. Rebus leaned one of his own arms on the roof. ‘Get a bollocking, did you?’ 

‘Like I told Gill, it’s not against the law.’ 

'You saw Marr arriving?’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘What’s the story?’ 

‘Carswell’s driving him up to the house. Marr wants a couple of minutes with Balfour to explain things.’ 

‘What things?’ 

‘We’re next in line.’ 

‘Doesn’t sound to me like he’s about to confess to murder.’ 

‘No,’ she said. 

‘I was wondering . . . ’ Rebus let the utterance fade. 

She tore her eyes away from the spectacle of Carswell attempting a three-pointer in the Maserati. 'Yes?’ 

‘The latest clue: Stricture. Any more ideas?’ Stricture, he was thinking, as in confinement. There was nothing in life quite as confining as a coffin . . . 

She blinked a couple of times, then shook her head. ‘What about you?’ 

‘I did wonder if “boxing” might mean putting things in boxes.’ 

‘Mmm.’ She looked thoughtful. ‘Maybe.’ 

‘Want me to keep trying?’ 

‘Can’t do any harm.’ The Maserati was roaring down the road, Carswell having applied just too much pressure to the accelerator. 

‘I suppose not.’ Rebus turned to face her. You heading on to Junipers?’ 

She shook her head. ‘Back to St Leonard’s.’ 

‘Things to do, eh?’ 

She took her arms off the car roof, slid her right hand into the pocket of her black Barbour jacket. ‘Things to do,’ she agreed. 

Rebus noticed that she held the car keys in her left hand. He wondered what was in that right-hand pocket. 

‘Ca’ canny then, eh?’ he said. 

‘See you back at the ranch.’ 

‘I’m still on the blacklist, remember?’ 

She took her hand out of her pocket, opened her driver’s-side door. ‘Right,’ she said, getting in. He leaned down to peer through the window. She offered him a brief smile and nothing more. He took a step back as the car came to life, wheels sliding before finding tarmac. 

She’d done just what he’d have done: kept to herself whatever it was she’d found. Rebus jogged to where his own car was parked and made set to follow. 

Driving back through Falls, Rebus slowed a little outside Bev Dodds’ cottage. He’d half expected to see her at the funeral. The interment had brought with it a number of sightseers, though police cars each end of the road had dissuaded the casual intruder. Parking space was at a premium in the village, too, though most Wednesdays he had the feeling there’d be room to spare. The potter’s makeshift sign had been replaced with something more eye-catching and professionally made. Rebus pushed a little harder on the accelerator, keeping Siobhan’s car in view. The coffins were still in the bottom drawer of his desk. He knew Dodds wanted the one from Falls back in her possession. Maybe he’d be charitable, pick it up this afternoon and drop it off Thursday or Friday. One more excuse to visit the ranch, where he could have another go at Siobhan—always supposing that was where she was headed . . . 

He remembered there was a half-bottle of whisky under his driver’s seat. He really did feel like a drink—it was what you did after funerals. The alcohol washed away death’s inevitability. ‘Tempting,’ he said to himself, slotting home a cassette tape. Early Alex Harvey: The Faith Healer. Problem was, early Alex Harvey wasn’t too far removed from late Alex Harvey. He wondered how big a part alcohol had played in the Glasgow singer’s demise. You started making a line of booze deaths, it would just refuse ever to come to an end . . . 

‘You think I killed her, don’t you?’ 

Three of them in the interview room. An unnatural hush outside the door: whispers and tippy-toes and phones snatched up almost before they could ring. Gill Templer, Bill Pryde, and Ranald Marr. 

‘Let’s not jump to conclusions, Mr Marr,’ Gill said. 

‘Isn’t that what you’re doing?’ 

‘Just a few follow-up questions, sir,’ Bill Pryde said. 

Marr snorted, not inclined to grace such a remark with anything more. 

‘How long did you know Philippa Balfour, Mr Marr?’ 

He looked to Gill Templer. ‘Since she was born. I was her godfather.’ 

Gill made a note of this. ‘And when did the two of you start feeling a physical attraction for one another?’ 

‘Who says we did?’ 

‘Why did you leave home like that, Mr Marr?’ 

‘It’s been a very stressful time. Look,’ Marr shifted in his chair, ‘should I have a lawyer present, do you think?’ 

‘As you were informed earlier, that’s entirely up to you.’ 

Marr thought about it, then shrugged. ‘Proceed,’ he said. 

‘Were you having a relationship with Philippa Balfour?’ 

‘What sort of relationship?’ 

Bill Pryde’s voice was a bear-growl. ‘The sort her dad would string you up by the balls for.’ 

‘I think I take your meaning.’ Marr looked as though he was thinking through his answer. ‘Here’s what I will say: I’ve spoken to John Balfour and he has taken a responsible attitude to that conversation. The talk we had—whatever I said to him—has no bearing on this case. And that’s pretty much it.’ He sat back in his chair. 

‘Fucking your own goddaughter,’ Bill Pryde said disgustedly. 

‘DI Pryde!’ Gill Templer said by way of warning. Then, to Marr: ‘I apologise for my colleague’s outburst.’ 

‘Apology accepted.’ 

‘It’s just that he has a bit more trouble hiding his revulsion and contempt than I do.’ 

Marr almost smiled. 

‘And as to whether something does or does not have “bearing” on a case is up to us to decide, wouldn’t you say, sir?’ 

Colour rose to Marr’s cheeks, but he wasn’t going to take the bait. He shrugged merely, and folded his arms to let them know that, so far as he was concerned, the discussion was now at an end. 

‘A moment of your time, DI Pryde,’ Gill said, angling her head towards the door. As they stepped out of the room, two uniforms stepped in to stand guard. Officers were already homing in, so Gill pushed Pryde through the door marked ‘Ladies’, and stood with her back against the door to deter the curious. 

‘Well?’ she asked. 

‘Nice place,’ Pryde said, looking around. He walked over to the washbasin and fished the waste-bin out from beneath, spitting his venerable collection of gum into it and pulling two fresh sticks from their packet. 

‘They’ve stitched something up between them’ he said at last, admiring his features in the mirror. 

Yes,’ Gill agreed. ‘We should have brought him straight here.’ 

‘Carswell’s blooper,’ Pryde said, ‘yet again.’ 

Gill nodded. You think he confessed to Balfour?’ 

‘I think he probably said something. He’s had all night to come up with the right way of saying it: “John, it just happened . . . it was a long time ago and just the once . . . I’m so sorry.” Spouses say it all the time.’ 

Gill almost smiled. Pryde spoke as if from experience. 

‘And Balfour didn’t string him up by the balls?’ 

Pryde shook his head slowly. ‘The more I hear about John Balfour, the less I like him. Bank’s looking like going down the toilet, house filled with account-holders . . . his best friend walks up and says, in so many words, that he’s been getting his end away with the daughter, and what does Balfour do? He does a deal.’ 

‘The pair of them keeping quiet, keeping the lid on it?’ 

It was Pryde’s turn to nod. ‘Because the alternative is scandal, resignation, public fisticuffs and the collapse of all they hold dearest: namely, cold hard cash.’ 

‘Then we’ll be hard pushed to get anything out of him.’ 

Pryde looked at her. ‘Unless we push him really hard.’ 

‘I’m not sure Mr Carswell would like that.’ 

‘With respect, DCS Templer, Mr Carswell couldn’t find his own arse if it didn’t come with a label marked “Insert tongue here 

‘That’s not the sort of language I can countenance,’ Gill said with something approaching a grin. The pressure on the door from outside was renewed, and she yelled for whoever was there to stop it. 

‘I’m desperate!’ a female voice called back. 

‘Me too,’ Bill Pryde said with a wink, ‘but maybe I should head for the more rudimentary shores of the Gents’.’ As Gill nodded and began to open the door, he took a final, wistful look round. ‘Though it’ll be in my thoughts from now on, believe me. A man could get used to luxury like this . . .' 

Back in the interview room, Ranald Marr had the look of someone who knew he’d soon be back behind the wheel of his Maserati. Gill, unable to bear such palpable smugness, decided to play her last card. 

'Your affair with Philippa, it lasted quite a while, didn’t it?’ 

‘God, are we back to that again,’ Marr said, rolling his eyes. 

‘Fairly common knowledge, too. Philippa told Claire Benzie all about it.’ 

‘Is that what Claire Benzie says? I seem to have been here before. That little madam would say anything to hurt Balfour’s.’ 

Gill was shaking her head. ‘I don’t think so, because knowing what she did, she could have used it at any time: one call to John Balfour, and she’d have blown the whole secret wide open. She didn’t do that, Mr Marr. I can only assume it’s because Claire has some principles.’ 

‘Or she was biding her time.’ 

‘Maybe so.’ 

‘Is that what this boils down to: my word against hers?’ 

‘There’s the fact that you were keen to explain to Philippa how to erase e-mails.’ 

‘Which I’ve also explained to your officers.’ 

'Yes, but now we know the real reason why you did it.’ 

Marr tried staring her out, but it wasn’t going to work. He couldn’t know that Gill had interviewed more than a dozen killers in the course of her CID career. She’d been stared at by eyes filled with fire, eyes turned insane. He dropped his gaze and his shoulders slumped. 

‘Look,’ he said, ‘there’s one thing . . .'

‘We’re waiting, Mr Marr,’ Bill Pryde said, sitting as straight in his chair as a kirk elder. 

‘I . . . didn’t tell the whole truth about the game Flip was involved in. 

'You haven’t told the whole truth about anything,’ Pryde interrupted, but Gill quietened him with a look. Not that it mattered; Marr hadn’t been listening. 

‘I didn’t know it was a game,’ he was saying, ‘not back then. It was just a question . . . maybe a crossword clue, that’s what I thought.’ 

‘So she did bring one of the clues to you?’ 

Marr nodded. ‘The mason’s dream. She thought I might know what it meant.’ 

‘And why would she think that?’ 

He managed the ghost of a smile. ‘She was always overestimating me. She was . . . I don’t think you’ve been getting anything like the whole picture of the kind of person Flip was. I know what you saw at first: spoilt little rich kid, spending her university days gazing at a few paintings, then graduating and marrying someone with even more money.’ He was shaking his head. ‘That wasn’t Flip at all. Maybe it was one side to her, but she was complex, always capable of surprising you. Like with this puzzle thing, on the one hand I was dumbstruck when I heard about it, but on the other . . . in many ways it’s so much like Flip. She would take these sudden interests, passions in things. For years, she’d been going to the zoo once a week on her own, just about every week, and I only found out by chance, a few months back. I was leaving a meeting at the Posthouse Hotel and she was coming out of the zoo, practically next door.’ He looked up at them. ‘Do you see?’ 

Gill wasn’t at all sure that she did, but she nodded anyway. ‘Go on,’ she said. But it was as though her words had broken the spell. Marr paused for breath, then seemed to lose some of his animation. 

‘She was . . . ’ His mouth opened and closed, but soundlessly. Then he shook his head. ‘I’m tired and I want to go home. I have some things I need to talk about with Dorothy.’ 

‘Are you okay to drive?’ Gill asked. 

‘Perfectly.’ He took a deep breath. But when he looked at her again, tears were welling in his eyes. ‘Oh, Christ,’ he said, ‘I’ve made such an utter balls-up, haven’t I? And I’d do it again and a gain and again if it meant I had those same moments with her.’ 

‘Rehearsing what you’re going to say to the missus?’ Pryde said coolly. Only then did Gill realise that she alone had been affected by Marr’s story. As if to stress his point, Pryde blew out something approaching a bubble, which popped with an audible clack. 

‘My God,’ Marr said, almost with a sense of awe, ‘I hope and pray I never grow a skin as thick as yours.’ 

'You’re the one shagging his pal’s daughter all these years. Compared to me, Mr Marr, you’re a fucking armadillo.’ 

This time, Gill had to draw her colleague from the interview room by his arm. 

Rebus walked through St Leonard’s like the spectre at the feast. The feeling was, between Marr and Claire Benzie, they’d get something. Surely to hell they’d get something. 

‘Not if you haven’t worked for it,’ Rebus muttered. Not that anyone was listening. He found the coffins in his drawer, along with some paperwork and a used coffee beaker someone too lazy to find a bin had placed there. Easing himself into the Farmer’s chair, he drew the coffins out and laid them on his desk, pushing aside more paperwork to make room. He could feel a killer slipping through his fingers. Problem was, for Rebus to get a second chance would mean some new victim turning up, and he wasn’t sure he wanted that. The evidence he’d taken home, the notes pinned to his wall—he couldn’t fool himself, it didn’t amount to evidence at all. It was a jumble of coincidence and speculation, a thin gossamer pattern created almost from air, the merest flutter of breath beginning to snap its tensed threads. For all he knew, Betty-Anne Jesperson had eloped with her secret lover, while Hazel Gibbs had staggered drunkenly on the bank of White Cart Water and slipped in, knocking herself unconscious. Maybe Paula Gearing had hidden her depression well, walking into the sea of her own volition. And the schoolgirl Caroline Farmer, could she have started a new life in some English city, far from small-town Scottish teenage blues? 

So what if someone had left coffins nearby? He couldn’t even be sure it was the same person each time; only had the carpenter’s word for it. And with the autopsy evidence, there was no way to prove any crime had been committed at all . . . not until the Falls coffin. Another break in the pattern: Flip Balfour was the first victim who could definitely be said to have perished at the hands of an attacker. 

He held his head in his hands, felt that if he took them away it might explode. Too many ghosts, too many ifs and buts. Too much pain and grieving, loss and guilt. It was the sort of thing he’d have taken to Conor Leary once upon a night. Now, he didn’t think he had anyone to turn to . . . 

But it was a male voice which answered Jean’s extension. ‘Sorry,’ the man said, ‘she’s been keeping her head down lately.’ 

'You’re busy over there then?’ 

‘Not particularly. Jean’s off on one of her little mystery trips.’ 

‘Oh?’ 

The man laughed. ‘I don’t mean a bus tour or anything. She gets these projects going from time to time. They could set off a bomb in the building and Jean would be the last to know.’ 

Rebus smiled: the man could have been talking about him. But Jean hadn’t mentioned that she was busy with anything outside her normal work. Not that it was any of his business . . . 

‘So what’s she up to this time?’ he asked. 

‘Mmm, let me see . . . Burke and Hare, Dr Knox and all that period.’ 

‘The Resurrectionists?’ 

‘Curious term that, don’t you think? I mean, they didn’t do much resurrecting, did they, not as any good Christian would understand it?’ 

‘True enough.’ The man was annoying Rebus; something about his manner, his tone of voice. It even annoyed him that the man was giving information away so easily. He hadn’t even asked who Rebus was. If Steve Holly ever managed to contact this guy, he’d have everything he could possibly want on Jean, probably down to her home address and phone number. 

‘But she really seemed to be focusing on this doctor who carried out the post-mortem on Burke. What’s his name again . . . ?’ 

Rebus remembered the portrait in Surgeons’ Hall. ‘Kennet Lovell?’ he said. 

‘That’s right.’ The man seemed slightly put out that Rebus knew. ‘Are you helping Jean? Want me to leave her a message.’ 

'You don’t happen to know where she is?’ 

‘She doesn’t always confide in me.’ 

Just as well, Rebus felt like saying. Instead he told the man there was no message, and put down the phone. Devlin had told Jean about Kennet Lovell, expounding his theory that Lovell had left the coffins on Arthur’s Seat. Obviously she was following this up. All the same, he wondered why she hadn’t said anything . . . 

He stared at the desk opposite, the one Wylie had been using. It was piled high with documents. Narrowing his eyes, he rose from his desk and walked over, started lifting piles of paper from the top. 

Right at the bottom were the autopsy notes from Hazel Gibbs and Paula Gearing. He’d meant to send them back. In the back room of the Ox, Professor Deylin had specified that they should be returned. Quite right, too. They weren’t doing anyone any good here, and might be lost forever or mis-filed if allowed to be smothered by the paperwork generated by Flip Balfour’s murder. 

Rebus placed them on his own desk, then cleared all the extraneous paperwork on to the desk one along. The coffins went back into his bottom drawer, all except the one from Falls, which he placed in a Haddow’s carrier bag. Over at the photocopier, he lifted a sheet of A4 from the tray—it was the only place in the whole CID suite you could ever find spare paper. On it he wrote: COULD SOMEONE PLEASE SEND THESE ON AS SPECIFIED, PREFERABLY BY FRIDAY? CHEERS, J.R. 

Looking around, it struck him that although he’d followed Siobhan’s car into the car park, there was no sign of her now. 

‘Said she was headed down Gayfield Square,’ a colleague explained. 

‘When?’ 

‘Five minutes ago.’ 

While he’d been on the phone, listening to gossip. 

‘Thanks,’ he said, sprinting out to his car. 

There was no quick route to Gayfield Square, so Rebus took a few liberties with traffic lights and junctions. Parking, he couldn’t see her car. But when he dashed indoors, she was standing right there, talking to Grant Hood, who was wearing what looked like another new suit and looking suspiciously tanned. 

‘Been out in the sun, Grant?’ Rebus asked. ‘Thought that office of yours at the Big House didn’t have so much as a window?’ 

Self-consciously, Grant put a hand to his cheek. ‘I might have caught a few rays.’ He made a show of spotting someone across the room. ‘Sorry, got to . . .’ And he was off. 

‘Our Grant’s beginning to worry me,’ Rebus said. 

‘What do you reckon: fake tan or one of those sun bed studios?’ 

Rebus shook his head slowly, unable to decide. Glancing back, catching them watching him, Grant butted into another conversation, as if these were the people he’d wanted to speak to. Rebus eased himself up on to a desk. 

‘Anything happening?’ he asked. 

‘Ranald Marr’s already been released. All we got out of him was that Flip did ask him about that masonic clue.’ 

‘And his excuse for lying to us . . .?’ 

She shrugged. ‘I wasn’t there, so I can’t say.’ She seemed jumpy. 

‘Why don’t you sit down?’ She shook her head. ‘Things to do?’ he guessed. 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘Such as?’ 

‘What?’ 

He repeated the question. She fixed her eyes on him. ‘Excuse me, she said, ‘but for an officer under suspension, aren’t you spending an awful lot of time in the office?’ 

‘Something I forgot, I came to retrieve it.’ As the words came out, he realised he had forgotten something: the Falls coffin, still in its carrier bag at St Leonard’s. ‘Is there maybe anything you’ve forgotten, Siobhan?’ 

‘Such as?’ 

‘Forgetting to share your find with the rest of the team.’

‘I don’t think so.’ 

'You did find something then? At Francis Finlay’s grave?’ 

‘John . . .’ Her eyes were avoiding his now. 'You’re off the case.’ 

‘Maybe so. You, on the other hand, are on the case but off your trolley.’ 

'You’ve no right to say that.’ She still wasn’t looking at him. 

‘I think I have.’ 

‘Then prove it.’ 

‘DI Rebus!’ The voice of authority: Cohn Carswell, standing twenty yards away in the doorway. ‘If you’d be so kind as to spare me a moment . . . ’ 

Rebus looked at Siobhan. ‘To be continued,’ he said. Then he got up and left the room. Carswell was waiting for him in Gill Templer’s cramped office. Gill was there too, standing with arms folded. Carswell was already making himself comfortable behind the desk, eyes showing dismay at the amount of clutter accumulated since his last visit. 

‘So, DI Rebus, what can we do for you?’ he asked. 

‘Just something I had to pick up.’ 

‘Nothing contagious, I trust.’ Carswell offered a thin smile. 

‘That’s a good one, sir,’ Rebus said coidly. 

‘John,’ Gill interrupted, ‘you’re supposed to be at home.’ 

He nodded. ‘It’s hard though, with all these exciting developments.’ His eyes stayed on Carswell. ‘Like warning Marr he was about to be picked up, and now I hear he was allowed ten minutes with John Balfour before we interviewed him. Good calls, sir.’ 

‘Sticks and stones, Rebus,’ Carswell said. 

'You name the time and place.’ 

‘John . . .’ Gill Templer again. ‘I don’t think this is going to get us anywhere, do you?’ 

‘I want back on the case. 

Carswell just snorted. Rebus turned to Gill. 

‘Siobhan’s playing a wild card. I think she’s back in touch with Quizmaster, maybe for a meet.’ 

‘How do you know?’ 

‘Call it an educated guess.’ He glanced towards Carswell. ‘And before you make some gag about intelligence not being my strong point, let me agree with you. But on this, I think I’m right.’ 

‘He’s sent another clue?’ Gill was hooked. 

‘At the churchyard this morning.’ 

She narrowed her eyes. ‘One of the mourners?’ 

‘It could have been left any time. Thing is, Siobhan’s been wanting a meeting.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘And she’s standing around in the Inquiry Room, just biding her time.’ 

Gill nodded slowly. ‘If it was a new clue, she’d be busy trying to work it out . . . ’ 

‘Hang on, hang on,’ Carswell broke in. ‘How do we know any of this? You saw her pick up some clue?’ 

‘The last one was leading us to a particular grave. She crouched in front of the headstone . . .'

‘And?’ 

‘And that’s when I think she picked up the clue.’ 

You didn’t see her do it?’ 

‘She crouched down . . . ’ 

‘But you didn’t see her do it?’ 

Sensing another confrontation brewing, Gill stepped in. ‘Why don’t we just bring her in here and ask her?’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘I’ll fetch her.’ He paused. ‘With your permission, sir?’ 

Carswell sighed. ‘Go on then.’ 

But out in the Inquiry Room, there was no sign of Siobhan. Rebus walked the corridors, asking for her. At the drinks machine, someone said she’d just gone past. Rebus quickened his pace, hauled open the doors to the outside world. No sign of her on the pavement; no sign of her car. He wondered if she’d parked further away, looked to left and right. Busy Leith Walk one way, and the narrow streets of the New Town’s east end the other. If he headed into the New Town, her flat was five minutes away, but instead he went back indoors. 

‘She’s gone,’ he told Gill. Catching his breath, he noticed Carswell was missing. ‘Where’s the ACC?’ 

‘Summoned to the Big House. I think the Chief Constable wanted a word.’ 

‘Gill, we’ve got to find her. Get some bodies out there.’ He nodded towards the Inquiry Room. ‘It’s not like they’re setting the world on fire in here.’ 

‘Okay, John, we’ll find her, don’t worry. Maybe Brains knows where she’s gone.’ She lifted the receiver. ‘We’ll start with him .. 

But Eric Bain seemed as elusive as Siobhan. He was known to be somewhere in the Big House, but nobody knew exactly where. Meantime, Rebus tried Siobhan’s home number and mobile. He got her answering machine at the former, a recorded message at the latter, telling him the phone was in use. When he tried five minutes later, it was still in use. By that time, he was using his own mobile, walking downhill to Siobhan’s street. He tried her buzzer, with no response. Crossed the road and stared at her window for so long that passers-by started looking up too, wondering what he could see that they couldn’t. Her car wasn’t parked kerbside, nor was it in any of the surrounding streets. 

Gill had already left a message with Siobhan’s pager, asking for an urgent call-back, but Rebus had wanted more, and eventually she’d agreed: patrols would be on the lookout for her car. 

But now, standing outside her flat, it struck Rebus that she could be anywhere, not just inside the city boundary. Quizmaster had taken her to Hart Fell and Rosslyn Chapel. No telling where he’d choose for a rendezvous. The more isolated it was, the more danger Siobhan was in. He felt like punching himself in the face: he should have dragged her into that meeting with him, not given her the chance to do a runner . . . He tried her mobile again: still engaged. Nobody made a call that long on their mobile, way too expensive. Then, suddenly, he knew what it was: her mobile was hooked to Grant Hood’s laptop. Even now, she could be telling Quizmaster she was on her way . . . 

Siobhan had parked her car. Two hours yet till the time Quizmaster had suggested. She reckoned she could lie low till then. The pager message from Gill Templer had told her two things: one was that Rebus had told Gill everything; two, that if she ignored Gill’s order, she’d have some explaining to do. 

Explaining? She was having trouble doing that even to herself. All she knew was that the game—and she knew it wasn’t just a game; was something potentially much more dangerous—but all the same it had gotten to her Quizmaster, whoever he or she turned out to be, had gotten to her, to the extent that she could think of little else. The daily clues and puzzles, she missed them, would gladly take on more of them. But more than that, she wanted to know, know everything there was to know about Quizmaster and the game. Stricture had impressed her, because Quizmaster had to have suspected that she would be present at the funeral, and that the clue would only start making sense to her at Flip’s graveside. Stricture indeed . . . but she felt the word applied to her, too, because she felt bound by the game, tied to it and to identifying its creator. And at the same time she felt almost smothered by it. Was Quizmaster present at the funeral? Had he—or she (remembering Bain’s advice to keep an open mind)—seen Siobhan pick up the note? Maybe . . . The thought made her shiver. But then, the funeral had been announced in the media. Maybe Quizmaster had found out that way. It was the nearest cemetery to Flip’s home; a good chance she’d be interred there . . .

None of which explained why she was doing what she was doing, going out on her own fragile limb like this. It was the sort of stupid thing she regularly chastised Rebus for. Maybe Grant had decided it for her, Grant who had shown himself a ‘company player’, with his suits and his tan, looking good on ‘TV—good PR for the force. 

One game she knew she didn’t want to play. 

Many times she’d crossed the line, but always crossing back again. She’d break a rule or two, but nothing important, nothing career-threatening, and then hop back into the fold. She wasn’t a born outsider in the way she sensed John Rebus was, but she’d learned that she liked it on his side of the fence, liked it better than becoming a Grant or a Derek Linford . . . people who played their own games, doing anything it took to keep in with the men who mattered, men like Colin Carswell. 

At one time, she’d thought maybe she could learn from Gill Templer, but Gill had become just like the others. She had her own interests to protect, whatever that took. In order to rise, she’d had to take on the worst attributes of someone like Carswell, while wrapping her own feelings inside some sort of reinforced box. 

If rising through the ranks meant losing a part of herself, Siobhan didn’t want it. She’d known as much back at the dinner in Hadrian’s, when Gill had hinted at things to come. 

Maybe that was what she was doing out here, out on her limb—proving something to herself. Maybe it wasn’t really about the game and Quizmaster so much as it was about her. 

She moved in her seat so she was facing the laptop. The line was already open, had been since she’d got into the car. No new messages, so she typed in one of her own. 

Meeting accepted. See you there. Siobhan. 

And clicked on ‘send’. 

After which, she shut down the computer, disconnected the phone and powered it down—battery needed a boost anyway. She placed both beneath the passenger seat, making sure they weren’t visible to pedestrians: didn’t want someone breaking in. When she got out of the car, she made sure all the doors were locked, and that the little red alarm button was flashing. 

Just under two hours to go now; a little time to kill . . . 

Jean Burchill had tried calling Professor Devlin, but no one ever answered. So finally she wrote him a note, asking him to contact her, and decided to deliver it by hand. In the back of the taxi, she wondered what the sense of urgency was, and realised it was because she wanted to be rid of Kennet Lovell. He was taking up too much of her waking time, and last night he’d even infected her dreams, slicing the meat from cadavers only to reveal planed wood beneath, while her colleagues from work watched and applauded, the performance turning into a stage show. 

If her research into Lovell was to progress, she needed some kind of proof of his interest in woodwork. Without that, she was at a dead end. Having paid the driver, she stood in front of the Professor’s tenement, note in hand. But there was no letter-box. Each flat would have its own, the postman gaining entry by pressing the buzzers until someone let him in. She supposed she could slip the note under the door, but reckoned it would lie there ignored, along with all the junk mail. So instead, she looked at the array of buzzers. Professor Devlin’s just said ‘D. Devlin’. She wondered if he might be back from his wanderings, and pressed the buzzer. When there was no answer, she looked at the remaining buttons, wondering which one to pick. Then the intercom crackled. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘Dr Devlin? It’s Jean Burchill from the Museum. I wonder if I can have a word . . .'

‘Miss Burchill? This is somewhat of a surprise.’ 

‘I’ve tried phoning . . . ’ 

But the door was already signalling that it was no longer locked. 

Devlin was waiting for her on his landing. He wore a white shirt, the sleeves rolled up, with thick braces holding up his trousers. 

‘Well, well,’ he said, taking her hand. 

‘I’m sorry to bother you like this.’ 

‘Not at all, young lady. Now just you come in. I’m afraid you’ll find my housekeeping somewhat lacking . . . ’ He led her into the living room, cluttered with boxes and books. 

‘Separating the wheat from the chaff,’ he informed her. 

She picked up a case and opened it. It contained old surgical instruments. You’re not throwing it out? Perhaps the Museum would be interested . . .'

He nodded. ‘I’m in contact with the bursar at Surgeons’ Hall. He thinks perhaps the exhibition there might have room for one or two pieces.’ 

‘Major Cawdor?’ 

Devlin’s eyebrows lifted. You know him?’ 

‘I was asking him about the portrait of Kennet Lovell.’ 

‘So you’re taking my theory seriously?’ 

‘I thought it was worth pursuing.’ 

‘Excellent.’ Devlin clapped his hands together. ‘And what have you found?’ 

‘Not a great deal. That’s really why I’m here. I can’t find any reference in the literature to Lovell having an interest in carpentry.’ 

‘Oh, it’s a matter of record, I assure you, though it’s many years since I came across it.’ 

‘Came across it where?’ 

‘Some monograph or dissertation . . .1 really can’t recall. Could it have been a university thesis?’ 

Jean nodded slowly. If it had been a thesis, only the university itself would hold a copy; there’d be no record in any other library. ‘I should have thought of that,’ she admitted. 

‘But don’t you agree he was a remarkable character?’ Devlin asked. 

‘He certainly lived a very full life . . . unlike his wives.’ 

'You’ve been to his graveside?’ He smiled at the idiocy of the question. ‘Of course you have. And you took note of his marriages. What did you think?’ 

‘At first, nothing . . . but then later, when I thought about it . . . ’ 

'You began to speculate as to whether or not they had been assisted on their final journey?’ He smiled again. ‘It’s obvious, really, isn’t it?’ 

Jean became aware of a smell in the room: stale sweat. Perspiration was shining on Devlin’s forehead, and the lenses of his spectacles looked smeared. She was amazed he could see her through them. 

‘Who better,’ he was saying, ‘than an anatomist to get away with murder?’ 

'You’re saying he murdered them?’ 

He shook his head. ‘Impossible to tell. after all this time. I’m merely speculating’ 

‘But why would he do that?’ 

Devlin shrugged, his shoulders stretching the braces. ‘Because he could? What do you think?’ 

‘I’ve been wondering . . . he was very young when he assisted at Burke’s autopsy; young and impressionable maybe. That might explain why he fled to Africa . . . '

‘And God alone knows what horrors he encountered out there,’ Devlin added. 

‘It would help if we had his correspondence.’ 

‘Ah, the letters between himself and the Reverend Kirkpatrick?’ 

'You don’t happen to know where they might be?’ 

‘Consigued to oblivion, I’d wager. Tossed on to the pyre by some descendant of the good minister . . .'

‘And here you are doing the same thing.’ 

Devlin looked around him at the mess. ‘Indeed,’ he said. ‘Selecting that by which history shall judge my small endeavours.’ 

Jean picked up a photograph. It showed a middle-aged woman, dressed for some formal function. 

'Your wife?’ she guessed. 

‘My dear Anne. She passed away in the summer of nineteen seventy-two. Natural causes, I assure you.’ 

Jean looked at him. ‘Why should you have to assure me?’ 

Devlin’s smile faded. ‘She meant the world to me . . . more than the world . . .’ He clapped his hands together again. ‘What can I be thinking of’ not offering you something to drink. Tea perhaps?’ 

‘Tea would be wonderful.’ 

‘I can’t promise any sense of wonder from PG tea-bags.’ His smile was fixed. 

‘And afterwards, maybe I could see Kennet Lovell’s table.’ 

‘But of course. It’s in the dining room. Bought from a reputable dealer, though I admit they couldn’t be categorical about its provenance—caveat emptor, as they say, but they were fairly persuasive, and I was willing to believe.’ He had taken his glasses off to give them a polish with his handkerchief. When he slipped them on again, his eyes seemed magnified. ‘Tea,’ he repeated, making for the hallway. She followed him out. 

‘Have you lived here long?’ she asked. 

‘Ever since Anne passed on. The house held too many memories. 

‘That’s thirty years then?’ 

‘Almost.’ He was in the kitchen now. ‘Won’t be a minute,’ he said. 

‘Fine.’ She started to retrace her steps back to the living room. The summer of ‘72, his wife had died . . . She passed an open doorway: the dining room. The table filled almost the whole space. A completed jigsaw lay on top of it . . . no, not quite complete: missing just the one piece. Edinburgh, an aerial photograph. The table itself was a plain enough design. She walked into the room, studied the table’s surface of polished wood. The legs were sturdy, lacking any ornamental flourishes. Utilitarian, she thought. The incomplete jigsaw must have taken hours . . . days. She crouched down, seeking the missing piece. There it was: almost completely hidden beneath one of the legs. As she reached for it, she saw that the table boasted one nice, secretive touch. Where the two leaves met in the middle, there was a central element, and into this a small cupboard had been inserted. She’d seen similar designs before, but not from as far back as the nineteenth century. She wondered if Professor Devlin had been duped into buying something from much later than Lovell’s period . . . She squeezed into the narrow confines so that she could open the cupboard. It was stiff, and she almost gave up, but then it clicked open, revealing its contents. 

A plane, set-square and chisels. 

A small saw and some nails. 

Woodwork tools. 

When she looked up, Professor Devlin was filling the doorway. 

‘Ah, the missing piece,’ was all that he said . . . 

Ellen Wylie had heard reports of the funeral, how Ranald Marr had suddenly turned up and been embraced by John Balfour. The talk at West End was that Marr had been brought in for questioning but then released. 

‘Stitch-up,’ Shug Davidson had commented. ‘Somebody somewhere’s pulling strings.’ 

He hadn’t looked at her as he’d said it, but then he hadn’t needed to. He knew . . . and she knew. Pulling strings: wasn’t that what she’d thought she was doing when she met with Steve Holly? But somehow he’d become the puppeteer, making her the marionette. Carswell’s speech to the troops had cut into her like a knife, not just nicking the skin but radiating pain through her whole body. When they’d all been called into the office, she’d half hoped her silence would give her away. But then Rebus had stepped in, taken the whole thing upon himself’ leaving her feeling worse than ever. 

Shug Davidson knew it . . . and though Shug was a colleague and mate, he was also a friend of Rebus’s. The pair of them went way back. Now, every time he made some remark she found herself analysing it, seeking the sub-text. She couldn’t concentrate, and her home station, which she’d seen so recently as a refuge, had become inhospitable and alien. 

Which was why she’d made the trip to St Leonard’s, only to find the CID suite all but deserted. A suit-carrier, hanging from one of the coat pegs, told her that at least one officer had been at the funeral, returning here to change back into work clothes. She guessed Rebus, but couldn’t be certain. There was a plastic bag beside his desk, one of the coffins inside. All that work, and no case to show for it. The autopsy notes were sitting on the desk, waiting for someone to follow the instructions left on them. She lifted the note from the top, sat down in Rebus’s chair. Without really meaning to, she found herself untying the ribbon which held the notes together. Then she opened the first file and started to read. 

She’d done this before, of course; or rather, Professor Devlin had, while she’d sat by his side taking note of his findings. Slow work, yet she realised now that she’d enjoyed it—the notion that there might be some case hidden in the midst of those typewritten pages; the sense of working on the edge of things, a not-quite-investigation; and Rebus himself, as driven as the rest of them put together, biting down on a pen as he concentrated, or furrowing his brow, or stretching suddenly, unlocking his neck. He had this reputation as a loner, yet he’d been happy to delegate, happy to share the work with her. She’d accused him of pitying her, but she didn’t really believe that. He did have a martyr complex, but it seemed to work for him . . . and for everyone else. 

Skimming the pages now, she realised finally why she’d come: 

she wanted to apologise in some way he’d understand . . . And then she looked up and he was standing not four yards away, watching her. 

‘How long have you been there?’ she asked, dropping a couple of the pages. 

‘What are you up to?’ 

‘Nothing.’ She picked up the sheets. ‘I was just . . . I don’t know, maybe one final look before it all went back into the storeroom. How was the funeral?’ 

‘A funeral’s a funeral, no matter who they’re burying.’ 

‘I heard about Marr.’ 

He nodded, walked into the room. 

‘What’s wrong?’ she asked. 

‘I was hoping Siobban might be here.’ He walked over to her desk, hoping for some clue . . . something, anything. 

‘I wanted to see you,’ Ellen Wylie said. 

‘Oh?’ He turned away from Siobhan’s desk. ‘Why’s that then?’ 

‘Maybe to thank you.’ 

Their eyes met, communicating without words. 

‘Don’t worry about it, Ellen,’ Rebus said at last. ‘I mean it.’ 

‘But I got you into trouble.’ 

‘No, you didn’t. I got myself into trouble, and maybe made things worse for you too. If I’d stayed quiet, I think you’d have spoken up.’ 

‘Maybe,’ she admitted. ‘But I could have spoken up anyway. 

‘I didn’t make it any easier, for which I apologise.’ 

She had to stifle a smile. ‘There you go again, turning the tables. It’s me who’s supposed to be saying sorry.’ 

'You’re right; I can’t help it.’ There was nothing on or in Siobhan’s desk. 

‘So what do I do now?’ she asked. ‘Talk it through with DCS Templer?’ 

He nodded. ‘If that’s what you want. Of course, you could just keep quiet about it.’ 

‘And let you take the flak?’ 

‘Who says I don’t like it?’ The phone rang and he snatched at it. ‘Hello?’ Suddenly his face relaxed. ‘No, he’s not here right now. Can take a . . . ?’ He put the receiver down. ‘Someone for Silvers; no message.'

'You’re expecting a call?’ 

He rubbed a hand against the grain of the day’s stubble. ‘Siobhan’s gone walkabout.’ 

‘In what sense?’ 

So he told her. Just as he was finishing, a phone on one of the other desks started ringing. He got up and answered it. Another message. He got a pen and a scrap of paper and started writing it down. 

'Yes . . . yes,’ he was saying, ‘I’ll stick it on his desk. No promises when he’ll see it though.’ While he’d been on the phone, Ellen Wylie had been flicking through the autopsy stuff again. As he put the receiver down, he saw her lower her face towards one of the files, as though trying to read something. 

‘Old Hi-Ho’s popular today,’ he said, placing the telephone message on Silvers’ desk. ‘What’s the matter?’ 

She pointed to the bottom of the page. ‘Can you read this signature?’ 

‘Which one?’ There were two, at the foot of an autopsy report. Date to the side of the signatures: Monday 26 April, 1982—Hazel Gibbs, the Glasgow ‘victim’. She’d died on the Friday night . . . 

Typed beneath the signature were the words ‘Deputising Pathologist’. The other signature—marked ‘Chief Pathologist, City of Glasgow’—wasn’t much clearer. 

‘I’m not sure,’ Rebus said, examining the squiggle. ‘The names should be typed on the cover-sheet.’ 

‘That’s just it,’ Wylie said. ‘No cover-sheet.’ She turned back a few pages to confirm this. Rebus came around the desk so he was standing next to her, then bent down a little closer. 

‘Maybe the pages got out of order,’ he suggested. 

‘Maybe.’ She started going through them. ‘But I don’t think so.’ 

‘Was it missing when the files arrived?’ 

‘I don’t know. Professor Devlin didn’t say anything.’ 

‘I think the Chief Pathologist for Glasgow back then was Ewan Stewart.’ 

Wylie flicked back to the signatures. 'Yep,’ she said, ‘I’ll go with that. But it’s the other one that interests me.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Well, maybe it’s just me, sir, but if you sort of screw your eyes shut a little and take another look, isn’t it just possible it says Donald Devlin?’ 

‘What?’ Rebus looked, blinked, looked again. ‘Devlin was in Edinburgh back then.’ But his voice dropped off. The word Deputising floated into view. ‘Did you look through the report before?’ 

‘That was Devlin’s job. I was more like a secretary, remember?’ 

Rebus put his hand to the back of his neck, rubbed at the knot of muscle there. ‘I don’t get it,’ he said. ‘Why wouldn’t Devlin say . . . ?' He grabbed the phone, hit 9 and punched a local number. ‘Professor Gates, please. It’s an emergency. Detective Inspector Rebus here.’ A pause as the secretary put him through. ‘Sandy? Yes, I know I always say it’s an emergency, but this time I might not be stretching the truth. April nineteen eighty-two, we think we’ve got Donald Devlin assisting an autopsy in Glasgow. Is that possible?’ He listened again. ‘No, Sandy, eighty-two. Yes, April.’ He nodded, making eye contact with Wylie, started relaying what he was hearing. ‘Glasgow crisis . . . shortage of staff . . . gave you your first chance at being in charge here. Mm-hm, Sandy . . . is that your way of saying Devlin was in Glasgow in April nineteen eighty-two? Thanks, I’ll talk to you later.’ He slammed the phone down. ‘Donald Devlin was there.’ 

‘I don’t understand,’ Wylie said. ‘Why didn’t he say something?’ 

Rebus was flicking through the other report, the one from Nairn. No, neither pathologist was Donald Devlin on that occasion. All the same . . . 

‘He didn’t want us to know,’ he said at last, answering Wylie’s question. ‘Maybe that’s why he removed the cover-sheet.’ 

‘But why?’ 

Rebus was thinking . . . the way Devlin had returned to the back room of the Ox, anxious to see the autopsies consigned once more to history . . . the Glasgow coffin, made of balsa wood, cruder than the others, the sort of thing you might make if you didn’t have access to your usual supplier, or your usual tools . . . Devlin’s interest in Dr Kennet Lovell and the Arthur’s Seat coffins . . . 

Jean! 

‘I’m getting a bad feeling,’ Ellen Wylie said. 

‘I’ve always been one for trusting a woman’s instincts . . .’ But that was just what he hadn’t done: all those times women had reacted badly to Devlin . . . Your car or mine?’ he said. 

Jean was rising to her feet. Donald Devlin still filled the doorway, his blue eyes as cold as the North Sea, pupils reduced to black pinpoints. 

'Your tools, Professor Devlin?’ she guessed. 

‘Well, they’re not Kennet Lovell’s, dear lady, are they?’ 

Jean swallowed. ‘I think I’d better be going.’ 

‘I don’t think I can let you do that.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Because I think you know.’ 

‘Know what?’ She was looking around her, seeing nothing helpful . . . 

You know that I left those coffins,’ the old man stated. ‘I can see it in your eyes. No use pretending.’ 

‘The first one was just after your wife died, wasn’t it? You killed that poor girl in Dunfermline.’ 

He raised a finger. ‘Untrue: I merely read about her disappearance and went there to leave a marker, a memento mori. There were others after that . . . God knows what happened to them.’ She watched him take a step forward into the room. ‘It took some time, you see, for my sense of loss to turn into something else.’ The smile trembled on his lips, which glistened with moisture. ‘Anne’s life was just . . . taken . . . after whole months of agony. That seemed so unfair: no motive, no one to be found guilty . . . All those bodies I’d worked on . . . all the ones after Anne died . . . eventually I wanted some suffering to go with them.’ His own hands stroked the table’s edge. ‘I should never have let slip about Kennet Lovell . . . a good historicist would naturally be unable to resist looking into my claim further, finding disturbing parallels between past and present, eh, Miss Burchill? And it was you . . . the only one who made the connection . . . all those coffins over all that time . . .'

Jean had been working hard at controlling her breathing. Now she felt strong enough not to hang on to the table. She released her grip on its edge. ‘I don’t understand;’ she said. You were helping the inquiry . . .'

‘Hindering, rather. And who could resist the opportunity? After all, I was investigating myself, watching others do the same . . . '

'You killed Philippa Balfour?’ 

Devlin’s face creased in disgust. ‘Not a bit of it.’ 

‘But you left the coffin . . . ?’ 

‘Of course I didn’t!’ he snapped. 

‘Then it’s been five years since you last . . . ’ She sought the right words. ‘Last did anything.’ 

He’d taken another step towards her. She thought she could hear music, and realised suddenly that it was him. He was humming some tune. 

'You recognise it?’ he asked. The corners of his mouth were flecked white. “’Swing Low, Sweet Chariot”. The organist played it at Anne’s funeral.’ He bowed his head a little and smiled. ‘Tell me, Miss Burchill: what do you do when the chariot won’t swing low enough?’ 

She ducked, reached into the cupboard for one of the chisels. Suddenly he had hold of her hair, pulling her back up. She screamed, hands still scrabbling for a weapon. She felt a cool wooden handle. Her head felt like it was on fire. As she lost her balance and started to fall, she stabbed the chisel into his ankle. He didn’t so much as flinch. She stabbed again, but now he was dragging her towards the door. She half rose to her feet and added her momentum to his, the pair of them colliding with the edge of the door, spinning out of the room and into the hall. The chisel had fallen from her grasp. She was on her hands and knees when the first blow came, spinning white lights across her vision. The whorls in the carpet seemed to form a pattern of question marks. 

How ridiculous, she thought, that this was happening to her . . . She knew she had to get back on to her feet, start fighting back. He was an old man . . . Another blow made her flinch. She could see the chisel . . . only twelve feet to the front door . . . Devlin had her by the legs now, hauling her towards the living room . . . His grasp of her ankles was like a vice. Oh, Christ, she thought. Oh, Christ, oh, Christ . . . Her hands flailed, seeking purchase, or any instrument she could use . . . She screamed again. The blood was roaring in her ears; she couldn’t be sure she was making any noise at all. One of Devlin’s braces had come free, and his shirt-tail was hanging out. 

Not like this . . . not like this . . . 

John would never forgive her . . . 

The area around Canonmills and Inverleith was an easy enough beat: no housing schemes, plenty of discreet wealth. The patrol car always made a point of stopping at the gates to the Botanics, just across from Inverleith Park. Arboretum Place was a double-width road which saw little traffic: perfect for the officers’ mid-shift break. PC Anthony Thompson always provided the flask of tea, while his partner, Kenny Milland, brought the chocolate biscuits—either Jacob’s Orange Club or, as today, Tunnock’s Caramel Wafers. 

‘Magic,’ Thompson said, though his teeth told him otherwise: there was a dull ache from one of his molars whenever it came into contact with sugar. Having not been near a dentist since the 1994 World Cup, Thompson wasn’t enthusiastic about any future encounter. 

Milland took sugar in his tea; Thompson didn’t. That was why Milland always brought a couple of little sachets and a spoon with him. The sachets came from a burger chain where Milland’s elder son worked. Not much of a job, but it had its perks, and there was talk of a significant step-up for Jason. 

Thompson loved American cop films, everything from Dirty Harry to Seven, and when they stopped for their break he sometimes imagined that they were parked outside a doughnut stand, in baking heat and searing glare, with the radio about to burst into life. They’d have to leave their coffee and burn some rubber, giving chase to bank robbers or gangland killers . . . 

Not much chance of either in Edinburgh. A couple of pub shootings, some pre-teen car-jackers (one of them a friend’s son), and a body in a skip, these comprised the highlights of Thompson’s two decades on the force. So when the radio did burst into life, detailing a car and driver, Anthony Thompson did a double-take. 

‘Here, Kenny, doesn’t that one fit the bill?’ 

Milland turned and looked out of his window at the car parked next door. ‘I don’t know,’ he admitted. ‘Wasn’t really listening, Tony.’ He took another bite of biscuit. Thompson, however, was on the blower, asking for a repeat of the licence plate. He then opened his door and walked around the patrol car, staring down at the front of the neighbouring vehicle. 

‘We’re only parked bloody next to it,’ he told his partner. Then he got on the blower again. 

The message was relayed to Gill Templer, who sent half a dozen officers from the Balfour team out to the area, then spoke to PC Thompson. 

‘What do you reckon, Thompson: is she in the Botanic Gardens or Inverleith Park?’ 

‘It’s for a meeting, you say?’ 

‘We think so.’ 

‘Well, the park’s just this big flat space, easy to spot someone. The Botanics has its nooks and crannies, places you could sit down for a chat.’ 

'You’re saying the Botanics?’ 

‘But it’ll be closing soon . . . so maybe not.’ 

Gill Templer expelled breath. You’re being a big help.’ 

‘The Botanics is a big place, ma’am. Why not send the officers in there, get some of the staff to help? Meantime my partner and me can take the park.’ 

Gill considered the offer. She didn’t want Quizmaster scared off . . . or Siobhan Clarke for that matter. She wanted both of them back at Gayfield Square. The officers who were already on their way would pass for civvies from a distance; uniforms would not. 

‘No,’ she said, ‘that’s okay. We’ll start with the Botanics. You stay put, in case she comes back to her car . . .'

Back in the patrol car, Milland gave a resigned shrug. You can’t say you didn’t try, Tony.’ He finished his biscuit and screwed up the wrapper. 

Thompson didn’t say anything. His moment had come and gone. 

‘That mean we’re stuck here?’ his partner asked. Then he held his cup out. ‘Any more tea in that flask . . . ?’ 

They didn’t call it tea in the Du The cafe-. It was a herbal infusion’: blackcurrant and ginseng to be precise. Siobhan though it tasted all right, though she was tempted to add a spot of milk to cut the sharpness. Herbal tea and a finger of carrot cake. She’d bought an early edition of the evening paper from the newsagent’s next door. There was a photo of Flip’s coffin on page three, held aloft by the pall -bearers as they left the church. Smaller photos of the parents and a couple of celebs whose presence Siobhan had failed to notice at the time. 

All of this after her walk through the Botanics. She hadn’t meant to walk the entire length, but somehow had found herself at the eastern gate, next to Inverleith Row. Shops and cafes just along to the right, by Canonmills. Still time to spare . . . She’d thought of fetching her car, but had decided to leave it where it was. She didn’t know what parking was like where she was headed. Then she remembered that her phone was tucked under the passenger seat. But by then it was too late: if she walked back through the Botanics, then either drove or walked back here, she’d have missed the meeting time. And she couldn’t be sure how patient Quizmaster would be. 

Her decision made, she left the paper on her table at the cafe and headed back towards the Botanics, but passing the entrance, staying on Inverleith Row. Just before the rugby ground at Goldenacre she took a right, the path turning into more of a track. Dusk was fast arriving as she turned a corner and approached the gates of Warriston Cemetery. 

No one was answering Donald Devlin’s buzzer, so Rebus hit all the others at random until someone responded. Rebus identified himself, and was buzzed into the tenement, Ellen Wylie right behind him. She actually passed him on the stairs and was first at Devlin’s door, thumping it, kicking, pressing his bell, and rattling the letter-box. 

‘Not promising,’ she admitted. 

Rebus, who had caught his breath, crouched in front of the letter- box and pushed it open. ‘Professor Devlin?’ he called. ‘It’s John Rebus. I need to talk to you.’ On the downstairs landing, one of the doors opened and a face peered up. 

‘It’s okay,’ Wylie assured the nervous neighbour. ‘We’re police officers.’ 

‘Ssh!’ Rebus hissed. He put his ear to the open letter-box. 

‘What is it?’ Wylie whispered. 

‘I can hear something . . . ’ It sounded like the low mewling of a cat. ‘Devlin didn’t have any pets, did he?’ 

‘Not that I know of.’ 

Rebus put his eyes to the letter-box again. The hallway was deserted. The door to the living room was at; the far end, open a few inches. The curtains looked to be closed, so that he couldn’t see into the room. Then his eyes widened. 

‘Holy Christ,’ he said, getting to his feet. He stood back and launched a kick at the door, then another. The wood complained, but didn’t give. He slammed his shoulder into it. No effect. 

‘What?’ Wylie said. 

‘There’s someone in there.’ 

He was about to take another run at the door when Wylie stopped him. ~ogether,’ she said. So that was what they did. Counted to three and hit the door at the same time. The jamb made a cracking sound. Their second assault split it, and the door opened inwards, Wylie falling through it so that she landed on all fours. When she looked up, she saw what Rebus had seen. Almost at floor level, a hand had attached itself to the living-room door and was trying to open it. 

Rebus ran forward, pushed through the gap into the living room. It was Jean, bruised and beaten, her face a smear of blood and mucus, hair matted with sweat and more blood. One eye had swollen and was completely closed. Flecks of pink saliva flew from her mouth as she breathed. 

‘Jesus Christ,’ Rebus said, dropping to his knees in front of her, eyes running over the visible damage. He didn’t want to touch her, thought there might be bones broken. He didn’t want her to hurt more than she already did. 

Wylie was in the room now, too, surveying the scene. It looked like half the contents of the flat lay strewn across the floor, a bloody trail showing where Jean Burchill had crawled her way to the door. 

‘Get an ambulance,’ Rebus said, voice trembling. Then: ‘Jean, what did he do to you?’ And watched her one good eye fill with tears. 

Wylie made the call. Halfway through, she thought she heard a noise out in the hall: the nervous neighbour grown nosy perhaps. She stuck her head out, but couldn’t see anything. She gave the address and stressed again that it was an emergency, then cut the call. Rebus’s ear was close to Jean’s face. Wylie realised she was trying to say something. Her lips were swollen, and teeth looked to have been dislodged. 

Rebus looked up at Wylie, eyes widening. ‘She says, did we catch him?’ 

Wylie caught the meaning at once, ran to the window and pulled the curtains back. Donald Devlin was scurrying across the road, dragging one leg and holding his bleeding left hand out in front of him. 

‘Bastard!’ Wylie yelled, making for the door. 

‘No!’ Rebus’s voice was a roar. He got to his feet. ‘He’s mine. 

As he bounded downstairs two at a time, he realised Devlin must have been hiding in one of the other rooms. Waited till they were busy in the living room and then slipped out. They’d interrupted him. He tried not to think of what Jean’s fate would have been if they hadn’t . . . 

By the time he reached the pavement, Devlin had disappeared from view, but the splashes of bright blood were as clear a trail as Rebus could wish for. He caught sight of him crossing Howe Street, making for St Stephen Street. Rebus was gaining, until the uneven pavement caught him, sending him over on one ankle. Devlin might be in his seventies, but that didn’t mean much: he’d have the strength and determination of the possessed. Rebus had seen it before during a chase. Desperation and adrenaline made for a fearful mix . . . 

Still the drops of blood showed the way. Rebus had slowed, trying to keep the weight off his twisted ankle, pictures of Jean’s face filling his mind. He punched numbers into his mobile, got the sequence wrong the first time and had to start again. When the call was answered, he yelled for assistance. 

‘I’m keeping the line open,’ he said. That way, he could let them know if Devlin suddenly flagged a taxi or boarded a bus. 

He could see Devlin again now, but then he turned the corner into Kerr Street. By the time Rebus got to the corner, he’d lost him again. Deanhaugh Street and Raeburn Place were straight ahead, busy with pedestrians and traffic: the evening trawl home. With so many people around, the trail was harder to follow. Rebus crossed the road at the traffic lights and found himself on the road-bridge which crossed the Water of Leith . . . There were several routes Devlin could have taken, and the trail seemed to have stopped. Had he crossed towards Saunders Street, or maybe doubled back along Hamilton Place? Resting one arm on the parapet, taking the weight off his ankle, Rebus happened to look down at the river flowing sluggishly below. 

And saw Devlin on the footpath, heading down-river towards Leith. 

Rebus lifted the phone and called in his position. As he was doing so, Devlin looked back and saw him. The old man’s pace quickened, but then suddenly slowed. He came to a stop, the other people on the path making a detour round him. One seemed solicitous, but Devlin shook away the offer of help. He turned back and stared at Rebus, who was walking to the end of the bridge, taking the steps down. Devlin hadn’t moved. Rebus called in his position again, then put the phone in his pocket, wanting both hands free. 

As he walked towards Devlin, he saw the scratches on his face, and realised that Jean had been giving almost as good as she got. Devlin was studying his bloodied hand as Rebus stopped six feet away. 

‘The human bite can be quite poisonous, you know,’ Deylin told him. ‘But at least with Miss Burchill I’m sure I needn’t be concerned about hepatitis and HIV.’ He looked up. ‘Something struck me, seeing you on that bridge. I suddenly thought: they don’t have anything.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Any evidence.’ 

‘Well, we can always make a start with attempted murder.’ Rebus slipped a hand into his pocket, brought out the phone. 

‘Who are you going to call?’ Devlin asked. 

‘Don’t you want an ambulance?’ Rebus held the phone up, took a step forwards. 

‘Just a couple of stitches,’ Devlin commented, examining the wound again. Sweat dripped from his hair and the sides of his face. He was breathing hard, wheezily. 

'You don’t make the grade as a serial killer any more, do you, Professor?’ 

‘It’s been some time,’ he agreed. 

‘Was Betty-Anne Jesperson the last?’ 

‘I’d nothing to do with young Philippa, if that’s what you re asking.’ 

‘Someone stealing your. idea?’ 

‘Well, it wasn’t exactly mine in the first place.’ 

‘Are there any others?’ 

‘Others?’ 

‘Victims we don’t know about.’ 

Devlin’s smile broke open some of the cuts on his face. ‘Isn’t four enough?’ 

'You tell me.’ 

‘It seemed . .. satisfactory. No pattern, you see. Two bodies not even found.’ 

‘Just the coffins.’ 

‘Which might never have been connected . . .'

Rebus nodded slowly, didn’t say anything. 

‘Was it the autopsy?’ Devlin asked at last. Rebus nodded again. ‘I knew it was a risk.’ 

‘If you’d told us at the start you’d carried out the Glasgow postmortem, we wouldn’t have thought anything of it.’ 

‘But back then, I couldn’t know what else you might find. Other connections, I mean. And by the time I saw you weren’t going to come up with anything, it was too late. I could hardly say “Oh, incidentally, I was one of the pathologists”, not after we’d already been through the notes . . . ’ 

He dabbed at his face with his fingers, finding blood issuing from the cuts. Rebus held the phone a little closer. 

‘That ambulance . . .?’ he offered. 

Devlin shook his head. ‘In good time.’ A middle-aged woman made to pass them, eyes widening in horror as she saw Devlin. ‘A stumble down the steps,’ he reassured her. ‘Help is on its way.’ 

She quickened her pace away from the scene. 

‘I think I’ve said more than enough, don’t you, DI Rebus?’ 

‘Not for me to say, sir.’ 

‘I do hope DS Wylie doesn’t get into trouble.’ 

‘For what?’ 

‘Not keeping a closer eye on me when I was studying the autopsy reports.’ 

‘I don’t think she’s the one that’s in trouble here.’ 

‘Uncorroborated evidence, isn’t that what we’re dealing with, Inspector? One woman’s word against mine? I’m sure I can find some plausible motive for my fight with Miss Burchill.’ He studied his hand. ‘One might almost call me the victim. And let us be honest, what else do you have? Two drownings, two missing persons, no evidence.’ 

‘Well,’ Rebus corrected him, ‘no evidence apart from this.’ He held the phone a little higher. ‘It was already on when I took it from my pocket, connected to our comms centre down in Leith.’ He put the phone to his ear. Glancing back over his shoulder, he saw that uniformed officers were making their way down the steps from the bridge. ‘Did you get all that?’ he asked into the mouthpiece. Then he looked at Devlin and smiled. 

‘We record every call, you see.’ 

The animation left Devlin’s face, his shoulders slumping. Then he turned on his heels, preparing to run. But Rebus’s arm snaked out, gripping him hard by the shoulder. Devlin tried to wrestle free. One foot slipped off the walkway and he started to fall, his weight pulling Rebus with him. The two men landed heavily in the Water of Leith. It wasn’t deep, and Rebus felt his own shoulder connect with a rock. When he tried standing up, his feet sank to the ankles in mud. He was still holding on to Devlin, and as the bald head appeared from below the surface, missing its spectacles, Rebus saw again the monster who had battered Jean. He reached out his free hand to the Professor’s neck and forced him back under. Hands flew up, splashing, wrestling air. Fingers clawing at Rebus’s arm, clutching at his jacket lapel. 

He felt as calm as he ever had in his life. The water lapped around him, icy but somehow soothing, too. There were people on the bridge, staring down, and officers wading into the water nearby, and a pale-lemon sun spectating from above a bruised cloud. The water seemed cleansing to him. He couldn’t feel his twisted ankle any more, couldn’t feel anything much. Jean would recover, and so would he. He’d move out of Arden Street, find somewhere else, somewhere nobody knew about . . . maybe near water. 

His arm was wrenched from behind: one of the uniforms. 

‘Let go of him!’ 

The cry broke the spell. Rebus released his grip, and Donald Devlin rose spluttering and choking into the daylight, watery vomit dribbling from his chin . . . 

They were loading Jean Burchill into the ambulance when Rebus’s mobile started ringing. One of the green-suited paramedics was explaining that they couldn’t rule out spinal or neck damage, which was why they’d strapped her to a stretcher and placed braces around her head and neck. 

Rebus was staring at Jean, trying to take in what was being said. 

‘Shouldn’t you answer that?’ the paramedic asked. 

‘What?’ 

'Your phone.’ 

Rebus lifted the mobile to his ear. When he’d struggled with Devlin, it had dropped on to the walkway. It was scratched and chipped, but at least still working. ‘Hello?’ 

‘DI Rebus?’ 

‘It’s Eric Bain here.’ 

'Yes.'

‘Is something the matter?’ 

‘Quite a lot, yes.’ As the trolley slid home into the back of the ambulance, Rebus looked down at his sodden clothes. ‘Any sign of Siobhan?’ 

‘That’s why I’m calling.’ 

‘What’s happened?’ 

‘Nothing’s happened. It’s just that I can’t reach her. They think she’s in the Botanics. There are half a dozen men out there looking for her.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘So there’s news about Quizmaster.’ 

‘And you’re bursting to tell someone?’ 

‘I suppose so, yes. 

‘I’m not sure you’ve got the right person, Bain, I’m a bit tied up right now. 

‘Oh.’ 

Rebus was inside the ambulance now, seated across from the trolley. Jean had her eyes closed, but when he reached for her hand, his pressure was returned. 

‘Sorry?’ he said, having missed what Bain had just said. 

‘Who should I tell then?’ Bain repeated. 

‘I don’t know.’ Rebus sighed. ‘Okay, tell me what it is.’ 

‘It’s Special Branch,’ Bain said, the words streaming out. ‘One of the e-mail addresses Quizmaster was using, it traces back to Philippa Balfour’s account.’ 

Rebus didn’t understand: was Bain trying to say that Flip Balfour had been Quizmaster . . . ? 

‘I think it makes sense,’ Bain was saying now. ‘Taken with Claire Benzie’s account.’ 

‘I’m not getting you.’ Jean’s eyelids were fluttering. A sudden jolt of pain, Rebus guessed. He lessened the pressure on her hand. 

‘If Benzie did lend her laptop to Philippa Balfour, we’ve got two computers in the same place, both used by Quizmaster.’ 

‘And if we rule out Ms Balfour as a suspect ‘We’re left with someone who had access to both?’ Silence for a moment, and then Bain: ‘I think the boyfriend’s back in the frame, don’t you?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ Rebus was having trouble concentrating. He ran the back of his hand across his forehead, feeling perspiration there. 

‘We could always ask him . . . '

‘Siobhan’s gone to meet Quizmaster,’ Rebus said. Then he paused. ‘She’s at the Botanics, you say?’ 

'Yes.'

‘How do we know?’ 

‘Her car’s parked right outside.’ 

Rebus thought for a second: Siobhan would know they were looking for her. Leaving the car in full view was too big a giveaway . . . 

‘What if she’s not there?’ he said. ‘What if she’s meeting him somewhere else?’ 

‘How can we find out?’ 

‘Maybe Costello’s flat . . . ’ He looked down at Jean. ‘Look, Bain, I really can’t do this . . . not right now.’ 

Jean’s eye opened. She mouthed something. 

‘Hang on, Bain,’ Rebus said. Then he lowered his head to Jean’s. 

‘Fine . . .’ he heard her slur. 

She was telling him she’d be okay; that he had to help Siobhan now. Rebus turned his head, his eyes meeting those of Ellen Wylie, who was standing on the roadway, waiting for the doors to close. She nodded slowly, letting him know she’d stay with Jean. 

‘Bain?’ he said into the mobile. ‘I’ll meet you outside Costello’s flat.’ 

By the time Rebus got there, Bain had climbed the winding stairs and was standing outside Costello’s door. 

‘I don’t think he’s home,’ Bain was saying, crouching down to look through the letter-box. A chill ran up Rebus’s spine, remembering what he’d seen when he’d peered into Devlin’s flat. Bain got to his feet again. ‘No sign of . . . Jesus Christ, man, what happened to you?’ 

‘Swimming lessons. I didn’t have time to change.’ Rebus looked at the door, then at Bain. ‘Together?’ he said. 

Bain stared back at him. ‘Isn’t that illegal?’ 

‘For Siobhan,’ Rebus said simply. 

They hit the door together on the count of three. 

Inside, Bain knew what he was looking for: a computer. He found two in the bedroom, both of them laptops. 

‘Claire Benzie’s,’ Bain guessed, ‘and either his own or someone else’s.’ 

The screen-saver had been activated on one computer. Bain accessed Costello’s ISP and opened the filing cabinet. 

‘No time to try for a password,’ he said, almost to himself more than Rebus. ‘So all we can read are the old messages.’ But there were none to or from Siobhan. ‘Looks like he wipes as he goes,’ Bain said. 

‘Or else we’re barking up the wrong tree.’ Rebus was looking around the room: unmade bed, books scattered across the floor. Notes for an essay on the desk next to the PC. Socks, pants and T-shirts spilled from the chest of drawers, but not from the top drawer. Rebus limped over, opened it slowly. Inside: maps and guidebooks, including one about Arthur’s Seat. A postcard of Rosslyn Chapel and another guidebook. 

‘Right tree,’ he remarked simply. Bain got up, came to look. 

‘Everything the well-dressed Quizmaster could need.’ Bain went to reach into the drawer, but Rebus slapped his hand away. ‘No touching.’ He tried sliding the drawer out further. Something was sticking. He took a pen from his pocket and dislodged it: an Edinburgh A-Z. 

‘Open at the Botanics,’ Bain said, sounding relieved. If that’s where David Costello was, they’d have cornered him by now. 

But Rebus wasn’t so sure. He was examining the rest of the page. Then he looked over towards Costello’s bed. Postcards of old gravestones . . . a small framed photo of Costello with Flip Balfour, with another headstone just coming into the frame. They’d met at a dinner party . . . breakfast next morning and then a walk in Warriston Cemetery. That was what Costello had told him. Warriston Cemetery was just across the road from the Botanic Gardens. Same page of the A-Z. 

‘I know where he is,’ Rebus said quietly. ‘I know where she’s meeting him. Come on.’ He ran from the room, hand already reaching for his mobile. The detectives who were wandering around the Botanics, they could be at Warriston in two minutes . . . 

‘Hello, David.’ 

He still had his funeral clothes on, including the sunglasses. He grinned as she walked towards him. He was just sitting there, legs swinging from the wall. He slid down and was suddenly standing in front of her. 

'You guessed,’ he said. 

‘Sort of.’ 

He looked at his watch. 'You’re early.’ 

'You’re earlier.’ 

‘I had to recce, see if you were lying.’ 

‘I said I’d be on my own. 

‘And here you are.’ He looked around again. 

‘Plenty of escape routes,’ Siobhan said, surprised by how calm she was. ‘Is that why you chose it?’ 

‘It’s where I first realised I loved Flip.’ 

‘Loved her so much you went and killed her?’ 

His face fell. ‘I didn’t know that was going to happen.’ 

‘No?’ 

He shook his head. ‘Right up until the moment I had my hands round her throat . . . even then I don’t think I knew.’ 

She drew in a deep breath. ‘But you did it anyway.’ 

He nodded. ‘I suppose I did, yes.’ Looked up at her. ‘That’s what you wanted to hear, isn’t it?’ 

‘I wanted to meet Quizmaster.’ 

He opened his arms. ‘At your command.’ 

‘I also want to know why.’ 

‘Why?’ He framed his lips into an O. ‘How many reasons do you want? Her yah friends? Her pretensions? The way she kept teasing and picking fights, looking to break us up just so she could watch me crawling back?’ 

'You could have walked away.’ 

‘But I loved her.’ When he laughed, it was as if acknowledging his own foolishness. ‘I kept telling her that, and you know what she told me back?’ 

‘What?’ 

'That I wasn’t the only one.’ 

‘Ranald Marr?’ 

‘That old goat, yes. Since before she left school. And still at it, even when we were together!’ He stopped, swallowed. ‘Enough motivation for you, Siobhan?’ 

'You vented your anger on Marr by disfiguring that toy soldier, and yet Flip . . . Flip you had to kill?’ She felt calm, almost numb. ‘That doesn’t seem quite fair to me.’ 

'You wouldn’t understand.’ 

She looked at him. ‘But I think I do, David. You’re a coward, pure and simple. You say you didn’t know you were going to murder Flip that night—that’s a lie. You had it planned all along . . . and afterwards you were Mr Calm, speaking to her worried friends not much more than an hour after you’d killed her. You knew exactly what you were doing, David. You were Quizmaster.’ She paused. He was staring into the middle distance, soaking up every word. ‘Something I don’t understand . . . you sent Flip a message after she died?’ 

He smiled. ‘That day at her flat, while Rebus was watching me and you were working on her computer . . . he told me something, said I was the only suspect.’ 

'You thought you’d try throwing us off the scent?’ 

‘It was just supposed to be that one message . . . but when you replied, I couldn’t resist. I was as hooked as you were, Siobhan. The game had us both.’ His eyes sparkled. ‘Isn’t that something?’ 

He seemed to expect an answer, so she nodded slowly. ‘Are you thinking of killing me, David?’ 

He shook his head briskly, irritated by the assumption. 'You know the answer to that,’ he spat. You wouldn’t have come otherwise.’ He walked over to a low headstone and rested against it. ‘Maybe none of it would have happened,’ he said, ‘without the Professor.’ 

Siobhan thought she must have misheard. ‘Which one?’ 

‘Donald Devlin. First time he saw me afterwards, he guessed I’d done it. That’s why he came up with that story, someone loitering outside. He was trying to protect me.’ 

‘Why would he do that, David?’ It felt strange using his name. She wanted to call him Quizmaster. 

‘Because of everything we talked about . . . committing murder, getting away with it.’ 

‘Professor Devlin?’ 

He looked at her. ‘Oh yes, he’s killed too, you know. Old bugger as good as said so, daring me to be like him . . . maybe he was just too good a teacher, eh?’ He ran his hands over the headstone. ‘We had these long talks on the stairwell. He wanted to know all about me, my early days, the angry days. I went to his flat once. He showed me these cuttings . . . people who’d disappeared or drowned. There was even one about a German student . . . ’ 

‘That’s where you got the idea?’ 

‘Maybe.’ He shrugged. ‘Who knows where ideas come from?’ He paused. ‘I helped her, you know. She was dead impressed, all those clues . . . pulling her hair out until I came along . . . ’ He laughed. ‘Flip was never much good with computers. I gave her the name Flipside, then sent the first clue.’ 

'You turned up at the flat, told her you’d solved Hellbank . . . ’ 

Costello nodded, remembering. ‘She wasn’t going to go with me until I promised to drop her off afterwards . . . She’d just kicked me out again—final this time, she’d piled my clothes on a chair—and after Hellbank she was heading off for a drink with all those bloody friends of hers . . .’ He screwed his eyes shut for a moment, then opened them and blinked, turning his head to face Siobhan. ‘Once you’re there, it’s hard to go back . . .’ He shrugged. 

‘There never was a Stricture?’ 

He shook his head slowly. ‘That clue was all for you, Siobhan . . . ’ 

‘I don’t know why you kept going back to her, David, or what you thought the game would prove, but one thing I do know: you never loved her. What you wanted was to control her.’ She nodded at the truth of this. 

‘Some people like to be controlled, Siobhan.’ His eyes were staring into hers. ‘Don’t you?’ 

She thought for a moment . . . or tried to think. Opened her mouth and was about to speak, but a noise interrupted. He snapped his head round: two men approaching. And two more fifty yards beyond them. He turned slowly back to Siobhan. 

‘I’m disappointed in you.’ 

She was shaking her head. ‘Not my doing.’ 

He leapt from the headstone, hurtled towards the wall, his hands reaching the top, feet scrabbling for purchase. The detectives were running now, one yelling, ‘Stop him!’ Siobhan just watched, rooted to the spot. Quizmaster . . . she’d given him her word . . . One of his feet had found a half-inch of ledge, pushing up . . . 

Siobhan threw herself at the wall, grabbed the other leg with both hands and pulled. He tried kicking her off, but she held on, one hand reaching up towards his jacket, trying to haul him back. Then they were both flying backwards, his the only cry. His sunglasses seemed to float past her in slow motion. She was watching them when she hit the ground. He landed heavily on top of her, the air exploding from her lungs. She felt pain as her head connected with the grass. Costello was on his feet and running, but two of the officers had him, wrestled him back on to the ground. He managed to slide his head round so he was looking at Siobhan, the two of them only a couple of yards apart. Hatred filled his face, and he spat in her direction. The saliva hit her on the chin and hung there. Suddenly she didn’t have the strength to wipe it off . . . 

Jean was asleep, but the doctor assured Rebus she’d be fine: cuts and bruises, ‘nothing time can’t heal’. 

‘I very much doubt that,’ he told the doctor. 

Ellen Wylie was there by the bedside. Rebus walked over and stood beside her. ‘I wanted to say thanks,’ he told her. 

‘For what?’ 

‘Helping break down Devlin’s door, for one thing. I’d never have done it on my own. 

Her reply was a shrug. ‘How’s the ankle?’ she asked. 

‘Ballooning nicely, thank you.’ 

‘A week or two on the sick,’ she said. 

‘Maybe more, if I swallowed any of the Water of Leith.’ 

‘I hear Devlin took a good few gulps himself.’ She stared at him. ‘Got a good story prepared?’ 

He smiled. 'You offering to tell a lie or two on my behalf?’ 

‘Just say the word.’ 

He nodded slowly. ‘Problem is, a dozen witnesses could say otherwise.’ 

‘But will they?’ 

‘We’ll just have to wait and see,’ Rebus said. 

He limped along to A&E, where Siobhan was having a couple of stitches put into a head wound. Eric Bain was there. The conversation stopped as Rebus approached. 

‘Eric here,’ Siobhan said, ‘was just explaining how you worked out where I’d be.’ Rebus nodded. ‘And how you gained entry to David Costello’s flat.’ 

Rebus made an O with his lips. 

‘Mr Strongarm,’ she went on, ‘kicking in a suspect’s door without authority or any sniff of a warrant.’ 

‘Technically,’ Rebus told her, ‘I was on suspension. That means I wasn’t a serving officer.’ 

‘Making it even worse.’ She turned to Bain. ‘Eric, you’re going to have to cover for him.’ 

‘Door was open when we got there,’ Bain recited. ‘Botched break-in, probably . . . ’ 

Siobhan nodded and smiled at him. Then she gave Bain’s hand a squeeze . . . 

Donald Devlin was under police guard in one of the Western General’s private rooms. He’d half drowned in the river and was now in what the doctors were calling a coma. 

‘Let’s hope he stays there,’ ACC Cohn Carswell had said. ‘Save us the expense of a prosecution.’ 

Carswell hadn’t said anything at all to Rebus. Gill said not to worry: ‘He’s ignoring you because he hates making apologies.’ 

Rebus nodded. ‘I’ve just seen a doctor,’ he told her. 

She looked at him. ‘So?’ 

‘Does that count as my check-up . . . ?’ 

David Costello was in custody at Gayfleld Square. Rebus didn’t go near. He knew they’d be cracking open a few bottles of whisky and cans of beer, sounds of celebration drifting into the room where Costello was being questioned. He thought of the time he’d asked Donald Devlin whether his young neighbour was capable of killing: not cerebral enough for David. Well, Costello had found his method all the same, and Devlin had protected him . . . the old man sheltering the young. 

When Rebus went home, he took a tour of his flat. It represented, he realised, the only fixed point of his life. All the cases he’d worked, the monsters he’d encountered . . . he dealt with them here, seated in his chair, staring out of his window. He found room for them in the bestiary of his mind, and there they stayed. 

If he gave this up, what would be left? No still centre to his world, no cage for his demons . . . 

Tomorrow he’d call the solicitor, tell her he wasn’t moving. 

Tomorrow. 

For tonight, he had new cages to fill . . . 
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It was a Sunday afternoon of sharp, low sunlight, the shadows impossibly long and skewed into an elastic geometry. Trees bowed by the wind, clouds moving like oiled machines. Falls, twinned with Anguish . . . Rebus drove past the signpost, glanced towards Jean, quiet in the passenger seat. She’d been quiet all week; slow to answer her phone or come to the door. The doctor’s words: nothing time can’t heal . 

He’d given her the option, but she’d decided to come with him. They parked next to a sparkling BMW. There were traces of soapy water in the gutters. Rebus pulled on the hand-brake and turned to Jean. 

‘I’ll only be a minute. You want to wait here?’ 

She thought about it, then nodded. He reached into the back for the coffin. It was wrapped in newspaper, a front-page headline by Steven Holly. He got out of the car, leaving his door open. Knocked on the door of Wheel Cottage. 

Bev Dodds answered. She had a smile fixed to her face and a frilly apron tied across her chest. 

‘Sorry, not a tourist,’ Rebus said. Her smile faded. ‘Doing a roaring trade in tea and buns?’ 

‘What can I do for you?’ 

He lifted up the parcel. ‘Thought you might like this back. It’s yours, after all, isn’t it?’ 

She parted the sheets of newsprint. ‘Oh, thanks,’ she said. 

‘It really is yours, isn’t it?’ 

She wouldn’t look at him. ‘Finders keepers, I suppose . . . '

But he was shaking his head. ‘I mean, you made it, Ms Dodds. This new sign of yours . . .’ He nodded in its direction. ‘Care to tell me who made it? I’m willing to bet you did it yourself. Nice piece of wood . . . I’m guessing you’ve a few chisels and such-like.’ 

‘What do you want?’ Her voice had grown chilly. 

‘When I brought Jean Burchill here—there she is in the car, and she’s fine by the way, thanks for asking—when I brought her here, you said you often went to the Museum.’ 

'Yes?’ She was staring over his shoulder, but averted her gaze when Jean’s eyes met hers. 

'Yet you’d never come across the Arthur’s Seat coffins.’ Rebus affected a frown. ‘It should have clicked with me right there.’ He stared at her, but she didn’t say anything. He watched her neck redden, watched her turn the coffin in her hands. ‘Still,’ he said, ‘brought you some extra business, eh? But I’ll tell you one thing . . . '

Her eyes were liquid; she brought them up to meet his. ‘What?’ she asked, voice cracking. 

He pointed a finger at her. You’re lucky I didn’t tag you sooner. I might have said something to Donald Devlin. And then you’d look like Jean back there, if not a damned sight worse.’ 

He turned away, headed back to the car. On the way, he unhooked the ‘Pottery’ sign and tossed it into the gutter. She was still watching from her doorway as he started the ignition. A couple of day-trippers were approaching along the pavement. Rebus knew exactly where they were headed and why. He made sure to turn the steering-wheel hard, running the sign over, front and back tyres both. 

On the way back into Edinburgh, Jean asked if they were going to Portobello. He nodded, and asked if that was okay with her. 

‘It’s fine,’ she told him. ‘I need someone to help me move that mirror out of the bedroom.’ He looked at her. ‘Just until the bruises have healed,’ she said quietly. 

He nodded his understanding. ‘Know what I need, Jean?’ 

She turned towards him. ‘What?’ 

He shook his head slowly. ‘I was hoping you might tell me . . .'

Afterword 

Firstly, a big thank-you to Mogwai, whose ‘Stanley Kubrick’ EP was playing in the background throughout the final draft of this book. 

The collection of poetry in David Costello’s flat is I Dream of Alfred Hitchcock by James Robertson, and the poem from which Rebus quotes is entitled ‘Shower Scene’. 

After the first draft of this book was written, I discovered that in 1999 the Museum of Scotland commissioned two American researchers, Dr Allen Simpson and Dr Sam Menefee of the University of Virginia, to examine t~ie Arthur’s Seat coffins and formulate a solution. They concluded that the most likely explanation was that the coffins had been made by a shoemaker acquaintance of the murderers Burke and Hare, using a shoemaker’s knife and brass fittings adapted from shoe buckles, the idea being to give the victims some vestige of Christian burial, since a dissected corpus could not be resurrected. 

The Falls is, of course, a work of fiction, a flight of fancy. Dr Kennet Lovell exists only between its pages. 

In June 1996, a man’s body was found near the summit of Ben Alder. He’d died of gunshot wounds. His name was Emmanuel Caillet, the son of a French merchant banker. What he was doing in Scotland was never ascertained. The report, produced from autopsy and scene-of-crime evidence, concluded that the young man had committed suicide. But there are enough discrepancies and unanswered questions to persuade his parents that this is not the real solution . . .

The End

